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Prologue

The warmth was gone. Tom felt it first, a subtle chill on the left side of the bed where Ella’s body usually radiated heat through the sheets. He opened his eyes. The early morning light, pale and grey, filtered through the blinds. The flat was silent. The quiet had a weight, a pressure. He knew she’d left for the gym. Her routine was precise, unshakeable.

He should get up. The alarm on his phone had buzzed twenty minutes ago. He was late. But his body felt leaden, anchored to the mattress by a gravity of memory.

He didn’t move.

He stared at the ceiling, the blank white expanse, and his mind did not blank. It replayed. In fragments. Sharp, vivid fragments.

Ella’s voice. That low, hypnotic murmur from last night, kneeling between his legs on the floor. “Imagine Leon here now.”

His own voice, a broken whisper. “I want to see you with him. With his big black cock.”

The physical memory was worse. The feel of her hand on him, stroking, squeezing. The violent, shuddering climax that had torn through him, coating his own chest. The shame that had washed in immediately after, cold and clammy.

Just a moment, he told himself, rolling onto his side, facing the empty space where she slept. Just words. Just fantasy. It doesn’t mean anything.

But his thoughts, disobedient, drifted. Not to the night, but to the day ahead. To the gym. To the outfits.

He pictured her in the pink one. The one that was practically just elastic. The triangle top that barely contained her firm 34C breasts. The shorts so brief they’d be a scandal. He imagined her walking across the gym floor in it, that confident, easy stride she had, her toned stomach flat, her hips swaying slightly, the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass drawing every eye. She’d be completely at ease. She’d own the space.

He imagined other people seeing her. Clients staring. Colleagues noticing. Leon noticing.

Leon standing there, watching her. Not with the polite, professional glance of a co-worker. But with the look Tom himself had in the kitchen, a look of raw, arrested attention. A look that said, I see you. I want you.

Tom’s jaw tightened. He clenched his teeth, a physical effort to stop the thought train.

It didn’t work.

Because now the thought had a different texture. It wasn’t a private game between them in their living room, a secret he could shove back into a box after the orgasm faded. It was a real possibility. Ella was out there, right now, in that world. And Leon was there too. A man whose presence was a quiet, muscular fact. A man Tom had never met, but whose image, tall, broad, powerful, was now welded to a specific, shameful desire in Tom’s own mind.

His big black cock.

The phrase echoed, unwelcome, in the silence of the bedroom. Tom felt a flush of heat, not embarrassment now, but something else. A low, simmering arousal that began to pool in his gut despite his horror.

He shifted again, and the movement made him aware of his own body. Of the morning stiffness between his legs. He reached down beneath the duvet, his hand finding his own slender, average dick. It was already half-hard, a predictable, pathetic response to the very thoughts he was trying to suppress.

5.5 inches. He knew the measurement. It was his. It was adequate. Ella had always said it was perfect, that it hit all the right spots. He’d believed her. He’d felt confident in it, in them.

But now, lying here alone, he felt the stark contrast. Not just in size, a comparison he couldn’t even verify, but in concept. His was… his. The other was an idea, a fantasy, a spectacle. Something to be watched. Something that could stretch her.

The arousal thickened. His dick grew fuller under his own tentative touch. It wasn’t the eager, worshipful hardness she evoked. It was a different kind. It was guilty. It was fuelled by the image of her in that pink outfit, walking past Leon. Of Leon looking. Of Leon thinking. Of himself, watching.

He let his hand rest there, not stroking, just feeling the proof of his own corruption. The shaft was warm, the skin soft. It was a perfectly normal, average penis. And it was now irrevocably linked to a fantasy that had become a confession.

Did I really mean it?

The question wasn’t intellectual. His body was answering it. His dick, now fully erect, pressing against his palm, was answering it. Yes. He had meant it. The orgasm last night wasn’t a fluke. It was a revelation. The desire wasn’t gone. It was here, in the morning quiet, harder than ever.

Or has something already begun that I no longer have control over?

That thought was colder. It slithered in beneath the warmth of his arousal. Ella had the power. She had always had the power. She initiated. She led. She teased. She knew. She knew about the outfits. She knew about the effect. She knew, now, about his admission. What would she do with that knowledge?

He thought of her smile last night after he’d confessed. That slow, triumphant curve of her lips. The awe in her voice. “Oh my god, Tom. I’ve never seen you cum so hard.”

She wasn’t disgusted. She wasn’t angry. She was… intrigued. Empowered.

Tom’s breath came out in a long, slow exhale. He pulled his hand away from his erection, letting it stand alone against the cool air of the room. He looked at it. Slender. White. Average. A thing that belonged to a man who wanted to watch his girlfriend be taken by another.

The line was gone. The clear border between fantasy and reality had been blurred, then erased, by his own words, by his own body’s response. He could no longer pretend it was just a game.

Ella was at the gym. Leon was at the gym. The pink outfit was in her bag, or maybe already on her body.

And he was here, in bed, late for work, with a hard dick and a hollow, dawning realization that the thing he wanted most was also the thing that would dismantle everything he loved.

He closed his eyes. But the images didn’t fade. They grew sharper, more detailed. Ella, bending over in those shorts. Leon, watching from behind. Leon, his hand maybe reaching out, touching her lower back, claiming her. His big black cock. The words weren’t his anymore. They were a fact, a looming, physical fact in the narrative of his own mind.

Tom’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary twitch. A pulse of need shot through his aching erection. He was alone. The flat was empty. The shame was present, but it was now intertwined with a desperate, clawing hunger.

He reached down again. This time, his fingers wrapped around his own shaft. He didn’t imagine Ella. He didn’t imagine himself with her. He imagined the scene. The one he’d begged for.

He pictured it from the corner of the room, watching. Ella on her knees before Leon. Leon’s hands on her blonde hair. Her lips parting. Taking him.

His own hand began to move, a slow, shameful mimicry of Ella’s stroke from last night. The friction was dry, awkward. But the fantasy was wet, vivid, overwhelming. His breath quickened. His thumb slicked over the head, spreading the bead of pre-cum that had gathered.

He was giving in. To the memory. To the desire. To the inevitable. In the silent, empty flat, with his girlfriend miles away and moving closer to the object of his darkest fantasy, Tom Walker began to jerk himself off, his eyes shut tight, his mind a cinema of betrayal, and his body a trembling, eager participant.


Chapter One

The late morning sun slanted through the high windows of the gym, casting long rectangles of light across the polished floor. The air was thick with the sounds of effort, the rhythmic thump of treadmills, the metallic clank of weights, the low murmur of conversation punctuated by sharp breaths. Ella moved through it all with a fluid, practiced confidence.

Her new black outfit was a statement. The vest top clung to her torso, the thin fabric a second skin that highlighted every contour. As she walked between the squat racks and the cable machines, she felt the subtle resistance of the material against her breasts, the gentle bounce of her 34C curves. There was no bra; the soft, firm peaks of her nipples pressed against the fabric, creating two distinct points that drew glances like magnets. The shorts, high-cut and tight, hugged the round, heart-shaped swell of her ass and the taut lines of her thighs. Every step, every shift of her hips, was accentuated.

She was aware of it. Not in a vain way, but with a calm, professional acknowledgment. Her body was a tool here, a testament to the work she preached. It also commanded attention.

A client, a middle-aged man trying to rehabilitate a shoulder, asked for a demonstration of a lateral raise. Ella nodded, picked up a light dumbbell, and positioned herself in front of the mirror wall. “Slow and controlled,” she said, her voice clear and instructional. She lifted her arm, the movement pulling the vest tight across her chest, the fabric stretching over the full mound of her breast. She held the pose, the muscle in her deltoid defined, her posture perfect. She saw, in the mirror, the client’s eyes flicker from her shoulder to her chest, then back again, a quick, guilty dart. She saw another man on a nearby bench pause his set to watch. She saw a woman glance, then look away with a small, knowing smile.

It was a quiet orchestra of notice. She didn’t acknowledge it. She lowered the weight, explained the mechanics, her tone remaining steady and friendly. But she felt it. The charge in the air around her. The space she occupied was never neutral.

She moved on to adjust a client’s form on a leg press. Bending forward, her shorts tightened, the material digging into the crease of her ass, framing the full, rounded cheeks. She felt the warmth of the gaze from the man on the adjacent machine. She straightened, turned, and offered a polite, professional smile. He flushed and focused on his own work.

It was a dance. A dance she knew well.

Then, a shift. A change in the atmosphere’s current.

She didn’t look for him immediately. She felt him. A presence that carried a different weight. She finished correcting the client’s stance and turned, her gaze sweeping casually across the crowded floor.

Leon was there, near the free-weight area. He wasn’t looking at her. He was coaching a client through a deadlift, his hands guiding the man’s posture, his voice a low, calm instruction. He wore a simple grey tank top that stretched over the massive, defined bulk of his shoulders and chest. His movements were economical, powerful. He didn’t chase attention; he simply absorbed it.

Ella’s eyes lingered for a second longer than professional. He was a statue of controlled strength. Then, as if sensing her focus, he glanced up.

His eyes met hers.

Not a leer. Not a hungry stare. It was a look of quiet, focused observation. He assessed her, not just as a colleague, but as a physical entity in the space. He saw the outfit. He saw the way it moved on her. He saw the attention she was drawing. His gaze held for a beat, two, three, then returned to his client. No smile. No nod. Just a recognition.

A thread of heat, subtle and sharp, pulled tight in Ella’s lower belly. It wasn’t arousal, not yet. It was awareness. A specific, targeted awareness. He sees me. He sees what I’m doing.

She continued her circuit, helping a woman on the treadmill, checking a hydration station. But her consciousness had split. Part of her was here, doing her job. The other part was tethered to that spot near the weights, to the calm, muscular figure who had looked at her and understood something.

The shift continued. When she next passed near that area, he was finishing with his client. He stood, rolling his shoulders, a simple stretch that showcased the breadth of his back. His eyes tracked her movement as she walked toward the juice bar at the far end. It wasn’t predatory. It was… noting. Cataloguing.

Jess was already at the juice bar, sipping a green smoothie. Her curly brunette hair was piled in a messy bun, her eyes sharp and observant. She saw Ella approaching and her lips curved into a knowing grin.

“Well, hello, distraction,” Jess said, her voice low and teasing.

Ella slid onto the stool next to her, feeling the cool plastic against the back of her thighs. “What?”

Jess’s eyes did a quick, appreciative scan of Ella’s outfit. “That. You’re wearing a ‘come and get it’ sign, and the entire male population of this gym has received the memo. Including, I notice, our new resident powerhouse.” She glanced meaningfully toward the free-weight area.

Ella felt a flush, but she kept her expression neutral. She ordered a protein shake from the bar attendant. “It’s just new gear. Functional.”

“Functional for causing cardiac arrests,” Jess snorted. She leaned closer. “So, Leon? He looked. More than once.”

Ella took her shake, the cool glass feeling good in her hand. She took a sip, the sweet taste grounding her. “He’s a professional. He notices form, attire… everything.”

