
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: Under Her Thumb

BOOK ONE

He thought he was her boyfriend. He was wrong.
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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.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Cuckold 

	Femdom 

	Sissification 

	Spanking 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual humiliation 

	SPH 

	First time 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Prologue

They had found a quiet corner in the pub, the kind of corner where conversations softened and time moved a little slower. A low amber glow from the hanging lights brushed over the tables, catching the condensation on their glasses and the faint curl of steam from the kitchen doorway.

Sofia sat opposite him, laughing at something one of her flatmates had messaged in their group chat, her phone resting lightly in her hand. Milton pretended to be checking his own, but really, he was just watching her.

Three months.
They had been dating for three months, and he still could not quite believe she was real, or that she was with him.

Her green eyes caught the light when she looked up, bright and alive, like they were forever on the verge of some mischievous secret. Her dark hair fell loosely over her shoulders, framing her face in soft waves. She wore a simple, fitted top beneath her jacket, nothing flashy, yet somehow, she looked like the most beautiful girl in the entire place.

And it wasn’t just her face. Sofia’s body had a quiet, natural perfection to it; the soft, full curve of her 34C breasts beneath the fabric, the narrow line of her waist, the gentle swell of her hips that flowed into the rounded shape of her backside. Her legs were long and elegant, the kind that made every movement look graceful without her ever seeming to try.

There was something effortless about her beauty. Not loud. Not trying. Just… there. Natural. Confident. As if she carried her own gravity, and people noticed her without understanding why.

She took a sip of her drink, her lips curving in that small, thoughtful smile she often wore when she was somewhere between amused and distracted. Her posture was relaxed, leaned slightly forward, elbows resting on the table. Comfortable. At ease.

With him.

Milton’s chest warmed at the thought.

He still felt, sometimes, like he was punching above his weight. Like any moment some invisible hand would tap his shoulder and inform him there’d been a mistake. He was the boy who worked hard, kept his head down, tried to do the right thing. He wasn’t the kind of guy girls like Sofia usually chose.

And yet, she had chosen him.

She looked up and caught him staring, that teasing spark appearing in her eyes.
“What?” she asked lightly.

He shook his head, smiling shyly. “Nothing.”

But what he meant was: Everything. You. Us. The fact that somehow, I’m here with you, and I still don’t understand how.

Sofia just smirked faintly, like she’d heard the part he didn’t say, she reached across the table and brushed her fingers over the back of his hand, then, almost playfully, closed her fingers around his wrist. Just for a second. Not tight. Not forceful. But certain. When she let go, he felt strangely lighter… and somehow more aware that he’d been held.

Sofia smirked faintly, like she’d heard the part he didn’t say, then went back to her drink.

Milton leaned back, watching her, and thought only one thing.

I hope it always stays like this.

He never noticed how easily the thought sounded like a wish, and how quietly, beneath the surface, it was already becoming a promise he’d learn to keep.


Chapter One

Milton still couldn’t believe Sofia was his. After three months together, he still felt a little out of place every time he held her, like some awkward scholarship boy who’d stumbled into dating the most gorgeous girl on campus. Her room smelled faintly of her perfume, sweet and heady, and the soft lamplight caught the dark waves of her hair as she leaned into him.

They were sprawled across her bed, kissing like they had a hundred times before. Milton’s hands, sweaty with nerves, roamed her sides, brushing against the curves that drove him mad. Every time he dared to reach higher, to let his fingers stray toward the swell of her breasts, she gently caught his wrist and pulled it back down.

“Milton,” she murmured against his lips, her voice soft but firm. “You know I can’t.”

He groaned, half in frustration, half in need. “Sofia, come on. It’s been three months. I….I don’t mean, you know, all the way. Just… let me touch a little more.” His eyes flicked toward her chest, straining under the modest blouse she always wore, even in private.

She smiled, indulgent, and shook her head. “No sex before marriage. You know that. My mother would kill me, and I’d feel even worse.”

Milton flopped back on the pillow dramatically, covering his face with his hands. “You’re going to kill me first. Do you even know what it’s like for me? Going home every night….”

She laughed, a low, musical sound, and slapped his chest lightly. “Poor Milton. You think you’re the first man to wait?”

“You’re too hot to wait for,” he blurted, sitting up again. His voice cracked a little, betraying just how wound-up he was. “Do you have any idea what it does to me, when you let me kiss you like that and then stop?”

Sofia tilted her head, studying him with those big, dark eyes. “Maybe that’s the point,” she said, half-teasing, half-serious. “If you can’t control yourself now, how will I trust you later?”

Milton groaned again, collapsing against her shoulder, breathing in the faint scent of her shampoo. His hands hovered awkwardly at her waist. “You drive me crazy.”

She smirked, pressing a quick kiss to his cheek. “Good.”

Milton kissed her again, more urgently this time, his hands sliding up her sides despite her earlier warnings. He broke the kiss, panting. “Sofia, please… just a little. I swear I won’t try to go too far. I just….God, I need to touch you.”

She sighed, giving him a look that was equal parts stern and tender. “You’re impossible, you know that?”

“Impossible and dying,” he muttered, his face flushed.

For a long moment she hesitated, then finally shook her head with a small, resigned smile. “Fine. But only this once. And don’t you dare push it.”

Milton’s heart leapt. He watched in disbelief as she reached down and tugged her blouse over her head, tossing it onto the chair. She sat there in a simple black bra that barely contained the fullness of her breasts. Milton’s eyes widened, his mouth going dry.

“Oh my God…” he breathed. He couldn’t help staring. Even through the bra they were perfect, round, heavy, pressing against the cups as though they could spill free with the slightest movement. “Sofia, you’re… you’re unreal.”

Her cheeks flushed a little, but she rolled her eyes. “Stop staring like that, you’re making me regret this already.”

But Milton couldn’t stop. His hands trembled as he lifted them to cup her through the fabric, the heat of her skin searing against his palms. He squeezed gently, then more firmly, unable to believe the weight, the softness, the way her nipples hardened beneath his touch.

She bit her lip, watching his face, then gave a warning little, “Milton…”

“I’m not…. I’m not going further,” he promised quickly, though his hands roamed over every inch of what she allowed him. “God, you’re killing me, Sofia. Do you have any idea what this does to me?”

She started to pull his hands away, but he caught her gaze, desperate. “Look, I’m….” He groaned, pressing his forehead to her shoulder. “I’m so hard right now it hurts. I swear I’m going to explode in my jeans. And it’s… it’s nothing special either. Just a stupid, average dick, but it’s like steel right now. I don’t know how much longer I can take this.”

Her hand froze on his wrist. Milton’s hands were still on her breasts when she suddenly glanced down at the bulge in his jeans. Her lips curled into a mischievous smile.

“My God… you really are about to burst, aren’t you?” she teased.

Milton groaned, embarrassed. “I told you. It’s killing me.”

She tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Go on then. Show me.”

His heart stopped. “W-what?”

“Your problem,” she said, smirking. “Let me see it.”

Milton froze. His first instinct was to obey, every fibre of him wanted to get it out, let her see, maybe even let her touch. But a wave of doubt hit him. Sofia was a goddess, way out of his league. What if she saw how… average he was? Thin, barely more than five inches when hard. She’d laugh, or worse….she’d be disappointed.

He stammered, “Sofia, I….I don’t know…”

She poked him in the ribs. “Oh, don’t be such a baby. You begged to see my breasts, didn’t you? Seems fair.”

Her teasing smile disarmed him. Flustered and red-faced, Milton fumbled with his belt and tugged his jeans open. His hard dick sprang up, straining, the head already damp. He couldn’t meet her eyes.

She gave a delighted laugh, covering her mouth with her hand. “Oh, Milton. You’re actually cute down there.”

“Cute?!” His ears burned.

“Mmmm. Now… show me what you do when you go home all worked up.”

His mouth went dry. “You mean….”

“Go on,” she coaxed, her voice low and sing-song. “Touch it for me.”

Milton’s hand shook as he wrapped it around himself, stroking slowly, his breath coming faster. He’d dreamed of her hand doing this, her mouth, but even her watching was enough to make him dizzy.

She was impossibly beautiful. The soft lamplight caught in her dark hair, giving it a warm sheen as it spilled over her shoulders. Her large green eyes, wide and thoughtful and faintly amused, seemed to hold secrets she’d never tell him. Her lips were full and soft, curved in that gentle half-smile that always made his chest tighten.

Her eyes flicked between his face and his dick. She leaned closer, voice playful, goading him. “That’s it. Good boy. You like me watching you, don’t you?”

Milton groaned, hips jerking. “God, Sofia, I….”

She smirked. “Go on. Let me see your cummies.”

The humiliation of the word made him lose it. His dick throbbed, and with a desperate moan he exploded, shooting white streams across her bedding, spattering the sheets.

Sofia burst out laughing, falling back onto the pillows, clutching her stomach. “Oh my God! Milton!”

Mortified, Milton scrambled to tuck himself back into his jeans, his softening dick sticky and sore. His face burned with shame.

“I….I’m sorry,” he muttered, fumbling with his belt.

She sat up, still giggling, then softened when she saw how stricken he looked. “Hey, don’t look like that. I wasn’t laughing at you. I just….” She bit her lip, sheepish. “I’ve never seen a man cum before. It surprised me.”

Milton groaned into his hands. “That’s even worse.”

She touched his shoulder gently. “Don’t be silly. It was… kind of sweet, actually.”

He didn’t look convinced. The sheets were a mess, his pride even messier.

Sofia gave the duvet a casual tug, almost amused.
“Better?” she said lightly. “Now maybe you can control yourself, now you’ve got those cummies out of your system.”


Chapter Two

Milton spent the whole day squirming in lectures, barely hearing a word. Every time he thought of Sofia’s laughter, the image of his cum splattered across her sheets, he wanted to crawl under the desk and disappear. By the time they met outside the library, he was pale, anxious, and clutching his bag strap like it was a lifeline.

Sofia, on the other hand, looked as radiant as ever, dark hair gleaming, blouse buttoned high, skirt demure. She kissed him lightly on the cheek as though nothing had happened.

Back in her room, she shut the door and dropped her bag on the chair. “So… about last night,” she said, smiling slyly.

Milton’s stomach sank. “Yeah… I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to make a mess. Or….” He broke off, red-faced.

She crossed her arms, tilting her head. “I had to change the bedding before I could even sleep.” Her smile widened. “That means you, mister, are taking my dirty, cummy-stained sheets to the laundry tomorrow. Since it was your mess.”

Milton nearly choked. “You want me to….what?”

“You heard me.” She sat on the edge of the bed, smoothing her skirt. “My flatmates already think I’m the good Catholic girl. They won’t suspect a thing. Just… make sure it all comes back clean.”

Milton swallowed hard, his shame burning deeper. “God, Sofia…”

She laughed softly and tugged him down beside her. “Relax. I didn’t say I didn’t like it. Honestly… watching you last night? It was kind of hot.” Her voice dropped, teasing. “Seeing how much you wanted me. How helpless you were.”

His heart thumped wildly. “You… you thought it was hot?”

“Yes,” she said simply, brushing her lips against his. Soon they were kissing again, her hand resting lightly on his thigh. When he reached for her, she didn’t stop him this time. She unbuttoned her blouse herself, slipping it off her shoulders and sitting back in her bra. Milton’s hands shook as he cupped her breasts again, kneading their weight, moaning into her mouth.

After a few breathless minutes, she pulled back, her eyes glittering with mischief. “Go on then,” she whispered. “Take it out for me again.”

Milton froze, but the ache between his legs was unbearable. With clumsy fingers, he unzipped, freeing his dick. It jutted up, already hard, twitching as she watched.

“Good boy,” she murmured, settling back to watch like a queen on her throne.

Milton swallowed and reached down, but her hand lifted, a sharp little command in the gesture.

“Stop.” Her voice was calm, curious. “I want to look for a moment. Remember, I haven’t seen one like that before… not hard and throbbing.”

He froze, every nerve buzzing. He couldn’t believe it, sitting there, exposed, his hard slender dick jutting from his trousers, on display, and the most beautiful woman in the world studying him with those cool green eyes, as if he were something fragile and completely under her control.

His cheeks burned, but he didn’t move. He waited, because she had told him to.

