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Prologue

The house was quiet. Not the quiet of peace, but the heavy, breathless quiet that follows a storm. Simon lay on his back in the single bed, the duvet a loose tangle around his hips. The darkness of his room was absolute, a thick velvet pressing against his eyes. From the wall to his left, where Matt’s room was, there was nothing. No muffled laughter, no rhythmic thud of the bedframe, no low, possessive murmurs. Just silence. A profound, echoing absence.

Phoebe wasn’t there.

He stared into the black, and his mind, unmoored, began to drift. It didn’t feel like remembering; it felt like archaeology. Digging through layers of sediment to find the original shape of himself, the boy he’d been just months ago.

The beginning was sunlight. Warm September light filtering through the train window as they held hands, their fingers interlaced, their shared future a tangible, exciting weight in the air between them. Phoebe, her blonde hair catching the gold, her green eyes bright with anticipation. Their anticipation. It was a closed circuit, a perfect, private world of two. He’d loved her then with a certainty that felt like a physical law. She was his. He was hers. The equation was simple, and it balanced.

Then, the university air introduced a new variable. Attention.

She'd cheated. The confession had come haltingly, her voice trembling, her green eyes wide with fear and regret. Simon had listened, his chest tight, his mind spinning. But in the end, he’d consented. They had carried on. And Phoebe, though shaken, had carried on being. 

Her confidence remained, an undeniable force. The natural grace of her toned, athletic walk, the way her laughter seemed to draw light toward her, she became a focal point, effortlessly commanding attention wherever she went. Simon noticed the glances first. The lingering looks from other men in the student union, at parties, in corridors. It was a low-grade buzz at the edge of his awareness, a static of other people’s desire aimed at what he still, stubbornly, considered his. 

The fracture wasn’t in her actions, she didn’t need to flirt, but she did flirt. It was in her very presence, a magnetic pull that she couldn’t turn off, even if she had wanted to. Simon watched her sometimes, out of the corner of his eye, and he noticed the way she smiled at strangers, the way her laughter lingered just a little too long when someone else made her laugh. It wasn’t intentional, not entirely, but it was there, subtle and undeniable. And Simon, furious and desperate and oddly fascinated, couldn’t look away. He felt it building, that static, louder now, prickling against his skin. It wasn’t just jealousy. It was something deeper, something he couldn’t yet name.

Jealousy came, of course. A sharp, sour pinch in his gut. But it wasn’t pure. Woven through it was something else, a confusing thread of… pride. See what I have. See who wants her. She chooses me. The contradiction nestled inside him, unresolved.

The first betrayal wasn’t a scene of drama. It was words in a quiet room. Her confession, spoken with a shame that didn’t quite mask a flicker of defiant thrill. She’d been with someone else. The world didn’t shatter; it tilted, its axis wrenching sideways. He waited for the tsunami of rage, the heartbreak that would match the stories. It didn’t come.

Instead, sitting across from her, he’d felt a hollow, icy calm. And beneath that, a traitorous, insistent stirring. His body, ignoring every dictate of his heart, had begun to respond. His jeans had felt tighter. Heat had pooled low in his belly. As she spoke details, her voice a mixture of apology and something darker, more confessional, that heat had spread. It was the shock that unlocked it. The sheer, vertiginous loss of control. The narrative of their love had been ripped from his hands, and in that void, a terrifying, electric curiosity was born.

That was the moment everything changed. Not the act itself, but his reaction to it. A door inside him he never knew existed was kicked open, and a cold, dark draft swept out.

What followed was a descent, but it felt like a seduction. A pattern established itself with the inevitability of a ritual. Phoebe would be with Matt. She would return to him, or summon him, her body humming with a satisfaction he could never provide. And his role shifted, slowly, from betrayed boyfriend to… something else. A servant of the aftermath. The one who cleaned, who tasted, who witnessed. The humiliation was no longer an accident; it became the point. The bitter salt on the rim of the glass. And he drank it, and his body sang for it.

The party was the culmination. The private ritual made grotesquely, brilliantly public. The game of Truth or Dare was the altar. Stripping naked before his peers was the offering. And kneeling before Jake…

That was the sacrament.

He could still feel the rough carpet bite of his knees. See the thick, veined weight of Jake’s cock, so utterly alien, hovering before his lips. Smell the clean, musky scent of another man’s arousal. Hear the hitched, fascinated breaths of Chloe and Jess as they watched. Phoebe’s hand on his neck, her voice in his ear, coaxing, commanding. “You want to be my good boy, don’t you?”

The most terrifying part wasn’t the act. It was the moment his mind broke apart and reassembled. As he took Jake into his mouth, as the foreign taste and texture flooded his senses, as the shame burned white-hot in his chest… his own slender, pathetic dick had throbbed in agonized, undeniable approval. The arousal wasn’t for Jake. It was for the annihilation. For the total, utter eradication of Simon-the-boyfriend. He came, violently, onto the carpet, without a single touch to himself, while his mouth was full of another man. The humiliation was absolute. The liberation was absolute.

They called it a kink afterward. Jess and Chloe, with their gentle, clinical concern. Cuck. They gave him the word like a key. It was a box, a label, a diagnosis that made the sickness understandable. He clutched it. It was better than being broken. It was an identity, however twisted.

Now, in the silent dark, the identity felt like a second skin. The memories weren’t wounds; they were fuel.

His hand, which had been resting on his stomach, drifted down. His fingers brushed the soft hair at his groin, then closed around his own cock. It was already half-hard, thickening eagerly at his touch. He didn’t fight it. He leaned into the memory.

He thought of Phoebe, not as his girlfriend, but as a vessel for his degradation. He thought of her on Matt’s bed, her toned legs wrapped around Matt’s waist, her back arching as she took a thickness and length that Simon could only imagine. He thought of the sounds through the wall, her sharp, satisfied cries, the animal grunts of the man claiming her.

His strokes lengthened, his fist moving with a practiced, desperate rhythm.

His mind skipped to the party. The public unveiling. The feel of Jake’s cock, impossibly warm and solid, stretching his lips, bumping the back of his throat. The taste, salty, musky, dominant. The hot spill of Jake’s cum, bitter and copious, flooding his mouth, dripping down his chin as Chloe and Jess watched, their eyes wide with voyeuristic hunger.

He was a cuck. The word was a mantra, a permission slip. This arousal was who he was now. The confusion had crystalized into a dark, perfect certainty. The jealousy, the love, the betrayal, they were all transmuted into this single, relentless need: to be humiliated. To be less than. To serve her pleasure by witnessing his own irrelevance.

His breath came in short, sharp gasps. His hips bucked off the thin mattress, driving his dick into the tight tunnel of his fist. The images collided, a montage of his own ruin: Phoebe laughing in Matt’s arms, Jake’s smirk, the circle of watching faces, his own cum on the carpet.

It built quickly, a terrifying pressure that had nothing to do with love and everything to do with surrender. His balls drew up tight. His thighs trembled. A low, animal groan was torn from his throat, muffled by the silent room.

The climax wasn’t a pleasure; it was an affirmation. It ripped through him like a shockwave, a seismic event of shame and acceptance. His back arched off the bed. Hot stripes of cum jetted across his stomach and chest, each pulse wringing a choked sob from his lungs. He spasmed, shuddering, as the last drops seeped from him.

He collapsed, panting, into the damp aftermath. The silence rushed back in.

He lay there, sticky and spent, the scent of his own release sharp in the air. The boy on the train, holding his girlfriend’s hand, was a ghost. A faint, faded photograph. This person here, in this dark room, was real. This was what he had become. This was what he was.

The transformation was complete. It hadn’t happened to him. He had walked, step by step, into the heart of it. And now, he lived there.

Chapter One

Simon didn’t answer straight away.

The film played on in the background, light flickering softly across the walls, voices from the screen blending into something indistinct. Neither of them had been paying attention for a while now. The room had settled into that quiet, enclosed feeling that came late in the evening, when the outside world felt distant and time seemed to slow slightly.

Jess was still watching him.

Not intensely. Not aggressively.

But steadily.

That was the difference with her.

Phoebe had always drawn attention without trying, filling a space simply by being in it. Jess didn’t do that. She didn’t need to. When she focused on someone, really focused, it felt like everything else faded slightly into the background.

Simon became aware of the way she was sitting beside him. Close enough that their shoulders touched, her body angled slightly toward his without it feeling forced. The soft fabric of her jumper brushed lightly against his arm every time she shifted, a small, consistent reminder of how close she was.

He could feel the warmth of her.

And the calm.

It wasn’t like the tension he used to feel around Phoebe. There was no sharp edge to it, no sense of being pulled into something he couldn’t control. This was different. Slower. Softer.

But somehow… harder to ignore.

“I don’t know,” he said eventually, his voice quieter than he meant it to be.

Jess didn’t interrupt him. She just waited.

“I didn’t… plan any of it,” he went on, his eyes drifting away from hers for a moment before returning. “It just… happened.”

Jess nodded slightly, as if that confirmed something she had already been thinking.

“I know,” she said.

There was no judgment in her voice.

No surprise either.

“That’s kind of the point,” she added after a moment.

Simon frowned slightly, not fully understanding.

Jess shifted then, a small movement, but enough to change the space between them. She turned her body more fully toward him, one leg folding slightly beneath her on the bed. The movement caused the loose neckline of her jumper to slip just slightly at her shoulder before settling again, natural, unselfconscious.

He noticed it.

He wasn’t sure if she did.

“You didn’t plan it,” she said, her tone thoughtful. “But you didn’t stop it either.”

Simon felt that land somewhere deeper than he expected.

He looked down briefly, then back at her.

“No,” he admitted.

Jess watched him for a moment longer, her expression calm, her eyes steady. There was something measured in the way she held his gaze, as if she was giving him time, but also expecting him to stay with her in the conversation.

“And when it was happening,” she said softly, “you didn’t leave.”

He shook his head.

“No.”

A small pause.

“And afterwards,” she continued, “you kept thinking about it.”

Simon let out a quiet breath, something between a sigh and an admission.

“Yeah.”

Jess’s lips curved slightly, not quite a smile, more an acknowledgment.

“That’s what I mean,” she said. “It’s not about what happened. It’s about how you respond to it.”

Simon felt that same warmth again, heavier this time, settling lower in his chest. It wasn’t uncomfortable. Just… unfamiliar.

Jess leaned back slightly then, resting one hand behind her on the bed for support, her posture relaxed again. But she didn’t look away.

“I don’t think you’re broken,” she said. “Or weird. Or anything like that.”

He let out a small, almost disbelieving laugh.

“Really?”

“Really,” she said, simply.

Another pause settled between them, but it wasn’t awkward. It felt… intentional. Like she was letting the moment sit, letting him feel it properly rather than rushing past it.

Simon became aware again of how close they were. The quiet. The warmth. The way her attention hadn’t wavered.

He realised something then.

With Phoebe, he had always felt like he was reacting.

Trying to keep up. Trying to understand. Trying not to lose control completely.

With Jess…

He felt like she already understood.

And that somehow made it harder to hide.

“I don’t even know what that makes me,” he said after a moment, the words coming out more honestly than he intended.

Jess tilted her head slightly, studying him.

“You don’t need a label straight away,” she said. “You just need to understand what you respond to.”

Her voice softened slightly on the last word.

“Control.”

Simon felt it again, that slow, spreading warmth.

Jess shifted closer once more, not dramatically, just enough that their knees touched now as well as their shoulders. Her presence felt more deliberate this time, though her expression remained calm, almost neutral.

“And I think,” she continued, her voice quieter now, “you like not being in control.”

Simon swallowed.

He didn’t answer.

He didn’t need to.

Jess watched the reaction move across his face, the slight hesitation, the way his breathing changed just enough to notice if you were paying attention.

And she was paying attention.

She always was.

Her gaze dropped briefly, just for a second, then returned to his eyes.

“Which is fine,” she said.

The way she said it made it feel like more than reassurance. It felt like permission.

Simon felt something shift inside him then, subtle but undeniable. Not the sharp, overwhelming pull he had felt before. Something steadier.

More grounded.

Jess leaned in slightly, closing the space between them without rushing it. Close enough now that he could feel the warmth of her breath when she spoke.

“But it only works,” she added softly, “if you trust the person who has it.”

Simon’s chest tightened slightly at that.

Jess held his gaze.

Calm. Steady. Certain.

“I wouldn’t do anything you didn’t want,” she said.

A pause.

“But I do think you might want more than you realise.”

The words settled between them, quiet but heavy with meaning.

For a moment, neither of them moved.

The film continued to play in the background, forgotten completely now.

Simon became aware of his own body in a way he hadn’t been a few minutes earlier. Not overwhelming. Not embarrassing.

Jess noticed.

Of course she did.

But she didn’t comment on it.

She didn’t rush forward.

She didn’t push.

Instead, she leaned back slightly again, giving him just enough space to breathe, to think, to feel the shift without being overwhelmed by it.

That was the difference.

Phoebe had taken control without thinking.

Jess was choosing when to take it.

And when to give it back.

Simon looked at her, really looked at her now.

“You’ve thought about this,” he said quietly.

Jess smiled properly then, a small, warm smile that softened her whole face.

“Yeah,” she said.

A slight pause.

“I have.”

Another one.

Then, more gently:

“Have you?”

Simon didn’t answer straight away.

But this time, it wasn’t because he didn’t know.

It was because he was starting to.


Chapter Two

Jess’s room felt different from the rest of the house.

