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Chapter One: The Baseline

I had always believed that if you observed something closely enough, long enough, it would eventually begin to make sense. That was the foundation of everything I did. Mathematics, at its core, was nothing more than a discipline of attention. You took something complex, something that at first seemed unpredictable, and you reduced it, broke it apart, identified the constants, removed the noise. Eventually, if you were patient, if you were precise, you found the structure underneath. It was a comforting way to see the world. Reliable. Contained. People, of course, did not behave like that. People introduced variables that refused to settle. Except, I had always thought, for Valentina.

She wasn’t the kind of woman you fully noticed in a single moment. It happened gradually, almost without your permission, your attention returning to her again and again until you realised it had settled there. Her face carried a kind of natural balance, soft but defined, her features aligned in a way that didn’t feel constructed or deliberate. Her eyes held you first, light, clear, steady, the kind that didn’t flick away too quickly, as if she had no reason to be uncertain about being seen. When she looked at you, she was simply present, and that alone was enough to make the moment feel more significant than it should have been.

Her hair fell loosely over her shoulders in soft waves, dark blonde with warmer tones that revealed themselves in the light. It moved easily when she shifted, when she tilted her head or brushed it back absentmindedly, never styled in any way that suggested effort, yet always sitting exactly as it should. There was nothing forced about it, nothing arranged, and that only made it more noticeable.

It was only when you spent time around her that the rest began to settle into place.

She was slender, that was the first impression, a narrow frame, a lightness to the way she occupied space, but it didn’t take long for that impression to shift. The longer you looked, the more you became aware of the contrast within it. Her waist drew in cleanly, naturally narrow, emphasising the soft curve of her hips, the line of her body uninterrupted and balanced. And then there was the fullness of her chest, unmistakable, a natural 34C that stood out precisely because nothing else about her tried to compete with it, firm, proportioned, and quietly at odds with the delicacy of the rest of her frame in a way that made it difficult not to notice.

I found myself noticing it more than I expected.

The way she sat on the bed, one leg folded beneath her, the other stretching slightly forward, the way her posture adjusted without thought, shifting just enough to stay comfortable. The fabric of her clothes rested close to her, following her shape rather than hiding it, never chosen to draw attention, but doing so anyway. And when she moved, even slightly, when her weight shifted or she leaned forward to read, there was a subtle change in the line of her body that made everything clearer, the gentle swell of her hips leading into the soft, firm curve of her ass, round and heart-shaped in a way that felt almost too perfectly balanced against her otherwise slender form.

Her legs carried that same quiet proportion, long, toned without being defined, present in a way that became more obvious the longer you watched her move. Nothing about her was exaggerated. Nothing needed to be.

That was the part that stayed with you.

Not just how she looked, but how little effort it seemed to require.

There was no adjustment, no self-conscious correction in the way she held herself. If people looked at her, and they did, she didn’t respond to it. She didn’t invite it, but she didn’t avoid it either. It simply existed around her, and she moved through it as if it had nothing to do with her.

Her voice carried that same ease, soft but clear, shaped by her Austrian accent just enough to give certain words a slightly different rhythm, a gentle elongation that made them linger just a fraction longer than expected. She didn’t rush when she spoke. She didn’t need to. She spoke as if she expected to be listened to.

And people did listen.

I had seen it often enough to recognise it as a pattern. Conversations shifted when she was part of them. Subtly. Quietly. People became just a little more aware, a little more attentive, without ever acknowledging why.

She never seemed to notice.

Or if she did, she carried it lightly enough that it never defined her.

And when she was with me, none of it felt like that.

With me, she was warm, easy, present in a different way. She leaned into conversations instead of letting them come to her. She smiled more openly, let moments stretch a little longer, softened things without needing to explain them.

There was a version of her that existed there, in those quieter spaces, something closer, something I could recognise, something that felt, at the time, like it belonged to me more than the rest of it did.

I had always assumed that was the version that mattered.

Looking back, I’m not sure why I thought that.

My room had never been designed for another person. It had always been practical, ordered, everything placed with purpose, nothing left to chance. Books arranged by subject, notes aligned with the edge of the desk, surfaces clear and functional. Now, without any clear moment of change, it had begun to shift. There were traces of her everywhere. A jumper resting over the back of my chair, the fabric soft and slightly creased. A hair tie beside my notebook. A second mug on the desk, placed just slightly out of alignment, as if she had set it down mid-thought and never corrected it. None of it disrupted anything, but none of it belonged to the system I had built either.

“You’re watching me again.”

Her voice came softly, almost absently, her eyes still on the page.

“I’m not,” I said.

She smiled, faintly, the expression forming slowly rather than appearing all at once. “You are.”

There was no edge to it, no discomfort, just certainty.

She turned the page, her fingers brushing lightly against the paper, unhurried, as if time moved differently for her when she was like this. I glanced down at my notes, at the equations that had held my attention earlier. They felt distant now, abstract in a way they hadn’t before.

“I’m thinking,” I said.

“That’s convenient,” she replied. “You always say that when you don’t want to explain something.”

I looked back at her. “That’s not true.”

She lifted her eyes then, meeting mine properly. “No?”

There was something steady in the way she held a moment, not pushing, not retreating, just letting it settle. “No,” I said again, though it wasn’t entirely true.

She watched me for a second longer, then let it go, her attention returning to the book as if the answer hadn’t mattered enough to pursue. That was something I had always found easy about being with her. Nothing felt forced. Silence didn’t need to be filled, conversations didn’t need to be extended beyond their natural end, things were allowed to exist as they were. It created a kind of balance, a structure.

I found myself watching her again, more carefully this time. The way she leaned forward slightly when something held her attention, the subtle shift in her posture as she adjusted without thinking, the small changes in her expression as she moved through the text. There was a consistency to it, not rigid but recognisable. Patterns.

I had noticed, early on, that other people noticed her too. Not obviously, not in a way that drew attention to itself, but it happened. A glance that lingered a moment longer than necessary, a hesitation before someone spoke to her, the way conversations subtly adjusted around her presence. She never seemed to react to it, or if she did, she carried it lightly enough that it never shaped her behaviour. That, more than anything, made it difficult to define.

“You should actually read this,” she said, tapping the page lightly with her pen. “It’s not as terrible as you think.”

“I never said it was terrible.”

“You didn’t need to.”

There was something soft in her tone, something lightly amused.

“I prefer things that have answers,” I said.

“Everything has answers.”

“Not always ones you can prove.”

She looked up again at that, and there was a subtle shift in her expression, as if that had engaged her more fully. “That’s a very mathematician thing to say.”

“It’s a practical thing to say.”

She smiled then, properly this time, and it changed her face in a way that was immediate and unguarded.

The room settled again after that. The quiet returned, but it wasn’t empty, it carried the small sounds of presence, pages turning, the faint movement of air through the window, the soft shift of her weight on the bed. It felt complete, contained.

“Some people from my course are going out tomorrow.”

She said it lightly, almost as if it had just come to her.

I looked up. “From English?”

She nodded. “Just drinks. Nothing big.”

There was a pause, not awkward, just open.

“Do you know them well?” I asked.

“Not really,” she said. “A few of them. We talk after seminars sometimes.”

There was something different in her voice, not excitement, but ease.

“You should come,” she added.

The way she said it made it sound optional, casual, as if it wouldn’t matter either way. I didn’t answer immediately. Instead, I tried to picture it, the setting, the people, the shape of the conversations, the places where I would fit into it, or more likely, where I wouldn’t.

“I might,” I said.

She glanced at me briefly. “Only if you want to.”

“I know.”

She nodded once and returned to her book, as if the outcome had already settled into place. The conversation ended there, cleanly.

But something had shifted.

Not in a way I could clearly define, not in a way that disrupted anything outright, just a slight change, in direction, in possibility, in the shape of something that hadn’t fully formed yet but had already begun to exist.

At the time, I didn’t think it mattered. It was just drinks, just people from her course, just another small variation in something that had, until then, remained stable. And systems, in my experience, didn’t collapse without warning. They shifted first, quietly, almost imperceptibly.