Sofia studied him another second, then gave a small nod.
“Okay,” she said softly. “Now you can stroke.”

Milton’s hand wrapped around himself, and he started to stroke himself, groaning, his other hand still on her breasts. The sight of her smiling, leaning forward so her cleavage nearly spilled from her bra, drove him insane.

Just when he felt his orgasm building, Sofia smirked. “Wait. This time, you have to catch it.”

His eyes flew wide. “What?”

“In your other hand. Don’t make another mess on my bed.” She giggled, eyes wicked. “Go on. Catch your cummies for me.”

Mortified, Milton obeyed, shifting his free hand beneath his dick. Within seconds he was shuddering, spurting hot streams into his own palm. His groans filled the room, then trailed off into panting silence.

Sofia burst into laughter again, clapping her hands. “Oh my God, Milton! That was even funnier this time!”

He sat there, red-faced, his hand dripping, his dick softening pathetically. “You don’t have to laugh,” he muttered, shame heavy in his chest.

She softened again, touching his cheek. “I’m not laughing to be cruel. It’s just… I’ve never seen a boy do that before. It’s fascinating.”

Still blushing, Milton zipped himself back up and grabbed a tissue, but she shook her head. “Bathroom. Wash properly.”

Mortified, he opened the door and shuffled down the hall. Two of Sofia’s flatmates were on the sofa, textbooks in their laps. They glanced up at him curiously as he slunk past, his ears burning.

In the bathroom, he scrubbed his hand under the tap, his shame doubling with every second. Do they know? Can they tell? he thought. When he walked back out, he swore their eyes followed him, and he wished the floor would swallow him whole.


Chapter Three

Friday evening, Milton headed over to Sofia’s flat, nervous but excited to spend time with her. The moment he stepped inside, though, he realised something was different. The whole place buzzed with energy. Music played low from someone’s speaker, hairdryers whirred, laughter echoed down the corridor.

Her three flatmates darted between their rooms and the bathroom, arms full of makeup bags, dresses, bottles of wine. Milton perched awkwardly on the sofa, clutching his rucksack, and tried not to stare too much.

There was Hannah; tall, blonde, a drama student with legs that went on forever. She floated through in a glittering top, spritzing perfume over her neck. Then Chloe; shorter, curvy, with a dark bob and tattoos along one arm; she had that confident, sultry look of someone who knew men stared wherever she went. And finally Sophie; athletic, toned, with sharp cheekbones and dark eyes, tugging at a tight little dress like she wasn’t sure if she wanted to wear it or rip it off.

Milton sat there in his jeans and hoodie, feeling utterly invisible among them.

Thirty minutes crawled by before Sofia’s bedroom door finally cracked open. She poked her head out, saw him waiting, and beckoned with a playful smile.

“Milton. In here.”

He stood, already uneasy, and stepped into her room, then stopped dead.

His Sofia, his modest, conservative girlfriend, was standing there dressed like a fantasy.

The skirt was microscopic, barely a strip of fabric hugging her hips and exposing her long, perfect legs. Her top was even more shocking: a tiny white crop top stretched tight across her breasts, no bra beneath, her nipples visibly pressing through the thin cotton. The hem ended above her navel, leaving her stomach bare and smooth. And then there were the heels, four inches at least, forcing her already curvy figure into even sharper, breathtaking lines.

Milton’s mouth went dry. His dick twitched painfully against his jeans. “Sofia… what….what are you wearing?”

She twirled once, half-laughing, half-nervous. Milton’s eyes nearly popped, her skirt was so tiny that as she spun, he caught a glimpse of the soft curve of her ass, round and full, the very bottom of her cheeks peeking beneath the hem. His dick pulsed painfully at the sight.

“The girls talked me into it,” she said, tugging the skirt back down as though it could actually cover her. “They said I needed to let my hair down, just once. We’re going out tonight, Milton. There’s a hip-hop night at Babylon. It’s supposed to be fun.”

She tilted her head, smirking. “Don’t you like it?”

“I….” He swallowed. His dick throbbed. “You look incredible. But… every guy in that place is going to….”

“Stare at me?” She arched an eyebrow. “Maybe. Isn’t that what you do every time we’re together?”

He flushed scarlet. His jealousy and arousal tangled into a knot. “I don’t want you going out like this… not without me.”

Sofia stepped closer, towering over him in her heels. She traced a finger down his chest, her eyes glittering with amusement. “Poor Milton. Look at you. All worked up, just from looking at me.”

He whimpered softly, his dick rock hard now, pressing painfully against the denim.

She smirked. “Tell you what. Since I’m leaving you behind tonight… I’ll give you a little treat first.”

His eyes widened. “W-what do you mean?”

“Take it out,” she said, her tone casual, commanding. “Go on. Stroke it for me. Make yourself cum before I go.”

His breath caught. “Sofia….”

“Do it.”

She stepped back, giving him space, and turned slowly, deliberately, as though she knew exactly what kind of torment she was putting him through. The little outfit hid almost nothing, her incredible breasts strained against the tight crop top, nipples hard and pressing through the thin fabric. Milton’s breath caught; he’d begged for months just to touch them through her bra, and now here they were, practically spilling out in front of him.

Then she turned further, and his eyes fell to her ass, round, perfect, barely covered by the microscopic skirt. The hem rode so high he could see the soft underside of her cheeks, the way the fabric stretched just to contain her curves.

And then her legs, long, sculpted, flawless, flowing down to those impossible heels that made her tower over him. She looked like a goddess. Like sex itself.

He unzipped himself and pulled his dick out; rock hard and throbbing.

How can she even think about going out like this? Milton’s head spun. Every man at that club will see what I’m seeing right now. They’ll look at her tits, her ass, her legs, and they’ll want her. And she’ll be out there dressed like this, while I’m stuck here, jerking myself off like a loser.

His dick throbbed in his fist, humiliation and lust twisting together. “S-Sofia…” he groaned, helpless.

Sofia turned back toward him, smirking, and stepped closer. She loomed over him in her heels, looking down at him with a mixture of indulgence and amusement. “Good boy. Keep going. Stroke it for me. I want to see.”

Milton groaned, pumping harder now, his breath coming ragged. Her nipples, her stomach, her legs, every inch of her drove him closer.

“That’s it,” she coaxed, her tone low and teasing. “Don’t stop. Show me how much you want me.”

His hips bucked, his face contorting with the force of it.

“Go on, Milton,” she whispered, leaning closer, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Shoot your little cummies for me.”

The humiliation of her words pushed him over the edge. With a strangled cry, his dick jerked violently, spilling hot spurts across his stomach and hand, splattering the edge of her bedspread. He panted, shuddering, every nerve burning with shame.

Sofia threw back her head and laughed, light and merciless. “Oh my God, Milton. You’re such a mess.” She smoothed her skirt, checked her reflection in the mirror, and picked up her clutch bag.

“Love you,” she said breezily as she headed for the door. “Now clean yourself up, I’ve got a night out.”

Milton slumped forward, sticky and humiliated, watching her go. His dick lay limp against his thigh, but his chest still pounded with jealousy. The image of her incredible body, dressed like that, walking into a packed hip-hop club filled with tall, confident men, it left him sick with dread.


Chapter Four

Milton woke with a start. The room was dark, the glow of the streetlamp outside casting faint slats of light across the floor. For a moment he didn’t know what had woken him, then he heard it. Voices.

The muffled thrum of chatter drifted through the walls from the sitting room. Not just the girls. Men.

Milton’s chest tightened. He sat up slowly, straining to hear. Laughter rang out, high, girlish giggles from Hannah and Chloe, a deeper laugh from Sophie. Then a man’s voice, smooth, confident. Another, deeper still. And then, mingled in the noise, gasps, the kind that made Milton’s stomach knot.

He lay frozen, wide-eyed, staring into the shadows of Sofia’s room. His heart pounded. Were the men with the other girls? Or….God….had Sofia brought someone back?

The thought made him sick. He pressed his ear to the wall, trying to separate the voices. He could hear Hannah’s laugh, Chloe’s teasing tone, Sophie’s husky murmur. But where was Sofia?

The laughter rose again, joined by a low, breathy sigh. Milton’s chest clenched with panic.

What if Sofia was out there, wrapped around some tall, confident stranger? What if she’d let one of them take her hand on the dance floor, let him grind against her, let his lips brush hers? What if she’d brought him back here, right now?

Milton’s eyes darted to the door. What if they come in here? What if she brings him into her room and finds me still here, like some pathetic hanger-on?

He imagined her face, annoyed, embarrassed. “Milton, you need to go. Now.” He pictured her pushing him out into the corridor while the other girls laughed, while her new man stood watching. He pictured her shutting the door, turning back, and letting him into the bed Milton was lying in.

His stomach churned. What if she gives herself to someone else first? What if it isn’t me?

The sounds outside grew louder, laughter, clinking bottles, another muffled gasp. Milton lay rigid under the sheets, torn between the desperate urge to creep to the door and the paralysing fear of what he might see if he opened it.

The door creaked open and Milton jolted upright. Sofia slipped into the room, still in her tiny skirt and crop top, her dark hair tousled from the night. She froze when she saw him sitting there on her bed.

“Milton!” Her voice was sharp. “What are you doing here?”

He stammered, “I….I was just… waiting for you. I couldn’t sleep, I….”

Her eyes narrowed. “So, you just lay in my room all night? Like some guard dog?”

Milton’s heart pounded. “I was worried, Sofia. I could hear voices, and… men. I thought maybe….”

“You thought what?” she cut in, her tone icy. “That I brought someone back? That I was out there with another man while you were sulking in here?”

He swallowed hard. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

Her face hardened. “Unbelievable.” She grabbed his wrist, yanking him up from the bed. “Fine. If you want to act like this, come out and meet everyone.”

The noise of the sitting room hit him as she pulled the door open. Laughter and chatter spilled in. Milton’s stomach twisted as he stepped out into the light, blinking at the sudden eyes on him. Hannah, Chloe, Sophie… and three men he didn’t recognise, lounging on the sofa with drinks in hand.

“This is Milton,” Sofia said curtly. “My boyfriend.”

Milton managed a weak smile but then saw Sofia’s eyes drop. He followed her gaze down in horror, his jeans still bore faint stains, marks he hadn’t fully cleaned. A couple of the men smirked knowingly, and Milton wanted the floor to open up beneath him.

Sofia’s jaw clenched. “Brilliant,” she muttered under her breath.

One of the men, a tall, broad-shouldered black guy with a close shave and an easy confidence, stood slightly as Sofia pulled Milton forward. “This is Malik,” she said, her tone hard. “We’re on the same course. I bumped into him at the club.”

Milton shook his hand awkwardly, but Malik’s attention was already back on Sofia. She turned to Milton, eyes flashing with anger, then, to his shock, walked over and dropped herself onto Malik’s lap.

Two things happened at once: the microscopic skirt rode up, and Milton saw the full curve of her bare ass cheeks spread against Malik’s thighs; and Malik’s big hand slid instinctively around her waist, fingers resting on her bare midriff.

Sofia looked Milton dead in the eye. “Milton, I’ve been out all night, I’ve had a little to drink. Go fetch me a big glass of water.”

Milton froze, horrified. The whole room seemed to be watching, waiting. He felt like a rabbit caught in headlights, but his body moved before his brain could protest. He stumbled into the kitchen and filled a glass, his hands trembling.

When he came back, Sofia took the glass with a little smile, still perched on Malik’s lap, his arm secure around her. She drank slowly, then handed it back. “Now get one for Malik too.”

Milton’s chest burned, but he nodded, turned, and obeyed. The smirk hadn’t left Malik’s lips when Milton returned with the second glass.

The room had gone quiet. Sofia set the glass down, then spoke clearly, her eyes locked on Milton’s.

“You either trust me, Milton, or we’re finished. Do you understand? I’m not going to be accused or second-guessed.”

Milton’s mouth opened, but no words came.

“Now,” she said firmly, “go home. Clean yourself up properly. Get some sleep. I’ll see you on Sunday.”

Milton stood there for a heartbeat, humiliated, heart pounding, eyes darting from Sofia’s bare ass on Malik’s lap to the men still smirking at him. Finally, he turned, muttering something incoherent, and walked to the door.

The laughter started again as he pulled it shut behind him, each sound like a knife twisting in his chest.