Simon noticed it the moment he stepped inside, even before he really looked around. It wasn’t just that it was tidier, though it was, or that the lighting was softer, a warm glow from a small lamp in the corner instead of the harsh overhead bulb most of the others relied on.

It felt… deliberate.

Everything had a place. The bed was made, though not stiffly, the duvet slightly creased as if she had been sitting on it moments before. A soft throw lay folded at the end. There were books stacked neatly on the desk, a mug beside them, half-finished tea cooling slowly.

It felt like a space someone actually lived in.

Jess moved ahead of him and sat down on the bed, tucking one leg beneath her, the movement unhurried, natural. She glanced back at him with a small smile.

“Come in,” she said. “You’re hovering.”

Simon let out a quiet breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding and stepped further into the room, closing the door gently behind him. He stayed standing for a moment, unsure where to place himself.

Jess watched him for a second, not with pressure, not like Phoebe would have, but with a kind of quiet curiosity.

“Relax,” she said softly. “You’re not in trouble.”

There was a faint hint of amusement in her voice when she said it, and Simon felt something in his chest loosen slightly, even as something else tightened.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, leaving a small, careful gap between them.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The film they had started earlier played quietly on her laptop, forgotten now, the soft flicker of light moving across the walls. Jess reached over and paused it without looking, the room settling into a more complete quiet.

“I meant what I said,” she said after a moment.

Simon looked at her.

“About… control,” she continued, her tone calm, thoughtful rather than confrontational. “About you.”

He swallowed slightly. “Yeah.”

Jess tilted her head a little, studying him.

“You don’t have to pretend with me,” she said. “I was there. I saw everything.”

There was no judgment in her voice. No cruelty. Just fact.

Simon looked down at his hands.

“I don’t even really understand it,” he admitted quietly.

“I know,” she said.

That simple.

Not dismissive. Not reassuring. Just… certain.

She shifted slightly on the bed, turning her body more toward him, her posture relaxed but engaged.

“I don’t think it’s about what you think it’s about,” she continued. “It’s not about them. Not really. Not about Matt, or Jake, or any of that.”

Simon frowned slightly, glancing up at her.

“Then what is it?”

Jess held his gaze for a moment, then smiled faintly.

“You like giving something up,” she said. “Control. Choice. The pressure of deciding things.”

She paused, watching his reaction carefully.

“And you respond when someone else takes that from you.”

The words landed quietly, but they settled deep.

Simon didn’t answer straight away.

Because part of him knew she was right.

Jess leaned back slightly then, bracing her hands behind her on the bed, her posture opening, relaxed in a way that made the space between them feel less tense.

And for the first time since he’d come in, Simon really looked at her.

Not just as Jess.

But as… her.

She wasn’t like Phoebe.

That was the first thing that settled clearly in his mind.

Phoebe had always drawn attention without trying, sharp, athletic, defined in the way she moved, like everything about her was slightly heightened, slightly more intense than the people around her.

Jess was different.

Softer.

But not weaker.

Her figure had a natural softness to it that stood out in a quieter, more understated way. Where Phoebe’s body had been all clean lines and visible athletic tone, Jess’s shape was defined by gentle curves, still slim, still balanced, but with a softness that gave her presence a warmer, more feminine feel.

Her chest was the first thing most people noticed, though not because she tried to draw attention to it. Even in a simple top, the shape of her body was unmistakable, full and natural, creating a silhouette that held the eye without needing to be revealed.

Below that, her waist drew in softly before widening into fuller hips, giving her a natural hourglass shape that moved easily when she shifted. There was a slight, gentle curve at her lower abdomen, not flat like Phoebe’s, but soft in a way that made her look more real, more touchable, without taking away from the overall slimness of her frame.

Her legs carried that same balance, smooth and feminine rather than defined, but still firm, still shaped. And when she crossed one over the other, the movement was unselfconscious, completely at ease, as if she had never once needed to think about how she looked.

Her face held something else entirely.

A softness, yes, wide eyes that seemed to take everything in, full lips that curved easily into small, knowing smiles, but behind that there was awareness.

Attention.

She watched people.

Really watched them.

And right now, she was watching him.

Not judging.

Not mocking.

Understanding.

And that, more than anything, made Simon shift slightly where he sat.

Jess noticed.

Of course she did.

A small smile touched her lips.

“See?” she said quietly.

Simon blinked. “See what?”

“You’re already reacting,” she said.

There was no accusation in it.

Just observation.

He exhaled slowly, running a hand over the back of his neck.

“I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with that,” he admitted.

Jess sat forward slightly then, closing the small gap between them just a little.

“You don’t have to do anything,” she said.

Her voice dropped slightly, softer now.

“That’s kind of the point.”

Simon felt that same slow warmth return, low in his chest, unfamiliar but not unwelcome.

Jess held his gaze for a moment longer, then leaned back again, as if deliberately easing the intensity.

“Let’s keep it simple,” she said.

“A rule.”

Simon frowned slightly. “A rule?”

She nodded.

“Nothing complicated,” she said. “Just something small. Something to see how you feel.”

He hesitated.

Then nodded.

Jess smiled again, more openly this time.

“Okay,” she said. “First rule.”

She paused just long enough for him to feel it.

“For now… you don’t touch me unless I tell you to.”

The words settled between them.

Not harsh.

Not forceful.

But clear.

Simon felt the immediate instinct to respond, to question, to laugh it off maybe.

But instead…

He just nodded.

And Jess saw it.

The acceptance.

The shift.

Her expression softened slightly, but her eyes held something else now.

Not dominance.

Not like Phoebe.

Something quieter.

Controlled.

Interested.

“Good,” she said gently.

And for the first time since everything had changed…

Simon didn’t feel lost.

He felt like he was beginning to understand where he stood.

And that was something new entirely.


Chapter Three

Jess remained seated on the edge of the bed, her back against the headboard, knees drawn up slightly. The soft glow from the bedside lamp painted her in warm tones, highlighting the gentle curve of her cheek, the fullness of her lips. The room was silent, a world away from the chaotic noise of the party. This quiet felt heavier, more deliberate.

She watched him, her wide, curious eyes taking him in. Simon stood a few feet away, feeling the weight of her gaze like a physical pressure.

“I’ve been thinking about that night,” she said, her voice calm, measured.

Simon’s breath hitched. He waited; muscles tense.

Jess tilted her head slightly. “I liked seeing your small dick hard. It’s very cute.”

The word cute landed oddly. It wasn’t a mockery. It was an observation, delivered with a soft, clinical interest. It stripped the event of its public spectacle and reframed it into something… personal.

“Naked. Embarrassed. Trying not to look at anyone.” A small, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips. “I thought you were cute and  it was… cute.”

Simon swallowed, his throat dry. He didn’t know how to respond. Humiliation at the party had been a wild, public fire. This was a slow, focused heat, concentrated solely on him by her.

Jess shifted, unfolding her legs and letting her feet rest flat on the floor. Her posture was still relaxed, but her attention was a laser. “Undress,” she said gently. “For me.”

It wasn’t a command barked in laughter. It was an instruction, quiet and absolute. The difference was everything. At the party, he’d been a prop. Here, he was the subject.

His fingers felt clumsy as they went to the hem of his t-shirt. The cotton rustled loudly in the quiet as he pulled it over his head. The cool air of the room kissed his chest, raising goosebumps. He avoided her eyes, looking at the floorboards as he toed off his shoes, socks. His hands went to the button of his jeans. The denim was tight. He fumbled, his cheeks burning, acutely aware of the soft shush of fabric as he pushed them down his legs, stepping out of them. His boxers followed, a final surrender.

He stood before her, completely naked, utterly exposed, and felt the weight of Jess’s gaze like a physical touch tracing every inch of him. The air was cool against his bare skin but did nothing to dull the heat pooling low in his stomach or the flush creeping up his chest and neck. His hands twitched at his sides, don’t cover yourself, don’t hide, but there was no point; his body betrayed him already.

His dick, slender but unmistakably hard now, stood out from his groin at an awkward angle, too eager for dignity, too obvious for denial. Embarrassing, yes, but also undeniable. The same twisted cocktail of shame and arousal that had coiled inside him at the party churned hotter now, private instead of public, intimate instead of performative. 

Jess didn’t laugh this time. She just watched. And somehow, that was worse.

Jess didn’t speak. She just looked. Her gaze travelled over him with a slow, thorough curiosity. It wasn’t hungry or lustful. It was assessing. It moved from his face, down his lean torso, over the slight softness of his stomach, to his narrow hips, his thin thighs, his knees, his feet. Then back up. She took her time.

After a long moment, she lifted her hand. Using a single finger, she made a slow, circular motion in the air. “Turn,” she said softly. “A full circle. Slowly.”

The instruction was so precise. He obeyed, turning on the spot, his arms held slightly away from his body. He felt like an exhibit. The rotation forced him to present every angle: his back, the pale curve of his buttocks, the backs of his legs. He completed the circle and faced her again, his heart hammering against his ribs. The vulnerability was total, but it was a chosen vulnerability. She had asked. He had given.

Jess’s eyes finally returned to his face. She held his gaze for a beat, then let her eyes drift lower, to where his cock was beginning to stir, responding to the intense, silent scrutiny. A faint, traitorous thickening was occurring.

“Show me,” she said, her voice still that soft, direct murmur. “Stroke for me. I want to watch. I like watching,” She gave him a warm smile.

A hot flush of shame washed over him, followed immediately by a sharp, undeniable pull of arousal. The conflict was instant. His mind screamed embarrassment, but his body, conditioned now, recognized this as a form of permission. Of purpose.

Hesitantly, he lifted his right hand. His fingers trembled slightly as they closed around his own flesh. It was rock hard now, his familiar, slender five inches filling out in his grip. He gave a tentative, awkward stroke.

“Don’t rush,” Jess murmured.

He slowed his hand. His eyes were locked on hers, but hers were drifting down, watching the movement of his fist. The slick, soft sound of skin on skin was obscenely loud. He felt every sensation amplified, the smooth glide of his foreskin, the soft head, the delicate veins. He was hyper-aware of his own body, of every twitch and tremble, because she was aware of it.

Her gaze was a physical touch. It traced the path of his hand, up and down, up and down. Then it would flicker to his face, studying his expression. Simon felt his own control slipping. His breath began to shorten. His strokes became more confident, a rhythm establishing itself. The pleasure was familiar, but it was now layered with a profound, dizzying self-consciousness. He was performing. For her. And his body was betraying him, loving it.

He watched her watching him. Her expression was serene, intent. Her lips were slightly parted. She wasn’t touching herself. She was just… observing. Absorbing. Controlling.

“Look at me,” she said, when his eyes started to flutter closed.

He snapped his gaze back to hers. The connection was electric. Her eyes held his, even as he felt his orgasm building, a tight, coiling heat in his groin. His hips began to jerk minutely, pushing his dick through the circle of his fist. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, making the glide wetter, slicker. The sound changed.

"So sexy," she told him, her voice soft but carrying an undeniable edge of fascination. "I love watching you doing it. Touching yourself, stroking it. I love the way your little balls bob with each stroke."

Her words hung in the air, a deliberate, intimate commentary. Simon felt his face burn even hotter, his body trembling under her gaze. Her tone wasn’t mocking, it was appreciative, almost reverent, and that made it so much more intense. She wasn’t just watching; she was studying him, absorbing every detail, every movement.

Her eyes lingered on his groin, tracing the path of his hand as it moved up and down his slender shaft. The rhythmic motion of his strokes, the way his hips twitched ever so slightly, the way his testicles tightened and bounced with each pull, she took it all in, her expression one of quiet fascination.

Simon felt utterly exposed, not just physically but emotionally. Her words, her attention, stripped away any pretence of control he might have had. She was seeing him, all of him, in a way no one ever had before. And instead of shrinking from it, his body responded, his dick throbbing harder in his hand, precum slicking the glide of his strokes.

Jess’s lips parted slightly as she watched, her breath catching in her throat. She didn’t touch herself, didn’t move. She was entirely focused on him, on the way his body moved, the way he surrendered to her command. It was hypnotic, the way she wielded her power over him with nothing but her gaze and her words.

"You’re beautiful like this," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. "So open, so honest. I can see everything. I can see you."

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, mingling shame and arousal into a heady cocktail he couldn’t resist. He kept stroking, his pace steady but growing more urgent, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He was climbing again, his body teetering on the edge, and she was there, watching, guiding him with her presence alone.

"I love it," she breathed, her eyes still fixed on him. "I love you like this."

He was close. Desperately close. His other hand came up, palm cupped instinctively, ready to catch his release.

“Stay there,” Jess whispered, her voice a thread of sound.

He froze, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. His hand kept moving, frantic now. His face was a mask of desperate concentration, his brow furrowed, his mouth open gasping for air. He knew what he looked like; exposed, vulnerable, needy. And she saw it all.

The climax tore through him with a silent, violent intensity. His back arched. A choked, guttural sound escaped his lips as his slender dick pulsed in his hand. Thick, warm streaks of cum shot out, splattering over his cupped palm, his fingers, dripping onto the floorboards between his feet. He shuddered through it, his entire body convulsing with the force of it, his eyes screwed shut despite her command.

As the last tremors subsided, he stood there, panting, spent, dripping. He slowly, shamefully, opened his eyes.

Jess was still watching him. Her expression had shifted slightly. The serene observation was now tinged with something else, a dawning, intrigued understanding. Her eyes met his, seeing the aftermath, the submission, the utter vulnerability he’d just displayed for her alone.

