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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.
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Content Note

This novel explores:
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	Multiple partners 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 

	BBC 
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TABOO: ILLICIT FUN TURNS VERY KINKY


Chapter One

Tom got home first and decided, with the confidence of a man who worked in IT and therefore believed he could solve anything, that he would cook.

He put music on, rolled his sleeves up like he was about to perform surgery, and opened the fridge with a frown that suggested the ingredients had personally let him down. Something in a plastic tub stared back at him. Something green. Something that might once have been a plan.

He checked his phone again, not because he needed to, but because the little part of him that always looked forward to her could not help it.

Ella: On my way. Ten mins. x

He smiled, already softer.

He found pasta. He found a jar of sauce. He found garlic, which felt like an adult choice. He lined things up on the counter like he was about to stream a cooking tutorial. The smell of garlic hit the pan and he nodded, pleased with himself, then immediately panicked when it started browning too fast.

“Control the variables,” he told the pan. “That’s how we do things.”

The pan did not listen.

The door clicked. The sound was small, ordinary, and it still did something to him. His chest loosened. He turned his head, trying not to look too eager.

Ella stepped inside and the flat changed. Not in any mystical way, just in the simple, undeniable way it always did when she arrived. She had her gym bag slung over one shoulder, hair pulled back and slightly messy from the day, face fresh and bright, those big blue eyes finding him instantly. She was still in her training kit, plain enough in theory, but on her it became something else entirely. The fabric hugged her firm 34C breasts, held high and confident without any effort on her part, then skimmed down over a slim, toned stomach that spoke quietly of discipline and strength. Her waist narrowed neatly before the soft, feminine swell of her hips, the curve flowing back into a round, heart-shaped ass that moved naturally as she walked. Her legs were long and shapely, thighs toned and powerful, calves tight from hours on the gym floor, carrying that light, controlled strength she wore so easily it felt like it belonged to her body as much as her smile.

She dropped the bag, kicked the door closed, and walked straight into him.

Tom met her halfway. He kissed her, just one, then another, because he could never stop at one. She smelled like clean skin and a hint of citrus, like she had just stepped out of a world that wanted her attention and chosen to come home anyway.

“You’re cooking,” she said, pulling back slightly, amused already.

“I am attempting to cook,” Tom corrected. “Important difference.”

Ella’s smile widened, and it did that thing where it made her look sweet and slightly wicked at the same time. She glanced past him at the stove. “Is it supposed to smell like that?”

He turned, swore quietly, and rescued the garlic before it became a cautionary tale. Ella leaned against the counter, arms folding comfortably, watching him with that relaxed confidence she had. She was not posing, not trying to be anything. She simply was, and Tom felt, again, the strange mix of pride and disbelief that she was his.

“How was work?” he asked, stirring too aggressively, as if the pasta needed discipline.

Ella shrugged. “Busy. New members. Lots of January energy.”

“It’s February,” Tom said.

“Exactly,” she replied, and he laughed.

She stepped closer, hip bumping his gently as she reached for a glass. It was nothing. It was also everything, because Tom’s body always responded to her like it had been trained. Ella took a sip of water, then watched him again.

“You look cute when you’re trying,” she said.

“I always look cute,” Tom said. “It’s my whole brand.”

Ella made a soft sound of disagreement, and he felt absurdly pleased by it. He plated the food in a way that was almost presentable and carried the bowls to the small table by the window.

They ate. They talked. Tom told her about a client call, about how someone had tried to fix a software problem by turning their laptop upside down. Ella laughed hard enough to put her fork down, then reached across and touched his hand, just briefly, the kind of touch that said we are a team.

At one point Tom said, lightly, like it was nothing, “Any gym lads try to steal you today?”

He meant it as a joke. He always did. It was safer that way.

Ella glanced up, chewing, eyes bright. She could have reassured him. She could have teased him properly. Instead, she smiled, slow and easy, and said, “Don’t be daft,” like it was the simplest thing in the world.

Tom grinned, relieved, and went back to his food.

Ella kept eating too. She kept talking. She stayed warm and normal and close.

But somewhere inside her, a small, quiet spark lit at the thought of being stolen, not as a reality, not as a plan, just as a concept that felt strangely flattering. She did not say it out loud. She did not even fully admit it to herself.

She only leaned closer to him, knee touching his under the table, and let him think the joke had bounced right off her.

Later, when they stood in the kitchen together, rinsing plates, Ella came behind him and slid her arms around his waist. Tom stilled, smiling, hands in the sink, soap bubbles drifting around his wrists. He tilted his head back slightly and she kissed the side of his jaw.

“You did good,” she murmured.

Tom turned in her arms, wet hands and all, and kissed her again. She kissed him back, generous and confident, like she was deciding what came next.

And Tom, wrapped up in the comfort of her, in the certainty of her, did not notice the smallest cracks. Not yet.

If you want, I can draft Chapter Two next in the gym, with Jess introduced properly, and with the “being seen” theme turned up a notch, still clean and non-graphic.

Absolutely, we can build this right up to the edge and then hand off cleanly to Redquill. I’ll keep it sensual, suggestive, emotionally charged, and stop before anything explicit happens.


Chapter Two

They ended up on the sofa without really deciding to.

It started with Ella kicking off her trainers and curling her legs beneath her, leaning back into Tom’s side like it was the most natural place in the world. The television played something neither of them was really watching. Tom had one arm draped along the back of the sofa, relaxed, content, his fingers resting loosely against her shoulder.

Ella shifted, just slightly, settling more fully against him. Her body fit easily there, warm and familiar, her curves pressing into him in a way that never stopped registering, no matter how many times it happened. She wore a loose top now, thin enough that Tom could feel the heat of her through it, the soft firmness of her breasts when she leaned back, the gentle rise and fall of her breathing.

She tilted her head, looking up at him, those blue eyes calm and bright. There was nothing hurried in her expression. If anything, she looked thoughtful, as if she were deciding something.

Tom smiled down at her. “What?” he asked.

Ella didn’t answer straight away. She shifted again, one knee sliding across his thigh, the long line of her leg warm through the fabric of his jeans. Her stomach tightened slightly as she moved, flat and toned, the subtle flex of muscle a quiet reminder of how aware she was of her own body.

She leaned in and kissed him.

It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t hungry yet. Just a slow, deliberate kiss, her lips soft, confident, lingering long enough that Tom felt the familiar spark catch low in his body. He kissed her back easily. He always did. Being kissed by Ella was never something he had to think about.

She pulled back just enough to look at him again, her mouth curved in a small, knowing smile. Then she kissed him again, deeper this time, her hand sliding to his chest, fingers splaying there as if she liked the feel of him beneath her palm.

This was how it usually went.

Ella liked sex. She liked initiating it. She liked knowing she wanted him and showing it. Tom was more than happy with that. He liked sex too, very much so, and he loved that she wanted him so openly. There was something intoxicating about being chosen by someone like her, someone whose body alone could turn heads without trying.

Her kisses slowed, then deepened again, unhurried but purposeful. She shifted so she was half turned toward him now, one leg draped over his, her hips angled just enough that the shape of her pressed unmistakably against him. The loose top rode up slightly as she moved, revealing a sliver of toned stomach, smooth and warm beneath his fingertips when his hand settled there almost without thinking.

Tom’s breath changed. He always noticed that first, the way his body responded to her before his mind caught up. He slid his hand a little higher, feeling the firm curve of her ribcage, the softness beneath the fabric where her breasts filled his palm when she leaned into him.

She made a quiet sound against his mouth, pleased, approving. It encouraged him. It always did.

Ella broke the kiss and rested her forehead briefly against his, eyes half-lidded now, her expression relaxed and intent. She shifted again, deliberately this time, so she was straddling his thigh, the curve of her hips settling there like she belonged exactly in that space.

Tom laughed softly, a breathless sound. “You’re trouble,” he murmured.

Ella smiled, slow and unapologetic. “You like trouble,” she said, and kissed him again, her hand sliding behind his neck, guiding him without force, without doubt.

She knew what she was doing. She always did.

And Tom, watching her move above him, feeling the warmth and weight of her, the undeniable reality of her body and her desire, had no reason at all to resist.

Her hands, already roaming under his shirt, slid up his chest and pushed him back against the soft cushions of the sofa. She shifted, her thigh slotting perfectly between his legs, the firm muscle pressing against his growing hardness as she settled onto his lap, straddling his thigh. The weight of her, the heat of her, made his breath catch. She leaned in, her lips finding his again, but this time the kiss was different, slower, deeper, a promise of what she wanted.

She pulled back, just an inch, her blue eyes holding his. Her fingers hooked into the hem of her tight, white vest. In one fluid, confident motion, she lifted her arms and pulled the fabric over her head, tossing it aside without a glance.

Her breasts were bare, perfect, and right there. Firm 34C mounds, the soft skin pebbled in the cool air, nipples a delicate pink. Tom’s mouth went dry. He’d seen her a thousand times, but the impact never faded. This was worship. She smiled, a knowing curl of her lips, and let him look, her back straight, shoulders back, offering herself.

“Like what you see?” she murmured, her voice a low hum.

He couldn’t speak, only nodded, his hands lifting to hover, unsure where to land first. She took his wrists and placed his palms firmly against her ribs, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. Her skin was impossibly smooth, warm. He let his hands slide up, cupping their full weight, his thumbs circling her nipples. She let out a soft sigh, her head tipping back, the column of her throat exposed.

Then, with a playful glint, she jumped up. She turned, presenting him with the breathtaking view of her back, the taper of her waist, the dimples above the waistband of her black gym shorts. Her hands went to her hips, and she slowly, deliberately, peeled the shorts down. They fell, revealing a tiny black thong that did nothing to conceal the round, heart-shaped swell of her ass. The fabric was a mere string between the firm, toned globes. She hooked her thumbs into the sides and pushed that down too, bending slightly at the waist as she stepped out of the pile of clothing.

Now she was completely naked. She looked over her shoulder, the smile wider, more inviting. “Coming?” she asked, and then she walked, unhurried, toward the bedroom. The movement was pure grace, the shift of muscle in her long, shapely legs, the gentle sway of her hips, the perfect, feminine curve of her backside. Tom scrambled off the sofa, his own arousal urgent and tight, and followed that incredible ass like a man in a trance.

In the bedroom, the soft light from the bedside lamp painted her in gold. She stood by the bed, one hand on her hip, completely at ease in her nakedness. He reached for her, but she caught his hands again, guiding them to her waist as she leaned in to kiss him. This kiss was hungry, all tongue and heat, and she walked him backward until his legs hit the mattress. She pushed, and he sat, then lay back.

She crawled over him, her toned stomach brushing against his, her breasts hanging tantalizingly close to his mouth. He lifted his head, taking a nipple between his lips, suckling gently. She moaned, a deep, genuine sound of pleasure, and ground her hips against his. He could feel her heat through his trousers.

“Off,” she breathed, tugging at his waistband.

He helped, shoving his clothes down, kicking them away. When he was naked, she sat back on his thighs, her eyes roaming his body. His cock, fully erect, lay against his stomach, a solid, average 5.5 inches of flushed flesh. Her gaze lingered, and she reached out, wrapping her fingers around him. Her touch was firm, knowing. She gave him a few slow strokes, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture at his tip.

“Perfect,” she whispered, and he knew she meant it. For her, in this moment, it was.

She leaned over to the nightstand, opened the drawer, and pulled out a condom. She tore the foil with her teeth, rolled it down his length with practiced efficiency, her eyes never leaving his. Then she shifted, rising up on her knees, positioning herself above him. One hand guided him, the other braced on his chest.

She sank down, taking him inside her in one slow, exquisite inch-by-inch descent.

Tom gasped. She was so wet, so tight and hot around him. She was everywhere. Her internal muscles clenched, a fluttery pulse of welcome. She paused when he was fully sheathed, her body trembling slightly with the effort of control. Her head fell back, blonde hair cascading down her back. The sight of her above him, the slim line of her torso, the perfect arcs of her breasts, the intense concentration on her face, was overwhelming.

Then she began to move.

She set the rhythm, a deliberate, rolling grind of her hips. Up, then down, circling, grinding against his pubic bone. She knew exactly how to move to feel him, to feel everything. Her hands slid up her own stomach, cupping her breasts, pinching her own nipples as she rode him. She was lost in her own pleasure, a beautiful, sexual creature completely in command of the act.

Tom’s hands found her hips, holding on, feeling the powerful flex of her glutes with every thrust. He tried to match her rhythm, to push up into her, but she controlled the depth, the angle. “Just let me,” she moaned, her voice thick with desire. “Just feel it.”

So, he did. He surrendered to the sensation of being used by her, of being the instrument of her pleasure. The slick friction, the sound of skin against skin, her soft cries filling the room. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of his head, her breasts swinging above him. He turned his head, capturing a nipple again, sucking harder. She cried out, her pace quickening, becoming more urgent.

“I want you on top,” she panted suddenly, pulling off him. “Now. I want to feel your weight.”

She rolled onto her back, pulling him with her. He moved between her legs, her toned thighs wrapping around his waist, locking him in. He entered her again, and this time she arched her back, lifting her hips to meet his thrusts. But even here, she led. Her heels dug into the backs of his thighs, setting the pace, pulling him deeper with every drive. Her hands clutched at his back, her nails scratching lightly.

“Right there,” she gasped. “Oh god, Tom, right there.”