I looked back down at my notes. The structure was still there, clear, logical, predictable.

But my attention wasn’t.

Not completely.

Not anymore.


Chapter Two: The First Shift

I hadn’t expected to think about it as much as I did.

It should have been nothing. Just drinks, just people from her course, the kind of thing that existed somewhere beyond the edges of my world without ever really touching it. I told myself that more than once, quietly, as if repetition alone would be enough to settle it back into place. But it didn’t. The idea of it stayed with me in a way I couldn’t quite justify, not intrusive, not overwhelming, just present, returning at odd moments when my attention slipped just enough for it to surface again.

I found myself trying to picture it without meaning to. Not clearly, not in detail, just fragments. A room I hadn’t been in. Conversations I wasn’t part of. People I didn’t know, speaking to her in ways I couldn’t quite define. It was easier not to follow the thought all the way through, to let it dissolve before it reached anything solid.

By the time she came back the next evening, I had already convinced myself it didn’t matter.

I was at my desk when I heard the door open, the quiet shift of movement in the hallway before she stepped inside without knocking, like she always did. “Hey,” she said, her voice light, easy, carrying none of the weight I had given the evening in my own head.

I turned slightly in my chair. “Hey.”

She closed the door behind her and leaned back against it for a moment, not moving immediately, as if letting the room settle around her before she entered it properly. There was something relaxed in the way she stood there, something unguarded, though I couldn’t have said why it felt different, only that it did.

“How was it?” I asked.

She smiled, just faintly. “Good. Easy. Nothing dramatic.”

She pushed herself away from the door then and crossed the room, dropping her bag lightly onto the chair before sitting on the edge of my bed. The movement was familiar, something I had seen enough times that it should have passed without notice, but it didn’t. There was something in the way she carried herself, not a change I could define, but a looseness, a slight softening around the edges, as if something about her had shifted just enough to be felt rather than seen.

I told myself I was imagining it.

“They’re nice,” she said, glancing at me briefly before reaching down to unfasten her shoes. “Different from my seminar group. More… social.”

“Yeah?”

She nodded, slipping her shoes off and placing them neatly beside the bed, the same small, habitual movement she always made. “Yeah. It was easy to talk to them.”

There was nothing unusual in that. Nothing that should have stood out. But the way she said it lingered slightly longer than it needed to, the word easy carrying a tone I couldn’t quite place.

I watched her as she shifted further back onto the bed, drawing one leg up beneath her, settling into the space as if she had already been there for hours. “Who was there?” I asked.

She tilted her head slightly, thinking for a moment before answering. “A few people from my course. Some others I hadn’t met before.” She paused, just briefly, before adding, “There’s one guy, Kofi. He knows a lot of people. Kind of… brings everyone together.”

The name settled somewhere in my mind without resistance.

“Oh,” I said.

She nodded, smoothing the fabric of her skirt absentmindedly as she spoke. “He’s interesting. Easy to talk to.”

There it was again.

Easy.

I wasn’t sure why I noticed it. It wasn’t unusual for her to describe people like that. She was good with people, always had been, moving through social spaces with a kind of quiet confidence I had never needed to question. It was something I had always assumed balanced us, her ease where I was more considered, her instinct where I relied on structure.

“Did you stay long?” I asked.

“Not too late,” she said. “A couple of hours.”

She looked up at me then, properly this time, her expression open, unchanged. “You should come next time.”

There was no pressure in it, no expectation, just a suggestion offered lightly, as if it carried no consequence either way.

I held her gaze for a moment, longer than I usually would. “Maybe,” I said.

She smiled slightly, as if that was enough, and let it go.

The conversation drifted after that, moving into smaller, less defined spaces, unimportant details that filled the room without demanding attention. But I found it harder to follow than usual, my focus slipping in and out as I watched her instead, not consciously, not deliberately, just noticing.

There were small things.

The way her voice carried a slightly different rhythm when she spoke about them, lighter, less measured. The way she paused just a fraction longer before answering certain questions, as if deciding what to say more carefully than she normally would. Nothing significant, nothing I could isolate or prove, just small inconsistencies that didn’t align as cleanly as they should have.

At one point, she laughed.

It wasn’t the sound itself that caught my attention. It was how easily it came, unrestrained for just a moment before settling back into something quieter, more controlled. I realised, as I watched her, that I couldn’t remember the last time I had heard that from her, not like that, not without some degree of restraint behind it.

“You’re doing it again,” she said.

“Doing what?”

“Looking at me like that.”

There was no accusation in her voice, just a quiet curiosity.

“Like what?”

She studied me for a second, then shook her head slightly, as if the answer wasn’t worth explaining. “I don’t know,” she said. “Just… like you’re trying to figure something out.”

I hesitated.

“That’s what I do.”

“I know.”

She smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes this time.

And that was the moment I noticed it, not clearly, not completely, but enough.

Something had shifted.

Not in a way that changed anything outright, not in a way that demanded attention, but in a way that made everything feel just slightly misaligned, as if something small had moved out of place and the rest had yet to adjust around it.

I looked back down at my notes, at the equations that had always made sense to me. The structure was still there, clear, predictable, controlled.

But somewhere beyond that, just outside the edges of it…

something had begun to move.

And for the first time, I wasn’t entirely sure I could follow it.


Chapter Three: Contact

I almost didn’t go.

Even standing outside, I wasn’t entirely sure why I had. The decision hadn’t come all at once. It had formed gradually, somewhere between curiosity and something less defined, something I hadn’t quite examined closely enough to name. Not going would have been easier. More consistent with the version of myself I understood.

But I was there.

The bar sat just off the main road, familiar in the way places become when you pass them often enough without ever entering. Low lighting behind the windows, the muted glow of something contained within, voices carrying faintly each time the door opened. There was nothing about it that stood out, nothing that suggested it would matter.

I hesitated briefly before stepping inside, not long enough to draw attention, just enough to feel the shift from one space into another.

The change was immediate.

Warmth, sound, movement, all layered together in a way that resisted structure. Conversations overlapped without order, laughter rose and fell without rhythm, people moved through the space with a kind of unspoken coordination that didn’t require thought. It wasn’t overwhelming, but it wasn’t something I naturally settled into either.

I paused just inside the door, letting my eyes adjust, scanning the room without meaning to.

It didn’t take long to find her.

Valentina was sitting toward the back, angled into a group that seemed already established, already moving in a rhythm I couldn’t immediately follow. She wasn’t speaking when I first saw her, just listening, her posture relaxed, her attention fully engaged, but there was something in the way she occupied that space that felt… different.

Not unfamiliar.

Just not the version of her I was used to.

She looked up then, almost as if she had sensed me, and the moment her eyes met mine her expression shifted, softening immediately, her mouth lifting into a small, genuine smile.

“Jamie.”

The way she said my name grounded the moment, pulled it briefly back into something I recognised.

I moved toward her, aware of the space between the tables, of the small adjustments people made as I passed, conscious of my own movement in a way I wasn’t when I was alone.

“I’m glad you came,” she said as I reached her, her hand brushing lightly against my arm, an easy, instinctive gesture that belonged to us, not the room.

“Yeah,” I said. “Me too.”

It felt easier to say it than to question it.

She shifted slightly, opening the space beside her, and I sat, becoming part of the group without ever quite feeling like I belonged within it.

“This is Jamie,” she said, her tone adjusting subtly, not performative, but positioned, as if she were placing me within something already in motion.

There were nods, brief acknowledgements, names offered and lost almost immediately, faces registering without settling. They were as I had expected, comfortable in the space, in each other, in the fluidity of conversation that didn’t require structure to hold it together.

I said enough to be present, not enough to interrupt anything.

It was easier to observe.

It always was.

And then I noticed him.

Not because he drew attention to himself.

Because he didn’t.