She didn’t smile. She didn’t look away. She just saw. And in that quiet, charged silence, she realized the depth of the power she now held. It wasn't about humiliation. It was about surrender. And he’d just given it to her, completely.

“Lick your hand clean. I want to watch you swallow.”

Simon hesitated, his breath still ragged, his hand sticky and warm. Jess’s eyes never left him, her gaze steady, expecting. His stomach churned with a mix of shame and arousal, but there was no resisting her quiet command. Slowly, he lifted his trembling hand to his lips, his eyes flickering to hers for a brief moment before he lowered his gaze.

The heat of her attention was palpable, pressing into him like a weight. His tongue darted out hesitantly, brushing against the salty, slick mess on his palm. The taste was sharp, unfamiliar, and intimate, a stark reminder of what he’d just done, what he’d just given. He swallowed hard, forcing down the first traces of himself, his throat tightening around the act.

Jess didn’t move. She didn’t speak. She simply watched; her green eyes fixed on him with an intensity that made his skin prickle. Each slow, deliberate lick of his hand felt like an unravelling, a stripping away of any last shred of control. He was utterly exposed, not just in body but in spirit, and she saw it. She owned it.

As he finished, his hand now partially clean, he hesitated again, his gaze flickering back to hers. There was no judgment in her eyes, only a quiet, fascinated satisfaction. She had witnessed his surrender, and in that moment, Simon felt the full weight of what he’d just given her, a piece of himself he hadn’t even known he was capable of losing.

The taste was salty, tangy, unmistakable. His tongue darted out tentatively at first, hesitant, but then, spurred by her unwavering attention, he licked more deliberately, cleaning his palm with slow, deliberate strokes. His cheeks burned, but his body betrayed him again, a faint twitch in his spent dick signalling that even this, this act of servitude, was stirring something deep within him.

Jess watched intently, her lips parting slightly as she absorbed the scene. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice soft but firm, laced with approval. “You’re so obedient. I love watching you do this. It’s… adorable.”

The word landed like a weight, both humiliating and oddly comforting. He was hers, and she was claiming him, not with cruelty, but with a quiet, possessive fascination. His tongue worked diligently, cleaning every trace, his movements slow and deliberate under her watchful eyes. When his hand was spotless, he lowered it, trembling still, and met her gaze.

Jess tilted her head slightly, a faint, knowing smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “You’re very good at that,” she said softly. “I like seeing you like this. So… obedient.”

Her words wrapped around him, a strange blend of shame and pride. He stood there, naked, spent, and utterly hers, knowing she saw him, truly saw him, and that there was no going back.


Chapter Four

The student café carried that steady, familiar rhythm of university life, not quite loud, but never quiet either. Cups clinked softly against saucers, chairs shifted across the floor, and the low hum of conversation filled the air like background static. It was the kind of place people came to feel busy without really thinking about it.

Simon sat opposite Jess, his hands loosely wrapped around a takeaway cup he hadn’t touched in a while. He’d lost track of how long they’d been sitting there. Long enough for the noise to settle into something distant. Long enough for him to feel… comfortable.

Jess noticed.

She always did.

“You’ve gone quiet again,” she said, her tone light, but not careless.

Simon looked up. “Have I?”

Jess gave a small, knowing smile, tilting her head slightly as she watched him. “You do that,” she said. “You drift off a bit.”

There was no criticism in it. Just quiet observation.

He exhaled softly, leaning back in his chair. “Just thinking.”

“I know,” she said.

That was all.

But it landed.

Jess didn’t press him. She never really did. Instead, she let the moment sit, taking another sip of her coffee, her posture relaxed, completely at ease in the space around her.

Simon found himself watching her.

Not in the same way he used to watch Phoebe, not with that sharp edge of awareness, not with the same restless tension. With Jess, it was different. Slower.

She didn’t draw the room in.

But she didn’t disappear into it either.

She existed in it.

Comfortably.

There were still glances. He noticed them now more than he might have before. A guy passing by whose attention lingered half a second too long. Someone at another table looking up when she laughed quietly at something he’d said earlier.

Jess didn’t react.

If she noticed, she kept it to herself.

Her attention came back to him.

“You’re coming round later,” she said, not really asking.

Simon nodded. “Yeah.”

Jess studied him for a second, then gave a faint smile.

“Good.”

It was simple.

But again, it wasn’t just that.

There was something in the way she said things. Not commanding. Not forceful. But certain. As if she had already decided how the day would unfold and was just letting him step into it.

Before Simon could respond, a voice cut across the space between tables.

“Jess?”

They both turned.

The man standing a few feet away didn’t hesitate. He stood easily, like the space around him adjusted rather than the other way round. He was tall, noticeably so even in a room full of people, his height immediately setting him apart, with a lean, athletic build that showed in the way he carried himself more than anything he wore.

He was clearly of Afro-Caribbean background, his skin a deep, even tone that caught the café’s soft lighting in a way that gave his features a quiet definition. His hair was cut short and neat, close to the scalp, and his face carried a natural sharpness, clean lines through his jaw and cheekbones, balanced by an easy, relaxed expression.

There was nothing forced about him.

No effort to draw attention.

And yet it came anyway.

The way he stood, shoulders loose but assured, the faint, knowing ease in his posture, it suggested someone used to being noticed, used to moving through spaces without needing permission. Even the small details, the way he rested his weight slightly to one side, the casual confidence in the way his gaze settled on Jess, made it clear this wasn’t someone uncertain about his place in the world.

Jess’s expression shifted.

It was subtle.

But Simon saw it.

Recognition first. Then something more contained. Something measured.

“Hey,” she said.

The man smiled, relaxed, familiar. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”

Jess gave a small shrug. “It’s campus.”

“Yeah,” he said, as if acknowledging that didn’t really explain anything.

There was a pause.

Not awkward.

Just… weighted.

Jess broke it, turning slightly toward Simon.

“This is Simon,” she said. “We’re on the same course.”

The man’s attention shifted fully now.

It wasn’t aggressive. Not confrontational.

But it was direct.

“Alright,” he said, offering a nod. “Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah, you too,” Simon replied.

Even as he spoke, he was aware of himself in a way he hadn’t been a moment before. His posture. His voice. The way he was being looked at.

Jess didn’t rush the moment.

“Simon,” she added calmly, “this is Marcus. We used to go out.”

She said it simply.

No emphasis.

No awkwardness.

Just fact.

Marcus’s expression didn’t change much, but something in it shifted slightly, something knowing.

“Still do, sometimes,” he said, almost casually.

Jess looked at him.

Not sharply.

But with a quiet firmness that hadn’t been there before.

“Marcus,” she said.

He gave a small laugh, lifting his hands slightly. “Alright. Bad joke.”

But it didn’t quite feel like a joke.

Marcus leaned back slightly against the edge of a nearby chair, not fully joining them, not stepping away either. His presence lingered in that in-between space.

“You still in the same place?” he asked Jess.

“Yeah,” she said.

He nodded, taking that in, then glanced briefly at Simon again.

“And you?” he added. “You keeping her busy?”

It wasn’t a challenge.

Not directly.

But there was something underneath it.

Simon hesitated.

Jess didn’t step in.

She didn’t redirect.

She just watched.

“I think she manages that herself,” Simon said.

Marcus’s smile widened slightly.

“Yeah,” he said. “That sounds about right.”

There was another pause.

This one quieter.

Marcus straightened, stepping back from the chair.

“Good seeing you,” he said, his attention returning to Jess.

“You too,” she replied.

He turned slightly, as if about to leave, then paused just enough to look back at her.

“I’ll pop round sometime,” he said, the words easy, casual, but carrying more weight than they should have. “Be good to catch up.”

There was a faint smile there, edged with something more playful, more knowing. Not quite a wink, but close enough that it didn’t need to be.

Jess didn’t answer straight away.

She held his gaze for a moment, steady, unreadable.

Then, calmly:

“Maybe.”

Marcus left.

Just like that.

No backward glance.

No hesitation.

But his presence didn’t disappear with him.

It lingered.

Simon felt it in the quiet that followed, in the way the café noise seemed to return all at once.

Jess picked up her cup again, her expression composed.

But not unchanged.

Simon watched her for a second. “You okay?”

Jess looked at him.

There was something in her eyes now.

Not unsettled.

Not unsure.

Just… thinking.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m fine.”

She held his gaze for a moment longer.

Then looked away briefly, toward the direction Marcus had gone.

When she looked back, her expression had settled again.

Calm.

Measured.

But something had shifted.

Not outwardly.

Not in a way anyone else in the café would notice.

But Simon felt it.

And as he sat there across from her, the normal, easy feeling of the morning didn’t quite return.

Something else had taken its place.

Something quieter.

More deliberate.

And whatever it was…

Jess was already ahead of it.


Chapter Five

The warm, amber glow from Jess’s bedside lamp pooled on the duvet, casting long shadows across the quiet room. The faint, melodic hum of her playlist, something soft and acoustic, filled the space, a gentle buffer against the world outside. Simon lay beside her, propped against pillows, his body angled toward her. Her fingers traced a slow path along his jawline, her touch light, almost exploratory.

Their kissing had started gently, a familiar reconnection after the charged intensity of their last encounter. Simon’s lips moved against hers with eager gratitude, his hands resting on her waist, feeling the soft cotton of her t-shirt. He was visibly aroused; the tension in his body, the quickening of his breath, was obvious. But his focus was fractured. His eyes, when they opened between kisses, held a distracted haze.

Jess noticed immediately.

She pulled back slightly, just enough to study his face. Her green eyes, always so observant, scanned his expression. “You’re thinking,” she murmured, her voice a soft ripple in the intimate atmosphere.

Simon blinked, a flush of guilt warming his cheeks. “Sorry.”

Jess shook her head, a tiny motion. “Don’t be sorry. Just tell me.”

He hesitated. The words felt dangerous, but they’d been circling in his mind since the café, since he’d seen the easy, confident way Marcus had leaned against the counter, the way his smile had aimed at Jess. “How long did you go out with Marcus for?”

Jess paused. Her expression didn’t shift into guilt or discomfort, but into a quiet, thoughtful awareness. She watched him, reading the question behind the question. “Well… I don’t know if we really dated,” she said finally, her tone honest and measured. “It was more friends with benefits.”

Simon nodded slowly, but confusion lingered in his eyes. “I don’t really… understand what that means.”

“It means we hung out. And when we hung out, we sometimes had sex.” Jess stated it plainly, no embellishment. “No labels. No expectations.” She tilted her head. “Are you jealous?”

Simon avoided her gaze, looking down at the duvet pattern. His insecurity was a palpable thing, a ghost of Phoebe’s betrayals haunting this new, fragile dynamic. “I just… wondered.”

Jess waited, letting the silence stretch. She saw the conflict in him, the old wounds, the new vulnerability. Then he asked the real question, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “If he came round… would you sleep with him again?”

A soft, slightly amused sound escaped Jess’s lips—a quiet chuckle of surprise. “Really?”

“I was just wondering,” Simon mumbled, his defensiveness thin.

Jess watched him carefully now, her analytical mind piecing together the psychology underneath. The insecurity was clear, but was there something else? Something that stirred beneath the anxiety? She asked calmly, testing the waters. “And if I did?”

Simon’s response was quiet, resigned, yet it carried a strange weight. “I suppose you can do what you want.”

Jess saw it then, the simultaneous flicker of insecurity and arousal in his eyes. The tension in his body wasn’t just anxiety; it was anticipation. A dark, confusing thrill. She leaned in and kissed him again, but this time her kiss held a new awareness. A subtle shift in power. Her lips were soft, but her intent was probing. As their mouths met, her hand drifted down, slipping between them, and her palm pressed firmly against the hard ridge of his erection straining against his jeans. She squeezed, not roughly, but with deliberate certainty.

“Do you want to have sex,” she whispered against his lips, “or talk about my ex?”

The choice was stark. The physical demand cut through his mental fog. Simon’s breath caught. “Sex,” he breathed, the word almost a plea.

Jess smiled, that small, knowing curve of her lips. “Good.”

They undressed with a quiet urgency. Simon’s hands trembled as he pulled her t-shirt over her head, revealing her 36D breasts, large, natural, soft and heavy in his palms. He luxuriated in them, his mouth finding her nipples, sucking and kneading the full flesh with a reverent hunger. Jess guided him, her hands on his shoulders, her sighs encouraging. When they were both naked, Simon reached for the condom on her nightstand.

Jess’s hand intercepted his. “Don’t be silly,” she said, her voice firm but gentle. “I’m on the pill. And anyway…” She paused, her eyes holding his. “You’re going to clean up for me afterwards, aren’t you?”

The statement was a command wrapped in intimacy. It bypassed the barrier, inviting a deeper, messier connection. It also invoked his role, the cleaner, the servant of the aftermath. Simon’s cock twitched violently at the words. He nodded, a silent surrender.

He entered her slowly, the familiar, slender length of his five inches sinking into her wet heat. Jess’s thighs cradled him, her body welcoming but not demanding. The sex was familiar in its rhythm, Simon moving with focused, earnest thrusts, his hips working, his breath growing ragged. Jess’s responses were soft moans, her hands roaming his back, but her climax remained distant, a peak he couldn’t reach. After about ten minutes, the familiar tightening in his balls signalled his end. His thrusts became frantic, shallow, and with a choked groan, he spilled inside her, his body shuddering against hers.