Her breath hitched. Her body tightened around him, a series of quick, rhythmic pulses that milked his length. She was climaxing, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent cry that finally broke into a long, shuddering moan. The sight and feel of her coming pushed him over the edge. His thrusts grew ragged, frantic, and with a guttural groan, he followed her, his own release crashing through him in waves, his hips jerking against hers as he spilled into the condom deep inside her.

For a long moment, they stayed locked together, panting, sweating. Slowly, the tension bled from her body. Her legs relaxed, falling to the sides. He carefully pulled out, disposed of the condom, and collapsed beside her.

She turned onto her side, curling into him, one leg thrown over his. Her skin was damp, her heartbeat a steady thrum against his chest. He wrapped an arm around her, his hand resting on the smooth, firm curve of her ass. She nuzzled into his neck.

“Mmm,” she hummed, satisfied. “That was good.”

“It’s always good with you,” he whispered, kissing the top of her head. He was in awe. Spent, happy, and in awe. She was everything.

Her breathing evened out, growing deep and slow. Within minutes, she was asleep, her perfect body limp and trusting against him. Tom lay awake a little longer, tracing the lines of her shoulder with his fingers, feeling the profound contentment of being chosen by this woman, before sleep pulled him under too.


Chapter Three

Ella woke first.

She always did.

The light was only just beginning to seep through the thin gap in the curtains, the flat still quiet, still warm from the night before. Ella lay naked beneath the duvet, as she always did, skin bare against the sheets, comfortable and unselfconscious even in sleep. Tom slept on his side facing her, one arm flung out where her body had been only moments earlier. She watched him for a second, his hair rumpled, his face soft and unguarded in rest. Seeing him like this, relaxed and open, made a quiet fondness settle deeper in her chest.

She slipped out from under the duvet carefully, but it didn’t really matter. Tom stirred anyway, as he always did. He didn’t wake fully, just shifted slightly, eyes fluttering open for a second as if pulled by instinct rather than sound.

Ella didn’t bother covering herself.

She never did.

She moved through the bedroom naked, completely at ease, her body still loose and warm from sleep. Her breasts moved naturally as she walked, full and firm, her stomach flat and toned, hips curving easily into the long line of her legs. There was no performance in it, no conscious display. This was simply how she was in the mornings.

Tom watched her through half-lidded eyes, content to stay where he was and simply take her in. He loved these moments most, when she was completely at ease, naked and unselfconscious, moving around the flat like it was the most natural thing in the world. There was no performance in it, no attempt to be sexy, and that was exactly what made it so affecting. Her body was beautiful to him in a deep, settling way, the smooth lines of her back, the confident curves of her hips, the easy strength in how she walked. Watching her like this, relaxed and wholly herself, always filled him with the same quiet thought: that he was lucky just to see her.

He loved this part of the day. Loved the quiet intimacy of it. Loved the way she existed so comfortably in her body, unselfconscious and unhurried, like being naked was just another state of being. It still affected him every time, the sight of her moving around the flat like that, familiar and yet endlessly arresting.

She padded into the kitchen, flicked the kettle on, leaned against the counter while it boiled. She stretched, arms lifting above her head, her body lengthening, muscles tightening briefly beneath smooth skin. She felt good. Relaxed. Loose. Satisfied in that calm, lingering way that had nothing to do with urgency.

When she came back into the bedroom to get dressed, Tom was awake enough now to smile at her.

“Morning,” he murmured.

“Morning,” she replied easily, leaning down to kiss him. It was soft and brief, affectionate rather than hungry, but it still carried the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly what she did to him.

She pulled on a tight sports bra first, the fabric firm and supportive, framing her breasts neatly without softening their shape. A skimpy thong followed, sitting low on her hips, leaving most of her long legs and the curve of her ass bare for a moment as she moved around the room. Only then did she step into her leggings, the material hugging her hips and thighs closely, before adding a fitted top over the bra. Even dressed, the shape of her body was unmistakable, the discipline of her work written into her posture and the confident way she carried herself. She tied her hair back, slung her bag over her shoulder, and leaned in to kiss him once more before heading out.

“Have a good session,” Tom said.

“I will,” she replied, and she meant it.

The gym was already alive when she arrived.

Music hummed through the space, low and constant, punctuated by the clink of weights and the rhythm of movement. Ella stepped onto the floor like she belonged there, because she did. This was her environment, bodies in motion, mirrors, heat, effort. She felt her body respond to it immediately, shoulders settling back, stride confident and purposeful.

She was midway through setting up for her first client when Jess spotted her.

“Jesus,” Jess said lightly, coming over with a grin. “You look smug.”

Ella laughed. “I do not.”

“You absolutely do,” Jess replied, eyes flicking over her with open appreciation. “Good night?”

Ella shrugged, deliberately casual, but she didn’t deny it. “It was fine.”

Jess raised an eyebrow. “Sure, it was.”

They shared an easy smile. This was their language, half-teasing, half-knowing. Jess had worked here long enough to recognise the signs, the way Ella moved just a little more comfortably, a little more confidently, like her body was still humming under her skin.

As Ella started her session, she became all focus and control. Her voice was calm and encouraging, her movements precise. She demonstrated exercises with effortless competence, her muscles engaging smoothly, her body doing exactly what she asked of it. Even when she wasn’t aware of it, attention followed her. Glances lingered. Reflections caught and held.

Ella didn’t seek it out. She didn’t shut it down either.

Between clients, Jess leaned in again. “You know,” she said quietly, “most people would kill to look that comfortable in their own skin.”

Ella smiled, wiping her hands on a towel. “It’s just a body.”

Jess snorted. “It’s really not.”

Ella didn’t argue. She just went back to work, moving through the gym with the same easy confidence she’d carried out of the bedroom that morning.

And somewhere between the mirrors, the movement, and the quiet awareness of being seen, something subtle began to shift.


Chapter Four

Ella got home in the late afternoon, the flat wrapped in that soft, amber quiet that always came before evening. She closed the door behind her and leaned into it for a second, breathing out, her body still humming faintly from the day. The gym clung to her in subtle ways, warmth in her muscles, a lingering sense of movement under her skin.

Tom was already there.

She knew it before she saw him.

He was sprawled on the sofa, laptop abandoned, eyes lifting the instant he heard her. The look on his face changed when he took her in, slow and unmistakable, like he’d been waiting for exactly this moment. His gaze moved over her without apology, following the familiar lines of her body the way it always did when he hadn’t seen her all day.

Still in her gym kit, leggings hugging her hips and thighs, top fitted close, Ella felt suddenly aware of herself in a different way. Not self-conscious, never that, but alert. Tuned in. She hadn’t showered yet. Her skin was warm, her body loose and responsive, and she knew he could see it.

Tom stood and crossed the room without saying anything. He kissed her slowly, hands settling at her waist, thumbs pressing lightly into the curve of her hips like he was grounding himself through her. The kiss lingered, unhurried, and when he pulled back, his eyes were darker.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” he said, quietly, honestly.

Ella smiled, faint and knowing. “Yeah?”

“All day.”

He guided her toward the sofa, his touch firmer now, more deliberate. This time, he sat first and drew her in close, her body angled across his lap. She could feel his attention sharpen, his focus narrowing until there was only her, the warmth of her, the familiar weight and shape of her body settling against him.

His hands slid along her thighs, slow, appreciative, like he was reminding himself of every inch. He leaned in, kissing her neck, her jaw, taking his time, savouring the closeness. Tom liked this, liked the way he could take her apart gently, liked knowing he could make her melt just by paying attention.

Ella tipped her head back slightly, letting him. Letting herself be the centre of it.

His mouth traced lower, then paused, hovering, as if he were asking a question without words. Tom had always been like this when he wanted her like this, careful, reverent, deeply intent. He wanted to please her. Wanted to start there. Wanted her open and responsive beneath his attention.

Her breath shifted, just enough to give her away.

She didn’t stop him. She didn’t need to.

Her hand slid into his hair, fingers curling there, a quiet signal of permission, of awareness. Tom smiled faintly against her skin, encouraged, his focus deepening, his desire written in the way he leaned in again, slower now, more deliberate.

And in that moment, with his attention fixed entirely on her, Ella felt the balance settle exactly where it always did.

He wanted her badly.

He wanted to give.

And she was more than happy to let him.

He kissed a path down her sternum, his lips soft and warm, until he reached the top of her leggings. His fingers hooked into the waistband. He looked up at her, his gaze asking.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word more air than sound.

He pulled the tight fabric down, revealing her hips, the smooth swell of her lower stomach, the trimmed blonde hair at the apex of her thighs. He helped her lift her legs to remove them completely, tossing the leggings aside. She was bare now, save for her sports bra. That came off next, his hands fumbling slightly with the clasp at her back before it released, letting her firm 34C breasts spill free. The sight of her, completely naked after a day of work, of movement, of being admired by others, sent a fresh wave of heat through him. Her body was a masterpiece of discipline and sensuality, and it was his to worship.

He guided her back onto the pillows, his hands running down the toned length of her legs. He parted them, opening her to him, and knelt between them.

The first touch of his mouth was a soft, closed-mouth kiss high on her inner thigh. She shivered. He did it again, lower. And again, each kiss a promise, a dedication. He was in no hurry. His own arousal was a distant, secondary thrum. The focus was here, on the scent of her, the soft skin, the anticipation coiling in her muscles.

Finally, his lips found her centre.

He started with slow, broad strokes of his tongue, flattening it against her, tasting her. She was already slick, her arousal evident. A soft sigh escaped her lips, and her hips lifted slightly, seeking more pressure. He gave it to her, his tongue tracing deliberate, languid circles around her clit before focusing on the sensitive hood. He listened to every hitch in her breath, every shift of her body against the sheets. He wanted to learn her all over again, to map the reactions that made her fingers curl into the duvet.

He slipped a hand beneath her, cupping the firm, heart-shaped curve of her ass, lifting her subtly, changing the angle. He pressed his face closer, his tongue delving lower to taste her entrance before returning to her clit with renewed focus. He alternated between soft, fluttering flicks and firm, steady pressure, his rhythm dictated by the sounds she made. A low moan meant more. A gasp meant right there.

Her hand tightened in his hair, not guiding, just holding on. “Tom…” she whispered, his name a plea and a praise.

The sound of it, the raw need in her voice, sent a jolt of pure satisfaction straight to his core. His own cock ached, but the ache was secondary, a background note to the symphony of her pleasure. He redoubled his efforts, his mouth working with a devotional intensity. He slid one finger inside her, then two, curling them gently, finding that spongy spot inside her that made her cry out. He matched the rhythm of his tongue to the gentle thrust of his fingers, building the tension inside her coil by exquisite coil.

He could feel her body tightening around his fingers, her thighs beginning to tremble against the sides of his head. Her breathing grew ragged, sharp little inhales that broke into moans. He kept his pace steady, relentless, his entire world narrowed to the feel of her clit under his tongue and the clutch of her inner walls around his fingers.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice strained. “God, please, don’t stop.”

He had no intention of stopping. He wanted to live in this moment, in the power of giving her this. He wanted to feel her break apart because of him. He sucked gently on her clit, applying perfect, consistent pressure, his fingers stroking that sweet spot inside her with unwavering precision.

Her climax hit suddenly, a cresting wave that had been building in silent tension. Her back arched clear off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat. Her internal muscles clamped down on his fingers in a rapid, rhythmic pulsation that seemed to go on and on. He stayed with her, his tongue softening its strokes to gentle, soothing laps as she rode out the intense, shuddering waves, her body jerking with the aftershocks.

Slowly, she collapsed back onto the mattress, boneless and spent. Her grip on his hair loosened, her hand falling to her side. He slowly withdrew his fingers, giving her a final, tender kiss on her inner thigh before lifting his head.

Her face was flushed, her blonde hair fanned out on the pillow, her blue eyes glazed with satisfaction. She looked utterly ravished, beautifully undone. And he had done that.

She reached for him, her arms weak. “Come here,” she murmured.

He moved up her body, kissing her stomach, her ribs, the valley between her breasts, before finally finding her mouth. She tasted herself on his lips, and the kiss was deep, languid, and possessive.

Then, with a fluid strength that belied her relaxed state, she rolled them over. She straddled his hips, her weight settling on him. Her hands went to the waistband of his tracksuit bottoms and the boxers beneath. In one smooth motion, she pushed everything down, freeing his erection. His 5.5-inch cock stood straight up, flushed and eager. She leaned over to the nightstand, grabbed a condom, and sheathed him with the same efficient confidence she’d shown before.

Without a word, she rose up on her knees, positioned him at her entrance, and sank down.

The feeling was exquisite. She was so wet, so relaxed and open from her orgasm, and she took him in deeply, in one smooth, enveloping slide. She let out a long, satisfied sigh as she settled fully onto him, her internal muscles still fluttering softly from her climax.

She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips. This was her control again, but it was different now, softer, more self-indulgent. She was riding him for her own continued pleasure, and for his. Her hands rested on his chest, her head tilted back, her eyes closed in concentration. The sight of her above him, her toned stomach flexing, her breasts swaying with each gentle undulation, was almost too much to bear.

He placed his hands on her hips, not to guide, but to feel the motion, to connect. He watched her face, every subtle change in expression, and his own arousal skyrocketed, fuelled entirely by her evident enjoyment. He was a passenger in her pleasure, and it was the most fulfilling ride of his life.