The cold night air hit Milton like a slap. He shoved his hands deep into his hoodie pocket and trudged down the empty street, his trainers scuffing the pavement. Every step away from Sofia’s flat made the knot in his chest tighter, heavier.

He couldn’t stop seeing it.

Sofia, perched on Malik’s lap, her bare ass cheeks spread across his thick thighs. Malik’s arm around her waist, his big black hand splayed over her bare stomach like it belonged there. The smirk on his face when Milton handed him that glass of water. The way the others had looked at him, half amused, half pitying.

Milton’s gut twisted. What if she doesn’t kick him out when I’m gone? What if she brings him into her room, into her bed? He bit his lip, eyes stinging. What if Malik gets what I’ve been begging for months? Her first kiss beyond the lips, her first touch, her first time?

He pictured her giggling tipsy, straddling Malik, her skirt riding higher, his big hands on her bare skin. He imagined her nipples straining against that tiny top as Malik pressed his mouth to her throat, his hands sliding lower, tugging her skirt higher until….

Milton groaned aloud, earning a glance from a drunk couple passing him on the opposite pavement. He quickened his pace, head down, cheeks burning.

The images wouldn’t stop. Every corner he turned, every shadow he passed, Sofia was still there in his head, dancing in the club, grinding against strangers, laughing with them, kissing them, taking one home.

By the time he reached his dorm, Milton felt hollow. His dick still twitched, pathetically, every time another humiliating fantasy burned through him. He fumbled his key into the lock, slipped inside, and shut the door quietly behind him.

He didn’t bother undressing. He just collapsed onto his narrow bed, the shame of his stained jeans still clinging to him and stared at the ceiling.

Maybe she’s with him right now.

The thought rolled around in his skull like a stone, sharp and relentless. He covered his face with his hands and lay there in the dark, wide awake, tormented by images of Sofia’s perfect body pressed against Malik’s, until sheer exhaustion finally dragged him into a fitful sleep.


Chapter Five

Saturday was agony.

Milton had barely slept, when he did, his dreams were jagged and cruel. He woke in a sweat, heart racing, the same image burned into his brain: Sofia straddling Malik, her skirt bunched around her waist, her breasts bouncing in that tiny top as Malik’s hands roamed her body. Every time he tried to shake it off, it came back sharper, more vivid.

He spent the morning wandering aimlessly around campus, trying to study in the library, but the words on the page blurred into nothing. Every time someone laughed nearby, he thought of the smirks in Sofia’s flat. Every time a tall, confident guy walked past, especially if he was black, Milton’s stomach twisted and he had to look away.

She said he was just a friend from her course. The thought should have comforted him, but instead it gnawed at him. Just a friend doesn’t hold her like that. Just a friend doesn’t get her sitting on his lap, bare skin against his hands. Just a friend doesn’t look at me like he’s already won.

By afternoon, he was back in his dorm, lying on his unmade bed, staring at the ceiling. His jeans still carried faint stains from the night before; he hadn’t had the energy, or courage, to scrub them properly. He pulled a pillow over his face and groaned, remembering how she’d looked at him in front of everyone. Clean yourself up properly. Get some sleep. I’ll see you on Sunday.

He turned over, pressing his face into the pillow, hard. Trust me or we’re done. The words echoed in his skull.

Did he trust her?

He wanted to. God, he wanted to. Sofia was everything to him, his dream girl, his goddess. But his mind wouldn’t let him rest. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw her in that crop top, that skirt, those heels, surrounded by men who were everything he wasn’t. Stronger, taller, smoother, better.

Even now, his dick twitched when the fantasies pushed too far, Sofia grinding on a stranger’s lap, Malik lifting her onto his hips, her laughing as she leaned in to kiss someone who wasn’t him. The shame of being aroused by it only made it worse.

By evening, Milton was pacing his tiny room, worn down and hollow. He hadn’t eaten. He couldn’t. All he could do was replay the night again and again, until he collapsed into bed early, praying Sunday would come quickly, dreading what it might bring.


Chapter Six

Sunday afternoon, Milton made the walk back to Sofia’s flat with a stomach full of knots. He hadn’t slept properly since Friday, his head full of looping images he couldn’t escape. His palms were sweaty as he knocked on her door, half-dreading what he might find.

The door opened and there she was, Sofia. Hair brushed smooth, fresh-faced, dressed down in jeans and a loose sweater that covered every curve he’d been tormented by all weekend. She smiled as if nothing had happened.

“Milton,” she said warmly. “Come in.”

He blinked. “Y-you’re… you’re, okay?”

She gave him a puzzled look. “Of course, I am. Why wouldn’t I be?” She stepped aside and let him in, closing the door behind them. “How was your weekend?”

Milton’s jaw tightened. How was his weekend? He’d lain awake for hours, imagining her half-naked in Malik’s arms. He’d replayed her sitting on that man’s lap, skirt hiked up, his hand on her bare stomach. And now here she was, smiling, pouring him a glass of juice, like everything was perfectly ordinary.

He perched awkwardly on her bed while she busied herself tidying a pile of clothes.

“You seem… quiet,” she said eventually, glancing at him.

“I just… I don’t know,” he stammered. “After Friday, and….”

“Milton.” She cut him off gently, walking over and sitting beside him. She took his hand in hers. “I told you already. Malik’s just a friend. I bumped into him at the club, that’s all. We had fun, I had too much to drink, and you embarrassed me in front of everyone. That’s all it was.”

Her tone was light, almost indulgent. She leaned in and kissed his cheek, then his lips. “You need to stop overthinking everything.”

Milton’s heart hammered. Her lips were soft, her hand warm in his. She acted like there’d been no scene, no smirks, no humiliation. Like she hadn’t ordered him to fetch water while sitting half-naked on another man’s lap.

He kissed her back hungrily, desperate for reassurance, his hand slipping up under her sweater.

Sofia pulled back just enough to smirk at him. “See? Normal. You and me. Stop looking for problems.”

But Milton couldn’t stop. Even as he kissed her again, even as his hands found her body, the images still burned in his mind: her laughing on Malik’s lap, his big hand resting on her bare stomach.

And the worst part? A tiny part of him wondered if she was right, maybe he really was the problem.

For a while, things slipped back into something that felt familiar. Sofia rested against him, her fingers idly tracing patterns on his chest, her head tucked beneath his chin. The pub, the noise, the awkwardness, all of it faded until it was just the two of them again, breathing the same soft air. Milton felt his pulse slow, the knot in his stomach loosening. Being close to her always did that. She didn’t even have to say anything. Just lying beside her, felt like being allowed back into something warm and safe.

And slowly, that warmth began to change. Comfort turned into anticipation, the steady beat of his heart creeping higher as she shifted closer, as her scent filled his head, as her hair brushed his shoulder. He was used to this rhythm by now, the gentle teasing, the stolen kisses, the soft way she smiled when he melted for her. Only tonight, there was a flicker under the surface he couldn’t quite shake. A picture he didn’t want, but couldn’t stop imagining: Malik laughing with her, leaning in close, seeing the same girl Milton adored and maybe wanting her too. It made his chest tighten… and somehow, it made everything feel sharper.

Sofia stretched out beside him on the bed, propping herself up on one elbow, her sweater slipping down to reveal the lacy strap of her bra. She kissed him again, slow and soft, then pulled back with a little smile.

“Go on,” she murmured. “Take it out for me. You know I like watching you.”

Milton’s face flushed, but the ache between his legs was unbearable. He unzipped, freeing his hard dick, already twitching with need. His hand wrapped around himself and began to stroke. Sofia lay on her side, watching with those dark eyes, her lips curling into a faint smirk.

“Mm,” she murmured, her gaze fixed on him. “So small and cute compared to Malik.”

Milton froze. “W-what?”

She blinked, as though realising too late what she’d said. “I mean….” She looked flustered for the first time, biting her lip. “It’s just… when I sat on his lap Friday night, I… I could feel him. Through his jeans. He’s… well, he’s big.”

Milton’s chest clenched. “You….Sofia! You can’t just say that!”

Her hand touched his arm, soothing, apologetic. “I didn’t mean it like that. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

But Milton couldn’t hide the angry red flush on his face. He pumped his dick harder, as though trying to prove something, but Sofia’s eyes caught a tiny twitch that gave him away. His dick jerked in his hand at the very mention of Malik’s size.

She tilted her head slowly, a knowing smile creeping across her face. “Milton…” Her voice dropped, teasing. “Did you just get harder when I talked about him?”

“No!” Milton blurted, but the crack in his voice betrayed him.

Her smile widened. “You did. You like the idea, don’t you?” She leaned closer, whispering in his ear. “Me… with a man who’s bigger than you. Stronger than you. That turns you on, doesn’t it?”

Milton groaned, his hips jerking helplessly, his hand a blur on his dick. He wanted to deny it, to push her words away, but the ache inside him betrayed him completely.

Sofia laughed softly, her breath warm against his cheek. “Oh, Milton. You’re full of surprises.”

He came hard, spurting across his stomach and chest, gasping as humiliation and release crashed through him.

Sofia kissed his temple gently as he lay panting. “Don’t look so ashamed,” she whispered. “It was kind of hot.”

But Milton only turned his face away, humiliated, his mind burning with images of Malik; bigger, stronger, and Sofia’s words echoing in his skull.


Chapter Seven

Monday evening, Milton was back in Sofia’s room, sitting nervously on her bed while she brushed her hair in front of the mirror. He’d been on edge since Sunday, her careless comment about Malik’s size still burning in his brain.

She caught his reflection in the mirror, the way he avoided her eyes, and smirked. “You’ve been sulking all day,” she said lightly. “Still thinking about what I said yesterday?”

Milton shifted uncomfortably. “You shouldn’t have said it.”

Sofia set down her brush and turned, folding her legs beneath her on the bed. She leaned toward him, her dark eyes glittering with mischief. “But it got you so worked up, didn’t it?”

Milton’s heart raced. “No, it….”

“Yes it did.” She traced a finger down his chest, her voice dropping to a low, teasing whisper. “Your little dick twitched when I talked about Malik. When I told you how big he was. Don’t deny it.”

Milton flushed deep red. “Sofia, stop….”

But she pressed closer, her lips almost brushing his ear. “What if, after you left Friday night, I’d taken him to my bed? What if I couldn’t resist, after feeling how big he was under me?”

Milton’s breath caught, his dick already stirring in his jeans.

Her smile widened as she saw it. “Would that turn you on, Milton? Knowing I lost my virginity not to you, but to a big black man with a cock twice your size?”

He groaned, squeezing his thighs together, ashamed of how hard he was already.

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, her tone almost mocking. “Would it, Milton? Would it turn you on to know I gave myself to him? That he was my first?”

Milton’s chest heaved. He wanted to say no, to shout it, but the pressure in his jeans betrayed him. His dick throbbed painfully against the denim, twitching with every word.

Sofia laughed softly, leaning back on her hands, watching him squirm. “Oh my God… it does. It really does, doesn’t it?”

He buried his face in his hands. “Sofia, please…”

She tilted her head, smirking. “You’re such a mess, Milton. But maybe that’s why I like you.”

Sofia leaned back against the pillows, watching him fidget, his jeans straining at the crotch. Her smile widened.

“Take it out,” she said softly.

Milton blinked. “W-what?”

“You heard me. Get it out. Stroke yourself for me.” Her tone left no room for argument.

His heart thudded painfully. Every nerve screamed with humiliation, but he obeyed. He unzipped and freed his dick, already rock-hard, twitching in his hand.

Sofia’s eyes sparkled as she leaned closer, her voice dropping into a low, teasing murmur. “Close your eyes, Milton. Imagine it with me. Imagine Friday night, after you left. Imagine I took Malik into my bedroom.”

Milton groaned softly, his fist sliding over his length, pre-cum glistening at the tip.

“He pulls off my little top,” she went on, her voice almost a purr. “My breasts, naked in his big black hands. So much bigger than yours.” She smirked when Milton whimpered, his dick jerking in his grip.

“Then he tugs down my skirt, and suddenly I’m standing there with nothing but a tiny thong between me and him. So small. So thin. Barely covering me at all.”

Milton’s breath hitched. His eyes flew open just as Sofia reached into the laundry basket by her desk. She rummaged for a moment, then pulled out a wisp of fabric and held it up between her fingers.