He collapsed, panting, the failure thick in the air. Jess didn’t move. She simply looked at him, her expression calm, expectant. “Now, my baby boy,” she murmured, her voice a velvet command. “Make me cum.”

Simon slid from her, his body obedient. He moved between her shapely thighs, which she parted willingly. The sight of her glistening pussy, now oozing with his own release, sent a jolt of shame and arousal through him. He didn’t hesitate. He leaned in, his tongue finding her clit first, then dipping lower, tasting the mixed fluids, her tangy sweetness and his own salty, fading warmth. He licked with dedicated focus, circling her sensitive bud, then plunging into her entrance to gather more of the mess, swallowing as he worked. Jess’s breathing deepened. Her hands gripped his hair, not guiding, but holding him in place. Her hips began a slow, rolling motion, grinding against his mouth. He kept his pace steady, relentless, for ten minutes, until her body tightened, her thighs clamping around his head, and a sharp, keening cry broke from her lips. She came, her release washing over his tongue, and he swallowed it all, cleaning her, serving her, as promised.

Afterwards, they lay together in the warm, sticky silence. Simon’s head rested on her chest, his ear against the steady beat of her heart. The question, the one he’d been trying to suppress all evening, now bubbled up, unavoidable. His voice was small, tentative. “Is Marcus… much bigger than me?”

Jess chuckled again, the sound soft, amused, not cruel. She shifted, looking down at him nestled against her. She studied his face, seeing the vulnerability, the need for comparison, for confirmation of his inferiority. Her smile was playful, her answer deliberately ambiguous. “Maybe I’ll have to invite him over,” she said softly, her fingers tracing his cheek, “and show you.”


Chapter Six

The university café was quieter than usual for late afternoon.

Most of the rush had already passed, leaving scattered groups of students hunched over laptops or talking softly over unfinished coffees. Rain tapped lightly against the tall windows overlooking the courtyard outside, turning the fading daylight silver-grey.

Simon sat opposite Jess, watching her as she stirred sugar slowly into her drink.

He had started doing that more lately.

Watching her.

Not in the frantic, uncertain way he had once watched Phoebe, always searching for signs of attention, shifts in mood, moments he didn’t understand. Watching Jess felt different.

Calmer.

Though maybe not safer.

Jess looked comfortable in the oversized cream jumper she wore, the soft fabric falling loosely around her frame while still hinting at the fuller curves beneath. Her blonde hair was tied back casually today, a few loose strands framing her face, and every so often she tucked one behind her ear absent-mindedly while she spoke.

People still noticed her.

Simon saw it constantly now.

The quick glance from a guy walking past their table. Another student looking over briefly before pretending not to. Jess didn’t command a room the way Phoebe had, but she drew people in quietly, almost accidentally.

And Simon realised he liked being seen with her.

More than liked it.

There was something reassuring about sitting opposite someone so attractive, someone warm and feminine and composed, and knowing she had chosen to be there with him.

Jess looked up from her coffee and caught him staring.

“What?” she asked, smiling faintly.

“Nothing.”

“You were miles away again.”

Simon smiled slightly at that. “Sorry.”

Jess watched him for another moment, her wide eyes studying him carefully over the rim of her cup. Then she glanced down at it.

“It’s cold,” she said simply.

Simon looked at the untouched tea.

Jess held the cup out slightly toward him.

“Go get me another one?”

The request was soft.

Casual enough that anyone nearby would have thought nothing of it.

But Simon felt it immediately.

Not because she was demanding.

Because she expected him to do it.

And because some part of him liked that she did.

“Yeah,” he said quickly, already standing.

Jess smiled faintly as she handed him the cup.

“Milk, no sugar.”

“You always have no sugar.”

“I know,” she replied lightly. “Just checking you pay attention.”

Simon felt the warmth rise faintly in his chest again as he took the cup from her.

When he walked across the café toward the counter, he was aware of her watching him go.

Not possessively.

Not like Phoebe would have watched.

Jess’s attention felt calmer than that.

But somehow more deliberate.

By the time he returned balancing two fresh drinks, Jess was looking down at her phone resting beside her hand.

Something in her expression had shifted slightly.

Not dramatically.

But enough that Simon noticed immediately.

“What?” he asked as he sat back down, sliding the fresh tea toward her.

Jess picked the phone up, glanced at the screen once more, then placed it back down carefully beside her cup.

“Marcus messaged me,” she said.

The words hit Simon instantly.

Harder than he expected.

A strange, cold sensation rolled through his stomach, sharp enough to almost feel physical. For a moment he hated how immediate the reaction was, the insecurity, the tightening in his chest, the vivid image of Marcus appearing in her room, tall and relaxed and confident.

But underneath it, arriving almost simultaneously, came something else.

That low, familiar stir.

A dark warmth that unsettled him even more because he recognised it now.

Jess watched him carefully.

“He’s coming over tonight,” she added.

Simon looked down at the table for a second.

His stomach churned again.

The idea of Marcus in Jess’s room, maybe in her bed, with her, triggered that same awful mixture of jealousy and arousal that he thought he understood now but still couldn’t fully control.

He forced himself to speak evenly.

“So…” he said quietly, “you want me to make myself scarce tonight?”

Jess blinked once.

Then immediately:

“No.”

The answer came fast enough to surprise him.

And then he saw it.

That small smile.

Not mocking.

Not cruel.

But undeniably mischievous.

It curled slowly at the corner of her lips as she leaned back slightly in her chair, watching him.

“I don’t want to cheat on you,” she said.

Simon frowned slightly, not entirely sure what she meant by that.

But despite himself, despite the anxiety still twisting in his stomach, the words reassured him a little.

Jess saw that too.

Of course she did.

She stirred her coffee again slowly before looking back at him.

“Anyway,” she said lightly, “you wanted to know how big he is.”

Simon felt heat rise instantly into his face.

“Jess…”

“What?” she asked innocently.

But there was nothing innocent in her eyes now.

There was curiosity there.

Awareness.

She had started to understand him more over the last couple of weeks. Understand the strange way his body and mind reacted to certain things. The way insecurity and arousal tangled together inside him until even he couldn’t separate them properly anymore.

And Simon knew she was watching it happen again now in real time.

Watching him try not to react.

Watching him fail.

“You’re blushing,” she said softly.

“I’m not.”

“You are.”

Simon looked away toward the rain-streaked windows.

Jess smiled faintly to herself before leaning forward slightly across the table.

“Marcus messaged me,” she said.

The words hit Simon instantly.

Harder than he expected.

A strange, cold sensation rolled through his stomach, sharp enough to almost feel physical. For a moment he hated how immediate the reaction was, the insecurity, the tightening in his chest, the vivid image of Marcus appearing in her room, tall and relaxed and confident.

But underneath it, arriving almost simultaneously, came something else.

That low, familiar stir.

A dark warmth that unsettled him even more because he recognised it now.

Jess watched him carefully.

“He’s coming over tonight,” she added.

Simon looked down at the table for a second.

His stomach churned again.

The idea of Marcus in Jess’s room, in her bed, with her, triggered that same awful mixture of jealousy and arousal that he thought he understood now but still couldn’t fully control.

He forced himself to speak evenly.

“So…” he said quietly, “you want me to make myself scarce tonight?”

Jess blinked once.

Then immediately:

“No.”

The answer came fast enough to surprise him.

And then he saw it.

That small smile.

Not mocking.

Not cruel.

But undeniably mischievous.

“I don’t want to cheat on you,” she said.

Simon frowned slightly, not entirely sure what she meant by that.

Jess watched him for another second before adding casually:

“He’s not coming over for sex.”

A tiny pause.

Then her smile deepened slightly.

“Well…” she said lightly, stirring her tea again, “maybe not. We’ll see how the night plays out.”

Simon felt the immediate jolt low in his stomach.

Jess saw it happen.

Of course she did.

Her eyes flicked downward briefly toward his lap before returning calmly to his face.

“Maybe,” she continued softly, “you’ll find out for yourself….. how big he is.”

Simon looked back at her immediately.

Jess noticed how fast.

“And,” she continued, “I do think it might be interesting for you to meet him properly.”

That tightening feeling returned instantly.

Not fear exactly.

Not entirely.

Something more complicated.

Jess held his gaze.

“You trust me, don’t you?”

Simon hesitated.

Then nodded slowly.

Jess’s expression softened slightly at that.

“Good,” she said quietly.

And somehow that single word affected him more than the mention of Marcus had.

Because it felt like something settling into place between them.

Not chaos.

Not humiliation.

Something more controlled than that.

More deliberate.

Jess reached across the table then, resting her hand lightly over his for just a moment.

A simple gesture.

Warm.

Grounding.

But as Simon sat there looking at her, feeling her fingers against his skin while Marcus’s name still echoed in the back of his mind, he realised something that unsettled him almost as much as it excited him.

Part of him was already anticipating tonight.


Chapter Seven

Marcus arrived just after eight.

Simon heard the knock downstairs first, followed by the sound of Jess’s voice in the hallway, lighter and warmer than usual.

Then Marcus stepped into the shared kitchen behind her.

Even though he had seen him several times before, Simon immediately understood why Marcus had such an effect on people.

He carried himself with an ease that made other men seem tense by comparison. Tall, broad-shouldered, effortlessly athletic, he filled the doorway without appearing to try. His dark jacket sat neatly over a fitted black t-shirt that showed the shape of his chest and arms without looking deliberate. His deep brown skin caught the warm yellow light from the kitchen softly, and when he smiled there was a calm confidence to it that immediately settled the room around him.

“Alright?” Marcus said easily, offering Simon a relaxed handshake before dropping his overnight bag near the wall.

Simon shook his hand quickly.

“Yeah. Hi.”

Marcus’s grip was firm without feeling like a challenge.

Jess looked happy immediately.

Not overly excited.

Not flirtatious in an obvious way.

But relaxed.

Comfortable.

There was history there. Simon could feel it almost instantly.

Jess moved around the kitchen naturally while Marcus sat down beside the table, one long arm draped casually across the back of the chair as he chatted easily with her about mutual friends, lecturers, old nights out, bits of gossip Simon didn’t fully understand.

And Jess gave him attention.

A lot of it.

Not in the intense, performative way Phoebe used to give attention to men.

Jess’s attention felt softer than that.

But maybe more intimate because of it.

She laughed more around Marcus.

Held eye contact longer.

Touched his arm once while teasing him about something from first year.

Little things.

Small things.

But Simon noticed every single one.

The three of them sat together around the kitchen table drinking tea and cheap supermarket beer while music drifted faintly from somewhere upstairs in the house.

Marcus carried most of the conversation naturally.

He had that rare ability to make people feel relaxed almost immediately. Even when Simon awkwardly interrupted once or twice or stumbled over what he was trying to say, Marcus never made him feel stupid for it.

Instead, he just smiled calmly and included him again.

“So how long have you two been together then?” Marcus asked eventually, glancing between them.

Jess looked toward Simon before answering.

“Not that long.”

“A few weeks,” Simon added quickly.

Marcus nodded easily.

“Still early days then.”

Something about the way he said it made Simon oddly self-conscious.

Jess crossed one leg slowly beneath the table and leaned back slightly in her chair.

“You saying that like you disapprove?”

Marcus laughed softly.

“No. Just means you’re both probably still pretending to be normal.”

Jess laughed immediately at that.

A proper laugh.

Warm and genuine.

Simon smiled too, though a second later than the other two.

He hated how aware he felt sitting there.

Aware of Marcus’s height even while seated.

Aware of Jess beside him.

Aware of how naturally the conversation flowed between them compared to how hard he was trying not to sound awkward.

At one point Marcus stood to grab another beer from the fridge and Simon watched Jess’s eyes follow him briefly before she looked back down at her tea.

The movement was tiny.

Almost unconscious.

But Simon noticed it immediately.

And to his own confusion, he felt that same unpleasant tightening low in his stomach again.

Jealousy.

Insecurity.

And beneath both of them, something darker.

Something warmer.

Something he still hated recognising inside himself.

Jess stood up from the table after a while and crossed toward the fridge.

The movement drew Simon’s attention immediately.

The soft grey jumper she wore shifted slightly as she bent, the fabric pulling gently across the fuller curves of her body before settling again when she straightened. Her jeans hugged her hips closely, the rounded shape of her ass briefly more noticeable as she turned back toward them holding a chilled bottle of white wine.

“Oh good,” she said lightly. “I forgot I put this in earlier.”

She looked directly at Simon then and held the bottle out toward him.

“Open it for me?”

Again, the request was soft.

Natural.

But there was still that subtle expectation beneath it now.

And Simon felt himself respond to it automatically.

“Yeah,” he said quickly, standing to take the bottle from her.

Marcus watched the exchange quietly from the table, one eyebrow lifting almost imperceptibly, though his expression remained relaxed.

Simon moved awkwardly around the kitchen drawers looking for the corkscrew while Jess leaned back against the counter beside Marcus, talking easily again.

“You still got Patterson for Modern Political Theory?” Marcus asked.

Jess groaned immediately.

“Oh my God, yes.”

Marcus laughed. “He still talks like every lecture’s a TED Talk?”

“Worse,” Jess replied. “Now he pauses after every sentence like he’s waiting for applause.”

Marcus shook his head slowly, grinning.

“That man loves himself.”

Jess laughed again, her whole expression softening when she did.

Simon finally found the corkscrew and started opening the wine, trying not to fumble with it.

The conversation between Jess and Marcus flowed naturally meanwhile, smooth and familiar in a way Simon found increasingly difficult not to notice.