“Bullshit,” Jess said, her tone blunt but not unkind. “He noticed you. Specifically. The way that top is hanging on those perfect breasts. The way those shorts are basically painted on your ass. He didn’t look at you like a PT. He looked at you like a man looking at a woman who is very deliberately presenting herself.” She paused, watching Ella’s face. “And you liked it.”

Ella didn’t deny it. She looked out across the gym, her eyes finding Leon again. He was now alone, loading a bar with plates. His back was to them, the muscles in his arms and shoulders working with a smooth, formidable grace. “Tom…” she started, then stopped.

Jess’s smile softened, but her gaze remained direct. “Tom is a sweetheart. Tom adores you. Tom, from what you’ve hinted, might even be… intrigued by certain ideas.” She let that hang. “But Leon is… present. In a way that’s different. It’s not about intrigue. It’s about fact. He’s a fact, Ella. And you’re dressed like a question.”

Ella’s breath caught. Jess saw too much. Always.

“What are you going to do?” Jess asked, not pushing, just posing the question.

Before Ella could answer, the fact itself approached.

Leon walked toward the juice bar, his stride long and easy. He didn’t look rushed or purposeful. He just moved. He stopped near them, not too close, but within conversational space. He nodded at Jess, then his calm, dark eyes settled on Ella.

“Ella,” he said. His voice was deep, quiet, a bass note in the gym’s cacophony.

“Leon,” she replied, her own voice steady. She felt the fabric of her top tighten across her chest as she straightened slightly.

“Good session today?” he asked, his gaze doing a quick, professional sweep of her, a PT assessing a colleague’s energy levels.

“Busy. Good energy in the room,” she said, mirroring his tone.

He nodded. His eyes lingered for a fraction of a second on the thin strap of her vest where it dipped between her breasts. It wasn’t a leer. It was an acknowledgment. A recognition of the effect. “The new gear is… motivational,” he said, the word chosen with a slight, deliberate emphasis.

Jess almost choked on her smoothie, covering it with a cough.

Ella felt the heat in her belly coil tighter. She kept her smile professional. “That’s the idea.”

Leon’s lips curved, not into a full smile, but into an expression of understanding. “It works.” He said it plainly. Then he turned his attention to Jess. “Jess, you’re taking the advanced spin class at three?”

The conversation shifted to schedules, to client notes. But Ella sat there, sipping her shake, feeling the weight of his presence beside her. He was tall, so tall that she felt small next to him. The sheer physical scale of him, the breadth of his chest, the thickness of his arms, was a tangible contrast to everything in her life. To Tom’s slender, boyish frame. To her own controlled, feminine fitness.

He wasn’t flirting. He wasn’t making a move. He was just there, a massive, calm pillar of masculine reality. And he had acknowledged her outfit. He had seen its intention.

When he finished his brief exchange with Jess, he looked back at Ella. “See you around, Ella.” He said it like a promise.

Then he walked away, back toward the weights.

Jess watched him go, then turned to Ella, her eyebrows raised. “‘Motivational,’” she repeated, deadpan. “Yeah. I’m motivated. I’m motivated to watch this play out.” She leaned in again, her voice dropping to a whisper. “So, what’s the plan? You’ve got the outfit. You’ve got the attention. You’ve got the… fact… noticing. And you’ve got a boyfriend who, let’s be honest, is maybe not entirely opposed to the idea of you getting a little… extra motivation.” She eyed Ella closely. “What’s the next step?”

Ella looked down at her hands, at the glass she was holding. The shake was almost gone. She felt the eyes of the gym still on her, a diffuse, general attention. And she felt the specific, focused memory of Leon’s gaze, a laser point in that diffuse field. Tom’s confession echoed in her mind, his desperate, aroused voice. I want to see you with him.

She looked up, meeting Jess’s expectant stare. A slow, confident smile spread across her lips. It wasn’t an answer. It was a beginning.


Chapter Two

The late afternoon light was fading, painting the gym in long, amber shadows. Ella finished her final client session, a gentle smile masking the coiled tension beneath her skin. Her shift was over. Three pm. She glanced across the space, her eyes finding Leon as he finished packing away a set of dumbbells. He looked up, met her gaze. It wasn’t a question. It was a silent, mutual understanding.

She gave a single, subtle nod toward the stairs at the back of the building. He gave a slow, almost imperceptible nod back.

The storeroom was upstairs, a forgotten space used for old, unused equipment. No one went there. No one ever needed to.

Five minutes later, Ella’s heart hammered a steady, frantic rhythm as she pushed the heavy door open. The air inside was cool, dusty, smelling of rubber and metal. Leon stepped in behind her, his bulk filling the doorway before he closed it, sealing them in silence. The only light came from a single, grimy window high on the wall.

No words. The need was too immediate, too thick in the air.

His hands went to her waist, pulling her against him. Hers went to his chest, feeling the solid wall of muscle beneath his grey tank top. Their mouths met, not in a gentle kiss, but in a collision of hunger. His lips were firm, his tongue pushing past hers with a possessive urgency that made her gasp. She tasted the salt of his sweat, the clean, masculine scent of him overwhelming her senses. Her hands tugged at his shirt, pulling it up, over the immense shoulders, until it was discarded on a dusty bench. His chest was bare, a landscape of sculpted power.

Her vest top was next. He didn’t bother untying the knot at her back. He just pulled the fabric roughly over her head, the thin material tearing a little at the seam. Her breasts sprang free, the firm 34C mounds bouncing slightly in the cool air. His dark eyes drank in the sight, the pale skin, the pink nipples already hardening. He didn’t praise her. He didn’t speak. He just looked, his gaze a hot, physical weight.

Her shorts were a simple barrier. He hooked his fingers into the waistband and yanked them down, the high-cut fabric sliding over her hips, over the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass, down her long, toned legs. She stood naked before him in the dim light, her body a perfect, exposed offering.

Leon was already unbuckling his shorts. He pushed them down, and his cock sprang free. It wasn’t just big. It was massive. Thick. Heavy. A deep, dark shaft that curved upward, already fully erect, the head swollen and prominent against his dark skin. The contrast was stark, visceral. Ella’s breath caught. Her eyes widened. It was everything Tom had imagined. Everything she had described.

She didn’t wait for instruction. The desire was a primal command. She dropped to her knees on the cool, concrete floor. The position felt natural, submissive, right. She looked up at him, his towering form looming over her, his cock a formidable presence before her face. She reached out, her small, pale hands wrapping around the base. The skin was hot, silken, the girth so substantial her fingers couldn’t fully circle it.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. She didn’t tease. She took him. She opened her mouth and enveloped the swollen head, her tongue flattening against the broad underside. The taste was clean, musky, overwhelmingly male. She worked her way down, her jaw stretching to accommodate his thickness. It was a challenge, a conquest. She felt the ridge of his head press against the back of her throat, and she pushed past it, taking him deeper.

His hands came to her blonde hair, not gentle, not guiding. They gripped, holding her head steady as he began a slow, deliberate thrusting motion. He fucked her mouth with a calm, relentless power. Each push sent him deeper, his thickness stretching her lips, filling her throat. She could hear her own muffled gasps, the wet, sucking sounds of her effort. Her eyes closed, surrendering to the sensation, to the sheer scale of him. Her mind flashed to Tom, to his fantasy, to his slender, average cock. This was the reality. This was the fact.

He pulled her off with a soft, wet pop. His cock glistened with her saliva. “Turn around,” he said, his voice a low, gravelled command.

She obeyed, rising and turning to face the dusty metal shelving. He didn’t guide her gently. He placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her forward, bending her over. Her hands braced against a cold shelf. Her back arched, presenting her ass to him, the round, perfect cheeks parted.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t prepare her. He just stepped close, his heavy cock finding her entrance. He pressed against her, and she felt the incredible width of him stretching her, pushing her open. She was wet, ready, but still, the sensation was a shock, a glorious, painful, thrilling shock of being filled beyond her usual capacity.

Then he thrust.

It wasn’t a slow, loving entry. It was a hard, deep, driving penetration that shoved her forward against the shelf. A sharp cry tore from her lips, a sound of pure, overwhelmed sensation. He didn’t pause. He set a rhythm, fast and punishing, each slam of his hips driving his thick length deeper into her, each withdrawal a near-complete pullout that left her aching before he plunged back in.

The metal shelves rattled with their force. Her body jolted with every impact. Her mind shattered into pure physical feedback. The stretch, the burn, the incredible fullness, the raw power of his movement. This was nothing like Tom. This was domination. This was being used. And she loved it. Her own cries became moans, became pleas. “Yes… fuck… harder…”

One of his hands left her shoulder, sliding around her hip to find her clit. His thumb pressed there, rough and direct, adding a sharp, electric counterpoint to the deep, pounding rhythm inside her. The dual sensations, the intense fullness, the frantic external stimulation—coalesced into a rising wave of need.

She was close. So close. The orgasm built not as a gentle crest, but as a violent, imminent eruption.

Leon’s thrusts became faster, harder, his breathing a harsh grunt behind her. He was chasing his own finish, driving into her with a final, furious intensity. His thumb worked her clit in a rapid, punishing circles.

The wave broke.

Ella’s climax detonated through her. It wasn’t a sweet release. It was a convulsive, screaming surrender. Her body locked, her back arching impossibly, her fingers scrabbling against the metal shelf. A raw, guttural scream ripped from her throat as pleasure, sharp, blinding, overwhelming, flooded every nerve. She felt him still pounding into her through the peak, each thrust sending new shockwaves through her shuddering form.

As her screams subsided into panting moans, she felt him stiffen behind her. A final, deep, grinding thrust, and then a hot, searing flood inside her. He groaned, a low, satisfied sound, as he emptied himself, his cock pulsing within her stretched depths.

They stood like that for a moment, locked together, both breathing heavily in the dusty silence. Then he pulled out, a slow, wet withdrawal that left her feeling empty and used.

They dressed quickly, efficiently, the frantic energy of the act replaced by a practical urgency. Ella pulled her torn vest top back on, her shorts up over her hips. Leon tugged his tank top over his immense shoulders.

As she fastened her shorts, she spoke, her voice husky and raw. “I can’t be late. When we fuck, I have to go straight home.” She turned to look at him, a wild, satisfied look in her blue eyes. “I can’t believe Tom can’t smell you on me.”

Leon watched her, his expression calm, but a dark amusement flickered in his eyes. He finished tying his shorts.

Ella continued, a secretive smile playing on her lips. “Last night,” she said, wiping a stray strand of hair from her face. “I got Tom to imagine the fantasy of watching you fuck me.”

Leon’s brow lifted slightly. “No way?” His voice was flat, curious.

“He was really into it,” Ella said, her confidence returning. “He begged for it.”

Leon didn’t reply immediately. He stepped closer to her, his large hand coming up to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing her lip. Then his hand moved down, over her shoulder, to her ass. He gave it a very hard, open-handed slap, a sharp, stinging crack that echoed in the small room.

“You’re a naughty tease,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, possessive growl. “You slut.”

The word wasn’t an insult. It was a label. A claim.

Ella didn’t flinch. She met his gaze, a slow, defiant smile spreading across her face. Then she turned and walked to the door, her heart-shaped ass, still tingling from his slap, leading the way out.