The sight hit Milton like a punch. A little pink thong, hardly more than a triangle of silk with the thinnest straps. It looked indecent, impossible, as though it had been made to tease rather than cover.

“I borrowed this from Sophie,” Sofia said casually, twirling it on her finger. “She has such good taste in sexy lingerie, don’t you think?”

Milton’s eyes locked on the tiny scrap of fabric. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. His dick throbbed violently, his hand pumping faster, harder.

“Oh God….Sofia….”

She dangled the thong just inches from his face, smiling wickedly. “Would you like to imagine me wearing this for Malik, Milton? Imagine me bending over in front of him, this the only thing left between me and his big black cock?”

That broke him. With a strangled cry, Milton’s dick exploded, hot streams shooting into the air, splattering across his chest, his stomach, several drops landing directly onto the little thong Sofia held up before him.

Sofia gasped in mock surprise, then burst out laughing, almost unable to contain herself. “Oh my God, Milton! You actually came on it!” She clutched the thong between her fingers, shaking her head in disbelief, her laughter ringing through the room.

Milton fell back against the pillows, groaning in shame, his softening dick sticky in his hand.

Sofia wiped her eyes, still laughing, then held the thong up to inspect the fresh white stains now marking the pink silk. “You’re unbelievable,” she teased. “Absolutely unbelievable.”

Milton covered his face with his hands, humiliated, wishing the bed would swallow him whole.


Chapter Eight

Tuesday evening, Milton was back in Sofia’s bedroom, the door locked, her perfume heavy in the air. They were pressed together on the bed, mouths locked, her hands tangled in his hair. Her sweater lay forgotten on the floor, leaving her in just her bra, her breasts straining against the lace as Milton’s eager hands clutched them.

He tried to breathe her in, to hold on to the feeling of being close to her, of belonging there. Sofia kissed him back lazily, confidently, as though she was in complete control of both the pace and his heart rate. Every time he thought the moment might deepen, she slowed it down again, breaking the kiss to smile, to tease, to watch him melt.

Milton loved it, and yet it gnawed at him. Images kept flashing through his mind uninvited: the club lights, other men’s eyes on her, the memory of her hem riding just a bit too high. He could feel the jealousy mix with desire, turning everything sharper, almost painful. Sofia laughed softly at something he whispered, brushing her thumb across his cheek, and that only made it worse. She was so calm. So sure. So far beyond his reach even as she lay right there with him.

She shifted slightly and he felt again how little she was letting him have, how carefully she kept the line exactly where she wanted it. His chest tightened. He wanted more. He wanted proof that she was his, that those looks at the club hadn’t meant anything, that she didn’t belong to anyone else’s imagination.

He pulled back suddenly, breathless, eyes wild. “Take your jeans off,” he demanded, his voice cracking with a mixture of courage and desperation. “The guys at the club have seen more of you than I usually do. It’s only fair.”

Sofia froze, then pulled back, her eyes narrowing. A slow smile spread across her lips. “Fair?”

Milton swallowed nervously but nodded.

Her smile sharpened. “Strip.”

He blinked. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said firmly. “You strip naked, and I’ll take my jeans off. You’ll get to see what panties I’m wearing, but only if you’re naked first.”

Milton hesitated, his heart hammering. Sofia leaned closer, her voice dropping into a purr. “Besides… this way, when you spurt your cummies, at least you won’t ruin your clothes again like you usually do.”

His cheeks burned. The sting of humiliation mixed with arousal until he couldn’t think straight. She was right. And the thought of finally, finally seeing her in just her panties, maybe a little thong like the one she’d waved in front of him the night before, was enough to push him over the edge.

Milton fumbled with his clothes, peeling them off clumsily until he stood naked in front of her, his slender body flushed, his small dick rock-hard and twitching, pre-cum already glistening at the tip.

Sofia smirked, letting her gaze travel deliberately over him. her eyes travelled slowly over him, from his flushed face, down the lines of his chest, lingering just long enough to make him squirm. She took in every inch of him with calm curiosity, like she was deciding whether he’d earned what he was asking for.

Only when she was satisfied did she lift her hands to her waist. She slipped her thumbs beneath the tight denim and paused again, looking up at him with that faint, knowing smile. Then, with unhurried patience, she began to work open the button of her jeans, as though every second she took belonged entirely to her.

Then, slowly, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans and tugged them down her hips. Milton’s breath caught as the denim slid away, revealing black boy-shorts that hugged her curves.

They were brief, clinging tightly to the swell of her ass and the lines of her hips, but not the tiny, scandalous thong he’d dreamed of.

Milton’s face fell. A flicker of disappointment crossed his features.

Sofia noticed immediately. She gave a mock pout, smoothing the fabric against her skin. “What’s the matter, Milton? Not what you were hoping for?”

He looked away, embarrassed, his dick still jerking pathetically despite the letdown. “It’s… it’s better than nothing,” he mumbled.

Her smile turned wicked again. “Better than nothing. That’s exactly what you get.”

Milton’s chest burned with frustration. Naked before her, dick dripping, staring at the teasing outline of her boy-shorts, he felt cheated. But he couldn’t look away.

Milton lay back down on her bed, naked and flushed, while Sofia leaned over him, her mouth on his again. They kissed hungrily, her tongue teasing his, her fingers tugging through his hair. His hands roamed over her body, desperate for more, across her waist, up her back, then lower still, until his fingers finally spread across her backside, only thinly protected by the clinging boy-shorts.

She made no move to stop him, so he grew bolder, cupping her firmly, kneading the perfect roundness. His dick twitched helplessly against his stomach, dripping pre-cum, but Sofia gave it not even a glance, her kisses were all he got, her mouth warm against his while his need went ignored.

Finally, when he squeezed her ass in both hands, groaning into her mouth, she smirked. “Fair’s fair,” she whispered. Her hand slid down his side, then around, until her palm closed firmly over one of his bare cheeks. Milton gasped at the suddenness of it, his breath catching in his throat.

Then she gave him a long, deliberate squeeze, her nails digging slightly into his skin, claiming him. He moaned into her kiss, hips jerking.

And then, with a mischievous spark in her eye, she raised her hand and smacked him hard. The crack filled the room. Milton flinched and gasped aloud, his dick twitching violently.

She pulled back just enough to laugh softly, her hand still resting on his cheek. “You liked that,” she teased.

Milton opened his mouth, but no words came. His flushed face said enough.

Sofia’s smile softened for a moment, but then her expression turned thoughtful. She sat up slightly, still straddling him, and smoothed her hair.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” She said, her tone casual but watchful. “You can’t come over Thursday evening.”

Milton blinked, confused. “Why not?”

“Because Malik is coming over. We have a project to work on together. Just course stuff.”

She paused deliberately, watching him. Milton’s eyes widened, his jaw tightening. His stomach flipped, and then, to her delight, his dick visibly swelled, twitching hard against his belly.

Sofia raised her brows, biting back a smile. “Oh, Milton…” she said softly, almost to herself. “You can’t hide it. Just the thought of him here with me, it makes your slim dick even harder, doesn’t it?”

Milton groaned miserably, covering his face with his hands. His dick twitched again, betraying him completely.

Sofia shifted beside him, stretching out along his side. She propped herself on one elbow, her body warm against his; naked all but for her lace bra and her tight boy-shorts. Her fingers wandered lazily across his bare chest, tracing soft lines over his collarbone and down along his ribs. Slowly, her hand drifted lower, resting on his thigh, her touch light and unhurried, as though she was content just to feel him there beneath her. She looked down at him with a sly smile, her eyes lingering on the way his small, hard dick twitched helplessly under her gaze.

Milton’s hand had already found himself again, stroking slowly, trying in vain to hold back. He couldn’t. Not with her sitting on him like this, not with her looking at him that way.

Sofia tilted her head, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper. “I didn’t finish the story last time, did I? You shot your little cummies before I could.”

Milton groaned softly, his fist working faster.

She leaned forward, her hair spilling over her shoulder, her voice low and wicked. “I didn’t tell you how Malik took me. How he undressed in front of me, just like you did now. But when he stood there, naked, hard and erect…” She paused, eyes glinting. “Oh my God, Milton. It was the biggest, thickest black cock I could ever imagine.”

Milton whimpered, his chest heaving.

She went on, her tone hushed and conspiratorial, digging deeper into his weakness. “I couldn’t help myself,” she whispered. “I wrapped my small hands around him, felt how thick and hot his flesh was, how it swelled at my touch. The head; big, bulbous, purple. I thought… I have to kiss it.”

Milton’s whole body jerked. His hand blurred over his dick, his face twisting with shame and desperate release. With a broken cry he exploded, his climax shooting high into the air, hot streams landing across his chest and stomach, spattering his trembling fingers.

Sofia laughed softly, shaking her head in mock disbelief as she stayed laying alongside him, watching him spill. “You really can’t help yourself, can you, Milton?” she teased, “Again, you can ‘t last long enough for me to finish the story.”

He collapsed back against the pillows, panting, his cheeks burning as the last dribbles leaked onto his stomach.

Milton lay back, panting, his chest and stomach streaked with his own mess, his softening cock twitching weakly against his belly.

Sofia moved to straddle across his thighs, her boy-shorts brushing his skin as she leaned forward, smirking down at him. “Look at you,” she murmured. “All it takes is me talking about another man, and you can’t hold it in. Pathetic little Milton, spurting everywhere just because I said Malik’s name.”

He groaned, covering his face with his hands, his ears burning red.

She gave his chest a playful slap, making him lower his hands so she could watch his shame. “You know it’s true. You didn’t even need me to touch you. Just the thought of Malik’s cock was enough to make you blow.”

Milton whimpered, his humiliation as raw as the sticky mess cooling on his skin.


Chapter Nine

Sofia sighed and finally slid off his thighs, standing up and tugging her jeans back into place. She glanced back at him, her tone brisk now. “Go on, then. Clean yourself up.”

Milton reached instinctively for the box of tissues on her desk.

“No,” she snapped, shaking her head. “You’ve wasted enough of my tissues. Every time you come over, you soak half the box with your cummies. Not tonight.” She pointed at the door. “Bathroom. Wash properly.”

Milton froze. “B-but… I’m naked. What if someone’s out there?”

Her smile was cold, amused. “Then maybe you’ll finally learn some self-control. You’re not putting clothes back on until you’ve cleaned yourself properly. Understand?”

Milton’s heart raced. The thought of stepping into the hallway, naked and dripping, terrified him. But Sofia’s eyes pinned him in place, daring him to disobey. He swallowed hard, sliding off the bed, his legs trembling.

The cool air hit him, making his dick shrink a little, streaks of cum still glistening on his skin. He stood there, frozen, one hand covering himself.

“Go,” she ordered, her voice calm, authoritative. “The later it gets, the fewer people will be around. If you’re lucky, no one will see you.”

Milton’s face burned. He reached for his clothes, but she stopped him with a sharp shake of her head. “No clothes. Not until you’re clean.”

Defeated, he crept toward the door, his stomach in knots, the humiliation suffocating.

Here’s the scene continued with Hannah catching Milton in his most humiliating state:

Milton opened the door carefully, heart hammering, and slipped into the dimly lit corridor. The carpet felt rough under his bare feet, the cool air prickling his skin. His chest still glistened faintly where Sofia’s words had pushed him over the edge. He moved quickly, head down, praying the flat was empty.

He’d almost reached the bathroom when another door opened.

Hannah stepped out of her room, yawning, her blonde hair mussed from sleep. She wore only a short, oversized t-shirt and a pair of tiny white panties that left her long legs bare. She padded toward the kitchen, rubbing her eyes, then stopped dead when she spotted him.

Milton froze, every muscle locking tight.

Hannah’s sleepy eyes widened, then narrowed with amusement. Slowly, her gaze travelled down over him, his pale, scrawny chest, the streaks of his mess still clinging to his skin… then lower. Her lips twitched into a grin as she caught sight of his little dick, hanging soft and small after his climax.

She giggled. “Oh my God, Milton.”

His face flamed scarlet. He tried to cover himself with both hands, mumbling something incoherent, and jogged past her in panic toward the bathroom.