He was already there, positioned slightly back within the group, one arm resting loosely along the back of a chair, his posture relaxed in a way that didn’t suggest effort or awareness. He wasn’t speaking when I first registered him, but there was a quiet centre to him, something that the rest of the group seemed to orient around without needing to acknowledge it.

Valentina turned slightly toward me again. “Jamie, this is Kofi.”

He looked at me then.

Not quickly. Not with curiosity or judgement. Just a steady, unhurried glance that seemed to take in everything it needed to without lingering.

“Alright,” he said.

There was no weight behind it. No need for more.

“Yeah,” I replied. “You too.”

The exchange ended as easily as it had begun.

The conversation resumed around us, folding back into itself, but something had already shifted in my attention. It settled without permission, moving between them, picking up small details I hadn’t intended to look for.

It wasn’t anything obvious.

That was the thing.

There were no clear moments, nothing you could isolate and point to, no interaction that stood out on its own. Just small adjustments, subtle movements that only became visible when you were already paying attention.

The way she turned slightly when he spoke, even when the conversation wasn’t directed at her. The way her expression changed, not dramatically, just enough, a little more engaged, a little more open. The way she listened.

And the way he spoke.

Not differently. Not in a way that suggested intention. Just easily. Without hesitation. Without needing to place himself within the group because he already was.

I told myself I was misreading it.

That this was what groups looked like from the outside. That I wasn’t used to the rhythm, the way conversations moved without structure, the way attention shifted naturally without meaning anything.

That there was nothing to define.

Nothing to prove.

At one point she laughed.

It came quickly, easily, without restraint, the same laugh I had noticed before, but here it felt… natural, uncontained in a way that didn’t belong to me.

For a moment, she wasn’t aware of me at all.

The thought didn’t land sharply. It didn’t need to.

It was enough that I noticed it.

Kofi said something then, something I didn’t fully catch, and she turned toward him more fully, her body aligning with her attention without hesitation, the movement unthinking, effortless.

I realised, sitting there, that I had no place in that moment.

Not excluded.

Not ignored.

Just… not part of it.

And the strange part wasn’t that I noticed.

It was that I stayed.

That I kept watching.

Because the more I paid attention, the more something else began to take shape, something I hadn’t expected something I didn’t immediately understand.

It wasn’t just discomfort.

It wasn’t just distance.

It was something quieter.

Something that held my attention even as it unsettled it.

At one point, briefly, she looked back at me.

It wasn’t anything deliberate. Just a glance, a moment where her attention shifted and settled, her expression softening slightly as it always did when she met my eyes.

But it didn’t hold.

Her gaze moved again, drawn back into the rhythm of the group, back into something that existed independently of me.

And in that brief space, that moment between one look and the next, I felt something shift in a way I couldn’t quite place.

Not loss.

Not yet.

Just… absence.

A small, undefined gap where something should have been.

I didn’t know what it meant.

I didn’t know if it meant anything at all.

But I noticed it.

And once I had, I couldn’t quite stop.


Chapter Four: Discomfort

I didn’t sleep properly that night.

Not because anything had happened, not in any way I could define, but because my mind refused to settle back into its usual rhythm. It kept returning to the same moments, the same fragments of the evening, turning them over, adjusting them slightly each time as if one more pass might reveal something I had missed the first time.

I lay there in the dark, staring at nothing in particular, replaying it.

Not the whole night. Just parts of it.

Her laugh.

That was the first thing that came back.

Not the sound itself, but the way it had happened. The ease of it. The lack of hesitation. It hadn’t felt measured in the way it usually did with me, hadn’t carried that slight restraint I had always assumed was natural to her. It had come quickly, instinctively, as if it hadn’t needed to pass through the same quiet filter I had grown used to.

I tried to place it, to compare it to something I recognised, but the more I focused on it, the less certain I became.

It wasn’t that she never laughed like that.

It was that I couldn’t remember the last time she had.

Not with me.

That thought settled uncomfortably.

I shifted slightly in bed, turning onto my side, as if the change in position might interrupt the direction my thoughts were taking. It didn’t.

Because once I had noticed one thing, the rest followed.

The way she had turned when he spoke.

It hadn’t been immediate. It hadn’t been obvious. Just a slight adjustment, her body aligning with the source of his voice before she was fully aware of doing it. A natural movement. Unthinking.

But it had happened more than once.

I was sure of that.

I went back over it again, more carefully this time, reconstructing the sequence as precisely as I could. The angle of her shoulders. The shift in her posture. The way her attention moved, not abruptly, but smoothly, as if it belonged there.

I tried to map it.

To reduce it to something simple.

Cause and effect.

Stimulus and response.

But the pattern didn’t settle as cleanly as it should have.

It wasn’t consistent enough to prove anything.

Just consistent enough to notice.

I exhaled slowly, closing my eyes for a moment, though the images didn’t fade when I did. If anything, they sharpened, freed from distraction, the details becoming clearer in isolation.

There was something else.

Something smaller.

The way she had paused before answering certain questions.

I hadn’t noticed it at the time, not consciously, but it had been there. A fraction of a second longer than usual. Not hesitation exactly. More like selection.

As if she were choosing how to respond more carefully than she normally would.

I opened my eyes again, staring into the darkness, trying to understand why that mattered.

People adjusted themselves in social situations. That was normal. Expected, even. It didn’t mean anything.

It shouldn’t have meant anything.

But when I placed it alongside everything else, the way her attention shifted, the way her expression changed, the way her voice carried a slightly different rhythm when she spoke about them, it became harder to dismiss.

Not because any one thing was significant.

But because together, they formed something that didn’t align with what I knew.

Or thought I knew.

I pushed myself up slightly, resting against the headboard, aware now that I wasn’t going to fall asleep any time soon. My mind had already moved too far into it, too far into the process of breaking it down, of examining it from every angle.

Why did she react like that?

The question came without warning, but once it was there, it didn’t leave.

Not as a vague impression.

As something more precise.

More deliberate.

Why did she laugh like that?

Why did she turn toward him?

Why did it feel different?

I tried to answer it the way I would anything else.

Start with the simplest explanation.

She was comfortable.

That was the obvious one.

She was in a familiar environment, surrounded by people she was beginning to know, relaxed in a way that allowed her to respond more freely.

That made sense.

It fit.

But it didn’t settle it.

Because if that was all it was, then why did it feel like more?

I let my head fall back slightly, closing my eyes again, but the thought remained, steady, insistent.

Because it wasn’t just that she was comfortable.

It was where that comfort seemed to sit.

Who it seemed to align with.

I hesitated there, aware of the direction that thought was taking, aware that following it further would mean placing something into a form I couldn’t easily dismiss afterwards.

For a moment, I tried not to.

Tried to let it go.

But I had already seen enough.

Already noticed too much.

And once something had been observed, properly observed, it didn’t disappear.

It stayed.

Waiting to be understood.

I opened my eyes again, staring up at the ceiling now, the faint outline of it barely visible in the dark.

Nothing had happened.

That was the part that mattered.

Nothing had happened.

There had been no moment, no clear shift, no defined change that I could isolate and point to. No line crossed, no boundary moved.

And yet…

something had changed.

Not externally.

Not in a way anyone else would notice.

But internally.

In the way I was looking at it.

In the way I was looking at her.

I became aware, slowly, of something I hadn’t expected.

Not anger.

Not even jealousy, not in any clear or defined sense.

Something quieter.

Less stable.

A kind of unease that didn’t attach itself to a single moment, but to the absence of clarity itself.

I didn’t know what I was seeing.

And for the first time, I wasn’t entirely sure I wanted to reduce it.

Because there was something else beneath that uncertainty, something I hadn’t fully acknowledged yet, something that had been there since I sat in that room and watched it unfold.

I hadn’t looked away.

Not once.

And even now, lying there in the dark, replaying it, analysing it, trying to understand it…

I wasn’t trying to stop.