Chapter Three

The key turned in the lock, a sharp, familiar sound that usually meant comfort. Tom looked up from his laptop on the sofa. Ella stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a quiet, deliberate click. The evening light from the window caught the flyaways in her blonde hair, creating a halo. She looked… charged.

“Hey,” he said, a smile forming automatically.

She didn’t return the smile with her usual easy warmth. Her blue eyes found his and held them, intense and focused. “Hey.” She dropped her gym bag by the door and walked toward him, her stride confident, purposeful. She wore the tight black vest and high-cut shorts from earlier, but they seemed different now, not just gym wear, but a second skin she hadn’t yet shed, carrying the energy of her day with her.

She stopped in front of the sofa, looking down at him. When she stepped closer, Tom caught her scent and something about it felt different. Not dirty, not unpleasant, just unfamiliar. Warmer. Muskier. Like sweat, skin, and the gym air all mixed together. It made something tighten in his chest and he didn’t know why. He told himself it was nothing. She’d just finished work. Of course she smelled like the gym.

But he couldn’t remember her ever smelling quite like this before.

“How was your day?” he asked, his voice sounding small in the quiet room.

“Intense,” she said, her gaze not wavering. She reached out, her fingers brushing through his shaggy hair. The touch was affectionate, but it felt like a claim, not a caress. “I’ve been thinking about you. About us. About what you told me.”

Tom’s stomach tightened. The fantasy. The confession. It hung between them, a ghost made real by her directness.

“Come with me,” she said, her voice low. It wasn’t a suggestion. She took his hand, her grip firm, and pulled him up from the sofa. She led him, wordlessly, down the short hall to their bedroom. Her back was straight, her heart-shaped ass swaying with each step, a hypnotic rhythm of control.

In the bedroom, she turned to face him. The dim evening light softened the edges of the room but sharpened the focus on her. She placed her hands on his shoulders. “I need you to be with me right now, Tom. All the way. No holding back.”

He nodded, mesmerized. “Okay.”

Her hands moved to the hem of his t-shirt. She lifted it, pulling it up and over his head, discarding it. Her fingers went to the button of his jeans, then the zip. She pushed them down, along with his boxers, until he stood naked before her, his average, 5.5-inch dick already beginning to stir under her intense scrutiny.

She didn’t comment on his body. She simply looked, her eyes tracing his form before returning to his face. Then, she began to undress herself. Her movements were slow, theatrical. She untied the knot at the back of her vest and let it fall open, then shrugged it off her shoulders. Her firm 34C breasts were revealed, the pale skin flawless, the pink nipples already pert. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and peeled them down, bending slightly, making the round, perfect curve of her ass the focal point as she stepped out of the clothing. She stood naked before him, a vision of toned, feminine power.

But her expression wasn’t inviting. It was challenging.

“I want you to imagine something for me, Tom,” she said, stepping closer until her naked body was just inches from his. Her scent was stronger now. That underlying musk. “I want you to imagine I’ve just fucked Leon. That I came straight here from him. My little pussy is stretched and gaping. It’s wet from him. I want you to fuck me thinking you’re having sloppy seconds.”

The words were a physical blow. Tom’s breath hitched. A jolt of pure, electric jealousy shot through him, followed immediately by a surge of heat so powerful it made him dizzy. His dick twitched, hardening fully against his thigh. No, part of him screamed. This is too far. But the larger part, the part that had confessed and climaxed to this very idea, was roaring to life.

“Ella…” he whispered, his voice choked.

“Do you want to?” she asked, her eyes searching his. She reached down, her hand wrapping around his erection. Her touch was firm, knowing. “Your body says you do.”

He couldn’t lie. He nodded, a jerky, shameful motion.

“Good,” she murmured. She leaned in and kissed him, a deep, possessive kiss that tasted of mint and something else, something deep and salty. Then she turned and walked to the bed, climbing onto it on all fours before looking back over her shoulder, her blonde hair falling across her face. “Come on. Fuck me. Fuck his leftovers.”

Tom fumbled for the condom in the nightstand, his hands trembling. He sheathed himself, the act feeling absurdly clinical next to the raw, psychological filth of the moment. He moved behind her, his eyes drinking in the sight, the slim line of her toned back, the dramatic swell of her hips, the perfect, heart-shaped ass presented to him, the pink lips of her pussy already glistening.

He noticed it immediately. She was soaked. Wetness gleamed on her inner thighs, more than he’d ever seen from her arousal for him alone. The sight sent another conflicting wave through him, horror and a dark, thrilling arousal.

He positioned himself and pushed forward.

The entrance was incredibly slick, yielding with an ease that felt unnatural. He slid into her in one smooth, wet motion, buried to the hilt. A low moan escaped her, a sound of deep satisfaction. She was hot, she wasn’t her usual tight clench around him, and there was a different give to her, a stretched, well-used feeling that his mind immediately attributed to the fantasy she’d woven.

“Oh god,” he groaned, his hips flush against her ass. The sensation was overwhelming. The physical act of being inside her was one thing. The psychological layer, the idea that he was filling a space recently occupied by a larger, more powerful man, was another. It consumed him. His thrusts began, short and frantic.

“That’s it,” Ella breathed, pushing back against him. “Think about him. Think about his big, thick cock stretching me open just before you. You’re filling me up with his mess still inside.”

Her words were a catalyst. Tom’s control shattered. The coil in his gut, wound tight by jealousy and taboo desire, snapped. With a choked, guttural cry, he drove into her two, three more times and climaxed. The orgasm was intense but brief, a sharp, emptying convulsion that left him shuddering, slumped over her back, his condom-clad dick still pulsing weakly inside her.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing.

Then Ella shifted beneath him. “You came,” she stated, her voice flat.

“Yeah,” he panted, guilt already cooling the heat in his veins.

She gently pushed him off, and he withdrew, collapsing onto his back beside her. She sat up, looking down at him, her expression unreadable. She reached between her own legs, her fingers sliding through her wetness, then brought them to her lips, tasting them thoughtfully. A shiver ran through Tom.

“I didn’t come,” she said simply. “I’m still so wet. I need to.” Her blue eyes locked onto his. “I want you to go down on me.”

Tom’s mind went blank. Go down on her. Now. After what she just said. The implication hung in the air, thick and foul and irresistible. She might still have… him… inside her. The thought should have revolted him. Instead, a fresh, traitorous twitch stirred in his spent dick.

“Ella… I…”

“Please, Tom,” she said, her voice softening into a plea, but her eyes were steel. “Worship me. Make me cum. Clean me up.”

The command, wrapped in a request, broke his last resistance. The submissive, worshipful part of him that lived to please her surged forward, overriding the shame. He moved, sliding down the bed until his head was between her thighs.

The scent was unmistakable here, her own sweet arousal, layered with that deeper, muskier, masculine note. His stomach clenched. He closed his eyes for a second, then opened them and leaned in.

He licked her, a broad, slow stroke from her entrance to her clit. The taste was complex, salty-sweet and profoundly intimate, tainted by the phantom of another. He pushed his tongue inside her, lapping at the wetness, and she gasped, her hips lifting. He focused on her clit, sucking and flicking with a desperate devotion, trying to give her the pleasure he’d failed to provide with his cock. He wanted to erase the other taste, to replace it with his own worship, to make her scream for him.

Her hands tangled in his hair, not guiding, but holding him in place. Her moans grew louder, more urgent. “Yes… right there… don’t stop…”

He didn’t. He licked and sucked, drowning in her, his own mind a whirl of conflicting emotions, awe at her body, shame at his actions, a dark, thrilling pride at being allowed to service her like this, even under these circumstances.

Her thighs tightened around his head. Her back arched off the bed. A high, sharp cry tore from her throat as her orgasm hit. He felt her clench around nothing, her whole body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. He kept his mouth on her, drinking her in, until her grip on his hair loosened and she fell back onto the mattress, breathing heavily.

Tom lifted his head. His lips and chin were wet. He looked up at her, emotionally raw and completely spent.

Ella looked down at him, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her face. She reached out and stroked his cheek, her thumb wiping at the moisture there. “My good boy,” she whispered.


Chapter Four

The air in the living room was warm, softened by the lingering scent of their shared dinner. Tom leaned back against the deep cushions of their sofa, one arm draped around Ella’s shoulders as she nestled against him. The television murmured quietly, a forgotten backdrop to their comfortable silence. His hand rested lightly on her waist, feeling the gentle curve of her hip beneath the soft fabric of her shirt.

Ella shifted, turning her head to look at him. Her blue eyes held a calm intensity that made his breath catch. Without a word, she disentangled herself from his arm and stood up.

She stood in front of him, her gaze fixed on his face. Then, slowly, deliberately, she began.

Her hands went to the hem of her loose linen shirt. She pulled it up, over the slim, toned line of her stomach, revealing the smooth skin inch by inch. When it reached her ribs, she paused, letting him see the firm swell of her breasts straining against the thin cotton of her bra. Then she pulled it off completely, dropping it to the floor.

Tom’s mouth went dry. He watched, mesmerized, as her fingers moved to the clasp of her jeans. She unbuttoned them, unzipped them, and pushed them down her long, shapely legs, stepping out of the denim pool with a graceful lift of her foot. Now she stood in only her bra and a simple cotton thong, the pale fabric a stark contrast against her golden skin.

Her hands went behind her back. The bra clasp released. She slipped the straps from her shoulders and let the garment fall. Her breasts were revealed fully, the firm 34C mounds sitting high and perfect, the pink nipples already tightening in the cool room air. She didn’t hurry. She stood there, letting him look, her posture confident and open.

Then, the thong. She hooked her thumbs into the sides and peeled it down, bending slightly as she stepped free. The round, heart-shaped curve of her ass was unveiled, followed by the full, feminine view as she straightened. She was completely naked now, standing before him in the soft evening light.

She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t rush to him. Instead, she turned.

Slowly, she pivoted, giving him a view of her profile, the elegant line of her back, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hip. Then she continued, showing him the full, glorious rear view: the toned muscles of her back, the incredible, rounded ass that seemed sculpted for worship, the long, strong legs that tapered to delicate ankles. She ran her own hands over her body as she turned, a slow caress over her hip, a palm smoothing over the curve of her buttock, a finger tracing the line of her spine. It was a performance. A presentation. This is what you have, she was saying without words. Look at it.

When she faced him again, her expression was serene, but her eyes were sharp, watching his reaction.

Tom could only stare. His awe was a physical weight in his chest. Her body was a masterpiece, every curve, every line, a testament to discipline and natural beauty. His own arousal was immediate, a heat flooding his groin, his average dick stirring and thickening against the fabric of his sweatpants. He felt a familiar, worshipful devotion, mixed with a sharper, more possessive pride. She is mine.

Ella smiled, a small, knowing curl of her lips. She walked toward the sofa, her steps slow and deliberate, until she stood directly before him, her naked body just inches from his knees. The scent of her, clean skin, a hint of her perfume, filled the space between them.

She watched his face, her eyes tracing the flush on his cheeks, the dilation of his pupils, the quickening of his breath. She saw the effect she was having, and she savoured it.