As he passed, Hannah’s eyes followed him, and she let out another peal of laughter. From behind, Milton’s round, bare bum was fully exposed, and there, clear even in the dim light, was the red imprint of Sofia’s hand where she’d smacked him earlier.

“Ohhh…” Hannah teased, biting her lip to keep from laughing too loudly. “Looks like someone’s been a naughty boy.”

Milton practically dove into the bathroom and slammed the door, his ears burning, his whole body trembling with shame. He pressed his forehead to the cool mirror above the sink, eyes squeezed shut. God… she saw everything.


Chapter Ten

The next afternoon Milton came back to Sofia’s flat, nerves jangling as usual. He slipped through the door quietly, hoping to make it straight to her room.

But Hannah was perched on the sofa, sipping a mug of tea, her long legs folded underneath her. She spotted him immediately and smirked.

“Afternoon, Milton,” she said sweetly, her tone just a shade too playful.

He froze, mumbling a weak “Hi,” before scurrying past. His ears burned. He prayed she wouldn’t say anything.

Inside Sofia’s room, he tried to settle, but his chest was tight. When Sofia finally came in a few minutes later, Hannah followed her, still wearing that mischievous grin.

“Oh, Sofia,” Hannah said lightly, as though the thought had just popped into her head. “Meant to tell you… last night, on my way to the kitchen, I bumped into Milton.”

Sofia looked over her shoulder, curious. “Yeah?”

Hannah’s grin widened. “Naked as the day he was born. Poor thing was beet-red, trying to cover himself.”

Milton buried his face in his hands. “Hannah, please…”

But Hannah wasn’t finished. “And….” she lowered her voice as if sharing a delicious secret “….his bum had the reddest handprint I’ve ever seen. Someone’s been keeping him in line. And…” her eyes flicked mischievously toward Milton, “…let’s just say he looked… cute.”

Sofia burst out laughing, shaking her head. “Oh, Milton…” She crossed to him, ruffling his hair as though he were a child. “You can’t even walk to the bathroom without embarrassing yourself.”

Hannah giggled, heading back to her room. “Adorable, really,” she called over her shoulder.

Milton groaned, hiding his burning face against Sofia’s stomach. But all she did was chuckle, her fingers running idly through his hair. “I told you,” She murmured. “No one’s ever going to take you seriously if you can’t control yourself.”

Milton’s dick twitched traitorously at her words, making his humiliation complete.

It was late, the night before Malik was due to come over. Milton and Sofia were stretched out on her bed, both still dressed, the soft glow of her bedside lamp pooling around them. They shared a pair of headphones, one bud in her ear, one in his, their shoulders pressed close as they scrolled lazily through playlists on her phone.

For a while, it was almost peaceful. Milton felt like any other boyfriend, lying beside his girlfriend, listening to music, their hands occasionally brushing. He tried to hold onto that feeling, but it never lasted long.

Sofia turned her head, her dark hair tickling his cheek as she smirked. “You know,” she said, lowering the volume slightly, “I never finished telling you how Malik took me.”

Milton’s stomach clenched, the familiar dread and arousal sparking at once. “Sofia…” he whispered, already tense.

She giggled softly. “It’s true. You always lose control before I can get to the good bit. Every time.”

Milton’s throat went dry. His cock twitched in his jeans, humiliated by how quickly her words affected him. He pulled the headphone from his ear, staring at her. “Why do you say things like that?”

Her smile was sweet, cruel. “Because it’s fun. Because I can see what it does to you. You want to hear, Milton, even if you pretend you don’t. You want to imagine it.”

He shook his head, but the heat in his cheeks and the pulse in his groin betrayed him.

Sofia nestled back against the pillows, tugging the blanket over her legs, still smirking. “What about tomorrow, when Malik is here? You’ll be sitting back in your dorm fantasising… no, hoping he’s going to ravish me again. Will you be playing with yourself the whole time I’m working hard studying with Malik?”

Milton groaned, burying his face in his hands. His dick twitched traitorously in his jeans, and Sofia laughed softly, tugging the headphone back into his ear as though the conversation had never happened. But Milton’s mind was already spiralling, unable to hear a single note of the music.

Milton groaned, burying his face in his hands. She laughed softly, tugging the headphone back into his ear, as though the conversation had never happened. But Milton’s mind was already spiralling, unable to hear a single note of the music.

Sofia suddenly bounced up from the bed, her hair falling around her shoulders as she looked down at him with a wicked glint in her eye. Tilting her head to one side, she tapped her lip, pretending to ponder.

“What shall I wear?”

Milton’s eyes widened. His stomach dropped as his mind instantly flashed back to Friday night, the micro skirt, the crop top, the heels, Malik’s arm around her waist. NO, his brain screamed, but his dick betrayed him, swelling thick and hard against his jeans.

Sofia caught the panic and arousal flickering across his face and laughed softly. “Maybe I’ll have to borrow something from Chloe or Sophie…”

Milton whimpered, his throat tight, but she was already rummaging in her wardrobe. She pulled out a plain white t-shirt and held it up against herself with a grin. “But it’s not a date. It’s just a work ‘date’. I need to be casual. Relaxed.”

Relief flooded Milton’s chest. A t-shirt. Just a t-shirt. Nothing sexy about that. He could breathe again.

But then, with a swift tug, Sofia pulled her sweater over her head, tossing it onto the chair. Milton’s eyes bulged. Her breasts were right there, full and glorious, held barely in place by her bra. His dick twitched violently.

She smirked and, without breaking eye contact, turned around and reached behind her back. A flick, a snap, and her bra came loose. Milton gasped aloud as she shrugged it off, her bare breasts swinging free before she tossed the bra onto the bed. It landed perfectly over his head, the strap sliding down his cheek.

He froze, staring up at her in shock, the smell of her perfume clinging to the fabric now covering his face.

Meanwhile, she tugged the t-shirt over her head, pulling it snug around her chest. When she turned back, her breasts were pushing boldly against the thin cotton, their shape and softness obvious.

“That’s better,” she said breezily. She cupped her breasts together through the shirt, making them swell forward. “Very relaxed.”

Milton groaned, unable to look away. His dick throbbed painfully against the fabric of his jeans.

“Much better,” Sofia continued, cocking her head in mock thought. “But still not quite relaxed enough.”

She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans, undoing the button beneath the t-shirt, and slowly bent forward as she pulled them down her long, shapely legs. Milton whimpered, watching helplessly as inch by inch, her smooth thighs and hips were revealed. Finally, she stepped out of them, picked them up, and with a casual flick tossed them into his lap.

Then she crossed to her wardrobe again, bending over to pull open a drawer. The t-shirt rode up high across her back, exposing the luscious curve of her ass, round and full inside those tight black boy-shorts. Milton nearly cried out at the sight.

She made a show of lifting out pairs of panties one by one, lacy black, pastel silk, tiny satin scraps, holding each up and twirling it between her fingers while he squirmed. His imagination raced, filling in every detail of her body beneath.

Finally, she plucked out a skimpy pair of bright red bikini panties and turned, holding them aloft with a grin. “I think this pair!”

The sight was too much. Milton’s face contorted as he groaned, his dick twitching violently. Hot wetness suddenly spread across the front of his jeans. He gasped, horrified, as his orgasm overtook him, spurting into his clothes without him even touching himself.

Sofia blinked, then peered down at him in disbelief. “No! You haven’t. Have you?”

Milton’s face burned crimson. He couldn’t move. The spreading wet patch at his crotch betrayed everything.

Sofia burst out laughing, collapsing onto the bed beside him, clutching her stomach. “Oh my God, Milton! You actually came in your pants! You’re unbelievable!”

Milton hid his face in his hands, humiliated beyond words, his dick still twitching uselessly inside the sticky mess of his jeans while Sofia laughed and laughed.


Chapter Eleven

Milton sat frozen on the bed, face blazing red, the sticky wet patch cooling across the front of his jeans. His dick twitched pathetically inside the mess he’d made, and he wished the ground would swallow him whole.

Sofia leaned back on her elbows, still laughing. She pointed at him, her eyes bright with delight. “Oh my God, Milton… you really did it. You actually made a mess of yourself without me even touching you.”

He groaned, covering his face with his hands.

She leaned forward suddenly, her voice low and teasing. “You’re such a little accident boy. Aren’t you? Can’t even last through a game of dress-up.” She reached out and gave his chest a playful poke. “Pathetic.”

Milton’s ears burned hotter, but his dick still gave a small twitch, betraying him.

Sofia caught it instantly. Her smile grew sharp. “You know what’s funny? Malik would never lose control so fast. Not in a million years. Even when I was sat on his lap he didn’t get fully hard.”

Milton’s hands slipped from his face as he gawked at her, wounded. “Sofia….He was getting hard?”

Sofia challenged his annoyance, "I was sat on his lap in that tiny skirt, he could feel my ass. I felt him grow. I told you I felt how big he was. I don't hide anything from you Milton, we didn’t do anything. Everything that happened, I've told you. The rest was just winding you up."

She tilted her head sweetly, twisting the knife. “And look, you blow in your jeans just from me waving a pair of panties. Malik… he wouldn’t even break a sweat.”

Milton whimpered, his face contorted with humiliation, but Sofia only giggled, shaking her head in mock pity. “My little accident boy.”

She let him sit in that shame for a long moment, watching him squirm, before sighing and rolling off the bed. “Now, look at you. You’re soaked through. Take off your jeans and those wet boxers. You’re not dripping all over my bed like that.”

Milton froze. “Sofia….”

Sofia sat back on the bed, smirking as Milton stood there, the front of his jeans dark and sticky.

“Off,” she said suddenly, her tone sharp.

Milton blinked. “W-what?”

“Your jeans. And the boxers. They’re ruined. Take. Them. Off.”

His face burned, but he obeyed, fumbling with the button. He pushed his jeans down, the damp fabric clinging to his thighs, then peeled his boxers away. The wet patch was obvious, streaks of his mess still clinging to his skin. He stood there, naked from the waist down, his cock limp and shiny, his cheeks flushed with shame.

Sofia tilted her head, eyes glinting. “See? Accident boy through and through.”

As her gaze dropped lower, she spotted a smear of white across the hem of his t-shirt. She wrinkled her nose and pointed. “That too. Off.”

Milton hesitated. “Sofia…”

“Off!” she snapped.

Reluctantly, he tugged his t-shirt over his head, dropping it onto the pile of ruined clothes. He stood completely naked now, pale and trembling, his sticky thighs pressed together.

Sofia got up, padded over to him, and with a mischievous grin poked her finger into the gooey mess clinging to his groin. “Ewwww,” she laughed, pulling her hand back. “You’re disgusting. You need to go clean up.”

Milton’s eyes widened. “I can’t go like this. I can hear your flatmates in the kitchen.”

Sofia tapped her lip, pretending to think, then reached for the pretty thigh-length gown hanging on the back of her door. Pink silk, delicate lace at the hem. She held it out to him, smiling sweetly. “Here. Wrap yourself in this and go quickly. If you’re lucky, they won’t notice.”

He stared at it, horrified. “Sofia…”

Her voice hardened. “Take it. But you’re keeping it until Friday. I want it back clean. Very clean.”

Milton’s stomach lurched as he took the gown from her, wrapping the silky fabric awkwardly around his naked body. Sofia climbed back onto the bed, grinning as she watched him fumble.

“Now hurry along, accident boy,” she teased. “Go scrub yourself before anyone smells you.”

Milton’s bare feet padded to the door, his face burning as he tightened the sash around his waist. Behind him, Sofia’s laughter followed him out into the hallway.

Milton clutched the silky pink gown tight around himself, the sash barely holding it closed, and stepped into the hallway. His bare feet made no sound on the carpet as he crept toward the bathroom, heart hammering in his chest.

Voices drifted from the kitchen, laughter, the clink of glasses, the scrape of cutlery. He prayed he could slip by unnoticed.

But luck was never on his side.

As he passed the doorway, Hannah looked up from where she was leaning against the counter with Chloe beside her. At the dining table sat one of the guys who’d been there on Friday night, his broad shoulders hunched as he scrolled through his phone.

Hannah’s eyes widened, and then her face split into a grin. “Oh my God,” she said, loud enough to stop the chatter. “At least you’re not naked this time, sissy-boy!”