They referenced lecturers Simon barely knew.

Stories from seminars.

People from second-year modules.

Names Simon recognised vaguely but couldn’t properly place.

Every so often he tried to contribute something small.

“Patterson teaches one of the first-year lectures too,” Simon offered at one point while pouring the wine.

Marcus nodded politely.

“Yeah?”

Simon immediately felt stupid for saying it.

Jess took the glass from him with a small smile anyway.

“Thank you.”

The three of them settled again around the kitchen table, the bottle of wine between them now.

Marcus and Jess drank wine while Simon stuck mostly to beer, though he accepted a small glass after Jess nudged one toward him.

As the alcohol settled into the evening, the atmosphere became warmer.

Looser.

Marcus told a story about one of their professors accidentally sending a complaint email to the entire department mailing list instead of privately to another lecturer.

Jess nearly spat wine laughing.

“No, he didn’t.”

“He absolutely did.”

“You’re lying.”

“I swear.”

Simon smiled along with them, but mostly he watched.

Watched how easily Marcus held attention.

Watched how Jess looked at him when he spoke.

Not flirtation exactly.

Something more relaxed than that.

Comfort.

History.

At one point Jess leaned forward laughing and rested her hand briefly against Marcus’s forearm while he finished a story.

The touch only lasted a second.

But Simon still noticed it immediately.

And Marcus noticed Simon noticing.

Just briefly.

A flicker of awareness passing across his face before he calmly took another sip of wine.

Simon looked down at his beer quickly after that.

The conversation drifted again toward university politics and lecturers Simon barely knew.

He sat there listening while Jess and Marcus spoke back and forth easily across the table, occasionally explaining something to him, occasionally forgetting to.

Not excluding him deliberately.

But not fully including him either.

And slowly Simon became aware of a strange sensation settling over him.

The familiar feeling of sitting close to something he wasn’t entirely part of anymore.

Jess looked beautiful tonight.

The wine had brought a faint warmth into her cheeks, softened her expression further. Every so often she brushed her blonde hair back behind one ear while listening to Marcus speak, and Simon found himself watching the movement almost helplessly.

Then Jess looked across at him suddenly and smiled.

A small smile.

Private.

As if she knew exactly what he was feeling sitting there.

And somehow that made the heat low in his stomach deepen even further.


Chapter Eight

The bottle of wine gradually emptied between them.

Conversation drifted more slowly now, softened by alcohol and the late hour. Somewhere upstairs, music had started in another part of the house, muffled bass vibrating faintly through the ceiling, while outside the kitchen windows the night had turned fully dark.

Simon had mostly fallen quiet.

Not completely.

But enough that he was aware of it himself.

Marcus and Jess still carried the conversation naturally between them, dipping easily into old stories and shared memories from before Simon had known either of them properly. Every now and then Jess would glance back toward Simon, smiling softly as if checking he was still with them, still comfortable.

But Simon increasingly felt like he was observing rather than participating.

And somehow Jess seemed aware of that too.

Marcus finished his glass and leaned back slightly in his chair.

“This place is quieter than I expected,” he said casually.

“It won’t stay that way,” Simon replied. “Usually gets loud later.”

Almost as if on cue, the kitchen door opened behind them.

Two of Simon’s housemates wandered in from the pub, jackets damp from the night air, both talking loudly until they noticed the three of them sitting around the table.

“Oh, there he is,” one of them said to Simon. “Thought you’d vanished.”

The other glanced toward Jess and smiled.

“Alright, Jess.”

“Hey,” she replied easily.

Then both men looked toward Marcus with the quick assessing glance men often gave strangers in shared houses.

Marcus nodded back calmly.

“Alright.”

The atmosphere shifted slightly as the two housemates moved into the kitchen, immediately starting to fill the kettle and search cupboards for coffee and biscuits while talking half to each other and half into the room.

The quiet intimacy the evening had built downstairs began to thin slightly around the edges.

Jess noticed it immediately.

Simon saw her eyes flick briefly around the kitchen before she reached out and nudged his leg lightly beneath the table.

Then she looked toward Marcus.

“Think it’s time we move this party upstairs,” she said with a faint smile.

Marcus smiled back slowly.

“Lead the way.”

Jess stood first, gathering the bottle of wine and the glasses while Simon automatically began helping her collect everything.

Behind them, one of the housemates gave Simon a quick knowing look before turning back toward the kettle.

Simon felt heat rise faintly into his face as he followed Jess out of the kitchen.

The walk upstairs felt strangely intimate despite how ordinary it should have been.

Jess moved ahead of them along the corridor, leading the way upstairs with the bottle of wine balanced lightly against her hip. The oversized jumper shifted softly as she walked, occasionally slipping slightly on one shoulder before she absently adjusted it again.

Marcus followed a few steps behind her at an easy pace, his tall frame filling the narrow student hallway in a way that made the space feel smaller around him.

Simon brought up the rear carrying the glasses carefully in both hands, watching the two of them ahead of him as they moved through the dim corridor light.

And for reasons he didn’t fully want to examine too closely, the sight unsettled him far more than it should have.

When they reached Simon’s room, Jess stepped inside first.

The room was modest, slightly cluttered in the way student bedrooms always were, textbooks stacked unevenly near the desk, clothes folded badly over the chair by the bed, soft warm lighting from the bedside lamp replacing the harsher brightness downstairs.

Jess placed the bottle down carefully beside the bed.

“This is better,” she said quietly.

When Simon finally stepped into the bedroom behind them and nudged the door shut with his foot, he paused slightly.

Jess and Marcus were already sitting on the bed together.

Close.

Closer than Simon had expected.

Jess had settled back comfortably against the wall near the headboard, one leg folded loosely beneath her, the wine bottle beside her on the duvet. Marcus sat beside her rather than opposite, their shoulders almost touching, his body angled naturally toward hers as if that position had been decided without discussion.

And somehow that made it feel more intimate.

More natural.

Jess looked up first when Simon entered.

For a second her eyes held his.

Then she gave him a small smile.

“There you are.”

Simon nodded faintly, suddenly aware of himself again, aware of the glasses still in his hands, aware of how little space there suddenly seemed to be in his own room.

There wasn’t really room left on the bed now anyway.

Not naturally.

So, he moved toward the desk chair instead and sat down opposite them.

Marcus stretched one arm casually along the back of the bed behind Jess as the conversation resumed, relaxed and easy again almost immediately between them.

Simon sat facing them from across the room, watching the two of them framed together by the warm low light from the bedside lamp.

And once again he felt that strange sensation settling over him.

Like he was slowly becoming an observer inside his own life.

As Marcus and Jess continued talking, the distance between them seemed to reduce almost without either of them acknowledging it.

Not dramatically.

Not enough that it could have been pointed out as a deliberate movement.

But Simon noticed it happening anyway.

Jess leaned slightly toward him while she laughed at something he said, her shoulder brushing his arm briefly before staying close afterwards instead of shifting away again. Marcus lowered his voice occasionally when speaking to her, the quieter tone somehow making the room feel even smaller.

And Simon just sat there watching.

Every now and then their hands touched lightly during conversation.

Small, casual contact.

Jess brushing Marcus’s forearm while making a point.

Marcus briefly touching her wrist when interrupting her jokingly.

Tiny moments.

But each one seemed to linger slightly longer than necessary.

Simon found himself becoming hyper-aware of all of it.

The warmth in Jess’s expression.

The easy confidence in Marcus.

The contrast between them and himself sitting opposite in the desk chair, quieter now, mostly listening while they slipped deeper into their own rhythm together.

Then, at one point, Marcus shifted slightly on the bed.

And very casually, almost absent-mindedly, his large dark hand settled against Jess’s upper thigh.

Not high enough to be openly provocative.

But intimate enough that Simon felt the moment immediately.

Marcus’s hand looked large resting there against the soft denim of her jeans, his fingers spreading slightly as he continued talking calmly as though he hadn’t noticed the gesture at all.

Jess noticed.

Simon saw it in the tiny pause in her breathing.

But she didn’t move his hand away.

If anything, she relaxed slightly beneath it.

Still listening.

Still smiling faintly at whatever Marcus was saying.

And Simon sat opposite them in the warm low light of his own bedroom feeling that same complicated mixture spreading slowly through him again.

Jealousy.

Insecurity.

Curiosity.

And beneath all of it, something darker beginning quietly to wake up.


Chapter Nine

The atmosphere in Simon’s bedroom had changed completely now. The wine, the late hour, the privacy of the room, all of it had slowly stripped away the last traces of ordinary conversation. Simon sat opposite them in the desk chair while Jess and Marcus remained together on the bed, close enough now that their legs touched naturally.

Marcus said something quietly to Jess that made her laugh softly again. Then, without warning, Marcus reached behind Jess’s head gently with one hand and pulled her toward him.

He kissed her.

Not a quick kiss. Not hesitant. It was deep and full and intimate, the kind of kiss that immediately felt like the beginning of something physical and emotionally charged. Jess responded instantly, her body leaning naturally into his, one hand resting against his chest while they kissed slowly in front of Simon.

For Simon, the moment felt strangely unreal. Like watching two new lovers crossing an invisible line together. He sat frozen in the chair, his pulse pounding, his stomach tight with jealousy and humiliation and that same dark excitement beginning to rise underneath both.

Jess and Marcus eventually broke apart slowly. Jess looked flushed now, her breathing slightly deeper. Then she looked directly at Simon.

“Are you okay with this?” she asked calmly.

Simon swallowed hard. Jess held his gaze.

“I told Marcus I don’t want to cheat on you,” she continued. “So, if anything happens tonight, you stay here. No secrets.”

Simon looked between the two of them. Marcus remained calm and composed beside her, though his attention was now fully fixed on Simon too.

“Look,” Marcus said evenly, “I don’t want drama or anyone getting hurt. If you’re not alright with this, that’s fine.”

Jess glanced sideways toward Marcus before looking back at Simon again.

“No,” she said softly. “He’s curious. He already told me he wants to see how big your cock is.”

Simon felt immediate heat rise into his face. Jess’s expression carried the faintest trace of amusement now.

“You did ask about him,” she reminded him gently. “You wanted to know. You wanted to compare.”

Simon felt trapped suddenly. Humiliated by how exposed his private curiosity now felt. Because he had imagined this differently. He thought Jess might sleep with Marcus and tell him about it afterwards. Not this. Not in front of him. Not while he sat there watching them together in his own room.

Jess held his gaze another moment longer. Then slowly she reached down and took hold of the hem of her oversized grey sweater. She lifted it over her head and tossed it casually aside, revealing the pale bra beneath that barely contained the full naturally large 36D breasts.

Marcus looked at her differently now. More openly.

Jess turned back toward him immediately, one hand sliding to the back of his neck as she pulled him into another kiss. This one lasted longer. Slower. More deliberate. Marcus’s hand moved upward along her side and across her back as they kissed deeply again in front of Simon. The bra came off.

The room felt very quiet now except for their breathing.

Eventually they broke apart once more. And both of them looked back toward Simon again. Waiting to see if he was going to object.

He didn’t. He couldn’t.

Simon watched, paralyzed, as Marcus’s hands cupped Jess’s bare breasts, lifting them, weighing them in his palms with a confident familiarity that made Simon’s chest ache. Jess arched her back slightly, a soft sigh escaping her lips, her eyes fluttering shut. The sight was visceral. Her nipples were hard, dark points against the pale skin of her chest, and Marcus brushed his thumbs over them with a slow, deliberate teasing that drew a sharper gasp from her throat.

“You’re bigger than him,” Jess whispered, her eyes opening to lock onto Simon’s. She was speaking to Marcus, but the words were for Simon. “Much bigger.”

Marcus huffed a quiet laugh, his hand sliding down to the button of his jeans. “Let’s show him then.”

The sound of the zipper lowering in the quiet room was deafening. Simon’s eyes were glued to Marcus’s hands as he pushed the denim down his hips, along with his boxers, freeing his erection.

Simon stopped breathing.

The sheer size of him was a physical blow. Marcus was thick, heavily veined, and long; eight inches at least, curving upward slightly with a broad, flushed head that looked heavy and imposing. He was already fully hard, the shaft pulsing slightly with his heartbeat. It rested against his lower abdomen, an undeniable display of masculine potency that dwarfed Simon’s own slender five inches in every conceivable dimension.

“See?” Jess murmured, reaching out to wrap her hand around the base of Marcus’s shaft. Her fingers didn’t meet. “Now you know, Si, he’s big. Much bigger than you.”

She stroked him slowly, her hand gliding up the length, pulling the skin tight over the head before sliding back down. A bead of pre-cum gathered at the slit, glistening in the low light. Simon felt a rush of intense shame, his own body reacting with a traitorous throb of arousal. He was hard in his pants, straining against the fabric, but looking at Marcus made him feel inadequate in a way that was dizzying and electrifying.

“Come here,” Marcus said to Jess, his voice dropping an octave, rougher now.

Jess shifted, kneeling on the bed between his legs. She leaned forward, her long blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, and pressed a kiss to the head of his cock. It was a reverent, worshipful gesture. Then she opened her mouth and took him inside.

Simon watched her cheeks hollow out as she began to suck, taking him deep, her lips stretched wide around the thick girth. Marcus groaned, his head falling back, his hand tangling in her hair to guide her rhythm. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working him filled the room, slurping, gagging slightly as she took him to the back of her throat.