Then she spoke, her voice quiet, almost a whisper. “If Leon’s hands were on me right now… touching me like you’re looking at me… what would you do?”

The question landed like a punch. Tom’s stomach clenched. The image flashed in his mind, Leon’s large, black, powerful hands, dark against Ella’s pale skin, gripping her waist, palming her breasts. The jealousy was instant, a cold spike. But beneath it, coiling around the spike, was a thread of heat. A dark, thrilling curiosity.

He swallowed. “I… I don’t know.”

“Look at me,” Ella said, her tone gentle but unyielding. “Look at what he would see. What do you think he’d think?” Her own hand drifted down, her fingers brushing over the swell of her breast, tracing the curve. “He’d see this. He’d feel how firm they are.” Her hand slid lower, over her toned stomach. “He’d feel this.” Her palm cupped the side of her hip. “He’d feel the shape here.” Her fingers trailed over the outer curve of her thigh. “He’d feel the strength here.” She looked at Tom, her gaze penetrating. “What would that do to you? To know another man was seeing this… touching this… wanting this?”

Tom’s mind reeled. The conflict was a war inside him. The protective part screamed no, she’s mine, keep him away. The submissive, aroused part whispered yes, let him see, let him want, let me watch. His dick was now fully hard, a tight, aching pressure against his thigh. His body was betraying his turmoil.

“It would…” he started, his voice strained. “It would make me… jealous.”

Ella nodded slowly. “Jealous. Of course.” She stepped even closer, her naked thighs now almost brushing his knees. “But what else? When you imagine his big hands on my hips… pulling me against him… does it just make you jealous? Or does it make you… something else?”

Tom’s breath came in short gasps. He couldn’t lie. The memory of his own confession, his own climax while imagining this exact scenario, was a ghost in the room. “It… it makes me… excited,” he admitted, the words torn from him.

Ella’s smile deepened. Not a cruel smile. A smile of understanding. Of power. “Excited,” she echoed. She reached out and placed her hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Your heart is pounding. You’re trembling.” Her other hand drifted lower, hovering near the obvious bulge in his sweatpants. “And you’re so hard for me. For this conversation.”

Her fingers brushed over the fabric, a light, teasing touch. Tom groaned, his hips shifting involuntarily.

“You want to protect me,” she murmured, her voice like a caress. “But you also want to see me wanted. You want to see me taken. You want to feel this… this heat… this forbidden thrill.” Her hand settled on his erection, a firm, warm weight. “Your body is telling me the truth, Tom. Even when your words struggle.”

Tom’s eyes closed. The shame was there, but it was drowned in a wave of pure, aching need. Her touch, her words, her naked, stunning body presented like an offering, it was overwhelming. He was laid bare, emotionally and physically.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice breaking. “Don’t… don’t tease me like this.”

Ella leaned down, her face close to his. Her breath was warm on his cheek. “You want me to stop the teasing?” she asked, her tone softening into something almost tender, yet loaded with intent. “You want to see Leon here for real? His hands on me?”

The image crystallized, Leon in their living room, his massive frame dominating the space, his hands on Ella’s hips, on her breasts, his mouth on hers. The visceral reality of it, not just a fantasy whispered in the dark, but a potential truth in their home, shattered Tom’s last defence.

“NOOO!” he begged, the word a raw, desperate cry torn from his throat. He shook his head, his eyes pleading. But his hips bucked upward, pressing his hardened cock more firmly into her hand. A traitorous, undeniable pulse of desire.

Ella watched him, her expression softening into something that looked almost like pity, but was laced with a deep, thrilling satisfaction. She saw the conflict, the war between his love and his darkest desire. And she saw which side was winning.


Chapter Five

Ella moved, a slow, deliberate shift of her hips, settling herself astride Tom’s lap. The weight of her was familiar, comforting, yet charged with a new, dangerous energy. Her firm thighs pressed against his sides, her toned stomach brushing his t-shirt. She looked down at him, her blue eyes holding a playful, cruel light. Her hand drifted from his shoulder, down his chest, until her fingers found the waistband of his sweatpants.

She slipped her hand inside, her warm palm flattening against his stomach before dipping lower. Her fingers traced the line of his hip, then curled around his dick. It was already hard, responding to her proximity, her scent, her sheer presence. She wrapped her hand around it, her grip firm and knowing. She squeezed, a gentle pulse, and felt it thicken further against her palm.

“I wonder,” she began, her voice a soft, conversational murmur, “if I could get my hand around Leon’s big black cock as easily as I can your dick?”

The words were a cold shock, followed instantly by a searing heat. Tom groaned, his eyes widening. His gaze dropped from her face to her chest, to the beautiful, firm swell of her 34C breasts pressed against the fabric of her top. The visual distraction was a mercy, a brief reprieve from the psychological plunge.

“Tom!” she said, her tone sharpening, a command. She began to stroke him through the soft cotton of his sweatpants, a slow, rhythmic motion that matched the pulse of his heart. “Tell me. Do you want to see Leon’s hands on my breasts?”

He groaned again, a sound of pure, tortured arousal. His hips twitched, pushing his cock more firmly into her stroking hand.

Ella smiled, a predator’s smile. “Do you want to see my lips wrapped around his thick black cock?” Her hand moved faster now, a steady, insistent pump. “Do you want to see me worship his big black cock and his big round balls?”

The images flooded Tom’s mind, vivid, visceral, shameful. Ella kneeling, her blonde hair framing her face, her mouth stretched around a thickness he could never match. The contrast of her pale skin against dark, massive flesh. The submissive devotion in her eyes. A choked, desperate sound escaped him. “Please,” he begged, the word meaningless, a plea for mercy or for more.

“Please what, baby?” Her hand stopped moving. The sudden absence of stimulation was a punishment. His dick throbbed, aching, straining against the sudden stillness. “Or please you want to see me sucking that thick black cock?” She started to stroke again, her rhythm resuming, a cruel tease of relief.

“please… Ella… please… you can’t do this.” Tom’s voice was ragged, broken. He was babbling, his thoughts scattered by the conflict between his morality and his mounting, undeniable need.

Ella’s smile widened, a flash of cruel delight at seeing his pain. “Please what, baby?” Her hand stopped again. The agony of denial was sharper than any touch. “Please, you want me to stop stroking your dick? Or, please, you don’t want me to sit naked on your lap?” She started to stroke again, her fingers now tracing the outline of his hardening length through the fabric. “Or please, you want to see Leon fuck me with his big black cock?”

Tom’s body was screaming. His dick was now fully erect, throbbing, leaking a spot of pre-cum that darkened the grey cotton of his sweatpants. The damp patch was visible, a humiliating testament to his arousal. Ella looked down at it and smirked, her eyes glittering with power.

“Please… you can’t… keep stopping.” Tom was close to babbling, his mind dissolving into pure sensation and shame.

“You don’t want me to stop,” Ella stated, her voice calm, analytical. “You want to see me with Leon?”

Tom’s head thrashed side to side, a negation that was instantly contradicted by the bucking of his hips, seeking her hand. “please… Ella….please…..you must… you must help me… help me cum.”

Her smile was victorious. “Then, baby, you have to tell me the truth. What is it you want?” Her hand squeezed, a tight, almost painful grip, and barely moved, a torturous millimetre of friction.

The coil in his gut was wound to its breaking point. The pressure in his balls was a molten ache. The images she painted were now not just fantasies but demands for confession. “Nooo! Please… God yes, I want to see!”

“See what?” she pressed, her voice a razor. “You have to tell me. I have to be sure.”

“God! Yes!” he almost shouted, the dam breaking. “please I want it… I want to see it! I want to see you with him.”

Ella’s hand started to move faster now, a proper, urgent pump. “Who? You have to tell me who.”

The name was the final surrender. The key to his release. “Yes, Fuck him. Leon! I want to watch you fuck Leon.”

“You want to see Leon fuck me?” she asked, stroking harder, almost a frantic pumping motion through the fabric.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Tom gasped, each word a thrust of his hips. “I want to see him stretch you with his big black cock.”

The confession unleashed her. Ella’s hand moved in a final, decisive rhythm. She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his chest, her mouth close to his ear. “Imagine it,” she whispered, her breath hot. “Imagine him pushing into me. Imagine me screaming for him. Imagine my ass bouncing on his lap while you watch.”

Tom’s vision blurred. The world narrowed to the pressure of her hand, the heat of her body, the vile, glorious images in his mind. The orgasm erupted, not as a gentle wave, but as a violent, convulsive expulsion. He cried out, a raw, guttural sound, as his hips jerked uncontrollably against her palm. The thick, dark patch of wetness on his sweatpants spread instantly, a warm, gooey mess soaking through the cotton, marking his humiliation and his pleasure in one undeniable stain.

For a moment, he couldn’t breathe. He slumped back against the sofa, his body shuddering with the aftershocks, his mind blank with spent release.

Ella slowly took her hand away. She looked down at the thick, damp patch on his sweatpants, a dark, spreading blotch. Her expression was contemplative, satisfied. “You really do,” she murmured, her voice soft with a kind of awe. “You really do want to see it.”

Tom blinked, coming down from the peak, the cold reality of his confession washing over him. The humiliation was a physical weight, settling in his chest. He looked away, unable to meet her eyes.

Ella got up off his lap, her movement smooth and effortless. She stood, looking down at his spent, messy form. She reached out and patted his cheek, a gesture that was almost affectionate. “Babe,” she said, her tone shifting to something practical, almost casual. “I’ll talk to him. See if he can come over soon.”


Chapter Six

Saturday morning arrived quietly, almost peacefully, as if the world had decided to pretend nothing had changed.

Tom stood at the kitchen counter making coffee while Ella sat at the table scrolling through her phone. The sunlight coming through the window lit her hair and the soft lines of her shoulders. She looked completely normal, completely relaxed, like any other Saturday morning.

That almost made it worse.

Tom kept replaying the previous evening in his head; what he had said, what he had admitted, the way she had looked at him afterwards. He didn’t know whether to feel ashamed, excited, nervous, or all three at once.

He placed a mug in front of her.

“Thanks,” she said, smiling softly up at him.

For a few minutes they drank their coffee in comfortable silence. It felt almost like their normal life again; breakfast, quiet conversation, nothing unusual.

Then Ella put her phone down and looked at him.

“I messaged Leon,” she said casually.

Tom froze.

The sentence landed in the room like a dropped glass.

“You… what?” he asked slowly.

“I messaged Leon,” she repeated, completely calm. “He’s coming over this evening.”

Tom stared at her, trying to work out if she was joking, teasing him, testing him again like she had so many times before.

She wasn’t smiling.

“He’s coming… here?” Tom said.

“Yeah,” she said. “I thought you could cook. You love cooking. One of your pasta dinners. You’ll love showing off your cooking skills.”

She said it so normally, so casually, like she was talking about inviting a colleague over for dinner.

Tom sat down slowly across from her.

His mind was racing now.

Leon. In their flat. Sitting at their table. Eating his food.
Looking at Ella.

He swallowed.

“You’re serious,” he said quietly.

Ella nodded once.

“You said you wanted this,” she said, not accusing, just stating a fact. “You said you wanted to see.”

Tom leaned back in his chair, running a hand over his face.