Chapter Five: The Pattern

It would have been easier if it had remained unclear, if what I had noticed that night had dissolved into something indistinct, something I could dismiss as unfamiliarity or over analysis, something that belonged more to my own habits than to anything real. For a while, I allowed myself to believe that would happen, that distance would correct it, that returning to the routines I understood would restore the balance I had always relied on. But the opposite seemed to occur. Instead of fading, the impressions sharpened, not suddenly, not in any way that announced itself, but gradually, through repetition, through the quiet reappearance of the same small details in different moments, different conversations, until they began to align in ways I could no longer ignore.

It started with how often she mentioned them. Not excessively, not in a way that would have drawn attention from anyone else, but just enough that their presence became constant, woven into the space between our conversations with an ease that suggested it no longer required introduction. Names appeared and settled. References were made without explanation. What had once been external to us now existed quietly within what we spoke about, as if it had always belonged there.

“Kofi said something like that the other day.” “They’re going out again on Thursday.” “It’s just easy with them.”

That word stayed with me. Easy. It came without emphasis, without intention, but it appeared often enough, always in the same context, always carrying the same quiet certainty. I found myself listening for it, not consciously at first, but with a growing awareness that it marked something I didn’t yet fully understand. It wasn’t unusual in itself, but its consistency made it difficult to dismiss.

And once I began to notice one thing, the rest followed.

There were subtle changes in how she prepared to leave, not exaggerated, not deliberate, but present. The way she checked her reflection, not out of insecurity, but with a kind of consideration that hadn’t been there before. The way she chose what to wear, still understated, still aligned with her natural ease, but more precise somehow, as if those choices existed within a context, I wasn’t fully part of. I told myself this was normal, that people adjusted depending on where they were going, who they were with. It was a reasonable explanation, and yet it didn’t settle the observation. It simply sat alongside it, incomplete.

The next time I saw them together, it was easier to recognise. Not because anything had changed, but because I knew where to look.

The setting was smaller this time, less defined, something between a study session and a social gathering, the kind of environment that blurred easily into both. Conversations formed and dissolved without structure, people shifting between them with a natural ease that resisted analysis. I found myself positioned slightly to the side again, not excluded, not removed, but not central either, present in a way that allowed me to observe without influencing anything.

And this time, I watched more deliberately.

She moved differently in that space. Not in a way that replaced what I knew, but in a way that expanded it. Her attention wasn’t anchored in the same way it was with me. It moved freely, fluidly, shifting between people and conversations without hesitation. She leaned in more when she spoke, her posture opening slightly, her responses quicker, less measured, as if the need to filter them had diminished. It wasn’t forced. That was what made it difficult to dismiss. It felt natural, as if this version of her had always existed and I had simply not been present to see it.

And then there was him.

Kofi.

He occupied the space in the same way he had before, without effort, without assertion. There was nothing overt in how he held himself, no attempt to control the room, and yet the room adjusted around him regardless. People responded to him without hesitation, conversations seemed to return to him without intention, and he remained within it all with a kind of quiet detachment that only reinforced his presence.

I found myself watching the way others engaged with him, the ease of it, the absence of self-consciousness, and then, without intending to, I watched her.

There were moments. Small ones. Almost unnoticeable if you weren’t already looking.

The way her attention settled when he spoke, even when she was engaged elsewhere. The way her expression shifted, subtly, becoming more immediate, less filtered. The way she listened, not passively, but with a kind of quiet engagement that suggested something beneath the surface of the interaction.

And then there was the way she laughed.

It came quickly, easily, without hesitation, the same unrestrained rhythm I had noticed before, but here it felt more consistent, less like an exception and more like part of something ongoing. It didn’t feel out of place in that environment. It felt as if it belonged there.

I realised, with a growing sense of clarity, that I was comparing.

Not consciously, not with intention, but it was happening regardless. The way she spoke to him versus how she spoke to me. The timing of her responses. The ease of her reactions. Small variations, subtle differences that, taken individually, meant very little, but together formed something structured enough to follow.

And so, I began to follow it.

Not formally, not in any way that resembled the work I did, but the instinct was the same. Observe. Identify. Look for consistency.

When he spoke, her attention shifted. When he engaged, her responses came faster. When the group centred around him, she remained within that centre more often than not.

It wasn’t exact. It wasn’t predictable in the way I was used to.

But it wasn’t random either.

At one point, she turned to me. The moment was brief, but familiar, her attention settling where I expected it to, her expression softening, the version of her I knew most clearly returning without hesitation.

“How are you finding it?” she asked.

“It’s good,” I said, the answer coming easily enough.

She smiled, small and contained, and for a moment everything aligned again.

But it didn’t hold.

Her attention shifted back, drawn into the movement of the group as naturally as it had left, and I watched it happen, not just once, but repeatedly, each time becoming easier to anticipate.

That was when something changed.

Not in her.

In me.

Because it was no longer just observation.

It was expectation.

I began to know when her attention would move, when her responses would come, when her laughter would break through the conversation. Not precisely, not with certainty, but closely enough that it stopped feeling incidental and started to feel structured.

And that should have reassured me.

Patterns were something I understood. Something I could work with.

But this wasn’t something I could control.

Because the more I understood it, the more I became aware of something else, something that had been there from the beginning but had only now begun to take shape.

I wasn’t part of it.

Not excluded.

Not removed.

Just… not necessary to it.

And still, I didn’t look away.

I stayed where I was, watching it unfold, following the small shifts, the quiet alignments, the movement of something I couldn’t quite define but couldn’t ignore either.

Because by then, it wasn’t just that I was seeing it.

It was that I was beginning to understand it.

And I wasn’t sure that made it easier.


Chapter Six: The Edge

By the time it happened, I was already expecting something, not a specific moment, not anything I could isolate or define in advance, but a shift, something that would move beyond the patterns I had been tracing and settle into something more tangible. I told myself that was why I had come again, why I had placed myself back into the same space, among the same people, within the same loose structure of conversation that resisted control and refused to follow any clear logic. But the truth sat somewhere else, quieter, harder to admit even to myself. I was there because I wanted to see it again, to confirm that what I had noticed wasn’t accidental, that it would repeat, that it would take shape if I gave it enough time.

The room felt familiar now, not comfortable, but understood in a way it hadn’t been before. I knew how it moved, how conversations formed and dissolved, how people occupied space without thinking about it. It allowed me to position myself more precisely, close enough to be included, far enough that I didn’t disrupt anything. That distance gave me what I needed.

It gave me a view.

Valentina was already there, seated near the centre, her posture relaxed, her attention fully engaged in the conversation around her. When she saw me, her expression softened immediately, the same warmth I recognised, her hand brushing lightly against mine as I sat beside her, a small gesture that belonged to us, something steady in contrast to everything else. For a moment, it felt unchanged, as if nothing I had been thinking about existed outside of my own perception.

Then the moment passed, and the room reasserted itself.

Kofi was there, as he always seemed to be now, not placed at the centre but somehow holding it regardless, his presence steady, unforced, as if everything around him adjusted without requiring his attention. He acknowledged me briefly, a glance, a nod, nothing more, and then he was already back within the flow of conversation, as if my arrival hadn’t altered anything.

I settled into my place, aware of where I was in relation to both of them, aware of the shifting lines of attention that moved through the group, and without meaning to, I began to follow them again.

It didn’t take long.

It was never obvious. That was the part that made it difficult to dismiss. There were no gestures that could be pointed to, no words that carried weight on their own, nothing that existed outside the boundaries of what could be explained. But the alignment was there, subtle, consistent enough that once you saw it, you couldn’t entirely ignore it.

When he spoke, her attention found him. Not immediately, not sharply, but with a quiet inevitability, as if her awareness adjusted before she was fully conscious of it. Her gaze would settle for just a fraction longer than it did with others, her expression opening slightly, responding not just to what was said, but to something beneath it, something in the way he carried the moment.

I told myself it was nothing.

That this was how people interacted in groups, how attention shifted, how conversation moved. It was expected. It was natural.

But I didn’t stop watching.