Simon had never seen Jess like this. With him, oral sex was gentle, almost hesitant. This was hungry. This was desperate. She was devouring him, her enthusiasm raw and unfiltered. She pulled back, gasping for air, a thick string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of Marcus’s cock, then plunged back down, taking him even deeper.

“Look at that,” Marcus groaned, his eyes opening to find Simon in the chair. He didn’t look away. He held Simon’s gaze, a smirk playing on his lips. “She knows how to treat a black cock, doesn’t she?”

Simon couldn’t speak. He could only nod, his throat tight, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

Jess pulled off again, stroking him with her hand now, shiny with her spit. She looked back at Simon, her face flushed, her lips swollen and wet. “He tastes so good, Si,” she breathed, her voice thick with arousal. “So much bigger than you. I can feel it hitting the back of my throat.”

She turned back to Marcus, licking a long stripe up the underside of his shaft before taking the head into her mouth again, swirling her tongue around the rim. Marcus’s hips jerked upward, fucking her face gently.

The humiliation was absolute, but it was laced with a dark, molten heat that pooled in Simon’s groin. He should have been angry. He should have told them to stop. But instead, he sat there, mesmerized by the display of raw sexuality in front of him. He was seeing the difference between them laid bare in the most graphic way possible. Jess was worshiping Marcus’s size, his power, in a way she never had with Simon.

Suddenly, Marcus pulled her head back gently. “Enough,” he said, his voice strained. “I want to be inside you.”

Marcus didn't let Jess take control. Instead, with a firm but gentle pressure, he pushed her back down onto the bed, her blonde hair fanning out against the duvet. His fingers moved with practiced efficiency, popping the button of her jeans, dragging the zipper down in one smooth motion. The denim slid over her hips, catching briefly at the curve of her thighs before pooling at her ankles. 

Jess lifted one foot, then the other, letting Marcus strip her completely, leaving her wearing nothing but a flimsy black thong that did little to hide the shape of her. Simon's breath caught in his throat as Marcus hooked his thumbs into the delicate waistband. 

This is really happening, Simon thought, his pulse hammering in his ears. 

With one slow, deliberate tug, Marcus peeled the last scrap of fabric away, exposing Jess completely. She lay there, naked and flushed, her chest rising and falling with quickened breaths. The sight of her, the full, pale curves of her breasts, the soft swell of her stomach, the dark blonde triangle between her thighs, was almost too much to take in. 

Simon's mouth went dry. He'd seen Jess naked a few times before, but never like this. Never with another man's hands on her. Never with that look in her eyes, part defiance, part arousal, all directed at him. 

Marcus ran his big black hands possessively up Jess's thighs, his fingers tracing the sensitive skin of her inner legs. "Beautiful," he murmured, his voice rough with desire. 

Jess arched slightly under his touch, her gaze never leaving Simon's face. She wants me to see this, Simon realized. She wants me to watch.

The air in the room felt charged, thick with tension and something darker, something Simon couldn't quite name but couldn't look away from either. Jess spread her legs slightly, an unspoken invitation, and Marcus didn't hesitate. 

Simon swallowed hard, his own arousal a painful throb between his legs. He should have felt jealous. He should have been angry. But all he could do was stare, transfixed, as Marcus positioned himself between Jess's thighs, his broad shoulders blocking Simon's view just enough to leave him aching for more. 

"Watch closely," Marcus said, glancing over his shoulder at Simon with a smirk. "This is how you fuck a woman."

“Watch,” she commanded.

The moment stretched, taut with anticipation. Marcus's large hands slid under Jess's thighs, lifting her effortlessly as he spread her legs wider. Simon could see everything, the glistening wetness between her folds, the way her body tensed then relaxed in anticipation.

"Look at him," Jess murmured, her gaze locked on Simon as Marcus positioned himself. "Look at what a real man feels like inside me."

Marcus's thick, dark cock pressed against her entrance, the broad head catching on her wet folds for a moment before pushing in. Jess gasped sharply, her back arching off the bed as he filled her inch by torturous inch. Simon could see every detail, the way her inner lips stretched around his girth, the way her nails dug into Marcus's shoulders as she adjusted to his size.

"Oh God…." Jess's voice broke as Marcus bottomed out, her thighs trembling against his hips. "So much... bigger..."

Marcus held still, letting her feel every throbbing inch of him before pulling back almost completely and driving in again with a slow, deliberate thrust that made Jess cry out. Simon could see the way her tight little pussy gripped Marcus's shaft, how her body struggled to accommodate his thickness compared to Simon's slender five inches.

"That's it," Marcus growled, his muscles flexing as he began a relentless rhythm. "Take all of me, princess."

Jess's eyes fluttered shut, then opened again to stare directly at Simon as Marcus fucked her with deep, measured strokes. Each thrust drew another breathy moan from her lips; each withdrawal made her inner muscles clench visibly around the invading thickness. 

Simon couldn't look away. The shame burned through him, but so did something darker, a sick fascination watching his girlfriend come undone on a cock that dwarfed his own in every way. The wet slap of skin on skin, Jess's increasingly desperate whimpers, the way Marcus's powerful body moved over hers, it all combined into a humiliating, erotic spectacle that Simon was powerless to stop.

The bed rocked with the force of their movements. Simon sat in the silence of the chair, the air thick with the scent of sex and the sound of their passion, and knew that nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter Ten

The air in the small room was heavy, saturated with the smell of sex and the ragged sound of breathing. Marcus didn’t pause, didn’t give Jess a moment to recover from the initial shock of his size. He established a rhythm immediately, a deep, punishing pace that spoke of experience and a raw, unfiltered confidence. He withdrew almost entirely, the thick length of him glistening with Jess’s arousal, before driving forward again, burying himself to the hilt with a sharp, powerful thrust of his hips.

Jess cried out, a sound that was half-gasp, half-moan, her back arching off the mattress. Her hands flew to his shoulders, her nails digging into the defined muscle of his upper arms as if to anchor herself against the onslaught. He was hitting places Simon had never touched, deep, hidden spots that made her toes curl and her thighs tremble uncontrollably.

Simon sat frozen in the desk chair, his eyes wide with shock and totally unable to turn away. His heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird, a frantic rhythm that matched the pounding of the headboard against the wall. He felt sick, a cold knot of jealousy twisting in his stomach, but beneath that, hot and undeniable, was the dark, molten heat of arousal. She wasn’t cheating on him. She was fucking him right here, on my bed, with me watching, and it was the hottest, sexiest sight he’d ever seen.

The visual contrast was brutal and undeniable. Marcus’s dark skin flushed with exertion, a stark contrast to Jess’s pale, writhing form beneath him. He was towering over her, his body a cage of muscle and sweat, dominating the space, dominating her. And then there was Simon, fully clothed, sitting in the shadows, his own slender five-inch erection straining painfully against the zipper of his jeans, rendered obsolete by the display of masculine power playing out before him.

Marcus was pistoning in and out of Jess’s pink little pussy now, his movements fluid and relentless. His thick, black cock was coated with her creamy white juice, a frothy testament to her overwhelming arousal. The wet, sucking sounds of their coupling filled the room, obscene and loud, echoing in Simon’s ears. Each time Marcus pulled back, Simon could see Jess’s inner lips clinging to him, stretched thin around his girth, as if desperate to keep him inside. When he thrust forward, her entire body rocked, the force of it sliding her up the duvet.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus groaned, his voice rough and strained. He looked down at her, his eyes dark with lust. “You feel that? You feel how deep I am?”

“Yes!” Jess screamed, her head thrown back, her neck a long, exposed line of vulnerability. “Oh god, yes! You’re so deep! Don’t stop!”

Simon watched the muscles in Marcus’s back and ass flex and contract with every thrust. It was a display of physical prowess that Simon could never hope to replicate. He was lean and soft, but Marcus was cut, hardened, built for sex. The sheer physical disparity was humiliating, yet Simon couldn’t tear his gaze away. He was mesmerized by the mechanics of it, by the way Jess’s body accommodated the massive intrusion, by the look of utter abandon on her face.

Jess reached up, pulling Marcus down for a sloppy, aggressive kiss. Their teeth clashed, tongues battling, messy and uncoordinated. She was gasping into his mouth, her hips rising to meet his thrusts, matching his intensity. She was an active participant here, taking her pleasure greedily, a stark difference to the passive, resigned way she often lay beneath Simon.

“Harder,” she demanded, breaking the kiss, her eyes blazing. “Fuck me harder, Marcus!”

He obliged instantly. He shifted his grip, hooking his arms under her knees and pushing her legs up and back, folding her nearly in half. This new angle allowed him even deeper access, and he began to pound into her with renewed vigour. The bed frame shrieked in protest, the sound rhythmic and frantic.

Jess’s cries became higher, more desperate. She was close. Simon could see it in the flush spreading down her chest, in the way her eyes lost focus and rolled back. She was panting, her breath hitching in her throat, little whimpers escaping her lips with every impact.

“Simon,” she gasped, her head turning blindly toward him. “Simon, look! Look at what he’s doing to me!”

Simon couldn’t tear his eyes away! He saw the sheen of sweat on her skin, the way her breasts bounced with every thrust, the desperate, needy look in her eyes. He saw the place where they joined, the visual evidence of her total surrender to Marcus’s cock. It broke something inside him, shattering the last remnants of his ego, but in the wreckage, he found a strange, perverse peace. This was right. This was how it was supposed to be. She needed this. She needed this from him.

Marcus’s breath became ragged, his thrusts losing some of their rhythm, becoming more erratic, more desperate. He was driving into her with primal urgency, chasing his own release now.

“Gonna cum,” Marcus gritted out, his jaw clenched tight. “Fuck, Jess, I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes! Yes! Cum inside me!” Jess screamed, her body tensing, her thighs clamping around his waist. “Fill me up!”

Marcus let out a guttural roar, his back arching violently as he slammed into her one last time and held himself there. The force of his climax brought Jess over the edge with him. Her body seized, a silent scream tearing from her throat as her orgasm ripped through her. She convulsed beneath him, her pussy clamping down rhythmically on his pulsing cock, milking him for everything he had.

Simon watched, paralyzed, as the two of them shuddered together in the aftermath. The room was silent except for their heavy, gasping breaths. The intensity of the moment hung in the air like smoke, thick and suffocating.

Slowly, Marcus came down from his high, his chest heaving. He still had a firm grip on Jess’s shapely thighs, holding them spread wide, keeping her open to his gaze. He didn't pull out immediately. Instead, he seemed to enjoy the view, his possessive nature claiming the moment completely.

He pushed her legs even further apart, getting a delicious, unobstructed view of his fat, softening black cock still stretching out her pink pussy. The contrast was striking, his dark, heavy shaft buried in her soft, flushed folds. He was still semi-hard, thick and imposing even in the aftermath of his release.

Simon leaned forward slightly in the chair, drawn in despite himself. He could see the mess they had made. Jess was red and swollen, used and exhausted, but she looked satisfied in a way Simon had never seen. She lay limp, her chest rising and falling, a small, contented smile playing on her lips as she stroked Marcus’s arms gently.

With a groan of effort, Marcus began to withdraw. He moved slowly, almost lazily, letting Simon see every inch as it emerged from her body. Jess whimpered at the loss, her hips twitching involuntarily.

Then, with a loud, wet squelch and a soft pop, Marcus pulled his cock free.

The sight was graphic and overwhelming. A thick stream of pearly white spunk immediately poured out of Jess’s gaping pussy, flowing in a heavy rivulet down her cleft. It pooled at the juncture of her full, round ass cheeks, a creamy testament to the load Marcus had deposited inside her. The sheer volume of it was staggering, far more than Simon could ever produce.

Marcus sat back on his heels, admiring his work. He looked down at Jess, who was still recovering, her eyes glazed and unfocused. Then he turned his head, his gaze locking onto Simon. A slow, arrogant smirk spread across his face.

Simon stared at the evidence of Marcus’s dominance, the white fluid contrasting vividly against Jess’s flushed, pink skin. He felt a wave of crushing inadequacy wash over him, but it was tinged with a dark, undeniable thrill. He had seen it all. He had watched his girlfriend get fucked senseless by a superior man, watched her take his seed, and he had loved every second of it.

Jess stirred, her eyes fluttering open. She looked down at the mess between her legs, then up at Marcus, and finally over at Simon. Her gaze was heavy, sated, but there was a glint of something else in her eyes, a new knowledge, a new power. She knew Simon had watched. She knew he had enjoyed it.

“Clean it up, Simon,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but carrying the weight of a command. “Be a good boy, you clean him and then you clean me.”


Chapter Eleven

"Be a good boy, you clean him and then you clean me."

The words hung in the heavy, sex-saturated air of the small bedroom. Simon sat frozen in the desk chair, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. He looked at Jess first. She was sprawled on the bed, her skin flushed a deep pink, glowing with the aftermath of her intense orgasm. She looked radiant, utterly satisfied, and completely in control. Then his gaze shifted to Marcus.

The other man was leaning back against the headboard, equally naked, his dark skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. He looked relaxed, powerful, an indolent king resting after a conquest. Laying across his thick, muscular thigh was his cock. It was semi-flaccid now, heavy and thick even in this state, a dark snake of impressive girth. It was coated in a mess; a thick, frothy mixture of Jess’s creamy arousal and his own heavy, white gloppy spend. The contrast between the dark flesh and the pearly white fluid was stark, graphic, and impossible to ignore.

Simon looked back at Jess, his eyes wide with shock at the command she had just issued. He felt a tremor run through him, a mix of revulsion and a dark, curling heat that tightened his stomach. She couldn’t be serious. But the look in her green eyes left no room for doubt. It was a test. It was a claiming.