Her pace gradually increased, the rolls of her hips becoming more purposeful, more demanding. She leaned forward, bracing her hands beside his head, her hair forming a blonde curtain around them. “Look at me,” she whispered.

He did. Her eyes were dark with a second wave of desire. “Come for me, Tom,” she breathed, her voice a husky command. “I want to feel it.”

It was all the permission he needed. The coil in his groin, tightened by watching her, by pleasing her, by the exquisite friction of her body, suddenly snapped. His hips bucked upward involuntarily as his release tore through him. A guttural groan was ripped from his chest as he spilled into the condom, his vision whiting out at the edges, his entire body convulsing with the intensity of it.

She rode him through it, her movements slowing to a gentle, rocking motion that milked every last pulse from him. Finally, she stilled, collapsing forward onto his chest, her breath hot against his neck.

They lay like that for a long time, sticky and sated, hearts hammering against each other. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her close, his hand stroking the damp skin of her back. A profound sense of peace settled over him. This was where he was meant to be. This was the bond he craved, not just sex, but the deep, emotional fulfilment of being the one who could give her this.

She nuzzled into his neck. “That was perfect,” she sighed, her voice thick with sleep.

“You are perfect,” he whispered back, meaning it with every fibre of his being.

He felt her smile against his skin. Her breathing began to even out, growing deep and regular. Contentment wrapped around him like a warm blanket. He was happy. He was chosen. He had pleased her, and in doing so, had found his own deepest satisfaction.


Chapter Five

By mid-morning, the gym felt like it was holding its breath.

Ella noticed it as soon as she stepped onto the floor, that subtle shift in atmosphere that had nothing to do with the playlist or the time of day. People were looking up more often. Conversations were trailing off mid-sentence. There was a low, restless energy humming beneath the usual rhythm of movement and exertion.

She adjusted the strap of her gym bag on her shoulder and rolled her neck once, loosening it, instinctively aware of her body as she always was in this space. Her sports bra held her breasts firmly, her leggings hugged the familiar curve of her hips and thighs, and she moved with the easy confidence of someone whose body did exactly what she asked of it. Heads turned as she crossed the floor, not dramatically, but enough to register.

Jess appeared at her side like she’d been waiting.

“You felt it too, didn’t you?” Jess said.

“Felt what?” Ella asked, though she already knew.

Jess grinned and nodded toward the entrance. “That.”

Leon Matthews had just walked in.

He was tall, immediately so, taller than most of the men on the gym floor, his height alone enough to draw the eye. But it was the rest of him that made the impression settle and stay. He was built, not in a showy way, but in a dense, deliberate one, broad shoulders tapering into a powerful torso, muscle sitting heavy and real beneath his clothes. His skin was dark and smooth, a striking contrast against the pale walls and mirrors, and the way he moved suggested strength held in reserve rather than on display.

He wore simple training gear, a plain T-shirt and fitted joggers, but it didn’t matter. The fabric had to stretch where it stretched. His body dictated the shape, not the other way around. Jess leaned a fraction closer, lowering her voice with a grin. “Also,” she added, eyes flicking down briefly before returning to Ella’s face, “there’s… a lot going on there.” Ella snorted despite herself, but she didn’t disagree.

Women noticed. Immediately.

Not openly, not with whistles or theatrics, but with pauses, with glances that lingered a beat too long. A woman near the treadmills nudged her friend. Another leaned closer mid-conversation, eyes following him before snapping back guiltily.

“Six foot two, easy,” Jess murmured, eyes bright. “And look at him. That’s not just gym muscle. That’s… commitment.”

Ella didn’t answer straight away.

She watched him check in with the manager, his posture relaxed but assured, arms folding loosely across his chest. Even still, he took up space. There was something about the way he stood, balanced, grounded, like his body was perfectly at home in gravity.

“He’s ridiculous,” Jess went on, clearly enjoying herself. “Do you think HR knew what they were doing?”

Ella snorted softly. “It’s a gym. Of course they did.”

Leon turned then, scanning the floor as if orienting himself. His gaze moved slowly, observant rather than hungry, taking in equipment, layout, people. When his eyes reached Ella, there was the slightest pause. Barely a thing. Just long enough to register her.

Fit.
Confident.
Watching him back.

Ella felt it immediately, not a jolt, not nerves, but awareness. The familiar sense of her body coming into sharper focus. She straightened a fraction without thinking, shoulders back, weight settling evenly through her legs. She was very aware of how her sports bra framed her chest, how her waist curved cleanly into her hips, how strong her thighs felt beneath the fabric.

Jess caught it and grinned. “Oh. He saw you.”

“He looked around,” Ella said.

“He clocked you,” Jess corrected, pleased. “Trust me.”

Ella shook her head, but she didn’t quite hide her smile. She turned back to her work, setting up for her first client, but the presence remained. Leon moved onto the floor, walking with an unhurried confidence that made even routine movements feel deliberate. When he stretched, muscle shifted smoothly beneath skin. When he adjusted equipment, his hands were steady, capable.

The gym responded to him without asking.

Between sets, Ella became acutely aware of herself in motion. Demonstrating exercises, correcting posture, her own body doing the work as much as her voice. The mirrors caught her from different angles, long legs braced, stomach taut, breasts held firm as she moved. She felt strong. She felt seen.

Jess drifted over again during a break. “You know what’s unfair?” she said quietly.

“What?”

“Putting you two in the same building.”

Ella laughed, but it came out softer than she intended. “You’re being dramatic.”

Jess shrugged. “I’m being accurate.”

Leon passed them then, close enough that Ella could sense him without looking, heat, presence, weight. He didn’t stop. Didn’t stare. Just moved past, calm and self-contained, and somehow that restraint made him harder to ignore.

Ella exhaled slowly and refocused on her client.

It was nothing.
Just a new colleague.
Just a body among bodies.

But as the morning wore on, and the glances continued, and the quiet buzz refused to fade, Ella found herself thinking, not for the first time, about how some bodies changed a room just by entering it.

And Leon Matthews had done exactly that.


Chapter Six

The room was still warm when they finally slowed.

The lights were low, the air heavy with that quiet, loose feeling that always followed sex, when bodies felt relaxed and thoughts drifted a little more freely. Ella lay stretched out beside Tom, sheets tangled around her legs, skin warm, loose, comfortable. She felt good, that deep, satisfied calm settling into her muscles, her body humming faintly beneath her skin.

Tom was on his back, one arm behind his head, the other resting easily at her waist. He looked content in that slightly dazed way he always did afterwards, like the world had narrowed down to just this moment and he was happy to let it stay there.

She shifted, lazily, her thigh brushing against his.

“Good day?” he asked, voice soft, familiar.

“Yeah,” she said. “Busy.”

He smiled. “Busy-good or busy-exhausting?”

“Both.”

She traced a slow, absent line across his chest with her fingertips, not thinking too hard about it. The room felt safe. Easy. This was the time when she usually talked without editing herself.

“There’s a new PT,” she said, casually, like it was nothing. “Started today.”

Tom glanced down at her, interested but relaxed. “Oh yeah?”

“Mmm.” She nodded. “Leon. He’s… tall.”

Tom snorted. “Everyone’s tall at your gym.”

She smiled faintly. “He’s taller than most. Six-two, maybe. Really muscular.”

Tom’s eyebrows lifted a fraction. Not jealousy, not yet, just curiosity. “Right.”

She could hear the tease in his voice already forming. “Let me guess. Everyone lost their minds.”

Ella laughed quietly. “Jess definitely did.”

“Knew it,” he said, amused. “Should I be worried?”

She rolled her eyes and shook her head, propping herself up on one elbow to look at him properly. “Don’t be stupid.”

Tom grinned, pleased, reaching up to brush her hair back from her face. “I’m not. I just like picturing you surrounded by gym beasts while I sit here looking like I belong in IT.”

“You are in IT,” she said, smiling, leaning down to kiss him softly.

“And you like me anyway,” he added.

“I do,” she said easily. “You’re gorgeous. And sexy. And funny.”

“And I adore you,” he said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

She felt it then, that warm swell in her chest, that familiar certainty. Tom was good. Tom was safe. Tom loved her openly and without complication.

So why, even as she smiled at him, did something else stir?

Not desire. Not temptation. Not anything she could put a name to. Just a flicker. A momentary awareness that had nothing to do with Tom and everything to do with the way Leon had filled the gym earlier, the way the room had shifted around him.

It was ridiculous.

She pushed it away immediately.

Crazy, she told herself. I’ve got Tom. He’s gorgeous, sexy, funny, and he adores me.

She curled back against him, settling her body into the familiar shape of his, letting the warmth and closeness pull her back into the present. Tom kissed the top of her head, content, his hand resting easily at her hip.

The thought faded. Or she told herself it did.

And for now, that was enough.


Chapter Seven

The gym settled into its midday lull the way it always did.

The morning rush had thinned out, the after-work crowd still hours away. The air felt quieter, looser, the music turned down just enough that conversations carried more easily. Ella wiped down a bench and checked the schedule on her phone, then glanced at the clock.

Break.

She headed toward the staff room, already half thinking about water, maybe a coffee, maybe five minutes where no one needed anything from her. The door was ajar.

Leon was inside.

He stood by the counter, one hand resting on the edge, the other lifting a bottle to his mouth. Even still, even relaxed, he filled the small room. Tall, broad, solid in a way that made the space feel tighter without him doing anything at all. His T-shirt clung lightly across his chest and shoulders, muscle sitting heavy and real beneath the fabric.

“Oh,” Ella said, pausing for half a beat. “Sorry, I didn’t realise….”

“No, you’re fine,” he said easily, turning toward her.

His voice was calm. Unhurried. He smiled, just a little, like this was exactly where he was meant to be.

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The room felt warmer with him in it. Or maybe that was just her.

“Long morning?” he asked.

“Always,” she replied, smiling back. “You settling in?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Good place. Good people.”

His eyes met hers as he said it. Held. Not staring. Just steady. Assessing in a way that felt confident rather than curious.

Ella became acutely aware of herself.

Of the way her sports bra framed her chest. Of the way her waist curved into her hips beneath her leggings. Of the faint sheen of warmth on her skin. She’d been in this room a hundred times, but now it felt different, like the air itself had sharpened.

They talked easily after that. About clients. About training styles. About the gym. Conversation flowed without effort, pauses settling comfortably instead of awkwardly. Leon leaned back against the counter, arms folding loosely across his chest, posture relaxed but assured.

When he laughed, it was low and brief. When he listened, he really listened.

And when he looked at her, it felt deliberate.

Not hungry. Not polite. Just… certain.

Ella felt it then, that strange, unsettling pull. The sense that if he wanted something, he wouldn’t hesitate. That he wouldn’t need to ask twice. That confidence sat on him as naturally as his strength did, like it was built in.

The thought slipped in before she could stop it.

What it would feel like to be taken that way.

It startled her.

She shifted her weight, grounding herself, fingers tightening briefly around her bottle. Don’t be stupid, she told herself. She wasn’t that woman. She didn’t do that. She had Tom. Tom, who loved her, who adored her, who knew her body better than anyone else.

She didn’t cheat.

Leon said something then, light, amused, and she laughed automatically, grateful for the interruption. The moment passed. Or so she told herself.

The door opened and the spell broke. Someone else walked in, voices followed, the room widening again, the air thinning back to normal.

Leon pushed off the counter. “See you around,” he said.

“Yeah,” Ella replied. “See you.”

It was nothing.
Just a conversation.
Just a thought she hadn’t invited.

She watched him leave, then let her gaze drop, exhaling slowly. Her eyes traced him almost without permission, the breadth of his shoulders tapering into a slim waist, the powerful set of his back moving easily beneath his shirt. She noticed the full, solid curve of his body as he walked away, the strength in his legs, the quiet confidence in how he carried himself. It was impossible not to see it, impossible not to register just how physical he was, how much space he seemed to take with him even as he left the room.

She pushed it away firmly, the way she always did with things that didn’t fit the life she’d chosen.

She was with Tom.
She loved Tom.
She didn’t cheat.

Still, as she headed back onto the gym floor, she couldn’t quite shake the awareness that something had shifted.

Not outside.

Inside her.


Chapter Eight

Ella got home later than usual.

The flat was already dim, lamps on, the quiet broken only by the low hum of the city outside. She dropped her bag by the door and kicked off her trainers, rolling her shoulders as the day finally loosened its grip. Her body felt warm, worked, alive, the familiar after-effect of hours on the gym floor.

Tom was waiting.

Not hovering, not pacing, just there, on the sofa, relaxed but alert in the way she recognised immediately. He looked up as she came in, his expression softening the second he saw her.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” she replied, smiling as she crossed the room.

He stood and kissed her, slow and lingering, hands settling easily at her hips like they always did. Ella felt the spark catch, familiar and welcome. This was them. Easy. Comfortable. Wanted.

“You look tired,” he murmured.

“I am,” she admitted.

He smiled then, that knowing smile she’d seen a hundred times. “Come here.”

He guided her gently toward the bedroom, his touch unhurried but intent. Tom didn’t rush when he wanted her like this. He liked the slow start, liked taking his time, liked the way her body softened when she realised he was going to focus entirely on her.

Ella let him.

She lay back, relaxed, receptive, watching him with half-lidded eyes as he settled between her legs, his attention narrowing, his world shrinking down to just her. Tom always started here when he initiated, like it mattered to him that she felt good first, that she melted before anything else happened.