At one point, he said something that drew a reaction, not loud, not exaggerated, just enough to ripple through the group, and she smiled, not immediately, but just after, her eyes finding his briefly as she did. It wasn’t a long look. It didn’t linger in any way that could be called deliberate. But there was something contained within it, something that existed between the beginning and the end of that moment that felt separate from everything else.

I felt it before I could understand it.

The conversation moved on, but I stayed with it, holding that moment in place, examining it without losing sight of what followed. The way her posture shifted slightly, not toward him exactly, but not away either. The way her attention remained aligned just a little longer than necessary before returning to the rest of the group.

None of it was enough on its own.

Together, it was harder to dismiss.

Later, the group adjusted, people moving, chairs shifting, the shape of the space changing without any clear intention. Valentina turned slightly as she spoke to someone beside her, her hand resting briefly behind her on the back of a chair, and in that small shift, he leaned in, not toward her directly, but close enough that their shoulders brushed.

It was incidental.

It had to be.

The space was limited, the movement natural, unavoidable.

And yet neither of them moved immediately.

The contact held for just a moment longer than it needed to, long enough for it to register, to settle into something observable before it dissolved again. She said something then, quieter, directed more toward him than the rest of the group, and he responded with a small smile, not broad, not performative, just a slight change that she mirrored without hesitation.

I realised then how closely I was watching it, not casually, not passively, but with a focus that had become deliberate, precise. I was following the sequence, the movement of attention, the alignment of responses, the way proximity shifted and reset itself in ways that felt unplanned but repeated often enough to suggest otherwise.

I could have interrupted.

The thought came slowly, but once it was there, it didn’t leave. There were moments where it would have been easy, where I could have said something, drawn her attention back, re-established something familiar without it feeling forced. It would have made sense. It would have been natural.

I didn’t.

I stayed where I was, letting it continue, letting each moment settle before moving on to the next.

At one point, she turned back to me, her expression open, unchanged, her hand resting lightly against my arm as she spoke, including me again without hesitation. “Do you want another drink?” she asked, her voice carrying the same warmth, the same ease that had always been there.

“Yeah,” I said.

She smiled, softly, and for a moment everything aligned again, the version of her I understood returning without resistance, without contradiction.

But it didn’t last.

Her attention shifted again, drawn back into the movement of the group, into something that existed independently of me, and I felt it more clearly than before, not as a sharp loss, not as something defined, but as a quiet distance that settled between moments, in the direction of her gaze, in the way it moved without reference to where I was.

Kofi said something again, something I didn’t fully hear, and she looked at him, not immediately, but just after, her attention settling with that same quiet precision I had begun to recognise. There was a pause, small, contained, and then she smiled.

I couldn’t categorise it.

There was nothing to isolate, nothing to define, nothing that crossed any clear boundary. Everything existed within what could be explained, what could be dismissed without effort.

And yet it felt like something.

I realised then that I wasn’t waiting for it to stop.

I was waiting for it to happen again.

And when it did, I was ready for it, already watching, already following the pattern as it repeated, as it settled into something I could recognise even if I couldn’t fully understand it.

I could have left.

That was the other part.

At any point, I could have removed myself from it, stepped away from the space, from the uncertainty, from the quiet tension that had begun to take hold.

I didn’t.

I stayed.

And somewhere beneath the discomfort, beneath the uncertainty, beneath the part of me that still wanted to reduce it to something simple and controllable, there was something else.

Something quieter.

Something that held my attention in place.

Because it wasn’t just that I was seeing it.

It was that I wanted to see where it went.


Chapter Seven: Loss of Control

It stayed with me longer than it should have.

Not just the moments themselves, not just what I had seen or thought I had seen, but the way they refused to settle into anything stable. I had tried to reduce it, to take what I had observed and fit it into something structured, something that could be explained without contradiction, but the more I returned to it, the less precise it became. Details shifted. Emphasis changed. What had felt clear at the time became uncertain when examined too closely.

And still, the conclusion remained.

Not fixed. Not proven.

But present.

By the time we were alone again, back in my room, the familiar space that had always grounded everything else, I was already aware that I wasn’t going to let it pass this time. The thought had been forming all day, moving gradually from something I could ignore into something that demanded to be said, even if I hadn’t fully decided how.

She moved through the room easily, as she always did, setting her bag down, slipping off her shoes without thinking, her presence settling into the space as if nothing had changed, as if the version of her I had watched the night before existed separately from the one standing in front of me now.

For a moment, I said nothing.

I watched her instead.

The way she crossed the room. The way she adjusted her hair as she turned slightly toward me, her expression open, relaxed, unchanged.

“You’re quiet,” she said, her voice light, observant rather than concerned.

“I’ve just been thinking,” I replied.

She smiled faintly at that, the same familiar response. “That’s never a good sign.”

Normally, I would have let it stay there. Let the conversation move naturally, settle into something easier, something that didn’t require definition.

I didn’t.

“What do you think of Kofi?”

The question came out more directly than I had intended, without the gradual lead-in I had imagined, without the careful framing that would have made it seem casual.

She paused.

Not for long.

Just enough for it to register.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

I held her gaze, aware now of the shift in the room, the way something had settled between us that hadn’t been there before.

“You talk about him a lot,” I said. “And… the way you are around him. It’s different.”

Even as I said it, I could hear the lack of precision, the way the statement relied on implication rather than anything concrete. It wasn’t how I normally spoke. It wasn’t how I approached anything.

But I couldn’t seem to correct it.

Her expression changed slightly, not dramatically, just enough that I could see she was paying closer attention now.

“Different how?”

I hesitated.

That was the problem.

I didn’t have a clean answer.

“You’re… more relaxed,” I said. “More engaged. It’s like…..” I stopped, aware that I was moving further away from anything measurable. “I don’t know. It just feels like you’re… into him.”

The words settled between us.

Clearer than anything I had said before.

For a moment, she didn’t respond.

Then she let out a quiet breath, not irritated exactly, but not neutral either.

“Jamie,” she said, her tone shifting, becoming more grounded, more deliberate. “That’s a stretch.”

“I don’t think it is.”

That came too quickly.

Too certain.

I realised it as soon as I said it, but I didn’t pull back.

She studied me for a second, her expression tightening slightly, not in confusion, but in something closer to disbelief.

“Based on what?” she asked.

And there it was.

The question I should have been able to answer.

The one I had spent hours thinking about.

Breaking down.

Analysing.

And yet, in that moment, it didn’t come together the way it should have.

“The way you look at him,” I said. “The way you react to him. You laugh more. You…” I stopped again, aware of how incomplete it sounded. “You give him the impression that there’s something there.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly, not aggressively, but with a kind of focus I hadn’t seen from her before.

“That I’d go out with him?” she said.

I didn’t answer immediately.

Because that wasn’t exactly what I meant.

And yet it was close enough that I didn’t correct it.

“Maybe,” I said.

The shift this time was clearer.

Not dramatic.

But definite.

“That’s not fair,” she said.

Her voice was still controlled, but there was something underneath it now, something firmer.

“I’m just saying what it looks like.”

“No,” she replied, shaking her head slightly. “You’re saying what you think it looks like.”

There was a difference.

I knew there was.

But I didn’t let it settle.

“It’s not just me,” I said, even though I hadn’t heard anyone else say it. “It’s obvious.”

“That’s not true.”

Her tone sharpened slightly, not raised, but more precise.

“I’m talking to people, Jamie. That’s all. I’m allowed to talk to people.”

“I know that.”

“Then what is this?” she asked, her hands lifting slightly before falling back to her sides. “Because it sounds like you’re accusing me of something.”

“I’m not accusing you,” I said, though it already felt like I was.

“I’m just saying….”

“That you think I’m leading him on?” she interrupted.

The words landed harder than I expected.

“I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.”

There was a pause then.

A real one.

Not comfortable.

Not neutral.

The kind that sits between two people when something has shifted and neither of them is quite sure how to move it back.

I became aware, slowly, of how far I had moved from where I intended to be. This wasn’t structured. It wasn’t controlled. It wasn’t leading anywhere clear.

It was just… happening.