"You know you want to," Jess murmured, her voice soft but laced with steel. "On your knees in front of him and lick."

Simon swallowed hard, his throat clicking in the silence. He felt as though he were moving through water, his body sluggish and unresponsive to his brain's frantic commands to run, to refuse, to do anything but obey. Slowly, almost mechanically, he pulled himself out of the chair. His legs felt weak as he stepped toward the bed.

As instructed, he dropped to his knees beside the mattress. The floor was hard, jarring his kneecaps, but he barely registered the discomfort. He crawled up onto the bed, moving between Marcus’s thick, spread thighs. The scent hit him immediately, a thick, pungent cloud of sex, sweat, and the musky, coppery smell of spunk. It was overwhelming, a physical weight that settled on his tongue and made his head spin.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second, his face hovering inches from the messy, semi-hard organ. He could see the veins threading through the dark shaft, the texture of the skin, the way the fluids were beginning to trickle down the side.

"Go on," Marcus said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the mattress. "Don't keep the lady waiting."

Simon leaned his head forward. He stuck out his tongue and took a tentative lick along the side of the man’s thick cock.

The taste exploded in his mouth, salty, bitter, and undeniably primal. It was the taste of raw sex, of their union, of his own inadequacy made manifest. He shuddered, his body reacting with a traitorous throb of arousal that made his own erection strain against the confines of his jeans.

Slowly, as he began to get used to the strong, aggressive flavour, he started licking in earnest. He used the flat of his tongue to gather the mess, cleaning the mixture of Jess’s cream and Marcus’s seed from the dark skin. It was an act of submission, a degrading ritual that somehow anchored him more deeply into this new reality.

He shifted his position, getting better leverage, and wrapped his lips around the head of the man’s cock. He started to suck and lick, running his tongue along the sensitive underside, feeling the thick, ridged veins against his tongue. He felt the heavy weight of it in his mouth, the heat radiating from the engorged flesh.

Suddenly, the cock twitched against his palate.

Simon paused, his eyes widening, but he didn’t pull away. He felt it start to swell again, hardening under his ministrations. The soft, heavy flesh began to firm up, lengthening and thickening until it was once again a formidable tower of masculinity. Marcus let out a low, appreciative groan, his hand coming to rest on the back of Simon’s head, not forcing, just guiding.

"Yeah," Marcus breathed. "That's it. Get it all."

Simon redoubled his efforts, driven by a need to please, to finish what he had started, to prove he could be useful in this new hierarchy. He licked and sucked, swallowing the bitter fluids, feeling the hum of submission in his veins. By the time he had licked every drop of the messy mixture from Marcus’s thick black cock, it was almost fully hard again, jutting out from his body like a weapon.

Marcus looked down at him, a smirk playing on his lips. "Not bad," he said. "You've got a natural talent for cleanup."

He gently pushed Simon away, the pressure firm but dismissive. Simon stumbled back, sitting on his heels, his lips swollen and wet, his breath coming in short gasps. Marcus leaned back against the headboard, stretching his arms above his head, his muscles rippling. He turned his gaze to Jess.

"You can clean your girlfriend’s pussy after I’ve filled it with a second load," Marcus said, nodding toward Jess.

He indicated for her to straddle him, his dark eyes burning with renewed lust. Jess didn’t hesitate. She moved with a feline grace, crawling over the sheets toward him. She threw one leg over Marcus’s hips, positioning herself above his resurrected erection.

Simon watched from his kneeling position, his heart sinking even as his arousal spiked. He was trapped in the cycle, a spectator to his own exclusion, a servant to their pleasure. He watched as Jess reached down to grip Marcus’s shaft, guiding the thick head to her entrance.

She sank down slowly, her mouth falling open in a silent moan as she impaled herself on him again. Simon could see the stretch, the way her body fought to accommodate him, the mixture of fluids easing the way. She took him all in, her ass resting against Marcus’s thighs, and Simon knew with a sinking certainty that he was exactly where he was meant to be.


Chapter Twelve

They fucked again. This time the rhythm was different, slower but somehow more intense, as Jess sat astride Marcus, her thighs braced against his hips. The wet slap of skin against skin echoed through the room, louder now, more obscene. Simon sat rigid on the edge of the bed just a few feet away, the mattress dipping under his weight, his knuckles white where they gripped the sheets. 

He couldn't look away.

Her pussy glistened in the dim light, still dripping with Marcus's earlier load, making every downward plunge messier, wetter. The scent of sex hung thick in the air; musky and primal. Jess moved with deliberate slowness now, savouring each inch as Marcus filled her completely, drawing out whimpers that weren't Simon's to claim. 

The destruction of his ego played out before him in high definition: the sheen of sweat on their intertwined bodies, the way her fingers dug into Marcus's chest for balance, the choked moans that escaped her throat with each deep, perfect thrust. 

Simon's vision tunnelled. The world narrowed to this: the sticky sounds of their coupling, Jess's satisfied sighs, and the awful, undeniable truth that he had never made her sound like that.

Jess’s marvellous, full round ass was bouncing gently up and down, the pale skin glowing in the low light of the room. She was taking every inch of Marcus’s thick cock, her body rising until just the head remained inside her, before slamming back down to engulf him completely. The sound of their flesh meeting was a rhythmic, wet slap that filled the small space, underscored by her breathless moans and Marcus’s low, guttural grunts.

Simon watched the place where they joined. He could see the base of the man’s shaft, dark and thick, as Jess rode him. He could see her stretched little pussy, the lips stretched tight and pink, clinging to the massive intruder as if it never wanted to let go. It was a view that was terrifyingly explicit, very lewd, a glimpse into a reality of sex that Simon had never experienced, never even knew existed. He saw how her body yielded to the size of him, how she opened up in ways she never did for him.

Jess turned her head, looking over her shoulder at him. Her hair was sticking to her forehead with sweat; her eyes glazed with a mix of lust and dominance. She didn't look like the girl he shared quiet lunches with; she looked like a queen enjoying her throne.

"Si," she breathed, her voice husky and commanding. "Make yourself useful. Get down and lick his balls while I ride this beautiful cock."

Simon froze, shocked once more by the casual cruelty of her words. Make himself useful? He was her boyfriend. Or at least, he used to be. Now, he realized with a jolt that settled deep in his gut, he was something else entirely. He looked down at their juncture, at the heavy swinging sac beneath Marcus’s thrusting hips.

"Do it," Marcus added, his voice deep and authoritative, cutting through Simon's hesitation. "You heard the lady."

Simon swallowed hard, his throat clicking dryly. He knew there was no refusing. Not anymore. The dynamic had shifted so irreversibly that disobedience wasn't even a concept he could grasp onto. He shifted his position, crawling awkwardly across the duvet until he was positioned near Marcus’s legs.

Simon had to lay flat on the bed, his head just inches from where their bodies joined, close enough that each time Jess rose up, he felt the heat radiating from her stretched pussy. The smell of sex overwhelmed him; that thick, musky cocktail of sweat, female arousal, and Marcus's raw masculinity filled his nostrils with every shallow breath.

He crawled forward between Marcus's powerful legs, forcing himself into the tight space beneath them. As he brought his face level with the other man's heavy sac, Jess dropped down hard, her full, round ass slapped against the back of Simon's head with a sharp smack of flesh on flesh. 

The impact made his teeth click together. 

Marcus's balls swung heavily before him, bouncing with each thrust, slapping against damp skin with dull, meaty thuds that matched the rhythm of Jess's riding. Every time she dropped down, Simon felt it, the glancing blow of her perfect cheeks against his skull, the way her body quivered as she took Marcus deeper than Simon had ever reached.

The humiliation burned brighter with each impact. Her ass, soft yet firm, pressed against him like an afterthought, a casual reminder of his place even as she lost herself in another man's cock.

Simon stuck out his tongue and started to lick. The taste was intense, salty skin, musk, and the faint, lingering trace of their previous union. It was primal and overwhelming.

"Don't just lick, Simon," Marcus groaned from above, his voice vibrating through the mattress. "Suck those balls. Show some enthusiasm."

"Get them in your mouth, Si," Jess chimed in, looking back at him again, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Suck them for me."

Simon obeyed. He opened his mouth wide and sucked one round, heavy bollock inside, his tongue swirling around the textured skin. It filled his mouth, heavy and hot. He lavished attention on it, sucking gently, feeling the weight of it against his tongue. Then he released it and moved to the other, giving it the same treatment.

For the next twenty minutes, the three of them carried on in a strange, sweaty tableau. Jess was riding and bouncing on Marcus’s thick cock, her movements becoming more erratic as her pleasure built. She was grinding her hips down, taking him deep, her head thrown back in ecstasy. Simon lay beneath them, his face buried in Marcus’s crotch, sucking and licking on the man’s balls in time with their rhythm.

The position was cramped and humiliating, yet Simon felt a dark, twisted sense of purpose. He was part of this. He was serving them. As they fucked, much of the juices, a mixture of Jess’s cream and the man’s earlier thick, gooey load, was being forced out of her pussy as she rode him. The fluids dripped and streamed down the length of Marcus’s shaft, coating his balls and filling Simon’s mouth.

He swallowed instinctively, the bitter, salty flavour coating his throat. He could feel Marcus’s balls tightening against his tongue, drawing up slightly as the man’s arousal grew. The sheer volume of fluid was staggering, a constant, dripping reminder of Marcus’s potency and Simon’s own inadequacy. He was cleaning up the mess, quite literally, consuming the evidence of their superior coupling.

Above him, Jess’s moans grew louder, more desperate. She was slamming herself down onto Marcus now, chasing her release. "Fuck, yes! Oh god, your cock is so big!" she screamed, her hands braced against Marcus’s chest.

Simon could hear the wet, sucking sounds of her pussy gripping the thick shaft. He could feel the vibration of their bodies through the mattress. He was trapped in a prison of their pleasure, surrounded by the sights and sounds and tastes of their dominance.

Then, the fucking became erratic. The rhythm broke down. Marcus’s hips began to buck upward, meeting Jess’s descent with violent thrusts. He was gripping her ass hard, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, guiding her down onto him.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Marcus growled, his breathing ragged.

"Yes! Cum for me!" Jess cried out.

The two of them reached their next mutual climax. Simon felt Marcus’s balls pulse violently against his tongue, a rhythmic spasming that signalled the release of another massive load. He heard Jess scream, a high-pitched sound of pure ecstasy, as her pussy clamped down around the thick shaft.

As they shuddered and convulsed above him, Simon’s mouth was flooded. Jess’s pussy squeezed the thick cock, milking it, and as it did, it forced the mixture of their juices out from around the thick shaft. The thick, creamy load poured out of her, running down Marcus’s cock and dripping directly onto his balls and into Simon’s waiting mouth.

It was a torrent of fluid. Hot, salty, and thick. Simon swallowed frantically, his mouth filled with the taste of their combined release. He licked at Marcus’s skin, cleaning the heavy sac as it continued to twitch and leak. He was drowning in them, immersed in the physical proof of their lust.

Slowly, the movements above him ceased. Jess collapsed forward onto Marcus’s chest, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. They were both gasping for air, their skin slick with sweat. Simon lay still beneath them, his mouth wet and swollen, the taste of them dominating his senses. He waited, unsure if he was allowed to move, unsure if he was even allowed to stop licking.

He felt completely used, completely debased, and yet, as he lay there in the shadow of their writhing bodies, he knew he had never been more aroused. This was his place now. This was his routine.


Chapter Thirteen

Jess slowly peeled herself away from Marcus’s chest, the movement sluggish and heavy in the thick, humid air of the bedroom. She rolled onto her back, her body sprawling wantonly across the duvet, her limbs splayed as if she were offering herself up to the room itself. Simon watched, his breath hitching in his throat, as she deliberately spread her thighs wide.

The sight was obscene, mesmerizing, and utterly devastating.

Her pussy was swollen and angry looking, a dark, flushed pink that stood out starkly against the pale skin of her inner thighs. It was a mess. The lips were puffy and parted, gaped open from the relentless stretching she had just endured. Thick streams of pearly white cum were leaking out of her, running in heavy, slow rivulets down toward her ass. It pooled at the juncture, a creamy testament to the double load Marcus had deposited inside her. The sheer volume of it was staggering, coating her folds, dripping onto the sheets. Simon had never seen anything so raw, so graphic, or so undeniably beautiful in its depravity.

"Back to work, my little cum guzzler," Jess breathed, her voice husky and thick with satisfaction. She propped herself up on her elbows, her green eyes locking onto Simon’s with a look of possessive triumph. "Clean him, then you have a double load to lick out of me."

Simon didn’t hesitate. There was no room for thought anymore, no space for dignity. He moved immediately, drawn to the task by a compulsion he couldn’t name. He crawled toward Marcus, who had shifted to the edge of the bed, leaning back on his hands with his legs spread wide.

The other man’s cock was semi-hard now, resting heavily against his thigh. It was a magnificent, intimidating piece of anatomy, even in this state. The dark skin glistened under the dim light, slick with a coating of frothy fluids, a mixture of Jess’s excessive cream and his own potent seed. It looked thick enough to choke a horse, and Simon felt a familiar, crushing wave of inadequacy wash over him as he compared it to his own slender, modest equipment.