The fantasy had always lived in his head; safe, distant, controlled. But now it was suddenly becoming real. Real enough that he could picture Leon sitting in their living room, his huge frame in their small space, his voice in their kitchen.

Tom looked at Ella.

She looked calm. Curious. Almost excited.

“You’ll cook,” she said gently. “You always cook better when we have guests.”

Tom let out a nervous laugh.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “Guess I better make a good sauce then.”

But as he sat there, staring into his coffee, one thought kept circling in his mind, impossible to ignore.

He wondered whether his cooking would impress Leon.

And then, before he could stop himself, another thought followed it; one that made his stomach tighten and his pulse quicken.

He wondered if anything he could cook would ever compete with what Leon might give  Ella after dinner.

Tom stared down into his coffee for a long time after that, the quiet Saturday morning no longer feeling peaceful at all.


Chapter Seven

Tom started cooking earlier than necessary.

He told himself it was because the sauce needed time, because pasta was always better when you didn’t rush it, because he wanted everything to be perfect. But really, he just needed something to do with his hands.

The kitchen filled with the smell of tomatoes, garlic, and herbs as the sauce simmered gently on the stove. He stirred it slowly, staring into the pot more than necessary, his mind replaying the same thought over and over again.

Leon is coming here. Leon is coming into my home.

He heard Ella moving around in the living room, the soft sound of her walking barefoot across the floor, the occasional clink of a glass as she set the table. She seemed completely relaxed. Calm. Almost excited.

When she stepped briefly into the kitchen doorway to ask where the corkscrew was, Tom looked up and felt his stomach tighten slightly. She had clearly chosen her outfit carefully. She wore a simple but very revealing black dress, cut high on her thighs and low across her chest, the thin fabric clinging to her athletic figure and leaving her shoulders and much of her back bare. The dress hugged her narrow waist and curved tightly over her hips, the soft fabric outlining the round shape of her backside when she moved. She wasn’t wearing shoes, and the casual barefoot look somehow made the outfit feel even more intimate, as if this evening was private, deliberate, and carefully staged.

She looked comfortable. Confident. Beautiful.

And she knew exactly how she looked.

The doorbell rang.

Tom froze for half a second before wiping his hands on a towel and walking to the door.

When he opened it, Leon filled the doorway.

He was wearing a fitted dark t-shirt that stretched across his chest and shoulders, the fabric tight over his arms, clearly chosen to show off the size and shape of his body rather than hide it. Jeans sat low on his hips, and even standing still he had a presence that made the small hallway feel even smaller.

“Alright,” Leon said calmly.

Tom nodded. “Yeah. Come in.”

Leon stepped inside, and immediately the flat felt different, like the air had shifted.

Ella appeared from the living room almost instantly.

“Hey,” she said brightly, walking over to him with an easy smile.

Tom watched them carefully.

She stood close to Leon when she spoke, closer than she stood to most people. Comfortable. Familiar. She touched his arm briefly as she laughed at something he said, a small, casual gesture that somehow felt much bigger to Tom as he watched from the kitchen doorway.

They looked… relaxed together.

Too relaxed.

Like this wasn’t the first time they’d stood close to each other and talked like this.

Tom turned back to the stove, stirring the sauce again even though it didn’t need stirring.

“You want a drink?” he called out.

“Yeah, thanks,” Leon replied.

Tom poured wine, brought the glasses over, then went back to the kitchen again. Then back again with bread. Then back again to check the pasta. He found himself constantly moving, constantly doing something, while Ella and Leon stood talking, then sat on the sofa talking, laughing occasionally, their conversation easy and natural.

Eventually Tom called them to the table.

They sat down; Tom opposite Leon, and Ella sat between them on the side of the table, slightly angled so she could look at both of them when she spoke.

They started eating.

The food was good; Tom knew it was good. The sauce was rich, the pasta perfectly cooked, the wine decent. But he barely tasted any of it.

Most of the conversation happened between Ella and Leon.

They talked about the gym, clients, funny things that had happened during the week, other trainers Tom didn’t know. They laughed easily, the kind of easy laughter that comes from shared experiences and familiar environments.

Tom nodded, smiled when appropriate, got up to refill wine glasses, cleared plates when they were finished, brought out more bread, opened another bottle.

He realised, halfway through the evening, that he had stood up from the table more times than he had actually sat and eaten.

At one point he returned from the kitchen and paused for a moment before sitting down again.

Ella was laughing at something Leon had said, leaning slightly toward him, her hand resting lightly on the table near his arm. Leon was watching her as she laughed, not in an obvious way, just quietly, steadily.

For a brief moment, Tom felt like he was watching something that already existed before he had even walked back into the room.

He sat down again opposite them and poured more wine.

He watched Leon lift the glass with one large hand.

He watched Ella smile at him.

And for the first time that evening, Tom realised something that made a slow, heavy feeling settle in his chest.

This dinner wasn’t really about the food.

And he wasn’t really the host.

He was just the one who cooked the meal and poured the wine while the two of them sat across from each other, talking and laughing, as if this evening had always been inevitable.


Chapter Eight

The silence in the kitchen was a stark contrast to the low murmur of voices from the sitting room. Tom’s hands trembled slightly as he uncorked the second bottle of red wine, the pop sounding obscenely loud in the quiet. He poured three fresh glasses, the rich liquid sloshing against the crystal. He was stalling. The air felt different out here, cooler, normal. But the pull of the other room was a physical force, a sick, thrilling gravity.

He took a steadying breath, picked up two glasses, and walked back.

The scene that greeted him stopped him in the doorway.

Ella and Leon were on the sofa. But not as they had been. They were close. Too close. Ella was perched on the very edge of the cushion, turned towards Leon, her body angled into his space. Leon’s arm was stretched along the back of the sofa, his hand resting not on the fabric, but on the curve of her shoulder. It was a casual, possessive touch. Tom’s stomach dropped.

“Here we go,” he said, his voice sounding falsely bright. He stepped forward, handing a glass to Leon first. The big man took it with a nod, his dark eyes meeting Tom’s for a second, calm, assessing. Tom then offered the second glass to Ella.

She took it, her fingers brushing his. Then, without a word, she shifted.

It wasn’t a hesitant move. It was a statement. She simply stood, turned and settled herself sideways onto Leon’s lap, one of her long, toned legs curling beneath her, the other dangling to the floor. She leaned back, her shoulder fitting perfectly against his broad chest. Leon’s free hand came up and settled around her waist, his large palm spanning the slim curve of her hip through her thin tight dress, as if he were holding a familiar object. Ella took a sip of her wine, her expression serene.

Tom stood frozen, the third glass of wine heavy in his hand. The air was sucked from the room. He should say something. Get off him. That’s my girlfriend. The words formed in his mind but died in his throat, incinerated by the heat flooding his groin. He was horrified. He was mesmerized.

“Tom,” Ella said, her voice soft but clear. “Why don’t you tell Leon what you were telling me last night?”

Tom nearly choked. “What?”

She tilted her head back to look up at Leon, a small smile playing on her lips before she returned her gaze to Tom. “Go on. You were telling me about something you really want to see.”

A cold sweat broke out on Tom’s back. “No! Ella, please.”

“Really, Tom?” she sighed, a note of playful exasperation in her voice. “You’re going to start begging again?” As she spoke, her hand, which had been resting on her own thigh, drifted up. She placed it flat on Leon’s chest, over the solid wall of his pectoral muscle. Then she slid it slowly, deliberately, down to his bicep, her fingers curling around the dense, rounded muscle straining against his t-shirt sleeve. She squeezed gently, highlighting the sheer size and power there. “You admitted it. Now share it.”

Tom watched as if from a great distance. His beautiful girlfriend, her blonde hair spilling over Leon’s shoulder, was running her hand over another man’s body. In his home. In front of him. The visual was a slow-motion car crash, impossible to look away from. A low, shameful throb pulsed in his dick.

Leon remained still, his face an impassive mask. He took a slow drink of his wine, his eyes on Tom. When he spoke, his voice was a deep, calm rumble. “Tom. You know, if my woman was teasing me… talking about wanting to be with another man… do you know what I would do?”

Ella turned her face up to look at him, her expression one of intrigued curiosity.

Tom’s mouth was desert-dry. His voice was a croak. “No.”

Leon’s gaze was steady, authoritative. “I’d put her over my knee. I’d spank that round ass of hers until she couldn’t sit down for a week. Teach her some respect.”

Ella let out a soft, shocked gasp. “Leon,” she breathed, but there was no fear in it. It was a thrill. Her body shifted slightly on his lap, a subtle, excited squirm.

Tom’s mind reeled. “Really?” he managed to whisper.

“I’ll show you exactly what you should do,” Leon stated, his tone leaving no room for debate. In one fluid, powerful motion, he moved. His hand around her waist tightened. His other hand shot out and captured her wrist. He didn’t yank; he guided with an effortless, terrifying strength. Ella went with the motion, a willing participant, her body pliant as he pulled her forward and down, bending her neatly over his waiting thighs.

The hem of tight black dress was already rucked up around her hips. Leon didn’t bother with preamble. He grabbed the fabric and flicked it up and over her back, revealing everything beneath.

Tom’s breath hitched.

She was bare. No panties. The full, heart-shaped glory of her ass was exposed, pale and perfect under the soft room light, the deep cleft between her cheeks leading to the hidden pink folds he knew so well. She didn’t struggle. She settled into the position, her face turned towards Tom, her cheek resting on the sofa cushion. Her expression was a mix of submission and fierce excitement. She arched her back slightly, pushing her ass higher into the air, presenting it.

Leon ran his hand over the smooth, rounded flesh. It was a slow, appreciative caress, his dark skin a stark contrast against her paleness. He palmed one cheek, then the other, squeezing gently, feeling the firm, toned muscle beneath the soft skin. The intimacy of the touch, the sheer ownership in it, made Tom feel dizzy.

Then Leon lifted his hand.

The first smack was shocking in its clarity. A sharp, loud crack that echoed in the quiet room. Ella jolted, a gasp escaping her. A perfect, rosy handprint bloomed instantly on her right cheek.

Tom flinched as if he’d been struck.

Crack! The left cheek this time. Another gasp, deeper this time, mingled with a soft moan.

Leon began a slow, methodical rhythm. Crack! Crack! Crack! Each blow was firm, measured, landing with a solid, meaty sound. Ella’s body began to react. Her gasps turned into low, rhythmic cries. Her hips began to move subtly, rocking against his thigh with each impact. Tom saw it, the glistening wetness that began to coat her inner thighs, the slick shine at her core. She was getting wetter with every spank.

He was supposed to stop this. He was her boyfriend. He should be roaring, pulling this man off her. But his feet were rooted to the floor. His dick was a rigid, aching bar trapped in his chinos, straining against the zipper. The conflict was a physical pain in his chest, searing humiliation wrapped around a core of molten, taboo arousal. He was watching his girlfriend be disciplined, claimed, by a stronger man. And she was loving it.

Leon delivered the twentieth spank, a final, resounding SMACK that made Ella cry out, her body shuddering over his lap.

He stopped. The silence was heavy, broken only by their ragged breathing.