“I just think,” I said, more carefully now, though it was too late for that to make a difference, “that you’re acting differently around him.”

She held my gaze.

“And?”

“And I don’t know what that means.”

He held her gaze for a moment longer, aware that he was already moving beyond anything he could properly structure, beyond anything that could be reduced into something clean and certain.

“Do you think he’s attractive?”

The question landed differently.

Not accusatory, not exactly, but more direct than anything he had said before, stripped of explanation, of framing, of the distance he had tried to maintain.

Valentina didn’t answer immediately.

It wasn’t a long pause, but it was there, just enough to register, just enough for him to notice it before she spoke.

“No,” she said.

The word came cleanly, without hesitation once it arrived.

He watched her for a second.

“Really?”

There was no challenge in his voice, but there was something else, something quieter, something that didn’t quite accept the answer as it was.

She exhaled softly, a small shift in her posture as she adjusted where she stood, her eyes holding his this time, more deliberately.

“I think he’s a very good-looking guy,” she said. “But that’s different from finding him attractive.”

She let that settle for a moment, as if choosing her words more carefully now.

“I don’t fancy him,” she added, her tone steady, grounded. “Not in the way I fancy you.”

The room seemed to quiet around that, not externally, but in the space between them, as if everything else had pulled back just enough for the weight of it to remain.

He nodded slightly, though the movement felt more automatic than intentional.

It should have been enough.

The distinction was clear. The logic held. The answer, in any structured sense, resolved the question he had asked.

And yet…

something in the way she had paused, in the way she had adjusted her answer rather than simply giving it, stayed with him longer than the words themselves.

Not enough to argue with.

Not enough to prove anything.

Just enough that it didn’t settle.

Not like that.

There was no logic behind it.

No structure. Just the feeling itself, spoken before I could reduce it to something safer.

She looked at me then, properly, not dismissing it, not brushing it aside, but seeing it for what it was. Not an argument. Not really. Something else. Something that hadn’t fully taken shape yet, but had already moved beyond anything either of us could easily step back from.

“You’re overthinking this,” she said, more quietly now.

That should have reassured me.

It didn’t.

Because I knew I was.

And I couldn’t stop.

She held my gaze for a moment longer, then shook her head slightly, not in frustration exactly, but in a kind of quiet resolve.

“Don’t get jealous,” she said. “Just because I’m talking to someone, being friendly with another guy… I can’t deal with that.”

The words landed differently than anything else she had said.

Not sharp.

Not raised.

But firm in a way that left no room to soften them.

For a moment, I didn’t respond.

Not because I didn’t have anything to say, but because whatever I had been building in my head, whatever structure I had been trying to impose on it, didn’t hold against that.

It wasn’t a question.

It wasn’t something she was asking me to explain.

It was a line.

And I wasn’t entirely sure when I had crossed it.

I let out a breath that didn’t quite settle, my thoughts no longer forming cleanly, no longer aligning into anything I could shape into something controlled.

“I can’t help it,” I said, the words coming faster now, less measured than anything I had said before. “You’re like… an eleven, and I’m a six and a half at best, and he’s probably a nine, and it just… it makes sense, doesn’t it? You going out with him instead of me.” I shook my head slightly, already aware of how it sounded, but unable to stop it once it had started. “I’m sorry. I’ve lost it now.”

The room felt smaller after that, quieter in a way that wasn’t comfortable.

For a second, she didn’t speak.

Then she moved.

Not quickly, not dramatically, just closing the distance between us with a kind of quiet certainty, stepping into my space without hesitation. I felt her presence before I fully registered it, the shift in proximity grounding in a way that cut through the noise in my head.

“Jamie,” she said, softer now.

I didn’t look at her straight away.

“Look at me.”

I did.

There was no frustration in her expression, no irritation, just something steadier, something more deliberate.

“I’m not an eleven,” she said, almost lightly, though her tone held. “Maybe a seven. Eight on a good day.”

I let out a short breath that was almost a laugh, more reflex than reaction, the idea itself too far removed from anything I believed to land properly.

She noticed it.

Of course she did.

“And you’re not a six and a half,” she continued, her voice still calm, still anchored. “You’re at least the same as Kofi. Probably both eights, if you want to put numbers on it.”

I shook my head slightly, but she didn’t let it interrupt her.

“And I’m with you,” she said, more firmly now. “I’m here. In your room. In your bed two or three nights a week.” There was a small pause, not awkward, just enough to let it land. “You see me in a way he doesn’t. You get to see me naked.”

That settled somewhere deeper than the rest of it.

Before I could respond, she stepped closer again, her arms moving around me without hesitation, pulling me into her in a way that felt natural, unforced, as if it didn’t need to be questioned.

“You’re being way too sensitive,” she said quietly, her voice softer again, closer now.

I stood there for a moment, not resisting it, but not fully relaxing into it either, my mind still moving, still trying to reconcile everything at once.

Because what she was saying made sense.

Logically, it held.

But the feeling didn’t follow the logic.

It stayed where it was.

Unresolved.


Chapter Eight: The Reassurance

Afterwards, everything felt quieter.

Not just the room, not just the absence of movement or sound, but something inside me as well, something that had been tightening over the past few days finally loosening, settling back into a space that felt more familiar. It always happened like that. Whatever tension had built up, whatever uncertainty had taken hold, it seemed to dissolve in the aftermath, leaving behind something simpler, something easier to hold onto.

We lay there without speaking for a while, the kind of silence that didn’t need to be filled, her body warm beside mine, her breathing slow and even as it gradually returned to its natural rhythm. The light in the room had softened, the edges of everything less defined, as if the world itself had stepped back slightly to allow the moment to settle.

She shifted slightly beside me, turning just enough that her arm rested across my chest, her fingers idly tracing a slow, absent pattern against my skin. It was a familiar gesture, one she didn’t seem to think about, something instinctive rather than deliberate.

I let out a short breath, something easing in my chest as the tension from earlier continued to fade, the absurdity of it all settling into something lighter now.

She shifted slightly beside me, her arm still resting across my chest, her fingers tracing slow, absent patterns against my skin.

“So,” she said, her voice softer, almost playful now. “You think Kofi’s hot.”

I turned my head slightly toward her, catching the hint of a smile forming at the corner of her lips.

“Maybe you should go out with him,” she added.

She laughed as she said it, the sound light, unmistakably a joke, something meant to break the last of the tension that had lingered between us.

I couldn’t help but smile.

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “That might solve everything.”

“Probably.”

The moment settled into something light after that, the earlier conversation reduced to something almost distant, as if it belonged to a different version of the evening.

And as I lay there, I could feel it happening again, that same sense of recalibration, the way everything seemed to realign itself after we were like this, after we had closed the distance between us in the most complete way we knew how.

It always felt like the most certain thing.

More than anything else.

More than what I thought I had seen.

More than what I couldn’t explain.

She was here.

That was what mattered.

Here, beside me, her naked body still pressed lightly against mine, her presence undeniable in a way that left no space for doubt. She had chosen this. Chosen me. Not in theory, not in possibility, but in something real, something immediate.

I was the one who saw her like this.

The one who knew her body, who felt it, who existed within this space with her in a way no one else did.

Not him.

The thought came and went quickly, easier to dismiss now, less defined, less urgent.

Because whatever I had been building in my head, whatever patterns I had been trying to follow, they didn’t exist here, not in this moment, not in this space where everything felt resolved simply by being close to her.

Why had I let it get that far?

Why had I pushed it into something it didn’t need to be?

I let out a slow breath, feeling the last of that earlier tension fade into something almost distant.

I had been overthinking it.

I knew that.

I always did.

She shifted again slightly, settling more comfortably against me, her fingers still moving lazily against my chest, as if the moment required nothing more than that.

“You’re quiet again,” she murmured.

“Just thinking,” I said.

She smiled faintly against me, I could feel it more than see it.

“Try not to do that too much.”

I let out a small breath of amusement, my hand resting lightly against her arm.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ll try.”