He leaned in and pressed his tongue against the base of the shaft. The taste exploded in his mouth, salty, bitter, and undeniably musky. It was the raw flavour of sex, of a superior male claiming a female that Simon, by all rights, should have been able to satisfy. He began to lick, working his way up the length of the shaft with broad, flat strokes. He swallowed instinctively, gathering the gloopy mess, cleaning the dark flesh with a dedication that bordered on reverence.

Marcus watched him with a lazy, arrogant smirk, his dark eyes following Simon’s every movement. He didn’t say a word, letting his presence do the work. The sheer power radiating off him was palpable, a silent assertion of dominance that made Simon feel small and weak. Simon used his lips, suctioning the fluids from the skin, swirling his tongue around the head to catch every drop. He could feel the pulse of the organ beneath his tongue, a reminder of the virility that had just wrecked his girlfriend.

When he had cleaned every inch of Marcus’s shaft, ensuring it was free of the evidence of their coupling, Simon turned his attention back to Jess. She was still lying there, legs splayed, her chest rising and falling with the rhythm of her recovery. She looked like a goddess, a messy, used, and completely satisfied goddess.

He kneeled between her legs, his eyes drawn to the disaster zone between her thighs. He had never seen a pussy look like this, so red, so swollen, so utterly wrecked. It was gaping open, the entrance twitching slightly as more cum leaked out. The sight made his stomach twist with a mix of jealousy and dark, intense arousal. This was what a real fucking looked like. This was what he couldn’t give her.

Simon leaned forward, hovering over her for a moment, inhaling the heady scent of sex and sperm that filled the air. It was intoxicating. He dipped his head and pressed his tongue against her perineum, licking upwards from the crack of her ass. The taste was intense, her sharp, tangy arousal mixed with the thick, salty richness of Marcus’s load. It coated his tongue in a heavy layer of slime.

He groaned, the sound vibrating against her skin, and began to eat in earnest. He worked harder, using his mouth, his lips, and his tongue to scoop out the mess. He lapped at the entrance, sucking the thick globs of cum as they oozed out of her. The texture was strange, thick and viscous, coating the back of his throat, but he swallowed it down eagerly.

"Yes," Jess hissed, her hand coming down to rest on the back of his head, her fingers tangling in his hair. "That’s it. Get it all, Si. You like that? You like tasting a real man inside me?"

Simon didn’t answer, couldn’t answer. He just redoubled his efforts, his face buried in her sex. He felt possessed, driven by a need to consume this evidence of her infidelity, to make it a part of him. He licked and slurped, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. He could feel Marcus’s eyes on him, watching him clean up the mess, and it only fuelled the fire burning in his gut.

He spent long minutes there, servicing her. He cleaned her inner thighs, where the cum had streaked down her skin. He sucked the cream from her folds, his tongue delving deep inside her to reach the source. He was diligent, thorough, and utterly subservient.

Jess’s breathing began to change. Her soft gasps turned into low moans, her hips twitching against his face. Simon could feel her muscles tightening, her body responding to his ministrations despite, or perhaps because of, the depravity of the situation.

"Good boy," she moaned, her voice tightening. "You’re such a good boy for cleaning me up. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop."

Simon licked faster, focusing on her clit now. It was swollen and sensitive, peeking out from under its hood. He circled it with his tongue, feeling the vibration of her impending climax. He slipped two fingers inside her, feeling the wetness, the stretch, the residual heat of Marcus’s cock. It was like a cave in there, a vast, open space that he could never hope to fill properly.

"Oh god," Jess cried out, her back arching off the bed. "Yes! Right there!"

Simon sucked on her clit, hard, and pushed his fingers deeper.

The effect was instantaneous. Jess’s entire body seized up. She let out a guttural scream, her thighs clamping tight around Simon’s head, trapping him against her. Suddenly, his mouth was flooded. She squirted, a heavy, hot load of her juice mixed with a thick amount of Marcus’s cum. It sprayed out of her, coating Simon’s face, filling his mouth, forcing him to swallow rapidly to keep up with the deluge.

It was intense, overwhelming, and filthy. Simon choked slightly but didn’t pull away. He drank her down, his face covered in the slick fluids, his nose buried in her pubic hair as she rode out the waves of her orgasm on his tongue. He could feel her pussy pulsing around his fingers, rhythmically contracting, milking out every last drop of the mixture.

Slowly, her grip on his head loosened. Her legs fell away, sprawling bonelessly against the mattress. She collapsed back, panting heavily, her skin glistening with a fresh sheen of sweat.

Simon leaned back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His face was a mess, covered in cum and girl cream. He felt dazed, his heart hammering in his chest. He looked at Jess, who was staring up at the ceiling with a dreamy, satisfied expression. Then he looked at Marcus, who was watching him with a look of dark amusement.

"Good job, cleanup boy," Marcus said, his voice low and mocking. "You definitely found your calling."

Simon looked down at his own crotch. His own erection was straining against his jeans, small and insignificant compared to the display he had just witnessed and serviced. But for the first time, the shame didn't hurt. It just felt like the truth. He was the cleanup crew. He was the afterthought. And as he knelt there, tasting them on his lips, he realized he wouldn't have it any other way.


Epilogue

As Jess remained reclined on the bed, her chest still heaving with the aftermath of her exertion, Simon lay collapsed between her spread thighs. The room was thick with the scent of sex, a heavy, musky perfume that clung to the air and to Simon’s skin. He was dazed, his face sticky and wet, his mind a swirling vortex of humiliation and dark, intoxicating arousal.

Marcus moved first. With a groan of satisfaction, the older man lifted himself off the bed, standing naked before them. The dim lamplight caught the sheen of sweat that covered his entire physique, making his muscles ripple and gleam as he stretched. He looked magnificent, a truly beautiful specimen of male physiology, powerful and dominant in a way that Simon knew he could never emulate.

"I think it’s time I made a move," Marcus said, his voice deep and resonant, completely at ease. "Lot of fun, guys. Be great to do it again sometime."

Simon couldn’t help but stare. His eyes traced the line of Marcus’s pectorals, down the defined abs, to the powerful thighs. And there, hanging heavily between his legs, was the thick, flaccid cock that Simon had now had in his mouth twice this evening. Behind it, Marcus’s big, heavy balls swung slightly as he reached for his clothes. Simon felt a pang of something complex, not just jealousy, but a genuine admiration for the alpha maleness that stood before him. It was a raw, physical perfection that commanded attention.

"Yeah," Simon managed to murmur, his voice hoarse. "Thanks."

Marcus dressed quickly, pulling on his jeans and shirt with efficient movements. He shot Jess a final, knowing smirk and a nod at Simon before slipping out the door, leaving the silence of the room rushing back in to fill the void.

Jess shifted on the bed, the mattress springs creaking softly. She turned her head to look at Simon, who was still kneeling at the foot of the bed, looking lost and small. Her expression softened, but there was a glint in her green eyes that suggested she wasn’t quite finished with him yet.

"Baby-boy," she cooed, the term of endearment landing with a new, heavier weight than it ever had before. "You’ve been such a good clean-up slut. But I bet your little dick is throbbing with need, isn't it?"

Simon felt his face flush hot. He nodded, unable to deny it. The pressure in his groin was almost painful, a desperate ache that had been building throughout the entire ordeal.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice dropping to a whisper that brooked no refusal. "And come lie beside me."

Simon moved quickly, stripping off his clothes with clumsy haste. He felt incredibly self-conscious as he climbed onto the bed beside her. He was pale and soft in comparison to Marcus, his body lacking the definition, the hardness, the sheer presence of the man who had just left. When he settled onto the duvet, he felt a stark contrast to the alpha maleness that had previously occupied the space.

Jess turned onto her side to face him, propping herself up on one elbow. Her eyes roamed over his body, lingering on his crotch. She reached out; her fingers cool against his heated skin and wrapped her hand around his erection.

"So small and cute," she murmured, her thumb brushing over the head. "I don't think I would even feel this now."

The words stung, cutting deep into his insecurity, but they also sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin. His hips twitched involuntarily, pushing his DIck further into her hand.

"Jess..." he breathed, his tone half-protest, half-plea.

"Shh," she hushed him, starting to stroke him. Her grip was firm, her pace deliberate and slow. "It’s okay. I like it. It fits in my hand perfectly."

She began to pump him in earnest, her fingers sliding easily over his length. Simon closed his eyes, his head falling back against the pillow. The sensation was overwhelming after so much denial, so much watching. He let out a ragged moan.

"Did you like sucking his big black cock?" Jess asked suddenly, her voice teasing.

Simon’s eyes snapped open. He looked at her, seeing the wicked grin playing on her lips. He could feel the twitch and swell of his slender dick in her hand responding immediately to the question.

"I... I..." he stuttered.

"It’s okay," she soothed, speeding up her strokes slightly. "You can tell me. Did you like the taste of his cum?"

Simon gave an embarrassed, jerky nod. The shame burned through him, hot and sharp, but it only fed the fire building in his belly.

"Did his big balls feel good in your mouth?" she pressed, leaning closer so her breath ghosted over his ear. "Heavy and full of that spunk you swallowed?"

Another nod. Simon felt his heart hammering against his ribs. He was being dismantled, piece by piece, stripped of his ego and laid bare by her questions.

"You're so dirty, Si," she whispered, her hand moving faster now, twisting around his shaft on the upstroke. "Watching him fuck me, then sucking him clean... and you loved it, didn't you?"

"Yes," Simon gasped, the admission tearing out of him. "God, yes."

"Good boy," she purred.

She worked him with practiced ease, her eyes locked on his face, watching every micro-expression of pleasure and shame. She knew exactly how to touch him, how to twist her wrist just right to make his breath hitch. She varied the pressure, dragging her fingernails lightly up the underside before squeezing tight around the head.

It took all of five minutes. The stimulation was too intense, the psychological pressure too great. Simon’s entire body went rigid. His hips lifted off the bed, his back arching as the coil in his gut snapped tight and then released.

"Oh fuck," he cried out.

His dick fountained a thick spray of cum that shot up into the air, arcing high before splattering back down onto his torso. It landed in thick, white ropes across his stomach and chest, pooling in his navel and dripping down his sides. He convulsed with the force of it, grunting as the pleasure washed over him in waves, leaving him limp and panting on the sheets.

Jess slowed her hand, milking the last few drops from him before releasing his softening little dick. She looked down at the mess he had made, then back up at his face, which was flushed a deep red.

"Look at that mess," she said, her tone soft but laced with authority. "Just like Marcus made a mess in me, you've made a mess of yourself."

She reached out, dipping her fingers into the warm, sticky fluid pooling on his stomach. Simon watched, transfixed, as she scooped up a generous amount of his own seed. She brought her fingers to his lips.

"Open up," she instructed.

Simon parted his lips obediently, his eyes meeting hers. She slid her fingers into his mouth, coating his tongue with the salty, bitter taste of his own cum.

"Taste it," she commanded. "Swallow it."

Simon closed his mouth around her fingers, sucking them clean. He swallowed the load, the taste familiar but somehow different in this context, degrading and intimate all at once.

"Good boy," Jess smiled, pulling her fingers away with a wet pop. She went back for more, scooping up another glob from his chest.

For the next five minutes, the room was quiet except for the wet sounds of her feeding him. She carefully collected every drop, feeding it to him finger by finger, telling him what a good little clean-up cum-drinking slut he was. Simon accepted it all, his eyes fluttering shut, his tongue lapping at her skin, lost in the haze of submission.

When he was finally clean, Jess wiped her hand on the sheet and settled down beside him, pulling the duvet up over them both. She curled into his side, resting her head on his shoulder, seemingly unbothered by the lingering scent of Marcus that still clung to her skin.

Simon lay there staring at the ceiling, his heart rate slowly returning to normal. He felt drained, exhausted in a way that went far beyond the physical. He felt empty, yet strangely full. As he drifted toward sleep, Jess’s breathing steady against his neck, he knew that nothing would ever be the same between them. The routine had changed, and he wasn't sure if he was terrified or excited by what came next.


Book Four Teaser

Simon thought he understood what Jess was doing to him.

He thought this was gentler than Phoebe.

Safer.

Jess didn’t humiliate him publicly. She didn’t laugh at him in front of rooms full of people. She held him afterwards. She kissed him softly. She called him baby-boy and told him how good he was for her.

But somehow that made it even easier for her to reshape him.

Because Simon was beginning to realise that Jess enjoyed control just as much as Phoebe ever had.

She simply wore it differently.

Softer.

Smarter.

More intimate.

And now there was Marcus.

Marcus, with his effortless confidence and calm dominance.

Marcus, whose thick cock Simon could still taste when he closed his eyes at night.

Marcus, who had walked into Simon’s room like he belonged there and left with Jess trembling and satisfied in ways Simon had never seen before.

But what frightened Simon most was not what Marcus had done to Jess.

It was what Marcus had done to him.

Because Simon couldn’t stop thinking about the way Marcus had looked at him while Jess rode him.

Couldn’t stop thinking about kneeling between Marcus’s legs.

Couldn’t stop replaying the praise.

Good boy.

Clean-up slut.

Natural talent.

And Jess knew it.

She saw the way Simon got hard whenever Marcus’s name came up.

She noticed how quickly Simon obeyed now.

How eagerly he accepted humiliation when it came wrapped in affection.

By the end of that night, Jess understood something important.

Simon didn’t just want to watch anymore.

He wanted approval.

He wanted guidance.

He wanted to surrender.

And Book Four will ask the question Simon is becoming increasingly terrified to answer:

What happens when Jess and Marcus stop treating Simon like a boyfriend…

…and start treating him like theirs?
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