She closed her eyes and let herself drift with the sensation, the familiarity of it, the affection, the care. It was good. It always was. Tom knew her body. He paid attention. He took pride in it.

And yet, somewhere beneath the pleasure, something else stirred.

A thought she hadn’t invited.

A comparison she didn’t want.

She pushed it away at first, focusing on the present, on Tom’s devotion, on the warmth and closeness that had always been enough. But when they came together properly, when their bodies moved in that familiar rhythm, the thought crept back in, unbidden and unwelcome.

Is this… all?

The question startled her.

It wasn’t that Tom wasn’t good. He was. He was attentive, loving, eager to please. She felt desired, cherished. But for the first time, that didn’t quiet the restlessness in her. It didn’t fill the space the way it usually did.

Her mind flickered, just briefly, to the memory of a broader back, a heavier presence, a confidence that felt different, more consuming. The contrast hit harder than she expected.

She squeezed her eyes shut, guilt flaring sharp and hot.

Stop it.

She wrapped herself around Tom more tightly, kissed him harder, tried to anchor herself in the now. This was her life. This was the man she loved. The man who adored her without reservation.

And yet, as they finally slowed, breath mingling, bodies still close, Ella lay staring up at the ceiling, heart beating just a little too fast.

Tom sighed contentedly beside her, pressing a kiss to her shoulder, his hand resting possessively at her waist. He felt satisfied. Fulfilled. Connected.

Ella smiled when she felt his lips on her skin.

But the question lingered, quiet and unsettling.

Not enough.

The heat of her, the scent of her skin mixed with the faint, clean aroma of the gym soap, was intoxicating. Tom’s hands slid around her waist, possessive and yet reverent, as if he were handling something priceless. He needed this. Needed to anchor her here, with him, in the quiet dark of their bedroom. Needed to remind her, and himself, that he was the one she came home to.

He kissed her shoulder, then the base of her neck, his lips soft and seeking. His fingers found the hem of her tight tank top and slowly, carefully, he began to pull it up. Ella lifted her arms cooperatively, letting the fabric whisper over her head, leaving her in just her sports bra. The lamplight caught the fine sheen of sweat still lingering on her collarbones, on the smooth plane of her toned stomach. She was so vividly alive in his hands.

His thumbs hooked under the band of her leggings next, and he knelt before her, peeling them down her long, shapely legs. She stepped out of them, one foot then the other, her balance perfect. Now she stood in just the bra and her tiny black thong. He looked up at her, his eyes wide with that familiar, worshipful awe. Her body, even tired from a day of work, was a stunning contrast of soft curves over disciplined strength. The swell of her hips, the firm heart-shaped promise of her ass barely contained by the flimsy lace, the powerful line of her thighs.

“Lie back,” he murmured, his voice thick.

She did, settling onto the bed, propping herself up on her elbows to watch him. He moved with a focused intensity, crawling between her legs, his hands sliding under her thighs. He lifted them, opening her to him, spreading her wide. The vulnerable, intimate display made her breath catch, but not from embarrassment. From the sheer power of being so completely wanted.

Tom’s head dipped. He didn’t start at her centre. He started high on her inner thigh, just beside the lace of her thong, with a soft, closed-mouth kiss. Then another, lower. And another. A trail of devotion leading to the heat he was so patiently seeking. Each kiss was a punctuation mark in a silent sentence: You are mine to care for. Mine to please.

He hooked his fingers into the sides of her thong and pulled it down, finally baring her completely. The cool air touched her damp skin, and she shuddered. His breath followed, warm and shocking against her slick folds.

The first touch of his tongue was a broad, languid stroke from bottom to top. Ella’s head fell back against the pillows, a soft sigh escaping her. It wasn’t a gasp of surprise, but of recognition. This was Tom. This was his language.

He settled into a rhythm, slow and deep. He wasn’t frantic. He was studying. His tongue flattened against her, lapping up her wetness, tasting her thoroughly before focusing on her clit with a gentle, circling pressure. He alternated, long, slow licks that made her hips twitch upward, followed by quick, fluttering flicks that drew sharp, shallow breaths from her lips. One of his hands remained under her thigh, holding her open, while the other slid beneath her, his fingers splayed over the firm, round curve of her ass, cradling her, tilting her pelvis to give him better access.

He was utterly focused. The only sounds were the wet, rhythmic sounds of his mouth on her, her own escalating breaths, and the rustle of sheets as her fingers clenched them. His world had narrowed to this: the taste of her, the texture, the way her body tensed and relaxed under his ministrations. His own arousal was a dull, persistent ache in his groin, but it was a secondary concern, a background hum to the primary mission of melting her.

He slid a finger inside her, then a second, curling them gently, finding that spot. He timed the gentle thrust of his fingers to the rhythm of his tongue, building a deep, throbbing pressure within her. He could feel her inner walls beginning to clutch at his fingers, a fluttering prelude. He suckled gently on her clit, applying perfect, consistent suction.

“Tom… oh god, right there,” she moaned, her voice ragged. Her hand found his hair, not pushing, just holding on, anchoring herself to the sensation.

The sound of his name on her lips, wrapped in pleasure, sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated satisfaction straight through him. This was his reward. Her surrender. Her sounds. He redoubled his efforts, his tongue and fingers working in a synchronized, relentless rhythm designed to unravel her completely.

Her climax built slowly, a deep, coiling tension that tightened every muscle in her stunning body. Her stomach went taut, the defined lines standing out. Her back arched, her breasts lifting. A high, thin whine broke from her throat, and then she was coming, her body seizing in a series of intense, rhythmic pulses that squeezed his fingers and rippled against his tongue. He stayed with her, gentling his strokes but not stopping, drawing out the waves until she collapsed, boneless and trembling, onto the bed.

He gave her a final, tender kiss on her inner thigh before lifting his head. Her face was flushed, her blonde hair stuck to her damp temples, her blue eyes glazed and distant. She looked beautifully wrecked.

For a long moment, he just looked at her, his heart swelling. He had done that. He had taken her apart and put her back together with his mouth.

She reached for him, her arms weak. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Undress. Lay down.”

He obeyed quickly, stripping off his own clothes, his average, 5.5-inch erection standing proudly, flushed with a need that was now urgent and primary. He lay back on the bed.

Ella moved over him with a fluid, tired grace. She straddled his hips, her weight a familiar, welcome pressure. She reached for the pack on the bed stand, and opened a condom, slid it over his length. She took him in hand, guiding him to her entrance. She was so wet, so open from her orgasm, that she sank onto him in one smooth, deep slide that forced a groan from both of them.

She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips. This wasn’t the frantic, driving pace of their earlier encounters. This was languid, self-indulgent. She rode him for the feeling of fullness, for the gentle friction, her eyes half-closed, her lips parted. Her hands rested on his chest, her fingers tracing his collarbones.

Tom’s hands settled on her hips, feeling the powerful muscles of her thighs and glutes working as she moved. He watched the play of emotion on her face, the concentration, the fleeting pleasure, the slight furrow between her brows that appeared and then vanished. He was completely absorbed in her. His own pleasure was a rising tide, but it was inextricably linked to hers. He wanted to see her come again. Wanted to feel her tighten around him.

But as she rocked against him, a treacherous thought slithered through Ella’s bliss-fogged mind. It was quiet, unwelcome, laced with immediate guilt.

It’s so… gentle.

The thought was followed by a flash of memory, not of a person, but of a feeling, a feeling of being overwhelmed, of being filled so completely it bordered on discomfort, of a pace that was demanding, that took rather than asked. A contrast so stark it made this deeply loving act feel suddenly… polite.

She shoved the thought away, anger at herself flaring. She wrapped her legs tighter around Tom, leaned forward to kiss him, trying to drown the comparison in physical sensation. His mouth was eager, loving. He was giving her everything he had.

She increased her pace, seeking a sharper edge. Her hips slapped against his with more force, the sound growing louder in the quiet room. Tom’s breathing grew ragged, his hands gripping her ass, encouraging her. “Ella,” he gasped. “You feel… so good.”

She could feel his tension building, the telltale hardening of his body beneath her. She focused on the friction, on the good, solid stretch of him inside her. It was good. It was loving and intimate and right.

“Come with me,” she breathed, her voice a command wrapped in a plea.

It was enough. The coil in his groin snapped. His hips bucked upward, driving deep as he spilled into the condom with a low, guttural cry, his body convulsing beneath hers. The feel of his climax, the helpless intensity of it, triggered her own second, smaller release—a warm, fluttering pulse that echoed his.

She collapsed onto his chest, their sweat-slick skin sticking together. His arms came around her immediately, holding her close, his hand stroking her back in slow, soothing circles. He pressed a kiss to her hair.

“I love you,” he whispered, his voice saturated with fulfilment. “So much.”

She nuzzled into his neck, the familiar scent of him, of them, filling her senses. “I love you too,” she murmured, and she meant it.

But as she lay there, listening to his heartbeat slow, feeling the profound peace radiating from his relaxed body, the quiet doubt remained, a cold pebble in the warm bed of her satisfaction.

Not enough.

Tom sighed, utterly content, already drifting toward sleep, his hand resting possessively on the curve of her ass. He felt bonded. Chosen. Successful.

Ella stared at the shadows on the ceiling, her mind frustratingly, guiltily awake.


Chapter Nine

Lunch hour at the gym always had its own rhythm.

The coffee stand by reception was busy but not frantic, the midday crowd hovering rather than rushing. Ella perched on one of the high stools with a paper cup in her hand, leggings tight against her hips, posture relaxed but confident in the way that always drew the eye. Even sitting still, she looked like she belonged on display.

Jess leaned against the counter beside her, sunglasses perched on her head, while Chantelle hovered close. At nineteen, she was the baby of the team, all glossy brunette hair and gym leggings that looked more fashion than function. She had a slim, girlish frame topped by generous, natural curves that drew attention whether she meant them to or not, her confidence seeming borrowed more from how she looked than from experience, like she still hadn’t quite decided whether she was here to train people or simply be noticed.

Leon’s name came up the way it always did now.

“Honestly,” Jess said, lowering her voice but not nearly enough, “have you noticed it?”

Ella raised an eyebrow. “Noticed what?”

Jess rolled her eyes. “Don’t play innocent. It looks so big.”

Chantelle giggled immediately. “Right? It’s like one of those Jamaican sprinters. You know when you’re watching athletics and there’s just… so much going on between their thighs.”

Ella laughed, nearly snorting her coffee. “Oh my God, Chantelle. Do you actually watch athletics just to check out sprinters’ packages?”

Chantelle shrugged, completely unapologetic. “I mean, I don’t not watch for that.”

Jess grinned. “Same. World Championships? Basically gym porn.”

Ella shook her head, smiling despite herself. “You two are terrible.”

“You love it,” Jess said easily. “You’re looking too.”

Ella held up her cup in mock defence. “I look. I don’t analyse.”

Chantelle smirked. “That’s what analysing looks like.”

Jess grinned, lowering her voice just enough to make it feel conspiratorial. “I’m just saying, if it already looks that big… what if it’s a grower?”

They all laughed, the sound light and easy, the kind of conversation that slipped out naturally when no one felt judged.

Jess took a sip of her coffee, then added casually, “Anyway, he’s on an early finish today. He’ll be in the showers by three.”

Ella blinked. “You’re not suggesting we go have a look?”

Chantelle’s eyes widened, then she laughed. “That’s so wrong. Imagine if the men were planning to sneak in and look at us in the showers.”

Jess tilted her head, considering. “To be fair, I don’t think Ella would object. She’s such an exhibitionist.”

Ella didn’t miss a beat. “True. If they wanted me to, I’d strip right here and walk round the gym naked.”

Chantelle stared at her. “You wouldn’t.”

Ella grinned. “No. Because I’d lose my job.”

She leaned back slightly on the stool, shoulders rolling, posture opening without effort, chest lifting naturally as she stretched. There was nothing exaggerated about it, just a woman completely comfortable in her body, muscles flexing smoothly beneath skin she clearly took pride in.

“But,” she added lightly, flexing one arm with a playful smirk, “if working nude was allowed? Absolutely. I built this. I want people to see.”

Jess laughed. Chantelle clapped her hands once, delighted. “Honestly? Iconic.”

They all laughed together, the moment easy, harmless, full of heat without consequence.

And yet, as the laughter faded and the gym hummed back into focus, Ella felt that familiar flicker again, the awareness that Leon’s name carried a charge now, one that lingered just a little longer than a joke should.

She pushed it down, smiling, sipping her coffee.

Just banter.
Just talk.

That’s all it was.


Chapter Ten

It was ten past three when Ella realised she’d left her phone charger in her bag.

She ducked into the staff changing room without thinking much about it, the gym quieter now as the afternoon lull settled in. The door clicked shut behind her and she bent to rummage through her locker, half distracted, half already thinking about her next client.

That was when she heard the water.

Not from the women’s side.
From the men’s.

The sound carried faintly through the dividing wall, unmistakable, the steady rush of the communal showers running.

Her stomach flipped.

Oh my God, she thought. Jess said he’d be on an early.

She froze for a second, charger forgotten in her hand. The sensible part of her brain kicked in immediately.

No. Don’t be ridiculous. You can’t.

She straightened, heart beating just a little faster than it should have. This was stupid. Inappropriate. Crossing a line she hadn’t even meant to approach.

And yet.

It would just be a peek.
Just curiosity.
Research purposes, she told herself, a weak smile tugging at her mouth. For the girls.

Her feet moved before she’d fully decided.