And for the first time since that night, it felt like something I might actually be able to do.

I let out a short breath, something easing in my chest as the tension from earlier continued to fade, the absurdity of it all settling into something lighter now.

“So,” she said, her voice softer now, edged with something playful. “You think Kofi’s hot.”

I turned my head slightly toward her, catching the hint of a smile forming at the corner of her lips.

“Yeah,” I said.

She watched me for a moment, her expression lingering somewhere between amusement and curiosity, before tilting her head slightly.

“You know,” she said, almost idly, “I could invite him over to join us.”

My breath caught before I could stop it, the thought arriving too quickly, too fully formed to ignore, even as I tried to dismiss it.

She saw it immediately.

A small smile pulled at her lips.

“What?” she said lightly. “You wouldn’t be up for that?”

I let out a short breath, shaking my head, though a quiet laugh slipped through with it.

“Yeah,” I said. “But not with him.”

She raised an eyebrow slightly, still watching me.

“Oh?”

“With you and Chloe,” I added, the words coming more easily than they probably should have.

She let out a soft laugh, the sound warm, unbothered.

“Well, that’s not going to happen,” she said, almost casually. Then, after the smallest pause, just enough to let the moment shift, she added, “But I can offer you Kofi, since you seem to find him so attractive.”

There was something in the way she said it, still playful, still clearly a joke, and yet just grounded enough to make it land a little differently.

I shook my head again, more firmly this time.

“That’s not what I said.”

“I know,” she replied, her tone softening as she shifted closer, letting the humour settle back into something more familiar, more contained between us.

I shook my head again, more firmly this time.

“That’s not what I said.”

“I know,” she replied, her tone softening as she shifted closer, letting the humour settle back into something more familiar, more contained between us.

For a while after that, neither of us said anything. The room seemed to settle again, the earlier tension dissolved into something quieter, something that should have felt complete. Her body rested against mine, warm, familiar, her breathing slow and even as the moment stretched out, uncomplicated on the surface.

I let myself relax into it, into the certainty of her being there, into the ease that always seemed to follow when we were like this.

But the thought didn’t leave.

It stayed somewhere just beneath everything else, faint at first, easy to ignore, then returning in fragments, not fully formed, not something I chose to focus on, but something that appeared anyway.

The way she had said it.

Light.

Playful.

A joke.

It had been a joke.

I knew that.

And yet…

I found myself turning it over, not deliberately, not in the same analytical way I had approached everything else, but more loosely, more instinctively, as if my mind had already decided it was worth examining before I had caught up with it.

What would that even look like?

The thought came without structure, without permission, forming just enough to register before I tried to dismiss it. The room, the space, the three of us placed into something that didn’t belong to anything I understood, something that didn’t fit within the version of us I had always relied on.

I shifted slightly beside her, more aware now of the closeness, of the fact that she was here, that this was real, that whatever else existed outside of this moment didn’t change that.

She was with me.

She had chosen me.

That was what mattered.

That was what I had told myself.

And yet the thought remained, not strong enough to take hold completely, but not weak enough to disappear either, sitting somewhere in between, unresolved.

Valentina had just suggested inviting Kofi to join us.

She was joking.

She was.

Wasn’t she.




Chapter Nine: The Comparison

The next time we were there, it felt different again.

Not because anything had changed on the surface. The same place, the same low hum of conversation, the same easy movement of people slipping in and out of each other’s space without thought. Valentina moved through it effortlessly now, her attention shifting, her presence fully aligned with the rhythm of the group in a way that no longer surprised me.

Kofi was there.

Of course he was.

I noticed him almost immediately, not because he demanded attention, but because I was already looking for him. Already aware of where he would be, how he would sit within the space, how the rest of the room would subtly arrange itself around him without anyone needing to acknowledge it.

And this time, I didn’t just watch.

I compared.

It didn’t begin as something deliberate. Just a series of small observations, forming quietly, aligning themselves before I had decided to follow them. The difference in posture. The way he carried himself without hesitation, without adjustment. The ease of it.

I became aware of it piece by piece.

He was taller.

Not dramatically, but enough that it registered, enough that it shifted how he occupied space without him needing to do anything. His build was different too, more defined, more physical in a way I had never been. It wasn’t something I had ever focused on before, not in relation to anyone else, but once it entered my awareness, it stayed there.

I felt it before I fully understood it.

The comparison settled into something quieter, something harder to ignore because it didn’t come with any clear conclusion. Just a sequence of observations that didn’t resolve, didn’t reduce, didn’t fit into anything I could control.

I found myself adjusting my own posture without meaning to, aware of how I stood, how I looked in the same space, measuring without wanting to, aligning things that didn’t need to be aligned.

It should have stopped there.

It didn’t.

Because once the comparison began, it didn’t stay contained.

It moved.

Shifted.

Went somewhere else.

There was something beneath it, something less defined, something I hadn’t consciously formed but recognised the moment it surfaced. A thought that didn’t belong to anything I had actually observed, but existed anyway, shaped by something external, something I had heard often enough to absorb without ever questioning properly.

The idea of him.

Not just how he looked.

Something else.

I hesitated, even within my own thoughts, aware of it in a way that made it feel unstable the moment I tried to define it.

You know what people say about black men.

The phrase arrived fully formed, detached from anything real, and for a moment, I almost dismissed it.

Almost.

Because the question followed before I could stop it.

Was it true? Did it matter?

I looked at him again, more carefully this time, as if there was something there, I could measure, something I could reduce into something logical, something that would settle the question simply by being observed.

There wasn’t.

Of course there wasn’t.

And yet the thought didn’t disappear.

It stayed there, not dominant, not overwhelming, but present in a way that unsettled me more than anything else had so far, because it didn’t come from observation, didn’t come from anything I could verify or disprove.

It came from somewhere else.

And I didn’t like that.

I became aware then of how far my thinking had moved from where it began. This wasn’t structure. This wasn’t logic. This wasn’t anything I could map or reduce or resolve through observation.

It was something looser.

Something less controlled.

And still, I didn’t pull away from it.

I stayed where I was, watching, comparing, letting the thoughts form and reform without stopping them, even as I recognised how little sense they made.

Because somewhere beneath all of it, beneath the uncertainty, beneath the part of me that resisted it, there was something else.

Something quieter.

Something that kept my attention fixed exactly where it was.

Not because I understood it.

But because I didn’t.


Chapter Ten: Projection

After that, it became harder to separate what I had actually seen from what I was beginning to imagine.

That was the part that unsettled me most.

Not the interactions themselves. Not the looks, or the laughter, or the subtle shifts in attention I had spent the past few weeks tracking with an intensity that was becoming difficult to justify even to myself. It was what happened afterwards, when I was alone, when the evening had ended and there was nothing left except the replay of it inside my own head.

Because the replay was no longer accurate.

Not entirely.

It started with real moments, anchored in things I had genuinely observed, the way she had looked at him when he spoke, the slight change in her expression, the ease between them that I still couldn’t properly categorise. But somewhere along the way, my mind began filling in the spaces between those moments on its own, extending them slightly beyond reality, allowing them to continue after they had actually ended.

I would catch myself doing it without meaning to.

A glance becoming something longer.

A moment of closeness lingering after it should have dissolved.

The thought of them speaking when I wasn’t there.

The thought of her laughing like that somewhere else, in another room, another setting, without me present to witness it.

I tried to stop it at first.

Tried to pull myself back toward what was real, toward what I could actually verify, but the more I resisted the thoughts, the more persistent they became, returning at odd moments when my concentration slipped just enough for them to surface again.

And what made it worse was how vivid they felt once they arrived.

Not explicit.

Not fully formed.

Just detailed enough to hold my attention.

I found myself imagining simple things first. The two of them alone after everyone else had left. A conversation continuing naturally after the rest of the group had dispersed. Her attention focused entirely on him in the same way I had already seen fragments of before, but uninterrupted now, without the noise of the room around them.

And then the thoughts moved further.

Not because I chose for them to.

Because they seemed to unfold on their own.