Chloe burst out laughing, nearly spilling her drink. The guy looked up, his eyes flicking over Milton’s trembling form in the girly gown, and smirked.

Milton’s whole body went hot, his ears ringing with their laughter. He stumbled faster toward the bathroom, clutching the silky hem to keep it from swishing around his bare thighs.

Behind him, Chloe’s voice chimed in, taunting. “Nice gown, Milton! Very… you.”

The guy chuckled low, muttering something Milton couldn’t make out, but the tone made his stomach twist tighter.

He practically fell into the bathroom and slammed the door shut, gripping the sink for balance. His reflection in the mirror, pale, wide-eyed, wrapped in pink lace, was almost too much to bear.

Behind the door, the laughter kept ringing.

When Milton finally crept back into Sofia’s room, she was sprawled lazily across the bed, scrolling her phone as if nothing had happened. She glanced up, smirked at the sight of him still in her gown, and shook her head.

“You can’t just stay in my gown all night, you need something dry and clean to go home in,” she said casually. “You need some clothes. Underwear first.”

Milton froze. “Underwear?”

She was already at her chest of drawers, rifling through with deliberate care until she plucked out a delicate pair of pale blue Brazilian-style panties. She held them up, the lace catching the lamplight. “Perfect.”

His face went crimson. “Sofia, no….”

“Yes.” Her tone was firm, amused. “I’m not having you sit here with your little dick flapping around for the rest of the evening. Put them on.”

Milton’s stomach dropped. He hesitated, staring at the tiny scrap of fabric.

Sofia arched a brow. “Do it.”

Shaking, he stepped into them, pulling the panties up his legs. The silky material hugged his hips tightly, the cut lifting his round bum, accentuating every curve. He stood there, mortified, tugging at the waistband.

Sofia’s eyes sparkled as she looked him over. “Oh, Milton… you actually look kind of sexy. That ass in those panties….mmm.”

She stepped closer, ran her hand across his backside, then without warning delivered a hard smack.

Milton squealed, his dick twitching against the snug lace.

Sofia laughed, smoothing her hand over the red mark. “See? Perfect. You’ve never looked better.”

She turned back to her wardrobe, rifling through hangers until she paused, then smiled to herself.

“Here,” she said, pulling out a pair of old skinny hipster jeans. “These might work.”

Milton stared as she held them up. They were clearly hers, narrow through the legs, low at the hips, but when he stepped into them, they slid on surprisingly easily. They were a little loose around his slim waist, but with a belt they sat snug enough, clinging to his thighs in a way that made him feel uncomfortably aware of himself.

Sofia stepped closer, adjusting the waistband, then stopped. Her eyes flicked down and she laughed softly.

“Oh,” she said.

Milton followed her gaze and felt his stomach drop. Just above the top of the jeans, unmistakable, the waistband of the panties peeked out, a thin line of colour betraying him completely.

Sofia tilted her head, clearly pleased. “That’s… adorable,” she murmured. “I kind of like that you can see them.”

Milton flushed, tugging instinctively at the jeans, but she caught his wrist gently, stopping him.

“No,” she said lightly. “Leave them. It suits you.”

Sofia gave him a long, teasing once-over, then sighed with mock regret. “Shame, really. I quite like you in just the panties. Your ass looks really cute.”

Milton’s cheeks burned. Part of him glowed at the compliment, she liked his bum, but the rest of him wilted at the thought she liked it best wrapped in her lacy underwear.

She chuckled softly. “I’d leave you in just the panties if I could, but you can’t walk all the way back to your dorm like that, can you? Pale blue panties and a t-shirt, flashing your sexy little butt to everyone.”

Milton groaned into his hands, wishing he could sink through the floor.

She tilted her head then, catching his eye with a wicked smile. “And Milton? If you keep on losing control like this, next time I’ll make you walk back in just a pair of my panties. Maybe even a pink thong. So get a grip, accident boy.”

He groaned miserably, covering his face with his hands.


Chapter Twelve

The laundry room was half empty, just the low hum of machines filling the silence. Milton sat on a plastic chair, watching the slow spin of the dryer as if it could calm his nerves. The bundle tumbling inside wasn’t even his, Sofia’s pale blue panties, the baggy t-shirt, the jeans, and the silky little gown she’d forced on him the night before.

He shifted uncomfortably, cheeks hot even though no one else was there. It felt humiliating, sitting in his own dorm’s laundry room, washing his girlfriend’s clothes, not because he was being sweet, but because he’d messed them, worn them, sweated into them. Because she’d made him.

His knee bounced restlessly. But it wasn’t just the shame of laundry gnawing at him. It was tonight.

Sofia had told him bluntly that Malik was coming over. Studying, she’d said. Milton’s stomach clenched every time he thought of it.

His mind went wild, looping the same thought over and over. Sofia, sitting on Malik’s lap that night. Her soft laugh, the tiny skirt riding up, her beautiful sexy round ass bare, the way she’d admitted she could feel him beneath her. Big. Growing. The words echoed inside Milton’s skull.

Milton slumped deeper into the plastic chair, the faint scent of detergent heavy in the air. The clothes dryer ticked softly as it cooled, Sofia’s gown and panties tumbling inside.

He couldn’t stop. Every time he blinked, he saw it, Sofia with Malik tonight. Not studying. No, never studying. He saw her laughing, brushing her hair behind her ear, her breasts straining under a tight top while Malik leaned in close. He saw Malik’s big hand resting casually on her thigh, the way it had wrapped around her waist when she sat in his lap.

His dick stiffened in his jeans, throbbing against the zipper. He squeezed his thighs together, whispering, “Stop… stop…” But the images kept coming.

She felt him through his jeans. She said so. Thick. Growing. Bigger than me. So much bigger. Twice as big!

Milton groaned quietly, his hand drifting down. He rubbed himself through his jeans, heart hammering. What if she touches him again tonight? What if she finally sees it? What if she… what if she takes him into her mouth?

He gasped, his dick swelling painfully as he stroked himself harder, his breath shallow.



Across town, in Sofia’s flat.

Sofia sat cross-legged on her bed, her laptop balanced across her knees, a pile of course notes spread out between her and Malik. He leaned against the wall at the head of her bed, his broad shoulders filling the space, his arm stretched casually across a pillow.

She was trying to focus, really, she was, but she couldn’t help glancing at him every so often. The way his t-shirt clung to his chest. The curve of his biceps when he turned a page. The easy, relaxed way he carried himself.

He was just a friend. A course mate. That’s what she told herself. But still…

Her thoughts drifted. He really is a man. Strong. Confident. Not like Milton. She bit her lip and looked down at her notes again. The memory of sitting on his lap flashed back: the heat of him under her, the firm press through his jeans. Her pulse quickened.

How big is he, really? she wondered, before shaking the thought off with a guilty smile.

“Everything alright?” Malik asked, glancing up from his notes.

“Yeah,” she said quickly, her voice bright. “Fine. Just… tired.”

She forced her eyes back to her laptop, though the question still burned quietly in the back of her mind.



Back in the laundry room.

Milton’s hand worked frantically in his jeans, his breath hot against his knuckles as he bent over himself. His head spun with images of Sofia kneeling in front of Malik, her lips parting, her small hands barely wrapping around his thickness.

Milton groaned, muffling the sound against his sleeve, shame and arousal eating him alive.



Back in Sofia’s flat.

Sofia scrolled through her notes for the third time without taking in a word. Malik was stretched out beside her, one broad shoulder propped against the wall, his t-shirt tight across his chest. Every movement made the fabric ripple over muscle; every deep breath seemed to fill the room.

She chewed her lip, eyes flicking down before she caught herself. Stop it. Focus. It’s just studying.

But she couldn’t stop wondering. The memory from Friday night haunted her, the solid press against her when she sat in his lap, how undeniable it had been. How big is he really?

Her pulse quickened, heat prickling her cheeks. She shifted, pretending to stretch, and leaned a little closer to him. Her shoulder brushed his arm, the contact electric. No! I have a lovely, cute boyfriend, Control yourself Sofia!

Malik glanced at her, amused. “You, okay?”

“Mm-hm,” she said, her voice just a little too bright. She flipped a page in her notes, though she hadn’t read a line. “Just tired.”

Her fingers itched. She wanted to touch him, not in any obvious way, just… to feel. She laughed lightly at something he said and, in the motion, let her hand brush against his thigh for the briefest moment as if it were accidental.

Malik’s eyebrow ticked up, but he said nothing, only giving her a small smile before turning back to his notes.

Sofia swallowed, her heart thumping. The little brush hadn’t told her much, but it made her want more.

Careful, she warned herself. You’re supposed to be studying. Sofia, you don’t cheat! Yet, her mind kept circling the same question: How big is he, really?



Meanwhile, in the laundry room.

Milton sat hunched forward, his hand buried in his jeans, his body rocking slightly with every frantic stroke. The dryer clicked quietly behind him, forgotten.

His head was full of Sofia, on her knees, her lips parted, her small hands wrapped around Malik’s enormous black cock, stroking, squeezing. He imagined her gasping as she tried to take him in, imagined Malik’s big hand cradling the back of her head.

Milton groaned, his hips jerking against his fist. She’s with him right now. She’s touching him. She has to be.

The shame of the thought only made him hotter. His dick pulsed, his breath ragged, as he whispered her name into the empty room. He shot thickly into his boxer and jeans.

Milton hunched lower in the plastic chair, his book perched awkwardly on his lap as his heart hammered. His dick was still half-hard beneath the pages, his hand sticky from where he’d been unable to stop himself. The images of Sofia with Malik still swirled in his mind.

The door creaked open.

Two girls from the flat below strolled in, arms full of laundry bags. They were both cute, one with freckles and long auburn hair tied back in a messy ponytail, the other dark-haired, petite, with a nose ring that gave her a mischievous look.

“Hey,” the freckled one said brightly. “Evening.”

Milton nearly dropped his book. “H-hi,” he stammered, gripping it tighter over his lap.

The two girls moved to the machines, chatting casually as they sorted their laundry, but their eyes kept flicking toward him. The petite one caught her friend’s gaze and smirked.

They knew. He could feel it. The heat in his face gave him away, the stiffness of his posture, the way he clutched that book like a shield.

The auburn-haired girl bent over to shove clothes into the washer, then straightened and shot Milton another glance, her lips twitching. “Quiet in here tonight, huh?”

“Y-yeah,” Milton mumbled, staring down at his book, wishing he could vanish.

The petite girl leaned against a machine, folding her arms, her head tilted as she watched him. “You okay there?” she asked sweetly.

Milton nodded too fast. “Fine. Just… waiting for the dryer.”

But he knew they didn’t believe him. He could feel their glances, the quiet giggles they tried to hide as they went back to sorting clothes. They knew he’d been “doing” something. And the shame of it only made his dick twitch harder under the book, betraying him all over again.

The auburn-haired girl shoved the last of her clothes into the washer, slammed the door, and turned, a cheeky grin on her lips.

“So… were we interrupting something when we came in?” she teased, her eyebrows raised.

Milton’s head snapped up. “N-no! I was just, just reading.” He pressed his book tighter against his lap, the heat in his face betraying him.

The petite girl smirked, exchanging a glance with her friend. “Mm-hm. Looked like you were… busy.”

They both giggled, not cruelly, but enough to make Milton want the ground to open and swallow him whole. His dick twitched uselessly under the book, betraying him further.

And then, the worst sound in the world.

Click. His dryer stopped.

Milton froze. No. Not now. Not with them watching.

The machine beeped, demanding his attention. The two girls looked over, curious, as he stood shakily, clutching his book against his crotch. He opened the dryer door, praying it wasn’t obvious, and began pulling out the warm bundle inside.

His stomach dropped. Sofia’s pale blue panties were right on top. Then the pink gown. The baggy tee. The women’s sweatpants. Every piece screamed not his.

The auburn-haired girl arched an eyebrow, smirking. “Ohhh, doing your girlfriend’s laundry?”

Milton’s ears burned. “Y-yeah. Something like that.”

But he could feel their eyes on him as he fumbled with the clothes, stuffing them quickly into his bag, trying to hide the panties before they saw too clearly. His own jeans clung damply to him at the front, the faint outline of his earlier mess impossible to ignore.

The petite girl tilted her head, her voice syrupy sweet. “Well, whoever she is, she’s lucky to have you doing all her… delicate things.”