The door to the men’s showers was slightly ajar. Ella hesitated, hand hovering, every sensible instinct telling her to turn around. She pushed the door open just enough to see inside.

The showers were small, communal, no partitions, space for three at most. Steam hung in the air, warm and thick, the sound of water echoing softly off tiled walls.

And there he was.

Leon.

He was alone. Facing the wall, under the central showerhead. Her feet rooted to the spot. Every rational command in her brain screamed leave, but her body refused. She stood just beyond the entrance, hidden in the shadow of the lockers, frozen.

The water sluiced over him. Over was the word. It cascaded down the sheer geography of his back, a landscape of muscle rendered in stark, wet relief. His shoulders were towering, not just broad but dense, the deltoids and trapezius forming a formidable shelf that tapered down to a startlingly narrow waist. The water followed the deep channel of his spine, flowing over the firm, pronounced mounds of his buttocks. They were not just toned; they were heavy, solid globes of power that flexed subtly as he shifted his weight. His legs were pillars, thick, corded thighs and defined calves that spoke of raw, functional strength.

He was so much bigger than Tom. The comparison was instant, involuntary, and it hit her like a physical blow. This wasn’t the lean, athletic build of the trainers she worked with. This was something else. Something heavier. More animal. The steam curled around him, softening the edges but somehow accentuating the mass, the raw physical dominance of his form. Her breath caught, stuck in her throat. You shouldn’t be here. Turn around. Now.

But she didn’t.

She watched, her heart hammering against her ribs. She watched the water run in rivulets through the faint dusting of dark hair on his lower back. Watched it stream over the powerful flare of his hips. His body was a lesson in contrast, the brutal width of his shoulders versus the lean waist, the heavy strength of his thighs. It was beautiful in a way that felt forbidden to appreciate. A purely masculine beauty that was about power, not aesthetics.

A low, humming heat began to uncoil deep in her belly. It wasn’t the playful, familiar arousal Tom sparked. This was different. Sharper. It felt like danger. It felt like wanting something she knew she couldn’t, shouldn’t, have. Her skin prickled. She felt exposed, even though he couldn’t see her. This is wrong. This is so wrong.

He reached for the soap, the movement making the heavy muscles in his back and arm roll with a quiet, effortless grace. He lathered his chest, his arms, and then… he began to turn.

Time slowed.

Her eyes widened. Her mouth went dry.

He turned fully, facing the entrance, facing her, though his eyes were closed as he rinsed the soap from his hair.

Ella’s brain short-circuited.

The front of him was even more overwhelming. The defined slabs of his pectorals, the carved ridges of his abdomen, the deep V-lines cutting toward his groin. And there, centred, hanging heavy and thick between his powerful thighs…

Her gaze locked onto it.

It was flaccid, but that meant nothing. The size of it. The sheer, substantial weight of it. It was long, thick, a heavy pendulum of flesh that seemed to dwarf any flaccid penis she had ever seen, including Tom’s erect one. The thought seared through her, accompanied by a wave of guilt so intense it made her flinch. Beneath it, his testicles were full, round, and heavy, resting in a tight, masculine sack.

A vivid, unbidden image flashed in her mind: that thickness, that weight, hard and erect. The stretch. The fill. It was so shocking, so viscerally clear, that a soft, involuntary sound almost escaped her lips. She clenched her teeth, her whole body tensing. The heat in her belly pooled lower, becoming a distinct, aching throb between her legs. She was horrified by it. Thrilled by it. She wanted to look away. She needed to keep looking.

He rinsed his hair, his hands moving through the dark strands, then swept the water from his face. And then his eyes opened.

They found hers instantly. Calm. Unhurried.

He didn’t jump. He didn’t cover himself. He didn’t react with shock or anger. He simply stood there, under the spray, water coursing over his monumental body, and held her gaze. His expression was unreadable. Not inviting. Not angry. Just… aware. Confident. As if being watched by a beautiful woman while he was naked was the most natural thing in the world.

The embarrassment hit her then, a scalding rush that burned from her chest up to her cheeks. She had been caught. She had seen everything, and he knew it. And he was letting her know he knew. The silence stretched, filled only by the sound of the shower. It was the most intimate, most charged silence of her life. Her eyes darted from his face, down the magnificent front of him, and back to his eyes. The message was undeniable: I see you seeing me.

Then, with her looking, she saw it. The subtle shift. The unmistakable swell of his penis as it began to rise, right there in front of her. It was slow at first, almost imperceptible, but undeniable. Her breath hitched, stuck somewhere between shock and fascination. She stood rooted to the spot, unable to move, unable to look away.

The transformation was mesmerizing. The heavy, flaccid weight of it stirred, thickening, lengthening, until it was no longer soft but firm, filling out with a quiet, deliberate intensity. It grew larger and larger, rising in a way that seemed impossible, unreal, until it stood erect, an imposing, undeniable presence. The sheer size of it was staggering, far beyond anything she could have imagined. Long, thick, so thick, it jutted forward with an almost primal confidence, glistening under the water's steady stream.

Her mind went blank. Her stomach clenched, a sharp pull of heat radiating through her core. The ache between her legs deepened, throbbing with a need she couldn’t suppress. She wanted to tear her gaze away, to run, to hide from this forbidden moment, but she couldn’t. It was as if his body had cast some unbreakable spell over her, holding her captive in its overwhelming power.

He didn’t move. He didn’t speak. He simply stood there, letting her see him, letting her take in every inch of him, the hard planes of his chest, the carved lines of his abdomen, and now this, this, standing proud and unapologetic. His eyes never left hers, calm and steady, as if he knew exactly what she was feeling, how much this was unravelling her.

Ella. Her name echoed silently in her mind, a desperate reminder that she shouldn’t be here, that she should turn and run. But she didn’t. She stayed, frozen in place, her body betraying her with every beat of her racing heart. She could feel the dampness in her panties, the heat pooling low in her belly. This is wrong, she thought, even as her body screamed that it was the most right thing she’d ever felt. The tension between them was electric, unspoken but absolute. She was caught, not just by him but by herself, by the part of her that refused to look away.

The guilt and the heat warred inside her, a chaotic storm. This changed something. This changed everything. It wasn’t just a body. It was a standard. A comparison now permanently etched behind her eyelids. Tom’s loving, average form, which she cherished, was suddenly superimposed against this. The contrast was cruel, breathtaking, and irrevocable.

Leon gave the faintest, almost imperceptible nod. Not a greeting. An acknowledgment.

That was the breaking point. Ella stumbled backward, her legs unsteady. She turned and fled, pushing back through the heavy door into the bright, sterile light of the corridor. She leaned against the cold wall, her heart racing like a trapped bird, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Her body felt alien, alive with a restless, unsettled energy, the ache between her thighs a guilty, accusing pulse. She pressed her thighs together, as if she could quell it.

She could still see him. The water on his skin. The heavy, quiet power. The thick, shocking weight of him.

She had crossed a line. She had looked. And she knew, with a sinking, thrilling certainty, that she would never be able to unsee it.


Chapter Eleven

The key was still in the lock, the sound of her own heartbeat a frantic drum in her ears as she shoved the front door open. The safe, clean scent of their home, lemon cleaner, the lingering aroma of garlic from last night’s dinner, hit her like a reproach. She dropped her gym bag by the door, the thud too loud in the quiet space.

Tom’s voice came from the kitchen, warm and easy. “Hey, you’re late. Everything okay?”

She didn’t answer. She followed the sound, her movements sharp, her mind a white-noise roar of water on skin and thick, heavy weight. He was at the stove, stirring something in a pan, his back to her. He wore an old t-shirt and jeans, his posture relaxed, domestic. Ordinary.

The image of Leon, the steam, the water coursing over the dense shelf of his shoulders, the deliberate, confident swell of him, flashed behind her eyes, so vivid it stole her breath.

She couldn’t breathe in here.

She crossed the room in three strides. Her hands came up, not to embrace, but to claim. She grabbed the front of his shirt, fisting the soft cotton, and spun him around. His eyes widened in surprise, the wooden spoon still in his hand.

“Ella, what…..”

She cut him off with her mouth, kissing him not with affection but with a desperate, driving hunger. It was hard, all teeth and pressure, her tongue pushing past his lips without invitation. She needed to be here, in this body, with this man. She needed to not be there, in that shower, with that image. She poured all the chaotic, guilty energy into the kiss, trying to transfer the heat in her belly into his, trying to make it his problem, his to solve.

Tom stiffened for a second, shocked by the force of it. Then, as it always did, his body responded to hers. He dropped the spoon into the pan with a clatter, his hands coming up to cup her face, his kiss softening, trying to gentle her, to slow her down.

She pulled back, her breath ragged. Her eyes were bright, almost wild. “I need you,” she said, the words clipped, urgent. “Now.”

He blinked, a flicker of confusion crossing his face. “Okay, but… the food’s almost….”

“I don’t care about the food,” she snapped, her voice low and strained. “Turn it off. Come with me.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a command, stripped of all the playful teasing, the seductive lead-ins she usually employed. This was raw need, and it was directed at him like a laser.

She saw the shift in his eyes. The confusion melted into a dark, immediate arousal. His girlfriend, the most stunning woman he knew, was desperate for him. The flattery of it, the pure ego-stroke, overrode any concern. He reached behind him, fumbling for the knob, turning the gas off without looking. “Okay,” he breathed, his own voice thickening. “Okay, Ella.”

She didn’t wait. She grabbed his hand, her grip tight, and pulled him from the kitchen, down the short hall to their bedroom. There was no conversation, no lingering kisses against the wall. Her focus was terrifyingly singular.

In the bedroom, she released him and faced the bed. Her hands went to the hem of her tight gym tank. In one fluid, decisive motion, she pulled it over her head, tossing it aside. Her sports bra followed, the clasp giving way under her impatient fingers. Her firm 34C breasts sprang free, the nipples already tight, peaked from adrenaline and that lingering, unwanted heat. She didn’t turn to show him, didn’t perform. She just shed the clothes.

Her leggings and thong were next, peeled down her toned legs, the fabric catching briefly on her trainers before she kicked everything into a pile on the floor. She stood naked, her back to him for a moment, the beautiful, heart-shaped curve of her ass, the slim line of her waist, the powerful sweep of her shoulders all on display. But the presentation wasn’t for him. It was a function. She was stripping to achieve a goal.

She turned and lay back on the bed, spreading her legs. Her blue eyes pinned him from across the room. “Come here,” she said, her tone leaving no room for anything else. “I’m wet. I need your mouth.”

Tom stared, his arousal now a hard, demanding presence in his jeans. This was different. This was more. The worshipful awe was still there, but it was mixed with a thrilling sense of being essential. She needed him, really needed him, in a way she never had before. He hurried, yanking his own clothes off, his average, 5.5-inch erection springing free, already fully hard from her urgency.

He moved to the bed, kneeling between her spread thighs. The sight of her open to him, the blonde hair at her apex glistening with her wetness, was usually a moment of reverence. Now, it was a demand to be met. He didn’t lower his head slowly. He went to her with a focused intent, his hands sliding under her thighs to pull her closer to the edge of the mattress, opening her wider.

The first lick was not a tentative exploration. It was a broad, firm stroke from her entrance to her clit, collecting the evidence of her arousal. She was wet. Soaking. The scent of her, musky and deep, filled his senses, and a groan vibrated from his throat into her core.

Ella’s head pressed back into the pillow, her eyes squeezing shut. Yes. This. Focus on this. She willed herself to feel only his tongue, his mouth, the familiar scratch of his stubble on her inner thighs. But the memory was insidious. The image of water sluicing over heavy muscles superimposed itself over the feeling. The phantom sensation of a different thickness, a different weight, haunted the edges of her pleasure. She fought it, her hips lifting, pushing herself harder against his face. “More,” she gasped, the word sharp. “Harder.”

Tom obeyed instantly. His tongue stiffened, circling her clit with more pressure, then flattening against it in rapid, firm strokes. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, searching for that spot. He found it, and her internal muscles clenched around him in a sharp, involuntary spasm. A high, thin sound escaped her lips.

But it wasn’t working. The pleasure was there, a bright, sharp wire of sensation, but it was tangled with the ghost of the shower. Every curl of his fingers made her imagine a fuller stretch. Every press of his tongue made her crave a heavier pressure. The comparison was a parasite, feeding on her arousal, twisting it into something frantic and insufficient. Guilt and heat churned in her stomach. She was using Tom. Using his devotion, his skilled mouth, to scrub a mental slate clean. And it wasn’t working.

She fisted her hands in the duvet, her knuckles white. “Don’t stop,” she commanded, her voice trembling. It was an order to him, and a plea to herself. Feel this. Only this.

He was lost in his task, his world reduced to the taste and feel of her, to the sounds she made. Her desperation was his fuel. He wanted to be the one who satisfied this wild, new need in her. He sucked her clit gently into his mouth, applying rhythmic pressure, his fingers pumping steadily inside her. He could feel the familiar tension gathering in her body, the coiling of her muscles. He worked her toward the edge with a devoted, relentless focus.

Her climax, when it came, was a sharp, shattering release. It tore through her with a violence that had little to do with pleasure and everything to do with pent-up energy. Her back arched, a guttural cry ripped from her throat, and she pulsed around his fingers in a series of hard, rhythmic clenches. It was intense, blinding, and profoundly empty.

As the waves subsided, she lay panting, spent. The image was still there. Dulled, but present. A heavy, quiet shape in the steam.