Ella’s ass was a uniform, bright crimson, the skin glowing hot and angry. The handprints had merged into a single, beautiful, punished blush. She was still bent over, her ass raised high, wet and openly displayed. Leon left his hand resting on the heated flesh, possessively.

Tom sat, paralyzed. His face was flushed, his heart hammering against his ribs. The damp patch of pre-cum at the tip of his dick was a cold, shameful reality. He was frozen in awe, in horror, in desperate, undeniable need.


Chapter Nine

Leon’s hand remained resting on the hot, glowing skin of Ella’s punished ass. He gave the crimson flesh a slow, appreciative squeeze, then his fingers drifted lower. They slipped between her thighs, into the slick, wet heat that was soaking his own leg. Tom watched, his breath a ragged, shallow rasp in his throat, as Leon’s fingers explored the glistening folds he knew so intimately. The big man’s hand moved with a calm, proprietary ease, his middle finger sliding deep into Ella’s wetness before withdrawing.

Leon raised his hand, holding his finger up for Tom to see. It was slick and shiny, coated with her arousal. “See that?” Leon’s voice was a low, gravelly rumble. “That’s how wet your girlfriend is for me. For getting her ass spanked.”

The humiliation was a cold, sharp knife twisting in Tom’s gut. The idea that Ella had happily let another man spank her bare ass, that she’d gotten so aroused by it, that his finger was now inside her while Tom watched… it was a violation so profound it made his vision swim. Yet beneath the shame, a deeper, more powerful heat surged. His dick throbbed painfully, a desperate, aching pulse that felt like it was trying to break free from his body. He was disgusted with himself. And utterly, helplessly aroused.

Leon shifted, his gaze moving from Tom to Ella, who was still bent gracefully over his lap, her face turned towards her boyfriend, her expression a mixture of submission and defiant pride. “Now, girl,” Leon commanded, his tone firm but not harsh. “Time to show him how pretty those lips look wrapped around my black cock.”

Ella didn’t hesitate. With a fluid, graceful movement, she slipped off his knees and knelt on the floor between his legs. She looked up at Leon with an expression of pure devotion, then reached up and unbuckled the big man’s jeans. Tom’s breath caught, the sound a choked gasp in the silent room. This was it. This was the true moment. She had teased him about Leon’s cock. She had whispered about its size in the dark. Now she was going to reveal it.

Leon lifted his hips slightly, allowing Ella to drag his jeans down his muscular, powerful legs. Tom’s eyes were glued to the movement. The jeans slid past the thick thighs, revealing the bulge in the tight cotton boxers beneath. It was a formidable shape, a heavy, thick outline that promised a reality Tom had only imagined.

Ella reached up again. Her small, delicate fingers hooked into the waistband of his boxers. Slowly, with a reverence that felt like a ritual, she began to drag them down. The thick rod of flesh started to appear, a dark, impressive silhouette against the pale fabric. But before she pulled the boxers over it completely, she turned. She looked directly at Tom.

Her gaze was steady, unflinching. “Are you going to beg?” she asked, her voice soft but clear. “Do you want this?”

Tom sat there, mesmerized, trapped between horror and need. His dick was so hard it felt like stone, throbbing with a relentless ache. A bead of pre-cum had already leaked, dampening the front of his grey sweatpants. His balls were tight and heavy, screaming for release. He knew, with a sick, certain clarity, that he wouldn’t find any peace, any relief, until this scene reached its conclusion. Until Ella had fucked Leon.

Ella’s eyes narrowed. “Yes or No?” she pressed. Her voice held a finality that chilled him. “Silence means I allow him to pull his trousers back up and we never speak of this again.”

The threat was real. This could end. This madness could stop. He could reclaim her, usher Leon out, and try to forget. But the ache in his groin was a louder voice. The image of her kneeling before another man, of her mouth stretched around a thickness he could never provide, was a fantasy he had confessed, a desire he had ejaculated over. To deny it now, to let it vanish, felt like a loss greater than the humiliation.

“Yes!” The word burst from him, barely a whisper, torn from the deepest, most shameful part of his soul.

Ella’s lips curved into a small, victorious smile. “Babe. Yes what?”

Tom swallowed, his throat dry. “Yes, I want to see it.” The admission felt like stepping off a cliff. “I want to see you suck his cock.”

With that, Ella pulled. Leon’s boxers cleared his thick cock completely, and it sprang up, fully erect.

Tom had never seen anything like it outside of porn. It was massive. A heavy, thick, dark shaft that seemed to command the space between Leon’s legs. The sheer size was intimidating, a physical statement of dominance. The girth was astonishing, the length imposing. It was a cock built for claiming, for filling, for stretching.

Ella, without looking at Tom again, wrapped her small hand around the base. Her fingers could not close around it. Her thumb and forefinger barely met. She held it like a prized object, a demonstration. The contrast was brutal, her delicate, pale hand encircling the dark, monstrous thickness, unable to contain it.

She looked up at Leon, her eyes shining. Then she leaned forward.

Her lips parted. She didn’t rush. She placed a soft, lingering kiss on the tip, her mouth open and wet. Then she opened wider. She took the head into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate the impressive circumference. A soft, wet sound echoed in the room as her saliva coated him. Tom watched, frozen, as her jaw worked, as her cheeks hollowed slightly as she sucked.

She began to move. Her head bobbed forward, taking more of him into her mouth. Her lips strained around the girth, a perfect pink ring stretched taut. Her tongue flicked and swirled around the underside, a practiced, devoted motion. Her eyes were closed, her expression one of focused concentration and deep pleasure.

Leon’s hand came down and rested on the back of her head, not pushing, just guiding. His fingers threaded through her blonde hair, a gentle but firm possession. He watched her work, his face a mask of calm satisfaction. His hips shifted slightly, a subtle thrust that fed her more of his length.

Ella took it. Her throat worked, swallowing as she took him deeper. A soft gagging sound escaped her, but she didn’t pull back. She pushed forward, taking him to a point Tom knew he could never reach. Her nose brushed against his pubic bone. She was swallowing him, her mouth a tight, wet sheath for his massive cock.

Tom’s own dick was leaking steadily now, a warm trickle of pre-cum soaking into his underwear. The sight was hypnotic, degrading, and unbearably erotic. His girlfriend, the woman he loved, was worshipping another man’s cock with a skill and devotion he had never seen from her. She was better at this than she was with him. She was taking more, showing more enthusiasm, more hunger.

Leon’s breathing deepened. A low groan rumbled from his chest. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval.

Ella pulled back, her lips releasing him with a soft pop. His cock glistened with her saliva, slick and shiny. She looked up at him, her face flushed, her lips wet and swollen. “You like that?” she whispered, her voice husky.

“I do,” Leon said, his hand stroking her hair. “Show him how you swallow it all.”

Ella nodded, a submissive dip of her chin. She turned her head slightly, her eyes finding Tom’s for a second. Her gaze held a challenge, a dare. See what I can do. See what he has.

She opened her mouth again, wider this time, and leaned forward. She took the head, then, with a determined, smooth glide, she pushed forward, taking him deep into her throat once more. This time, she held it. Her head was tilted back, her throat working visibly as she accommodated his length. She stayed there, her lips sealed around the base, her eyes closed in a deep, meditative focus. She was serving him.

Tom’s hands were trembling. The conflict inside him had crystallized into a single, undeniable truth: he wanted this. He wanted to watch. The jealousy was there, a sharp, cutting pain in his heart. But it was wrapped in a thicker, warmer blanket of arousal. His own inadequacy was laid bare, a brutal comparison happening right before his eyes. And it excited him.

Leon’s hips began to move in a slow, rhythmic thrust. He wasn’t fucking her face aggressively; he was feeding himself to her, letting her control the depth, but guiding the pace. Each push sent more of his thick cock into her mouth, her throat accepting him with a wet, swallowing sound.

Ella’s hands came up and rested on his thighs, her fingers digging into the hard muscle as she took him. Her body was a picture of complete submission, kneeling, head bowed, mouth stretched, serving.


Chapter Ten

The command hung in the air, a single word that carried the weight of the room. "Strip."

Ella didn’t hesitate. She stood, her movements fluid and deliberate. Her hands went to the hem of her thin summer dress. She pulled it up, over the slim, toned line of her stomach, over the firm swell of her breasts, and then off. She dropped it to the floor beside Leon’s feet. She stood naked before the two men, her pale skin glowing in the lamplight, her body a perfect, confident offering.

Tom’s breath caught. The sight was breathtaking and brutal. Her 34C breasts sat high and proud, the pink nipples already hardened. The smooth curve of her stomach, the feminine swell of her hips, and the long, toned legs he adored were all there. But his eyes were drawn, irresistibly, to the bright crimson blush of her punished ass, the round, heart-shaped cheeks still glowing from Leon’s spanking. The visual contrast was devastating: her flawless beauty, marked by another man’s discipline.

Leon’s gaze was calm, appraising. He sat back on the sofa, his massive frame relaxed but dominant. He didn’t touch her. He just watched. "Now," he said, his voice a deep, quiet command. "I want your boyfriend to watch as you lower your little pussy onto my cock."

He looked at Tom, his expression unreadable. "Sit there," he pointed to the armchair opposite the sofa. "And watch."

Tom moved like a puppet. His legs carried him to the armchair, his body obeying a command his mind screamed against. He sat, his hands gripping the leather arms, his eyes fixed on Ella.

Ella turned, her bare back a graceful arc, and then she stepped towards Leon. She straddled his lap, facing him, her knees settling on the sofa cushions beside his hips. She looked down at his thick, black cock, still erect and glistening from her mouth. Her expression was one of focused intent.

She reached down, her small hand guiding him. Then, slowly, she began to lower herself.

Tom watched, his heart a frantic drum in his chest. He saw her reddened, punished ass cheeks part as she descended. He saw the pink, glistening folds of her pussy open, wet and ready. And he saw the thick, dark pole of Leon’s cock begin to disappear into her.

It was a slow, deliberate invasion. Ella’s body accepted him inch by inch. Her lips stretched around his impressive girth, a tight, wet embrace. Her face was a mask of concentration, her eyes closed, her breath coming in soft, controlled gasps. She took him deeper, her hips sinking, until his entire length was buried inside her. A soft, choked moan escaped her lips as she settled fully onto him, her thighs resting against his, her body now seated on his lap, impaled.

Tom’s fingers dug into the armrests, his knuckles white. His dick strained against his jeans, painfully hard, leaking a wet spot onto the fabric. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Ella, her flushed skin, her parted lips, the way her body still trembled from Leon’s possession.

She’d teased him for weeks.

Now, watching her stretched wide around Leon’s thickness, her cream still dripping down her thighs, Tom understood. His own arousal was a cruel, humiliating contrast, his pathetic twitches, his shallow gasps.

Leon’s deep chuckle cut through the heavy silence. “Look at him,” he murmured, tracing a finger through the mess between Ella’s legs before bringing it to her lips. She sucked it clean, eyes locked on Tom, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles. “He’s dripping just from watching.”

Ella’s lips curled into a smirk. “Pathetic,” she breathed, but her voice shook, not with disdain, but hunger.

Tom’s breath hitched.