The auburn-haired girl raised an eyebrow, a grin tugging at her lips.
“Of course,” she said lightly, “unless they’re actually your things?”

Both girls cruelly burst into giggles yet again.

The petite one leaned in just a little, lowering her voice with mock seriousness. “Your little blue panties,” she added, eyes sparkling.

More laughter followed.

Milton’s face burned as he stood there clutching the laundry bag, his dick twitched and started to swell. No, his mind shouted. This is bad enough already. He shifted his weight, desperate that nothing else about him would give anything away. Being seen like this was humiliating enough.

The two girls burst into giggles again, turning back to their own laundry as Milton shoved the last of Sofia’s clothes into his bag. His chest burned, his cock still twitching inside his sticky jeans.

Why can’t I have more self-control? he thought bitterly, gripping the bag tight, head down as he stumbled out of the laundry room.



Sofia’s flat.

The study session had ground to a halt. Their notes lay open, but neither of them were looking at them anymore. Sofia had leaned in again, laughing at something Malik said, her shoulder pressed firmly against his arm.

This time, she didn’t pull back.

Malik’s eyes lingered on her, steady, amused. “You’re not much good at hiding things, you know,” he said softly.

Her breath caught. “H-hiding what?”

His smile deepened, slow and knowing. “The way you’ve been looking at me all night.”

Heat flared in Sofia’s cheeks. For a heartbeat, she thought of Milton, small, awkward Milton, probably lying in his dorm right now, overthinking everything. The contrast made her pulse quicken.

Before she could second-guess herself, she leaned in. Their lips brushed, tentative, soft at first, then deeper, hungrier.

Malik’s hand came up to her waist, strong and sure, sliding under her t-shirt. His palm splayed across her stomach, then higher, cupping the underside of her breast through the thin lace of her bra. Sofia gasped into his mouth but didn’t stop him. She let him touch her, let herself be touched.

Her own hand trembled, then moved as though on its own. Down over his chest, firm muscle under soft cotton, down his stomach, until she reached his groin.

Her fingers brushed the bulge there. Big. Thick. Even through his jeans, she could feel it, more than she’d ever imagined. She pressed more firmly, and he shifted slightly against her hand, the shape swelling, hardening.

Sofia’s eyes widened even as her kiss deepened. Fuck.

It was bigger. Even bigger than she had thought. And he wasn’t fully hard yet.

Her heart raced, her body thrumming with heat, her thoughts tumbling. She should stop. She should. But her hand lingered, her breath came quick, and all she could think was, Oh my God… Milton was right. He is so much bigger.

Sofia’s hand lingered on Malik’s bulge, her pulse racing, her body burning with want and guilt all at once. The kiss deepened, her chest heaving against his, and for a heartbeat she thought she might not stop.

But then the thought of Milton, awkward, earnest Milton, flashed through her mind, and reality crashed in.

She broke the kiss suddenly, pulling back with wide eyes. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, her chest rising and falling quickly. “I can’t… I’ve got a boyfriend.”

Malik leaned back against the wall, his expression calm, composed. A faint smirk tugged at his lips, the kind of smirk that said he wasn’t surprised. “Yeah,” he said evenly. “I know.”

The way he said it made her cheeks burn hotter. He knows exactly who Milton is, she thought.

“I’m sorry,” she said again, fumbling with her notes, her voice almost desperate. “I shouldn’t have. I just….” She swallowed, lowering her eyes. “I was curious. That night when I sat on your lap… I could feel you. I couldn’t get it out of my head. I just wanted to know if it was real.”

Her voice dropped even lower. “And… it is.”

Malik chuckled softly, not unkindly. He reached out, tipped her chin up so she had to meet his eyes. “Don’t beat yourself up. I get it. You’re curious. And I find you really attractive, Sofia.”

Her stomach flipped, shame and excitement tangled together.

He leaned back again, casually confident. “If you ever decide you want to sate that curiosity, you know my number.”

The words hung in the air, heavy, tempting. Sofia closed her laptop with shaking fingers, her heart pounding so hard she thought he might hear it.



Milton’s dorm, later that night.

Milton lay on his narrow bed, staring at the ceiling, his stomach knotted so tight it hurt. His head was a storm, images of Sofia and Malik tangled together, growing darker each time they replayed.

He saw Sofia’s laugh, her hair falling across her face, Malik’s arm around her waist. He saw her climbing onto Malik’s lap, whispering, kissing, undressing. He squeezed his eyes shut, groaning into his pillow, but the visions wouldn’t stop.

She’s with him right now. She’s touching him. She’s seeing how big he is.

His phone buzzed. He grabbed it desperately, heart lurching. A message from Sofia lit up the screen.

Sofia: Done the laundry, Pretty-Boy?

Milton exhaled shakily, his fingers trembling as he typed back.

Milton: Yeah. All finished. I’ll bring them tomorrow evening.

The reply came almost instantly.

Sofia: Good. Malik’s gone home. You can stop worrying.

Milton’s chest loosened slightly. He lay back, staring at the message, clutching the phone like a lifeline.

Then another buzz.

Sofia: Unless… you want to worry. In which case, I can tell you more about Malik’s big black cock. 😉

Milton’s breath caught. His dick twitched in his sweatpants, humiliating him even now. He typed, deleted, typed again, then finally just threw the phone onto his pillow, face burning.

A final buzz.

Sofia: Goodnight, Pretty-Boy. Sleep well. Don’t have too many nasty wet nightmares! xxxx

Milton groaned, dragging the pillow over his face. Sleep was the last thing he’d be getting tonight.


Chapter Thirteen

Milton arrived at Sofia’s flat with the neatly folded bag of laundry tucked under his arm. His heart pounded as he knocked, nerves buzzing. She opened the door in leggings and a loose tee, her dark hair tied up, looking casual but devastatingly pretty.

“You’ve done well, Pretty-Boy,” she said with a teasing smile, taking the bag from him. “Very clean. Good boy.”

She tugged him inside, and soon enough they were on her bed, kissing, Sofia straddling him as usual. Milton’s hands roamed her back, his dick swelling quickly against the front of his jeans.

Milton’s hands roamed eagerly as they kissed, his fingers sliding under the hem of her t-shirt until he tugged it up and over her head. Sofia let him, smirking as she tossed it aside. She sat back in just her bra and jeans, her dark hair tumbling over her shoulders, her breasts pushing against the lace.

Milton’s breath came faster. He cupped her eagerly, squeezing, kissing down her throat, desperate for more. His hands slipped to her waist, tugging at the waistband of her jeans. “Take them off,” he murmured, half-pleading, half-commanding.

Sofia chuckled low, shaking her head. “No.”

“Please,” Milton pressed, his cock already throbbing in his jeans. “Just… take them off. I want to see.”

Her eyes glittered as she leaned back slightly, lips curling into that mischievous smile he knew too well. “Alright,” she said slowly, “I’ll take my jeans off…”

Milton’s heart leapt.

“…but only if you wear one of my thongs.”

He froze. “What?”

Her smile widened. She slid off the bed, crossed to her drawer, and pulled out a tiny scrap of fabric, a bright little thong, pink lace with barely-there straps. She dangled it on one finger, letting it sway.

“I want to see you in one of my thongs.”

Milton’s face went crimson. “S-Sofia…”

“You’ll look so cute,” she cooed, stepping closer, brushing the lace against his cheek. “My pretty boy in my pretty panties.” She tilted her head, voice dropping into a firmer edge. “And if you get hard… I’ll spank that cute round bum of yours.”

Milton whimpered, his dick already twitching at the words. He buried his face in his hands, shaking his head. “I… I can’t….”

Sofia leaned down, kissed the top of his head, then whispered against his ear, “Yes, you can. And you will.” She placed the thong in his lap and sat back, waiting, her eyes dancing with amusement.

Milton stared at it, his whole body trembling, his dick straining against his jeans. He knew what was coming. And he knew he couldn’t stop it.

Milton’s stomach flipped, his dick twitching violently at the very idea. He shook his head weakly, face blazing red. “Sofia, I… I don’t think I can….”

Her smile sharpened. “Then no jeans come off. Your choice, accident boy.”

She twirled the thong on her finger, watching his reaction, clearly enjoying every second of his torment.

Milton’s dick throbbed painfully as he stared at the strip of pink lace dangling from Sofia’s fingers. His mind screamed no, but the thought of finally seeing her jeans peel down, of getting even a glimpse of her panties underneath, overpowered everything else.

Sofia tilted her head, her smile wicked. “Oh, and Milton…” she murmured, twirling the thong on one finger. “I’m not wearing boy-shorts today.”

His breath caught.

She leaned closer, her voice low and sultry. “Something much skimpier.” She ran a finger along the waistband of her jeans, tugging it down just a fraction before snapping it back playfully. “So, if you want to see, you’d better earn it.”

Milton’s mouth went dry. His imagination went wild, lace, silk, maybe a thong like the ones she’d dangled in front of him before. He couldn’t bear not knowing.

“I… I’ll do it,” he whispered hoarsely, his voice shaking with both dread and desperate excitement.

Sofia’s smirk widened, satisfied. “Good boy.” She tossed the thong into his lap and leaned back, arms folded beneath her breasts as she prepared to watch him humiliate himself.

Milton picked up the thong with trembling hands. It was so tiny, so insubstantial, he could hardly believe she expected him to wear it. His face burned scarlet, but the thought of Sofia peeling down her jeans and revealing something even skimpier than the boy-shorts she’d worn before was too much. He couldn’t resist.

He unzipped his jeans with fumbling fingers, shoving them and his boxers down in one clumsy motion. His dick sprang free, already glistening at the tip.

Sofia chuckled; her eyes locked on him. “Control yourself, Pretty-Boy. Remember the rules.”

Milton bit his lip as he stepped into the thong. The pink lace was delicate, soft, and humiliatingly snug as he pulled it up his thighs. It hugged his hips tightly, the front barely containing him, the narrow strip at the back sliding between his cheeks in a way that made him feel ridiculous… and exposed.

Sofia let out a low, delighted laugh. “Oh my God, Milton. Look at you.” She tilted her head, her eyes drinking him in. “Adorable. That ass…” She reached out, gave his bum a firm squeeze, and then delivered a sharp smack that made him squeal. “Perfect.”

Milton groaned, his cock already twitching visibly against the lace.

Sofia raised her brows. “Careful. If you get hard, you know what happens.”

Milton tried to steady his breathing, willing himself to calm down, but his body betrayed him. His dick swelled harder, straining against the thong, the pink lace stretching over him in a lewd little bulge.

Sofia’s grin widened, her hand drifting to her waistband. “Mmm. Looks like someone’s about to get a sore bum.”

Milton gasped, eyes glued to the sight, his humiliation momentarily forgotten as her panties came into view.

Sofia’s fingers worked the button of her jeans open, sliding the zipper down with excruciating slowness. Milton’s breath came shallow, his dick twitching violently inside the stretched lace of the thong as he watched her peel the denim down over her hips.

The waistband slipped lower, inch by inch, until the first flash of fabric appeared, red, silky, and so tiny it made Milton’s stomach lurch.

When her jeans finally dropped to her ankles, Milton nearly whimpered.

She was wearing a pair of bright scarlet bikini-cut panties, the thinnest straps riding high across her hips, the front nothing more than a triangle of shimmering silk that barely covered her mound. The fabric clung snugly to her curves, leaving her legs, her waist, her ass almost completely bare.

Sofia stepped out of her jeans, kicked them aside, and struck a little pose, one hand on her hip, the other smoothing down over the tiny scrap of silk. “See?” she teased, her voice low, sultry. “Something much skimpier.”

Milton’s eyes bulged. His dick pulsed helplessly, straining so hard against the lace thong it looked like it might burst through.

Sofia laughed softly, enjoying the way his face burned. “I knew you couldn’t resist. Look at you, hard already. No self-control at all.”

She moved closer, her hips swaying, and pressed her fingertips against the silk triangle, tugging it slightly against herself as though to show how little it hid. “All this, and you’re the one standing here in my thong.”

Milton whimpered, his knees weak, his dick jerking uncontrollably.

Sofia’s eyes lingered on the bulge straining through the pink lace thong. She clicked her tongue and shook her head. “I told you, Pretty-Boy. No getting hard. And what do I see?”