Tom lifted his head, his lips and chin glistening. He looked up at her, his eyes shining with pride and adoration. He had done it. He had met her frenzy with his service and brought her to that sharp, vocal peak. He moved up her body, kissing her toned stomach, the underside of her breast. He was ready for his turn, expecting her to guide him inside, to find her own pleasure again in the joining.

But Ella was already moving, her mind a cold, clear space after the storm. She pushed at his shoulder, rolling him onto his back. She sat up, reached for the nightstand, and grabbed a condom. Her movements were efficient, mechanical. She sheathed his slender, average erection with quick, practiced motions.

Then she straddled his hips. She didn’t lean down to kiss him. She didn’t look into his eyes. She guided him to her entrance, still wet, still throbbing from her orgasm, and sank down in one smooth, deep stroke.

The feeling was familiar. The good, solid stretch of him, the way he filled her just so. It was comfortable. It was loving. It was Tom.

And it felt like a whisper after a scream.

She began to move, riding him with a steady, driving rhythm. Her hands braced on his chest, her head down, her blonde hair a curtain hiding her face. She focused on the friction, on the physical act of fucking. This was about completion. About giving him his release, about performing the familiar script, about trying to find some scrap of normalcy in the wreckage of her own mind.

Tom’s hands settled on her hips, his touch reverent. “Ella… god, you feel amazing,” he moaned, his hips meeting her downward strokes. He was lost in it, in the sight of her magnificent body moving above him, in the feel of her tight warmth. Her intensity, her fierce concentration, was the biggest turn-on of his life. This was a new level of connection; he was sure of it. She was taking from him, and he was giving everything.

She increased her pace, her hips slapping against his with a force that made the bedframe creak. The sounds were raw, animal. She chased his climax, needing it to be over, needing the validation of having pleased him, of having used this act for its intended purpose. Her own body was a numb vessel. The pleasant sensations were there, but they were distant, muffled.

“I’m close,” he gasped, his fingers digging into the firm flesh of her ass. “Ella, I’m so close.”

“Come,” she said, the word flat, an instruction.

It was enough. With a choked cry, his body bowed beneath her, and he spilled into the condom, his release shuddering through him in powerful pulses. She felt the heat, the throb, the helpless clenching of his muscles. She kept moving, milking him, until he was spent and softening beneath her.

Then she stopped. She lifted off him, disposing of the condom in the bin by the bed without a word. She lay down beside him, on her back, staring at the ceiling. The silence stretched, thick and heavy.

Tom turned onto his side, his body glowing with satisfaction and deep emotional connection. He curled against her, his hand resting on the smooth plane of her stomach, his lips brushing her shoulder. “That was… incredible,” he whispered, his voice saturated with love and fulfilment. “I’ve never seen you like that. I love you so much.”

Ella closed her eyes. The warmth of his body, the tenderness in his touch, was a blanket she didn’t deserve. “I love you too,” she murmured automatically.

But inside, she felt hollow. The frantic energy was gone, leaving a cold, quiet space. The image in the shower hadn’t been erased. It had been baptized by Tom’s devotion, made more permanent, more real. She had used the man she loved to try and kill a fantasy, and she had failed. The guilt was now a cold stone in her gut, and the memory of Leon’s heavy, confident thickness was a promise that thrummed in her blood, refusing to be silenced.

Tom’s breathing evened out, deepening into sleep within minutes, his hand a comforting weight on her. Ella lay perfectly still, wide awake in the dark, the ghost of another man’s body lying between them in the bed.


Chapter Twelve

By the time the clock edged toward eight, the gym had thinned out.

The after-work crowd had come and gone, leaving behind the quieter rhythm of late evening, machines wiped down, lights slightly dimmer, music turned low. Ella finished her last session with a stretch and a smile, body pleasantly tired, muscles warm and loose beneath her skin.

Leon finished at the same time.

She noticed him across the floor, towel slung over one shoulder, posture relaxed in that way that always made him seem unbothered by time or effort. Even now, after days of trying not to think about it, her body reacted before her mind did. A tightening. An awareness she hadn’t invited.

She told herself to keep it together.

It was Friday. She was going home. Tom would be there. This was just work.

Ella headed into the staff changing room, rolling her shoulders as she shut the door behind her. The room was quiet, empty, lockers humming softly. She opened hers and reached for her bag, grateful for the moment alone, for the chance to breathe.

The door opened behind her.

Leon stepped in.

Her stomach flipped.

“Hey,” he said easily, like this was the most natural thing in the world.

“Hi,” she replied, too quickly, then cursed herself for it. She kept her back turned for a second longer than necessary, pretending to rummage, trying to steady her breathing.

He leaned back against the counter, unhurried, arms folding loosely across his chest. In the mirror above the sinks, she caught his reflection. Tall. Solid. Calm. Watching her without hiding it.

“You heading off?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Long week.”

He smiled faintly. “Tell me about it.”

There was a pause. Not awkward. Loaded.

Ella became acutely aware of the space between them, of the way the room felt smaller with him in it. Her mind, traitorous, flickered to steam, to tile, to the way water had run over his body days earlier. The image hit hard and fast, his big cock, his thick erection, and she swallowed, fingers tightening around her bag strap.

Leon tilted his head slightly, studying her. “You okay?”

“Fine,” she said, forcing a smile. “Just tired.”

He held her gaze a beat longer than politeness required, like he was deciding something. Then he spoke again, voice still calm, but with an edge she hadn’t heard before.

“You not taking a shower?” he asked, casual on the surface. “Thought it would be my turn to peek on you.”

The words landed like a spark.

Heat flared through her, sharp and immediate, followed by a rush of embarrassment that burned just as fast. Her heart kicked hard against her ribs. For a split second, she couldn’t tell whether he was teasing, testing, or calling her out.

She laughed, too light. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Am I?” he said, not unkindly.

Their eyes met in the mirror, and this time he didn’t look away.

The silence stretched, thick with things neither of them said. Ella felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with clothes, like he could see straight through her careful composure, straight to the moment she’d sworn herself never to repeat.

She straightened, turning to face him fully now. “I should go,” she said.

Leon nodded once, easy, respectful. “Yeah. Of course.”

But as he pushed off the counter and moved toward the door, close enough that she could feel the heat of him pass, he slowed.

Just for a moment.

Ella felt it immediately, that hesitation, that fractional pause that mirrored the one tightening in her own chest. She should have moved. Should have turned back to her locker, slung her bag over her shoulder, gone home to Tom who was waiting for her.

She didn’t.

Leon stopped too.

The silence between them thickened, charged with everything neither of them was saying. Ella’s mind was a mess of images and sensation, steam, muscle, the memory of him under the shower, the weight and certainty of his body burned so clearly into her thoughts she couldn’t push it away no matter how hard she tried.

There was a pull there.
Deep.
Unfamiliar.
Almost frightening in its strength.

She wanted to know what it would be like.

The realisation hit her hard enough to steal her breath.

No, she thought. I can’t. There’s Tom.

But her feet didn’t move. Her body didn’t listen.

Leon turned back to her slowly, as if he already knew. His gaze met hers, steady and unreadable, and something passed between them that felt older than words, recognition, understanding, inevitability.

He took a single step closer.

Ella’s heart hammered. She should have stepped away. She didn’t.

Leon lifted his hand and placed it lightly on her upper arm.

Not gripping.
Not claiming.
Just there.

The contact sent a shock through her, sharp and undeniable, like her body had been waiting for it. His touch was warm, grounding, confident, and it told her everything she was trying not to admit.

He knew.

He knew she wanted him.

They always do, his calm certainty seemed to say.
And I want you too.

Ella’s breath caught, torn cleanly down the middle. Tom’s face flashed in her mind, his warmth, his devotion, the life she was supposed to be walking back into right now.

And still she stood there.

Caught between who she was and who she suddenly felt herself becoming.

Leon’s thumb shifted slightly against her arm, just enough to let her know the moment was real, that this wasn’t imagination or misreading or harmless flirtation.


Chapter Thirteen

The air in the staff changing room was thick, charged. Leon filled it, his sheer physicality making the space feel small, intimate. He hadn’t moved, hadn’t spoken. He just looked down at her, his dark eyes calm but intent, waiting. The silence stretched, a taut wire vibrating with everything that had happened in the shower.

Ella looked up. The contrast was breathtaking, almost cruel. He was so tall, his shoulders blocking the light from the single bulb overhead, casting his face in shadow. The breadth of him, the dense muscle packed onto his frame, made her feel suddenly, acutely small. Not fragile, but… containable. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell the clean, soap scent on his skin, mixed with something deeper, muskier.

He leaned down.

It wasn’t aggressive. It was deliberate. A slow, controlled invasion of her personal space that gave her every chance to step back, to turn her head, to say no. She did none of those things. She watched his face come closer, her breath catching, her heart a frantic bird against her ribs.

His lips touched hers.

It was gentle. A testing, asking pressure. Soft. So soft. It was an offer, not a taking.

Her mind screamed a dozen warnings, but her body answered with a devastating honesty. Her lips parted on a sigh she didn’t mean to release, and she kissed him back. Tentative at first, a brush of her mouth against his. Then deeper. A slow, searching slide that sent a bolt of pure, undiluted heat straight to her core. It was different from kissing Tom. Tom’s kisses were familiar, loving, playful. This was… intentional. A quiet, confident claiming that bypassed her thoughts entirely.

He made a low sound in his throat, a hum of approval that vibrated against her mouth. One of his hands came up, his fingers splaying against the small of her back. His touch was warm, heavy, grounding. He pulled her closer, and she went, her body moulding against the hard wall of his chest. The kiss deepened, turning from curiosity to need in a heartbeat. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and she opened for him, a moan escaping her as he swept inside. He tasted of coffee and mint and man. It was a dark, addictive flavour. Her hands, which had been hanging uselessly at her sides, came up of their own volition, her fingers gripping the hard muscle of his biceps. She could feel the power there, coiled and ready.

The kiss became everything. It was hungry, consuming, a slow burn that ignited every nerve ending. His other hand came up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheekbone with a tenderness that contradicted the sheer dominance of his body. The contradiction shattered her. She kissed him back with equal hunger, her tongue tangling with his, her body pressing closer, seeking the heat and solidity of him.

Clothing became an unbearable barrier.

Her hands fumbled for the hem of his tight black t-shirt. He broke the kiss only long enough to pull it over his head in one swift motion, tossing it aside. Her breath hitched. Seeing him up close, without the distance of the shower steam, was a different kind of shock. The defined slabs of his pectorals, the deep ridges of his abdomen, the dark trail of hair leading down… it was a map of pure masculine power. She pressed her palms flat against his chest, feeling the heat of his skin, the steady, strong beat of his heart.

His hands went to her waist, his fingers deftly finding the tie of her wrap-style top. He loosened it, the fabric falling open. He pushed it from her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. She stood before him in her sports bra and leggings, her skin pebbling in the cool air, her nipples tight peaks against the fabric. His gaze raked over her, a slow, appreciative appraisal that made her feel more naked than she ever had with Tom.

He kissed her again, harder this time, his hands sliding down to her hips, pulling her firmly against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection through his shorts, a thick, insistent pressure against her lower stomach. The sensation sent a fresh wave of slick heat flooding between her legs. Oh god.

They undressed each other with a frantic, silent urgency, driven by a disbelief that this was actually happening. Her leggings were peeled down her toned legs; his shorts followed. Soon, she stood in only her bra and a simple black thong. He was in just his boxers, the grey cotton straining visibly over the substantial bulge of his arousal.

It was then, with the cool air on her nearly naked skin and the reality of what was about to happen crashing down, that panic finally broke through the desire.

She jerked back, her hands coming up to press against his chest, not pushing him away, but holding him at bay. Her breath came in ragged gasps. “Wait. Stop. I… I can’t.” The words tumbled out, choked with genuine fear. “I mustn’t. Leon, I have a boyfriend.”

She said it like a talisman, a final, desperate defence. Her eyes were wide, pleading with him to be the responsible one, to be the one who stopped this.

Leon didn’t argue. He didn’t try to soothe her or tell her it was okay. His expression remained calm, unreadable. He simply looked at her, his dark eyes holding hers. Then, slowly, he reached down and took her right hand.

His grip was firm, warm. He guided her hand, not to his waist, but lower. He placed her palm directly over the thick, heavy bulge in his boxers, pressing her hand down so she could feel it.

Ella’s breath vanished.

Her fingers curled instinctively against the fabric. What she felt there… it wasn’t just hard. It was a presence. Long, thick, impossibly heavy with promise. The sheer size of it, even through the cotton, was a physical shock. Her mind supplied the image from the shower, that formidable weight, hard and erect, and now her hand was confirming it. A sharp, needy gasp escaped her lips. Her knees felt weak.

He held her hand there, letting her feel the full, daunting measure of him. Then, his voice was low, calm, and devastatingly direct.

“Does your boyfriend have this?”

The question hung in the air, simple, brutal, and utterly transformative.

It wasn’t cruel. It was just… true. It collapsed every wall, every rationalization she’d built. It made the comparison physical, immediate, and unavoidable. Tom’s loving, slender, average size, which she cherished, which hit all the right spots, was suddenly, irrevocably contrasted against this. This was not about love. This was about pure, primal anatomy. About a different kind of fit, a different kind of fill. The question wasn’t about Tom as a person; it was about Tom’s body versus Leon’s. And in that moment, her body answered for her.