Leon’s hands came up. They weren’t gentle. They were possessive, demanding. His large, dark palms cupped her breasts, squeezing the firm mounds with a rough, appreciative pressure. He pulled them, he squeezed them, his fingers working the soft flesh. Then his thumbs and forefingers found her hard nipples. He pinched them, twisted them, rolling the sensitive peaks between his fingers. Ella gasped, her body arching, but she didn’t protest. She moaned, a deep, throaty sound of pleasure-pain.

Tom couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe how rough the other man was being with his beautiful girlfriend. He saw the flesh of her breasts redden under Leon’s grip. He saw her nipples pucker and stiffen further under the twisting pressure. And he saw, with a sick, thrilling clarity, that she loved it. Her face was flushed with arousal, her lips parted in ecstasy. She was not being hurt; she was being claimed.

Leon’s hands moved to her hips. He gripped them, his fingers digging into the soft flesh above her toned thighs. "Now," he growled. "Fuck me."

Ella obeyed. She began to rock her hips. It wasn’t a frantic, desperate motion. It was a slow, sensual roll, a deep grinding of her pelvis against his. Her inner muscles clenched around his thick shaft, milking him. Her back arched, her head falling back, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. She moved with a rhythm that was both submissive and controlling, she was riding him, but he was steering her with his grip on her hips.

Tom’s view was obscene and perfect. From his chair, he could see the joining of their bodies. He could see the deep, wet penetration. And as Ella moved, he saw something else. A thick, white cream, her arousal, began to coat the black shaft of Leon’s cock. It glistened, a slick, milky contrast against the dark skin, evidence of her intense pleasure. Each time she rose up, the cream smeared along his length. Each time she sank down, it was pushed back inside her.

The room filled with the sounds of their sex: the wet, rhythmic slide of flesh, Ella’s escalating moans, Leon’s low, approving grunts. Ella’s movements became more urgent. Her grinding became faster, her hips pumping now, driving him deeper into her with each downward thrust. Her moans turned into short, sharp cries. "Oh… oh god… Leon…" she gasped, her hands clutching his shoulders.

Tom watched her body tense. He saw the muscles in her toned stomach contract. He saw her thighs clamp tighter around Leon’s legs. Her head snapped forward, her eyes flying open, locking onto Tom’s for a searing second. Her expression was one of sheer, unadulterated climax. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, then a raw, guttural cry tore from her throat as her body convulsed. Her first orgasm hit her, intense and overwhelming, shaking her from head to toe. She shuddered on his lap, her inner muscles spasming around his cock, her cream flooding out and coating him even more thickly.

Leon didn’t stop. He held her through it, his hands firm on her hips, letting her ride the wave. When the tremors subsided, he moved.

In one powerful, effortless motion, he stood up, lifting her with him. His cock never left her pussy. He turned, carrying her, her body wrapped around him, and laid her down on her back on the sofa cushions. He followed her down, his body covering hers, his cock still buried deep inside her.

He hooked his hands under her knees, lifting her toned, shapely legs. He spread them wide, holding them apart, exposing her completely to Tom’s view. Then he began to fuck her.

This was different. This was not a ride; this was a possession. He drove into her, deep and hard, each thrust a powerful piston stroke that pushed her body up the cushions. The sofa creaked under their weight. Ella’s cries became louder, sharper, each impact eliciting a gasp or a moan. Leon’s face was a mask of focused intensity, his eyes locked on hers, his body moving with a brutal, rhythmic efficiency.

Tom could see the stretch of Ella's little pussy, stretched wide around Leon's thick black cock as it pistoned in and out of her. The swollen lips clung desperately to his shaft, her arousal glistening in streaks along his length with every withdrawal. Her inner muscles fluttered visibly, helpless, involuntary contractions that milked him deeper with each thrust.

Leon’s grip on her thighs tightened, spreading her wider. “Look at how she takes me,” he growled, his voice thick with possession. The head of his cock caught the light each time he pulled nearly free, glistening with her cream before plunging back into that tight, wet heat.

Ella’s moans pitched higher, her body arching off the sofa. “F-feels too big….” she gasped, but her hips lifted greedily to meet him, her nails scoring red lines down his chest. The stretch was obscene, beautiful, her delicate pink folds forced apart, her clit swollen and throbbing against the base of his shaft with every brutal snap of his hips.

Tom’s breath came in shallow pants. He could see the moment her resistance shattered, the way her thighs trembled, her pussy clenching in frantic, rhythmic pulses as another orgasm tore through her. Leon didn’t slow. He fucked her through it, his thrusts turning jagged, possessive, until her cries dissolved into wordless, sobbing pleas.

And still, he didn’t stop.

Tom watched, mesmerized by the raw physicality. He saw Leon’s muscular back flexing with each thrust. He saw Ella’s breasts jolting with the force. He saw her flushed face, her mouth open in continuous pleasure. And he saw, between her spread legs, the obscene, beautiful joining, the thick black cock plunging into her slick, stretched pinkness, her cream now a frothy mix around the base.

The pace was relentless. Leon fucked her with a single-minded purpose, his hips pounding into hers, driving her toward another peak. Ella’s hands clawed at his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin. Her legs, held open by his hands, trembled with strain and pleasure. "Yes… yes… fuck me…" she begged, her voice breaking.

Leon’s rhythm changed, becoming faster, more urgent. A deep groan started in his chest, building. Ella’s cries synchronized with his thrusts, becoming a continuous, high-pitched sound of ecstasy. Their bodies tensed together. Leon’s thrusts became shorter, harder, a final, desperate drive. Ella’s back arched off the sofa, her head thrashing side to side.

Then, with a final, deep plunge, they both froze.

Leon’s body shuddered, a violent tremor. A raw, guttural roar escaped him. Ella’s scream was equally primal, a release of pure, shattering pleasure. They climaxed together, a mutual, intense explosion that seemed to lock them in place for a long, breathless moment.

Slowly, the tension ebbed. Leon’s breathing was heavy, ragged. He held onto her thighs, keeping her open and stretched, as he slowly withdrew his softening, albeit still thick, black cock from her slick, used passage.

The sight was obscene and beautiful. Tom’s eyes, wide and unblinking, were locked on his girlfriend’s core. As Leon pulled out, a thick, white trickle of his cum dribbled out of her, a fertile stream that ran down between her round, pink ass cheeks, staining the sofa cushion below.


Chapter Eleven

The silence that followed Leon’s withdrawal was thick, charged, and broken only by Ella’s ragged breathing and the faint, wet sound of his cum dripping from her. Tom sat in the armchair, his body frozen, his mind screaming. The visual imprint was seared into him: Ella’s perfect, blonde form sprawled on the sofa, her legs splayed, her hips still lifted. Her small, pink pussy was visibly swollen, the entrance gaping slightly, a reddened, abused hole from which a thick, white stream of Leon’s seed oozed steadily onto the cushion.

Tom’s eyes traced the contours of her body, and something caught his attention, something that made his stomach twist. The bruises. On the soft, full swell of her breasts, faint but unmistakable, were marks. Finger-shaped imprints, a testament to Leon’s rough handling. They stood out against her pale skin, a stark reminder of the physical disparity between them. Leon’s hands were large, powerful, and those bruises spoke of a possessiveness that went beyond mere passion.

Tom’s chest tightened as he realized how small she looked next to Leon, how his hands had left their mark on her perfect, delicate body. The sight burned into his mind, a cruel juxtaposition of her innocence and the harsh reality of Leon’s dominance. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t. He was transfixed, his gaze lingering on the bruises as if they whispered secrets he didn’t want to hear. They were a mark of ownership, proof of her submission to someone else.

Ella seemed completely unfazed, her posture relaxed, her expression calm. She didn’t try to cover herself or hide the evidence of Leon’s claim. She wore those bruises like a badge, a silent declaration that she belonged to him in ways Tom could never compete with.

Her head lifted.

She turned her face, her blue eyes finding Tom’s. They were clear, focused, devoid of any post-coital haze. Her lips, still wet from Leon’s kisses, parted.

Leon shifted beside her, moving slightly to the side, leaving space. He didn’t look at Tom. His gaze was on Ella, a calm, satisfied possessiveness in his expression.

“Baby-boy,” Ella said, her voice soft but firm, carrying a strange mixture of affection and command. “Come and clean me. Make me cum with your tongue. You’re so good at that.”

NO! Tom’s mind screamed, a primal, defensive roar. He could see it. He could see his beautiful girlfriend’s gaping little pussy. He could see the thick, viscous ooze of Leon’s cum dribbling from her little abused reddened and swollen hole. The smell was already reaching him, a potent mix of her sweet, familiar sexual aroma and the very masculine, musky scent of another man’s release. It was a violation so profound it felt like a physical blow.

But at the same time, his body betrayed him. His dick throbbed, a painful, aching pulse trapped in his damp jeans. His balls felt tight and heavy, screaming for a release he hadn’t had. And he loved her. He loved her so much it hurt. He couldn’t say no to his gorgeous Ella. The command, the promise of her pleasure, the chance to serve her even in this most degrading way… it pulled him forward like a magnet.

He stood up. His legs felt weak. He walked towards the sofa, each step a surrender.

Ella watched him approach, her expression softening into a smile of approval. “That’s it, my good baby-boy. Come clean me.”

Tom knelt on the floor beside the sofa. The position was humiliating, kneeling before her while Leon sat nearby, a silent observer. Ella didn’t move to accommodate him. She stayed sprawled, her hips tilted, offering herself.

He leaned in.

The smell intensified, overwhelming. It was Ella’s scent, deep and sweet, layered with the pungent, salty tang of Leon’s cum. It was the smell of her submission, of another man’s conquest. It filled his nostrils, and his cock throbbed harder, a traitorous response.

He closed his eyes for a second, then opened them. He looked at her swollen, glistening folds. The thick white fluid pooled at her entrance, slowly leaking out. He placed his hands on her thighs, feeling the heat of her skin, the firm muscle beneath.

Then he lowered his mouth.

His lips touched her first, a gentle brush against her outer lips. Then he pressed forward. His tongue slid out, and he made the first contact.

The taste was complex, shocking. The familiar sweetness of Ella’s arousal was there, but it was buried under the dominant, salty-cream flavour of Leon’s semen. It was bitter, musky, foreign. It was the taste of another man inside his woman.

He started to lick.

Slowly, deliberately. He licked up the thick ooze that had dripped down her cleft. He used his tongue to gather it, to pull it into his mouth. He swallowed. The act was visceral, degrading. He was consuming Leon’s cum, taking it into his own body, a physical acceptance of the other man’s possession.

He focused on her entrance, his tongue probing the swollen, tender opening. He licked around the rim, cleaning the external mess, then pushed his tongue gently inside. He felt the stretched, soft walls of her pussy, still pulsing with the aftershocks of her intense orgasms. He felt the residual thickness of Leon’s seed inside her.

He began to suck, gently, drawing more of the mixed fluids into his mouth. He swallowed again, the act becoming a rhythm. Lick, gather, suck, swallow. His mouth worked with a skilled, practiced devotion. He knew her body. He knew how to use the flat of his tongue against her clit, how to flick the tip against her sensitive spots.