Milton whimpered, frozen in place.

Her smile widened. “Looks like someone’s earned a spanking.”

Before he could protest, Sofia sat herself on the edge of the bed, her long legs crossed elegantly, her red panties glowing against her skin. She patted her lap. “Over. Now.”

Milton hesitated, trembling.

Her tone hardened. “Don’t make me say it twice.”

Shaking, Milton stepped closer, lowering himself across her lap. His dick pressed helplessly into the silky warmth of her thighs, twitching against her as his chest rested on the bed. He could feel her firmness under him, the sculpted strength of her legs, the softness of her flesh where his hardness nestled shamefully.

Sofia smoothed a hand over his round bum, admiring the way the pink lace framed him. “Mmm. Such a cute ass,” she murmured. Her palm gave him a squeeze, firm, claiming, before drawing back.

SMACK!

Milton yelped, his hips jerking against her thighs, his dick grinding into the supple warmth beneath him.

Sofia laughed softly. “Sensitive, aren’t we?”

She squeezed his cheek again, her nails grazing lightly, then delivered another sharp swat. SMACK! His bum jiggled in the thong, already blooming red.

Milton gasped, mortified, but his dick only grew harder, caught snugly between her legs, sliding against her as she shifted.

Sofia alternated her rhythm, sometimes spanking hard, the sting making him squeal, sometimes pausing to knead his cheeks, her fingers digging into the hot flesh. “So soft,” she teased. “So easy to mark.”

Milton whimpered, his breath coming ragged, humiliation and arousal twisting into one unbearable knot.

Sofia’s hand rose and fell in a steady rhythm, each smack landing harder than the last. Milton squealed and whimpered across her lap, his dick grinding helplessly against the silky warmth of her thighs. His body rocked with every strike, shame and arousal flooding him in equal measure.

She mixed it up, sometimes sharp, stinging blows that made his bum jiggle in the pink thong, other times slow, lingering squeezes of his burning cheeks, her nails grazing lightly over his tender flesh.

Milton’s breath came ragged, his hips bucking uncontrollably. He was so close, so unbearably close, his dick twitching, leaking, straining against the lace. His whole body trembled with the need to climax.

And then, just when he thought he’d tip over the edge, Sofia stopped.

Her hand rested firm on his glowing cheek, the heat radiating against her palm. “Enough.”

Milton let out a broken whimper, his dick jerking uselessly, his release cruelly denied.

She pushed him off her lap with a firm pat and pointed to the floor. “Stand up.”

Shaking, Milton rose unsteadily to his feet. His dick jutted lewdly against the stretched lace, his cheeks blazing red with the clear outline of her handprints blooming across them.

Sofia leaned back on the bed, folding her arms beneath her breasts as her eyes roamed over him. Her lips curved into a satisfied smile.

“Mmm,” she purred. “Look at you. Red, marked… perfect. My pretty boy.”

Milton swallowed hard, his dick twitching helplessly as he stood there on display, every inch of his shame and arousal visible to her.

Sofia’s smile lingered as she admired her handiwork, Milton’s bum glowing red, the delicate lace thong stretched tight, his dick twitching visibly in front. She let the silence hang for a moment, relishing how small and exposed he looked.

“Now,” she said at last, her voice calm but teasing, “face me.”

Milton turned awkwardly, his cock straining, his eyes wide and uncertain.

Sofia tilted her head, that mischievous glint returning to her eyes. “I suppose,” she purred, “I had better tell you about Malik’s big cock.”

Milton’s whole body went rigid, his breath catching.

Sofia exhaled softly, her expression shifting as if weighed with something heavier. “I need to confess, Milton. Yesterday… I made a mistake.” She looked down at her hands, then back at him. “I kissed Malik. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have. I made a mistake.”

Milton’s heart thundered in his chest. The words twisted like a knife, yet instead of anger, something else spilled out, raw and trembling. “Did you… did you feel it? His cock?”

Sofia blinked. “That’s what you want to know?”

Milton nodded weakly, shame burning his face, but his cock jerked hard against the lace thong. “Is it… really big?”

Her lips parted in surprise, then slowly curved into a sly smile. “Yes, Milton. It’s big.”

He groaned, his knees almost buckling.

Sofia leaned forward slightly, her voice dropping to a soft, sultry whisper. “When we kissed, my hand slipped down. I couldn’t help myself. I felt him. Thick… hot… swelling under my fingers.” She lifted one hand and curled her fingers as if around something far too wide. “I could barely close my hand around it. And he wasn’t even fully hard yet.”

Milton whimpered, his dick twitching violently, his face scarlet with humiliation and arousal.

Milton’s breath came in short, ragged bursts, his dick jerking against the lace thong as Sofia’s words sank in.

She watched him squirm, her eyes narrowing in wicked amusement. “You really do want to know, don’t you?” she murmured. “Fine. I’ll tell you.”

She leaned back on her elbows, her breasts shifting in the lace of her bra as she spoke slowly, deliberately. “When I had my hand on him, I thought about what it would feel like to slide my lips over the head… to try to take him in, even though he was so thick I knew I’d struggle. I imagined how heavy he’d feel on my tongue. How full my mouth would be.”

Milton whimpered, his dick twitching violently, pre-cum soaking the pink lace.

“And you know what else?” Sofia’s voice dropped lower, almost a purr. “I let him touch me too. His big hands…” She cupped her breasts with both palms, squeezing them together, her thumbs brushing over her nipples through the lace. “He slid them under my top, right against my skin. He held me, Milton. My breasts in his hands, and they felt so small compared to him.”

Milton’s eyes widened, his body trembling as though her words alone might make him explode.

Sofia tilted her head, watching the tortured look on his face, the way his cock strained desperately against the lace. “You’re picturing it, aren’t you? His cock in my mouth, his hands on my tits.”

Milton groaned, his knees threatening to give way. His whole body screamed with need and shame, every nerve on fire.

Sofia’s fingers lingered on her breasts, squeezing them together as she kept her eyes fixed on Milton. “He was so strong, Milton. His hands covered me completely. I couldn’t help thinking… what if he’d pulled my bra down? What if he’d taken my nipple into his mouth while I was still holding his big black cock in my hand?”

Milton let out a strangled sound, his dick twitching violently in the lace thong.

Sofia leaned forward, her voice a sultry whisper. “Imagine it. My lips sliding down his shaft, gagging a little as I tried to take him deeper… while his hands squeezed my tits, pinching my nipples hard. Me on my knees for him, with his cock filling my mouth.”

Milton groaned, his thighs trembling, his whole body jerking as if her words were physical blows.

She tilted her head, her smile cruel and knowing. “That’s what you want, isn’t it? To imagine me with Malik’s big black cock. My mouth stretched, my tits in his hands. That’s what makes you so hard right now.”

Milton whimpered, his face scarlet, his hips bucking helplessly. “S-Sofia… please….”

“Go on, Pretty-Boy,” she urged, her tone almost tender but her smile merciless. “Spurt for me. Let Malik’s cock be the thought that finishes you.”

Milton’s body convulsed, a broken cry escaping him as his dick erupted inside the thong, hot streams spilling through the lace, soaking his thighs, dripping down. His knees buckled, and he collapsed forward, gasping, his whole body shaking.

Sofia laughed softly, shaking her head as she watched him slump, sticky and ruined. “Pathetic,” she whispered. “You came just from me talking about another man.”

Milton buried his face in his hands, humiliation searing through him as his dick twitched uselessly in the mess.

Milton slumped forward on shaky legs, his cock still twitching weakly inside the soaked lace thong. His thighs were sticky, his chest heaving.

Sofia sat back against the pillows, watching him with a smile that was all satisfaction and cruelty. “Look at you,” she said softly. “Completely ruined. And all I did was talk about Malik.”

Milton whimpered, hiding his face in his hands.

Her laugh was low, mocking. “Malik doesn’t even have to touch me for you to lose control. Just the thought of his cock in my mouth and you’re spurting everywhere like a schoolboy.”

Milton groaned, his shame unbearable, but his cock gave a guilty twitch inside the mess-soaked lace.

Sofia leaned forward, her tone sharpening. “And you know what happens when you lose control, don’t you?”

Milton nodded miserably, unable to meet her eyes.

“I punish you.” Her words were calm, certain, final. “So, here’s your punishment: you’re going to clean yourself up in the bathroom. Don’t you dare take that thong off until you’re in there. Walk the hall sticky and dripping, just as you are.”

Milton’s stomach flipped. “S-Sofia…”

“Do it,” she snapped. “Then you’ll come back in here naked, and I’ll give you your clothes. The thong, though? You can take that home. Wash it properly and bring it back to me clean.”

His face burned hotter. “Y-you want me to…..”

“Yes.” Her smile was sharp. “You’ll carry my thong home like your little trophy. A reminder that you couldn’t keep control.”

Milton whimpered again, but her eyes were steady, commanding. Slowly, trembling, he nodded.

“Good boy,” she said softly, sitting back with a satisfied smirk as he shuffled toward the door, the wet lace clinging to him, humiliation radiating from every step.

Here’s the continuation with Milton’s walk of shame echoing his previous humiliations, but even worse this time:

Milton crept into the corridor, the soaked thong clinging tight to his now soft shrivelled dick and dripping against his thighs. His skin still stung from Sofia’s spanking, his cheeks flushed hot and raw. Every step made the lace rub, sticky and humiliating.

The kitchen door was open. He prayed, begged, that it would be empty.

It wasn’t.

Hannah and Chloe were perched at the counter with mugs of tea, and the same tall guy who’d been there before sat at the table, scrolling on his phone. All three of them looked up at the sound of his bare feet on the carpet.

For a second, there was silence. Then Hannah’s lips curled into a grin.

“Oh my God,” she said, laughing. “Again?”

Chloe nearly choked on her tea. “Is he….” she broke off into giggles, pointing. “He’s wearing Sofia’s thong!”

Milton froze, clutching his arms over himself, but there was no hiding the pink lace stretched tight over his front, the damp patch obvious, his bum glowing red where Sofia’s handprints still bloomed.

The tall guy raised his eyebrows, smirk spreading slowly. “Jesus, mate. She’s really got you trained.”

Milton’s face burned scarlet. He bolted toward the bathroom, his heart hammering, the laughter chasing him down the hallway.

Hannah called after him, voice sing-song. “Don’t take too long, Pretty-Boy! Try not to make another mess in there!”

The bathroom door slammed shut behind him. Milton collapsed against it, shaking, the sound of their laughter still echoing in his ears. He looked down at himself, red-marked, soaked, pathetic, and groaned into his hands.

Why do I let her do this to me?


Epilogue

The room was quiet now, lit only by the soft glow of Sofia’s lamp. Milton lay flat on his back, naked and drained, his skin still tingling from her handprints. Beside him, Sofia reclined on one elbow, her dark hair spilling over her shoulder, the lace of her bra straining around her breasts, the scarlet panties riding high on her hips.

She traced a lazy finger down his chest, watching him shiver. “You know, Milton…” Her tone was light, teasing, but her eyes were steady on him.

He turned his head, dazed and vulnerable. “Mm?”

Her lips curved into a slow smile. “It turns you on so much, doesn’t it? Me talking about Malik. About his big black cock. You can’t even stop yourself.”

Milton flushed crimson, but his cock twitched faintly, already betraying him again.

Sofia tilted her head, voice soft and thoughtful now. “I haven’t cheated. I stopped myself. I have a lovely cute, boyfriend. But… do you want me to do it with Malik? For real. So, I can tell you afterwards.”

His eyes widened, shame and arousal crashing together. He couldn’t speak.

Sofia smirked, leaning down to press a kiss to his cheek. “Maybe that’s the answer. Maybe I can have the best of both worlds.”

She lay back beside him, her hand slipping down to rest possessively on his thigh, leaving him staring at the ceiling, trembling with dread… and undeniable excitement.


Book Two Teaser

Milton thought things couldn’t go any further, that Sofia’s cruel fantasies about Malik were just talk. But when she starts pushing the boundaries for real, more late-night study sessions, more “accidental” touches, he realises she might not be bluffing.

And when Sofia teases that she wants him to hear every detail if she lets Malik have her, Milton must face his darkest question yet:
Does he want to stop her… or does he want it to happen?
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