A fresh, aching throb pulsed deep inside her, her core clenching around nothing, craving that thickness. Her resistance melted, not from persuasion, but from a fundamental, biological acknowledgment. Her hand, still pressed against him, didn’t pull away. Her fingers flexed, feeling the hard, hot length beneath the fabric.

She wanted to know. She wanted to feel it. The curiosity burned hotter than the guilt, a wildfire that consumed every rational thought. What would it be like to touch him, really touch him? To feel that thick, heavy length against her skin, to explore every inch of him with her hands, her lips, her mouth. The desire was overwhelming, a primal need that overrode all sense of morality or consequence. Her body ached for it, a deep, insistent throb between her thighs that she couldn’t ignore.

Her eyes dropped to the bulge beneath his boxers, her hand still pressed against it. She could feel the heat radiating through the fabric, the unmistakable pulse of his arousal. Her fingers twitched, the urge to explore, to know, becoming unbearable. She wanted to pull down his boxers, to see him fully, to feel him in her hand, in her mouth. The thought made her knees weak, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

Leon seemed to read her thoughts. His hand tightened around hers, pressing her palm more firmly against him. “Go ahead,” he said, his voice low and rough. “You want to.”

She did. Oh, god, she did. With trembling fingers, she slid her hand under the elastic waistband of his boxers, her heart pounding in her chest. Her fingers brushed against the hot, silken skin of his shaft, and she gasped at the sensation. It was even bigger than she had imagined, thick and heavy, the skin smooth and velvety against her touch. Her fingers curled around him hesitantly, feeling the hard, unyielding length beneath her palm.

Leon groaned softly, a deep rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. Encouraged by his reaction, she tightened her grip slightly, sliding her hand up and down in a slow, tentative stroke. He was so firm, so real beneath her fingers, and the sensation was intoxicating. Her thumb brushed over the head, feeling the slickness of pre-cum, and she felt a rush of wetness between her own legs.

Her other hand reached up to cup his balls, feeling their weight in her palm. They were full, heavy, and she squeezed them gently, eliciting another low moan from him. The sound went straight to her core, making her clench with need. She sunk to her knees, she leaned forward slightly, her lips brushing against the tip teasingly before pulling back slightly teasing him as she looked up into his dark eyes waiting for what would come next...

The perspective shift was profound. From here, he was a monolith. His narrow waist, the pronounced V of his hips, the dense muscle of his thighs framing the straining grey cotton. Her hands went to the waistband of his boxers. Her fingers trembled, but her movements were deliberate. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic and drew them down.

His erection sprang free, and Ella’s breath caught in a sharp, audible gasp.

It was one thing to see it in the steamy distance of the shower. It was another entirely to have it right before her, at eye level, in the stark, unforgiving light of the single bulb. It was massive. Thick, veined, and heavy, it curved upwards with a slight, arrogant tilt. The head was broad, a smooth, dark plum, already glistening with a bead of clear fluid. The shaft was long, so long, and of a thickness that made her mouth water and her core clench in simultaneous dread and desperate need. It was utterly, devastatingly masculine.

Worship. The word floated up from some deep, submissive part of her psyche she never knew existed. She leaned forward, her blonde hair spilling over her shoulders. The scent of him, clean skin and pure, musky arousal, filled her senses. She nuzzled the base of his shaft first, her lips brushing the hot skin, inhaling him. Then, tentatively, she flicked her tongue against the velvety underside, tracing a thick vein from root to tip.

A low, rumbling groan vibrated from above her. The sound went straight to her pussy, making her throb. Emboldened, she took the broad head into her mouth. It was a stretch just to accommodate it. She swirled her tongue around the corona, licking away the salty-sweet fluid, savouring the unique texture of him. She suckled gently, her cheeks hollowing.

“That’s it,” Leon murmured, his voice a deep, approving rumble. One of his hands came to rest lightly on the crown of her head, not forcing, just present. The weight of it was a command in itself.

She took him deeper, working her lips and tongue down the impressive length as far as she could. Her jaw ached beautifully. She used one hand to wrap around the base of his shaft, her fingers not even meeting, and began to stroke what her mouth couldn’t reach. She worshipped him with a focused, awed intensity. She licked the length, kissed the heavy sac of his balls, taking one gently into her mouth before releasing it with a soft pop. She returned to the head, sucking it greedily, her tongue dancing over the slit, lapping up every drop he gave her. She was lost in the act, in the sheer physicality of him, in the power of giving this man pleasure with her mouth. It felt illicit, profound, and more sexually charged than anything she’d ever done.

After minutes that felt like hours, his hand on her head tightened slightly. “Enough,” he said, his voice strained with control.

He reached down, his hands closing under her arms, and lifted her to her feet as if she weighed nothing. She stood before him, dazed, her lips swollen, her mind hazy with lust and submission.

“Strip,” he told her, the single word a quiet command.

She obeyed without thought. Her hands went to the clasp of her sports bra. It came undone, and she let it fall, baring her firm 34C breasts, her nipples painfully tight. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her black thong and pushed it down her toned legs, stepping out of it. She stood completely naked before him, her body on display, the slim, toned stomach, the feminine swell of her hips, the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass, the long, shapely legs.

He didn’t pounce. He took a moment, his dark eyes traveling over every inch of her with a slow, appreciative intensity that was more possessive than Tom’s worshipful gaze had ever been. He was assessing what was now, implicitly, his to use. The scrutiny made her skin flush, a fresh wave of wetness slicking her inner thighs.

Then he moved. In one fluid motion, he bent, slid an arm behind her knees and another around her back, and lifted her effortlessly. He carried her the few steps to one of the long, vinyl-covered benches against the wall and laid her down on it. The material was cool against her back. He stood at the end of the bench, his hands going underneath her thighs. He lifted her legs, spreading them wide, opening her completely to his view.

Her pussy was exposed, glistening, swollen, the blonde curls damp. He looked at her for a long, heavy moment, and then he lowered his head.

His mouth on her was not like Tom’s. It wasn’t worshipful or exploratory. It was hungry. He didn’t tease. His tongue speared into her in one long, firm stroke, licking from her entrance all the way up to her clit. A shocked, guttural cry tore from Ella’s throat. His tongue was broad, strong, and he used it without mercy. He ate her with a focused, relentless intensity, his lips sealing around her clit, sucking it gently while his tongue flicked rapidly over the sensitive nub. He plunged his tongue inside her again and again, fucking her with it, the wet, slurping sounds obscene in the quiet room.

Ella’s hands scrabbled at the smooth vinyl, her back arching. Pleasure, raw and devastating, detonated through her system. It was too much, too soon, too skilled. He found a rhythm, suck, lick, plunge, that had her hurtling toward the edge in under a minute. She was sobbing, her hips bucking against his face, her fingers tangling in his dark hair, not to guide him but to hold on.

“Oh god… Leon…” she begged, the name a surrender.

He growled against her, the vibration tipping her over. Her orgasm crashed through her, a blinding, convulsive wave that clenched her entire body. She screamed, her vision whiting out, her core pulsing around nothing, craving a fullness his tongue couldn’t provide.

As the last tremors subsided, he rose. He was above her, his face glistening with her wetness, his eyes dark with his own need. His erection, thicker and harder than ever, bobbed against his stomach. He positioned himself between her still-spread thighs, the broad, slick head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance.

The moment of contact was electric. The sheer size of him, pressing there, was a reality that shattered the last of her post-orgasmic haze. A spike of pure, animal fear lanced through the desire.

“Please,” she breathed, her voice thin and shaky. She reached up, her hand pressing weakly against his rock-hard abdomen. Her blue eyes were wide, pleading. “Gentle. I’m… I’m not used to anything so big.”

His voice, that low, calm rumble, is the only thing anchoring her to this moment. Gentle. He promised gentle. But the reality pressing against her is a monument that mocks the word. Her hand on his stomach doesn’t push him away; it’s a plea, a prayer against the impossible.

Ella’s breath catches, her mind reeling for a moment. “Please,” she whispers, her voice trembling. “Tom and I always use a condom.”

Leon doesn’t move. His gaze is unwavering, intense, as he looks down at her, her body naked and exposed beneath him, open for him, utterly vulnerable. His tone is firm, almost dismissive, as he replies, “I never use condoms. They won’t fit.”

The words hang in the air, heavy with implication. She feels a shiver run through her, a mix of fear and something darker, more primal. Her hands twitch on the bench, her body still yearning for him despite the weight of his confession.

He waits. Silent. Giving her the choice, though the moment feels inevitable, as if her decision was already made the second she climbed onto this bench with him.

Ella stays exactly where she is. She can’t move, can’t pull away. She needs him. She needs to know what it will be like to feel him fully, to be stretched, to be overwhelmed like never before. The thought of stopping now, of walking away from this moment, is unbearable. Her body aches for him, the need clawing at her from the inside out. She can’t stop.

She looks up at him, her eyes wide, her heart pounding. And then she nods, a small, almost imperceptible movement, but it’s enough.

She feels the shift in his body, a minute repositioning. The broad, slick crown of him nestles more firmly against her opening. It’s a blunt, hot pressure, a brand waiting to be seared into her. Ella’s breath hitches, her body instinctively trying to clench closed, but she is too wet, too open, too ready.

He pushes.

It’s not a thrust. It’s an inexorable, slow advance.

The initial stretch is immediate, shocking. A tight, burning ring of pressure as her body yields to the sheer girth of him. She gasps, her fingers digging into the hard ridges of his abdomen. Oh god. It’s more than she imagined. It’s a filling, a claiming of space that has never been touched. The thick head pops past her tightest resistance, and a choked, ragged moan is torn from her throat. It’s pain and pleasure fused into one blinding point of sensation.

He pauses, embedded just that first devastating inch. “Breathe, Ella,” he instructs, his voice strained with his own control.

She obeys, sucking in a shuddering lungful of air. The burning subsides, transforming into a deep, aching fullness. Her inner muscles flutter around the invading column, trying to accommodate, trying to understand.

He pushes again.

Another inch. A slow, grinding slide that stretches her walls in a way she has never known. It’s not just length; it’s the thickness. The heavy, veined shaft forces her open, millimetre by torturous millimetre. Her eyes are wide, locked on his, her mouth slack. A high, thin whimper escapes her as he sinks deeper. Her hips writhe, not to escape, but to take him, to somehow make room for this impossible presence.

He is halfway. Maybe less.

The feeling is… consuming. Her world narrows to the point where their bodies join. Every nerve ending in her channel is screaming, alive, mapping the formidable shape of him. The pleasant, comfortable stretch Tom gives her is a distant memory, a faint echo completely overwritten by this profound, physical overwhelm. She can feel every ridge, every pulse of blood within him. She is being remade around him.

“Fuck,” she breathes, the word a stunned exhalation. Her head rolls back on the vinyl bench, her blonde hair fanning out. Her hands fall from his stomach to clutch at the edges of the bench, her knuckles white.

He continues, his pace glacial, relentless. Each incremental advance is a new revelation. The burning has faded completely, replaced by a building, urgent need. The stretch is becoming a drug. Her body, confused and overwhelmed, is beginning to crave more. A fresh flood of wetness eases his passage, and she feels him slide a fraction deeper.

Her hips lift involuntarily, seeking more of that incredible, punishing fullness. The movement draws a low groan from him. “Good girl,” he murmurs, the praise going straight to her core, making her clench around the part of him she has taken.

He’s three-quarters in. The pressure is immense, a constant, thrilling presence against her deepest places. She feels stuffed, impossibly full, yet there is a hollow ache for the last of him. She needs it all.

“More,” she begs, her voice raw. “Please, I need… I need all of it.”

He doesn’t need telling twice. With one final, controlled surge, he pushes home.

The last few inches are a revelation. The thick base of his shaft seats itself fully inside her, and his pelvis comes to rest firmly against her, his body pressed to hers. He is in. All of him. Every impossible inch of that massive, 10-inch cock is buried to the hilt inside her petite, stretched pussy.

For a moment, they are frozen. Him, buried deep, his body rigid with the effort of his slow control. Her, utterly impaled, her lungs struggling for air, her entire being focused on the incredible sensation of completion. She is so full she can feel him in her throat. She is stretched to her absolute limit, a tight, hot sheath around his monumental girth. It is terrifying. It is glorious. It is everything she didn’t know she needed.

A slow, trembling orgasm begins to build, just from the feeling of being so completely filled. It starts as a deep, internal thrum, a vibration that resonates from where he is joined to her. Her channel spasms, a soft, fluttering pulse around the solid intrusion.

“I’m… I’m going to come,” she whispers, dazed, incredulous. “Just from you being inside me.”

Leon’s calm finally cracks. A sharp, gratified hiss escapes his lips. He begins to move.

He pulls back, a slow, dragging withdrawal that makes her cry out at the loss, at the incredible friction of his thick shaft gliding along her sensitized walls. Then he pushes back in, not as slowly this time. A firm, deep stroke that seats him fully again with a soft, wet slap of skin.

That’s all it takes.

The coiled tension in her belly snaps. Her second orgasm of the night with him detonates, but this one is different. It’s not a sharp peak; it’s a deep, rolling quake that originates from the very core of her being, from the place he is so profoundly occupying. It shakes through her in powerful, continuous waves, her back arching off the bench, a raw, sustained scream ripped from her lungs. Her inner muscles clamp down on him in a vicious, rhythmic milking, as if her body is trying to claim him even as he claims her. Pleasure whites out her vision, a tidal wave of sensation that drowns thought, guilt, everything. There is only this, the fullness, the friction, the overwhelming rightness of it.