As he cleaned her, he began to pleasure her. His focus shifted from the degrading task to the worshipful one. He licked her clit, circling the swollen, hard bud. He pressed against it with firm, steady pressure. Ella’s breath hitched above him. A soft moan escaped her.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Just like that, baby.”

He deepened his efforts. His tongue delved into her pussy again, not just to clean, but to stimulate. He felt her inner muscles clench around his intrusion, a hungry, responsive grip. He sucked and licked, his mouth a wet, devoted tool. The taste was now mostly her, her juices flowing fresh, mixing with the diminishing remnants of Leon’s cum.

Her hips began to move. A slow, rolling motion against his mouth. Her hands came down and rested on his head, not pushing, just holding him there, guiding him. Her fingers threaded through his hair, a possessive, affectionate touch.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed, her voice tightening. “I’m so close.”

Tom obeyed. He focused entirely on her clit now, licking and sucking with a relentless, focused intensity. He felt her body tense beneath him. Her thighs tightened around his head. Her breathing became ragged, sharp gasps.

He felt the telltale flutter inside her, the rapid, involuntary contractions of her pussy around his tongue. He kept his pressure steady, his rhythm constant.

Ella’s back arched off the sofa. A sharp, high cry tore from her lips. Her body convulsed, a powerful, shaking orgasm rolling through her. Her juices flooded his mouth, a fresh, sweet torrent that mixed with the final traces of Leon’s saltiness. She filled his mouth with her climax, and he swallowed it all, drinking down her pleasure and the last proof of the other man’s claim.

She shuddered for a long moment, then slowly collapsed back onto the cushions, her body going limp. Her hands relaxed on his head.

Tom pulled back, his mouth wet, his chin glistening with her mixed fluids. He looked up at her. Her face was flushed, serene, satisfied. She looked down at him with a lazy, contented smile.

“Well done, Baby-boy,” she said, her voice soft and approving.

Then she turned her head to Leon, who had watched the entire scene with calm, silent approval. “Shall we go to bed? Early start tomorrow.”

Leon nodded, a simple, affirmative gesture. He stood up, his large, muscular frame moving with effortless power. He was still naked, his body a testament to his dominance.

Ella stood as well, her movements graceful despite her exhaustion. She was also naked, her stunning body, the firm 34C breasts, the slim toned stomach, the soft swell of her hips, the round, heart-shaped ass now bearing the faint remnants of its crimson blush, and her long, toned legs, a breathtaking sight. She reached out and took Leon’s hand.

They stood together, holding hands, a united pair. Ella looked back at Tom, who remained kneeling on the floor.

“Baby-boy, you don’ mind sleeping here on the sofa,” she said, her tone matter of fact, as if arranging a trivial detail. “You’re such a good boy.”

Then, as Ella and Leon, both still naked, holding each other’s hands, started to walk towards the bedroom, she paused at the doorway. She glanced back over her shoulder, her blonde hair cascading down her back.

“Breakfast, Baby-boy. 8 sharp. Leon will want three eggs.”

The bedroom door closed softly behind them.


Epilogue

The silence after the bedroom door closed was absolute. Tom knelt on the floor, the taste of her and him still thick on his tongue, the smell embedded in his nostrils. He stood, his legs shaky, and looked at the empty sofa, the cushion stained with their mingled fluids. He felt hollow, used, discarded.

He moved to the sofa like a man wading through molasses, each step heavier than the last. With trembling fingers, he peeled away his damp jeans, the denim sticking to his thighs, then his damp underwear that clung obscenely to his skin before dropping them in a crumpled heap. Naked now, just like them, yet his exposed form radiated none of their primal confidence, just shame and desperate arousal. His slender white dick stood 5 inches rigid against his stomach, throbbing visibly with each heartbeat while pre-cum glistened at its flushed tip, a humiliating contrast to what he imagined was stretching Ella's tight pussy mere feet away through the bedroom door. Grabbing blindly at a blanket from the nearby basket, he cocooned himself in its scratchy embrace before collapsing onto the cushions, every nerve still alight with unwanted need.

He tried to calm himself. To breathe. But his body refused. His dick throbbed, a persistent, aching pulse. His balls felt tight and heavy, an unmet demand screaming in his groin. The blanket was soft, but it felt like a mockery, a child’s comfort when he was no longer a man in his own home.

Then he heard it.

A low, rhythmic creak. The unmistakable sound of a bedframe under stress. Then a muffled, deep grunt, Leon’s voice, a sound of effort and pleasure. Followed by Ella’s moan, higher, breathy, a sound he knew intimately but now heard through a wall, directed at another man.

They were doing it again.

Leon was fucking his beautiful girlfriend in the bed he normally shared with her. He was out here on the sofa, relegated. The clean-up boy. The servant. The slave to make their breakfast at 8.

A hot, shameful wave of arousal washed over him, erasing the hollow feeling and replacing it with a sharp, electric need. His hand, under the blanket, immediately wrapped around his slender dick. It was still so hard, responding to the sounds, to the imagining.

His thoughts went to the comparison, vivid and cruel.

His own dick, maybe five inches of slender, pale flesh when fully hard. And Leon’s. Eight, maybe nine inches of thick, black cock, now fucking Ella’s abused little pussy. The pussy he had just cleaned, still stretched, still swollen, now being filled again by that massive shaft.

He started to stroke himself.

Slow at first, just a tentative touch. But the sounds from the bedroom drove him. The creaking grew faster. Ella’s moans became sharper, more frequent. A gasped “Yes…” filtered through the wall, followed by Leon’s growled “Take it…”

Tom’s strokes became faster, more desperate. His hand pumped his slender length, his thumb rubbing over the sensitive head. He pictured it. He had to picture it. Ella’s perfect, toned body under Leon’s massive frame. Her 34C breasts, those faint bruises darkening under his grip, being crushed against his chest. Her slim stomach, her hips, those long, toned legs wrapped around his waist or spread wide as he drove into her.

He imagined the penetration. The obscene stretch of her pink lips around that thick black girth. The wet, glistening cream coating his shaft as he pistoned into her. The way her round, heart-shaped ass would bounce with each thrust, the red marks from his spanking still visible.

His breathing became ragged, matching the rhythm of his hand and the rhythm of the sounds through the wall. His balls tightened. Pre-cum leaked from his tip, making his strokes slick, easier.

Ella’s moans pitched higher. They became a continuous stream of pleasure, broken by sharp cries. “Oh god… Leon… right there…”

Tom’s own moan escaped him, a soft, humiliated sound. He was masturbating to his girlfriend being fucked by another man. He was enjoying it. The jealousy was still there, a bitter burn in his chest, but it was fused now with this overwhelming, degrading arousal. He wanted to hear her climax for him. He wanted to hear her be taken completely.

The bed noises became frantic. A slapping sound of skin on skin. Leon’s grunts became louder, more primal.

Then Ella screamed.

It wasn’t a cry of pain. It was a raw, shattering scream of climax, so loud it pierced through the wall clearly. It was a sound of complete surrender, of being broken by pleasure.

That sound triggered Tom’s own release.

His body convulsed. His back arched off the sofa. His hand clamped around his dick, pumping furiously. A wave of intense, unbearable pleasure crashed over him, centred in his groin and radiating out. His dick spasmed in his grip.

And then he erupted.

His orgasm was violent, explosive. His spunk didn’t just dribble; it fountained. White jets shot up from his slender dick, arcing in the dim light before splattering down over his stomach and chest. Hot, thick streams painted his skin, across his slim abdomen, over his ribs, even hitting his chin. It was a massive, pent-up release, more voluminous and intense than anything he’d ever experienced. He gasped, shuddering, as the last pulses dribbled onto his hand.

He collapsed back onto the sofa, breathless, spent. His body was covered in his own mess, sticky and cooling. The smell of his own cum mixed with the residual smell of theirs in the room.

The sounds from the bedroom subsided. The creaking stopped. There were low murmurs, then silence.

Tom lay there, listening to the quiet aftermath of the lovers in the room next door. His own mess covered his torso, a physical testament to his humiliation and his arousal. He was alone. Outside. Listening.


Book Five Teaser

Tom thought he understood his place.

He thought the worst had already happened.

He had watched. He had obeyed. He had knelt, cleaned, served, and stayed.

And somewhere along the way, something inside him had shifted.

What once felt unthinkable… now felt inevitable. What once humiliated him… now held a dangerous, addictive pull.

Ella sees it.

She sees the way his eyes linger. The way his body responds. The way he doesn’t look away anymore.

And Ella has never been a woman who stops at the edge.

Because if Tom can watch… If he can accept… If he can even begin to enjoy it…

Then what else can he become?

Leon already knows the answer.

And in Book Five, the boundaries don’t just move…

They disappear.


Thank you for reading:

Taboo: Letting Her Go, Inch by Inch

If this story drew you in, the slow erosion of control, the pull of shame and desire, the moment power shifted and could never be reclaimed, then there is another descent waiting for you.

You may also like:

TABOO: ILLICIT FUN TURNS VERY KINKY

By Emma Sluttily
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She is very much into fitness and gym workouts, training four to five times each week. Her large firm full 34C breasts accentuate her narrow waist and her hips gently swell to a nicely curved heart-shaped round ass curving down to her long lean but shapely legs.

Isabella's boyfriend, Liam, embodies the pretty boy aesthetic with an irresistible charm. At five foot ten inches, his lean, athletic build gives him a graceful presence. His shaggy blonde hair, often tousled in a carefree manner, frames his face perfectly, highlighting his delicate, boyish features. His striking blue eyes are his most captivating attribute, radiating warmth and sincerity.

Joshua, A twenty-nine-year-old mixed-race man, six foot one inch tall, with a muscular athletic build. He had a smooth, unique skin tone. His hair short and neat, and he had brown eyes. His face strong and handsome and a nice smile. He wore smart clothes such as fitted shirts and trousers, showing he had a good job in the city. He looked confident and friendly, showing he was ambitious and successful.

He was her boyfriend. Joshua became her obsession.

Isabella lives a picture-perfect life, devoted boyfriend, designer condo, and a body honed by countless hours at the gym. But everything changes when Joshua, her dangerously seductive new neighbour, moves in downstairs.

He’s tall, sculpted, confident—and impossible to ignore.

One stolen glance turns into flirtation. A brush of fingertips becomes a firestorm of lust. And soon, Isabella discovers a new kind of pleasure—one that her pretty boy Liam could never give her.

But Liam doesn’t even notice when he takes her to bed just minutes after she’s been with Joshua.

And that’s when the games begin.

As lines blur between love, lust, and submission, Isabella steps deeper into her desires—and soon finds herself in a world where she’s in control, and yet completely owned.

A story of temptation, dominance, and the thrill of being seen.

?? Perfect for readers who crave:

•​Hotwife & cuckold tension

•​Alpha male vs pretty boy dynamics

•​Feminine power meets irresistible domination

•​Taboo desire explored through pleasure and surrender

?? Ready to lose yourself in Isabella’s descent into delicious wickedness?

Click Buy Now or Read Free with Kindle Unlimited and let the games begin.

Available now on Amazon Kindle.


Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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