He fucks her through it, his pace steady and deep. Each stroke stokes the dying embers of her climax, prolonging the ecstasy. She is a writhing, sobbing mess beneath him, completely surrendered to the physical reality of him. The vinyl bench creaks with the force of his thrusts. The wet, slapping sounds of their joining are obscenely loud.

He is not gentle anymore. He doesn’t need to be. Her body has accepted him, welcomed him, and now he takes what is his. His thrusts become more powerful, more possessive. He leans over her, one hand braced by her head, the other gripping her hip, holding her in place as he drives into her with a piston-like rhythm. She can only take it, her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into the hard muscle of his ass, pulling him deeper with every plunge.

The stretch is constant, the friction exquisite. Every time he bottoms out, the thick base of him grinds against her clit, sending fresh sparks through her oversensitive system. She feels another, smaller orgasm gathering, a shimmering tightness coiling low in her belly.

He feels it too. His rhythm falters, his control slipping. His breath comes in harsh grunts near her ear. “Going to come inside you,” he growls, the words hot and final.

“Nooooo!” her mind screams, a desperate, internal protest that is swallowed whole by the overwhelming sensation of him. Her body betrays her thoughts, arching into him, pulling him deeper. She can’t stop him, she doesn’t want to stop him. She needs this, needs to feel everything he can give her. The stretch, the fullness, the raw, unrelenting pressure of his cock pushing her to her absolute limit. And now, she needs to feel his seed pump into her, hot and thick, claiming her in a way that leaves no doubt who she belongs to in this moment.

Her hands claw at the edges of the bench, her breath coming in shallow, frantic gasps. The burning has transformed into something else entirely, an all-consuming need to be filled, to be dominated, to be utterly ruined by him. Her inner walls flutter around him, trying to draw him deeper, as if her body knows it was made for this, for him. The ache in her core is unbearable, a delicious torment that drives her halfway to madness.

“Please,” she whimpers, though she’s not even sure what she’s begging for anymore. More? To stop? It doesn’t matter. Her body has already made the decision for her, her hips lifting to meet his relentless thrusts, her legs tightening around his waist as if to keep him there forever. She feels like she’s unravelling, every nerve in her body alight with a pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

The declaration, the primal possessiveness of it, is the final trigger. Her third orgasm crashes into his. It’s a mutual, shattering confluence. Her body seizes, clamping down on him with a fierce, possessive strength of its own as he gives one last, deep, driving thrust and buries himself to the root.

She feels him pulse. A thick, hot jet of release floods her depths, followed by another, and another. The sensation of being filled twice, first by his cock, now by his seed, is profoundly intimate, profoundly wrong, and profoundly erotic. The heat of his cum spreads inside her, a shocking, wet warmth that marks her in a way Tom’s condom-sheathed releases never could. He groans, a long, low sound of pure satisfaction, his body shuddering against hers as he empties himself into her welcoming, clasping heat.

She can’t think, can’t breathe. All she can do is feel, the stretch, the fullness, the heat of his cum spreading inside her. It’s too much, and yet not enough. Her body convulses around him, milking him for every drop, unwilling to let go even as he begins to soften within her.

This is wrong, a small voice whispers in the back of her mind. But it’s drowned out by the roaring truth of her body’s surrender. This isn’t gentle. This isn’t love. This is something darker, something primal. And she never wants it to end.

They collapse together into the aftermath, a tangle of sweat-slicked limbs and ragged breath. He is still inside her, softening slightly but still a significant, stretching presence. Ella’s mind is a blank, blissful void. Every atom of her being is satiated, used, and profoundly changed. The ghost of the shower is gone. It has been made flesh, and it has ruined her for anything less.

Leon finally lifts his weight off her, slipping out of her with a soft, wet sound that makes her whimper at the sudden, aching emptiness. He stands, looking down at her sprawled on the bench, her body glistening, her pussy leaking a mixture of their fluids onto the vinyl.

Tom is asleep at home, sated and loving, completely unaware that his girlfriend’s body now carries the physical proof of another man’s absolute dominion.


Chapter Fourteen

The silence in the staff changing room was broken only by the soft rustle of fabric. Ella moved quickly, her hands trembling slightly as she pulled her thong up over her thoroughly fucked pussy. The sensation was a shocking reminder, a cool, wet trickle of Leon’s thick, gooey cum dribbling out of her, slicking her inner thighs. She bit her lip, a flush of shame and illicit thrill heating her skin. She didn’t look at him as she yanked her leggings up, the tight material pressing the dampness against her.

Leon watched her from where he stood, already dressed in his shorts and t-shirt, leaning against the lockers with a calm, knowing smile on his face. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. His presence, the memory of his body dominating hers, was a brand in the air between them.

Half an hour later, her key turned in the front door. The faint noise of the TV drifted from the sitting room. A normal sound. A safe sound. It felt like a lie.

“Hi Babe,” Tom called out, his voice warm and familiar.

Ella’s heart hammered against her ribs. “Hey!” she managed, too brightly, already rushing past the doorway toward the bedroom. “I didn’t shower at work, I’m gonna hop in now.”

She was a whirlwind of guilty motion. In the sanctuary of their bedroom, she tore at her clothes, desperate to wash the evidence from her skin, to scrub away the scent of another man. The leggings hit the floor, the tank top followed. She was just stepping out of her thong when the door opened.

Tom stood there, a soft, affectionate smile on his face. He took two quick steps to her and wrapped his arms around her naked body from behind, pulling her against his chest. He nuzzled her neck, his lips finding her skin. “Missed you,” he murmured.

She stiffened. ‘OMG! Will he taste Leon on me?’ The panic was ice in her veins. But she couldn’t suddenly not kiss the man she always kissed. It would be a confession in itself. She forced herself to relax, turning her head. His mouth found hers in a sweet, familiar kiss. His tongue slipped past her lips, exploring. Ella kissed him back, her mind screaming, her body a statue of tension.

“You’re very tense,” he said, pulling back, his brow furrowed with concern. “Tough day at work? Let me relax you.”

Before she could protest, his hands were on her shoulders, guiding her, turning her. He pushed her gently back onto the edge of their bed. ‘Noooo!’ Her mind screamed. She was still full of Leon’s cum. The betrayal was a physical weight in her belly.

“Tom, I’m really sweaty, I should shower….” she started, but he was already kneeling on the floor between her legs.

“Shhh,” he said, his eyes full of adoration. “I love how you taste after the gym.”

His hands hooked into the sides of her thong, the same thong she’d just pulled up over Leon’s mess. He peeled it down her toned legs, his gaze fixed on what he was revealing. He pushed her thighs apart, opening her to his view. Ella held her breath, her stomach clenching.

He leaned down, his breath warm against her damp curls. He didn’t dive in immediately. He just looked, his expression one of pure, worshipful awe. “OMG, Babe,” he whispered, his voice husky. “You’re so wet.”

‘Fuck,’ she thought, her eyes squeezing shut. ‘He’s going to know. This is the end. One stupid fuck with a man with a big cock and the end of my incredible loving relationship with Tom. I’m such an idiot.’

Then she felt it. The first soft, loving swipe of his tongue. He licked her from her slightly gaping, well-used hole all the way up to her clit. A shudder wracked her body. It wasn’t the hungry, devouring assault of Leon’s mouth. This was Tom, tender, attentive, worshipping.

“So wet for me again, babe,” he murmured against her, his words vibrating through her sensitive flesh. “You’re such a slut for me.”

The words, usually a playful endearment in their private language, now felt like a knife twist. Guilt choked her. And yet, as his tongue settled into its familiar, expert rhythm, lapping, circling, gently sucking her clit, her traitorous body responded. Pleasure, separate from her spiralling mind, began to build. It was layered over the deep, lingering ache Leon had left, a faint echo over a booming bass note.

Tom ate her with devoted passion. He buried his face in her, his soft moans of enjoyment vibrating against her. Ella’s hands fisted in the duvet. She could feel the difference so acutely. His tongue felt… small. Pleasant, skilled, but it didn’t dominate her senses, didn’t stretch or fill. It was a gentle caress where she had just been ravaged.

And then she felt it, the moment his tongue delved inside her entrance. It probed, tasting. Tasting her, and tasting him. Leon’s thick, fertile cum, mixed with her own arousal. Tom hummed in pleasure, swallowing it down. ‘Oh god,’ Ella thought, a wave of nausea mixing with the building pleasure. ‘I just made my boyfriend swallow another man’s cum and he doesn’t even know.’ The degradation of it, the intimacy of the betrayal, was so profound it tipped her over the edge.

Her orgasm crashed into her, sharp and sudden. It was a tense, guilty clenching, her back arching as she cried out. Her juices, and Leon’s, flooded into Tom’s willing mouth. He drank her down, his hands gripping her hips, holding her through the tremors until she collapsed back onto the bed, spent and hollow.

As the last aftershocks faded, she reached down, her fingers stroking his soft, stubbled cheek. He looked up at her, his eyes glazed with love and lust, his lips glistening. “Babe,” she breathed, her voice shaky. “I need you to fuck me.”

Tom’s face lit up with boyish delight. “I can’t believe you’re so horny,” he said, scrambling to his feet, fumbling with his jeans. “I’m so fucking lucky. All those fit muscle guys at the gym and you come home horny for me.”

Ella flushed with a scalding embarrassment, but Tom just saw the pink on her cheeks and chest as the flush of sex. He sheathed himself with a condom from the nightstand. Ella watched, a hysterical thought bubbling up. ‘How pointless. I’ve just had Leon fill me with so much fertile, thick cum.’ But she didn’t stop him. She just lay back, opening her legs.

He moved over her, his slender, average cock, 5.5 inches of familiar, beloved flesh, pressing against her soaked entrance. He kissed her, his tongue still tasting of her and Leon, and pushed inside.

‘OMG.’

The realization was instantaneous, shocking in its clarity. She could feel him. Sort of. But barely.

It was just a presence, a slender movement inside a space that now felt cavernous. There was no stretch, no feeling of being filled, no burning friction. His cock slid in with obscene ease, as if her pussy was a loose, slick sleeve. He was a faint, distant reminder of having sex. He barely touched the sides. She had been so stretched, so thoroughly opened by Leon, that Tom now felt like a ghost inside her.

Tom began to move, his hips rocking in a steady, loving rhythm. He was lost in her, in the sensation, his eyes closed in pleasure. “You feel so good, Ella,” he groaned. “So tight.”

Tight. The word was a cruel joke. She wasn’t tight. She was ruined.

Ella lay there, trying to fuck him back, lifting her hips to meet his thrusts. But the mechanics felt off. Her body, recalibrated for a different scale, couldn’t find the friction it craved. Some of the time, she just stared up at his handsome, earnest face with a kind of detached shock. The difference wasn’t just psychological. It was a vast, physical chasm. One man had remade her; the other now moved through the empty space left behind.

Tom’s pace quickened, his breath coming faster. He was lost in his own pleasure, in the visual of his beautiful, toned girlfriend beneath him, her firm 34C breasts bouncing slightly with his movements, her slim stomach quivering, her long, shapely legs wrapped around his waist. He worshipped her with his body, as he always did.

Ella felt his climax approach, a tensing in his muscles, a change in his rhythm. She made the right sounds, a soft moan, her fingers digging into his back. With a final, deep thrust and a low groan, he came inside the condom. He shuddered against her, then slowly, easily, slid out.

He disposed of the condom and collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms, nuzzling her hair. “That was amazing,” he sighed, his voice already thick with sleep. “Love you so much.”

“Love you too,” Ella whispered automatically.

Within minutes, his breathing evened out into the soft, deep rhythm of sleep. Ella lay rigid in his embrace, her eyes wide open in the dark. Her body felt numb. Her pussy felt… empty. Not the pleasant, satiated emptiness after good sex, but a yawning, aching void. The ghost of Leon’s immense thickness seemed to haunt her very walls. Tom’s loving, average fuck had only highlighted the void. She was naked in the arms of the man she loved, and she had never felt more alone, or more utterly, irrevocably changed.


Book Two Teaser

She thought it would end with one mistake.
One look.
One night she could bury and never speak of again.

She was wrong.

Ella crossed a line she can never uncross, and now her body remembers what her conscience wants to forget. The difference. The scale. The way being wanted felt when it was taken rather than earned. What started as curiosity has become comparison, and comparison is a poison that spreads.

At home, Tom still adores her.
Still worships her.
Still believes she is his.

At the gym, Leon doesn’t chase.
He waits.
He knows exactly what he awakened in her, and he knows she will come back.

Because once a woman learns the truth of what her body craves, love alone is no longer enough to keep her faithful.

Book Two plunges deeper into obsession, secrecy, and surrender. Ella is no longer choosing between two men, she is choosing between the woman she was and the woman she is becoming. Each lie tightens the knot. Each touch pulls her further away from safety and closer to something darker, heavier, more consuming.

This time, it isn’t about cheating.

It’s about ownership.
It’s about being watched.
It’s about discovering that some desires don’t ask permission, they demand obedience.

And Tom?

Tom is about to learn that devotion can be the most dangerous kink of all.
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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.
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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.
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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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Isabella's Taboo fun turns into kinky cuckolding
Another very naughty book by Emma Sluttily
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