What would she sound like with him when she relaxed completely?

Would she laugh differently again?

Would she look at him the same way she looked at me when we were alone?

The questions arrived one after another before I could properly contain them, each one unsettling enough on its own, but impossible to fully dismiss once it had taken shape.

I became aware, slowly, painfully, of something else beneath them too.

Curiosity.

That was the part I resisted most.

Because jealousy I understood. Insecurity I understood. Those feelings fit within something recognisable, something uncomfortable but logical.

Curiosity didn’t.

And yet it was there.

Not cleanly.

Not proudly.

But undeniably.

I wanted to know what existed in the spaces I couldn’t see.

Wanted to understand whether the thing I thought I had noticed between them was real or whether I had built it entirely inside my own head.

And somewhere beneath that, beneath all the analysis and discomfort and rationalisation, there was another thought waiting quietly for me each time the others settled.

What if she wanted him to notice her?

The idea landed differently than the rest.

Sharper.

More intimate somehow.

Because it shifted the focus away from him and back onto her, back onto the possibility that some part of what I had been watching wasn’t accidental at all.

I tried to argue against it immediately.

Valentina wasn’t like that.

She loved me.

She chose me.

She slept beside me, laughed with me, let me see the version of herself no one else did.

And yet the argument no longer settled things the way it once had.

Because now, every reassurance existed alongside another image.

Her turning toward him.

Her smiling.

Her attention shifting naturally in his direction before she even seemed aware she was doing it.

I remembered the joke in bed.

Maybe I should invite him over to join us.

At the time, it had dissolved into humour, softened by closeness and warmth and the certainty that existed between us afterwards. But now, lying awake alone in the dark days later, I found myself returning to it differently.

Not just to the words themselves.

To how naturally she had said them.

As if the thought had arrived in her mind easily.

The memory unsettled me enough that I turned over in bed, forcing myself to stare at the wall instead of the ceiling, as though changing position could interrupt the direction my thoughts were taking.

It didn’t.

Because now another image had already formed.

Not complete.

Just fragments.

Valentina beside him somewhere outside the structure of the group, her attention fixed fully on him now, uninterrupted, the same warmth she gave me directed somewhere else.

I felt something tighten in my chest at the thought.

But I didn’t stop it.

That was the part I couldn’t fully understand.

Because even as the discomfort grew stronger, even as the insecurity sharpened into something harder to ignore, I kept returning to the thoughts voluntarily, circling them, examining them, letting them develop further than they should have.

It was no longer just fear.

And it was no longer just observation.

Something else had begun to grow alongside it.

Something darker.

Something that held my attention with the same intensity that it unsettled it.

And deep down, beneath all the logic I kept trying to impose on it, I was beginning to realise something that frightened me more than any of the thoughts themselves.


Chapter Eleven: The Joke Stops Being Funny

The comment should have passed the same way it had before.

Lightly.

Playfully.

Something said between two people comfortable enough with each other to let humour drift into places that weren’t entirely serious. And at first, it almost did. We were lying together in bed again, the room dim, her body warm beside mine, the familiar calm that always followed intimacy settling slowly over both of us.

For a while neither of us said much. She lay half across me, absentmindedly tracing patterns against my chest while I stared up at the ceiling, my thoughts quieter than they had been in days.

Then she spoke.

“So,” she murmured, amusement already in her voice before the words fully arrived. “Have you decided when you’re inviting Kofi over?”

I let out a small breath through my nose, almost a laugh, but it didn’t quite land properly this time.

She noticed immediately.

Her head lifted slightly from my chest, just enough to look at me properly. “Oh, come on,” she said softly. “You’re still thinking about it.”

“I’m not.”

“That’s a lie.”

There was no accusation in it. If anything, she sounded entertained, relaxed enough to enjoy pulling at the thread a little.

“You’re obsessed with him,” she added.

I turned my head toward her. “I’m not obsessed with him.”

“You kind of are.”

She smiled as she said it, clearly expecting me to smile back, to let the joke settle the way it always had before.

Instead, I felt something tighten unexpectedly inside my chest.

Not anger exactly.

Something sharper.

More exposed.

“I’m not obsessed with him,” I repeated, more firmly this time.

That shifted the mood slightly.

Not dramatically. Just enough.

Valentina studied me for a moment, the teasing easing from her expression as she realised something in my tone had changed.

“Jamie…”

“What?”

“Why are you getting annoyed?”

“I’m not annoyed.”

“You are.”

The certainty in her voice made it worse somehow, because I could hear it too now, the tension I hadn’t meant to let into the conversation.

She pushed herself up slightly, resting on one elbow beside me, her expression softer now, more attentive.

“It was just a joke.”

“I know.”

But the words came too quickly.

Too tight.

And suddenly I became painfully aware of how ridiculous I probably looked, lying there defensive over something that hadn’t even really happened, something playful and stupid and hypothetical.

Except it didn’t feel hypothetical to me anymore.

That was the problem.

“You keep bringing it up,” I said finally.

Her eyebrows lifted slightly. “Because it’s funny.”

“Funny how?”

She hesitated for the first time.

And somehow that made everything worse.

“I don’t know,” she said carefully. “Because you get weird every time I mention him.”

There it was.

Weird.

“I’m not weird about it.”

“You are a bit.”

She said it gently, but the embarrassment hit anyway, hot and immediate, because part of me already knew she was right.

I had let it get too deep into my head.

Way too deep.

Valentina watched me for another second, her expression somewhere between amusement and curiosity now, like she was trying to work out how something that had started as teasing had managed to get under my skin so badly.

“Are you actually threatened by him?” she asked lightly.

I looked back at her. “No.”

The answer came too fast.

Her smile widened slightly.

“Jamie.”

“I’m not.”

“Then what is it?” she asked, shifting slightly closer again, her tone still soft, still playful. “Is it because he’s taller than you?”

I let out a breath through my nose. “Barely.”

“Mmm.” She nodded thoughtfully, clearly enjoying herself now. “So it’s not the height.”

“It’s not anything.”

“Okay,” she said easily. “Maybe it’s because he’s ridiculously muscly.”

I rolled my eyes slightly. “You really enjoying this conversation, aren’t you?”

“A little.”

She smiled again, warm and teasing, clearly expecting me to relax back into it with her.

Instead, I stayed tense enough that she noticed immediately.

And that only seemed to make her more curious.

“Oh my God,” she said softly, almost laughing now as the thought seemed to arrive properly in her head. “Is it because he’s black?”

The room seemed to tighten slightly around the question.

Not because of how she said it. If anything, her tone remained light, casual, almost affectionate in the way she was teasing me through it.

But because she’d said it out loud.

I looked at her for a moment too long before answering.

“That’s not…..”

“That’s a yes,” she interrupted immediately, laughing softly now.

“It’s not a yes.”

“It’s completely a yes.”

I shook my head, feeling heat creeping into my face again.

“You’re unbelievable.”

“And you’re incredibly easy to read right now.”

She was still smiling, still half laughing through it, but there was no judgement in her expression, nothing sharp or cruel. If anything, she seemed faintly fascinated by how transparent I’d suddenly become.

“I cannot believe this is what’s going on in your head,” she said.

“It’s not.”

“Jamie,” she said, dragging my name out slightly. “You’ve basically been conducting a psychological case study on this poor man for weeks.”

Despite myself, a reluctant laugh escaped me then, brief and involuntary.

“There it is,” she said immediately, pointing at me triumphantly. “That’s the first normal reaction you’ve had in ten minutes.”

I shook my head again, covering part of my face with one hand now.

“This is humiliating.”

“No,” she said softly, moving closer again, her fingers brushing lightly against my arm. “It’s actually kind of adorable.”

“That might be worse.”

She laughed properly at that, warm and unrestrained, then settled herself against me again, the teasing gradually dissolving back into something softer.

For a few seconds neither of us spoke, the room quiet again except for the faint sound of rain against the window outside.

Then she shifted slightly against me.

“You know what?” she said.

“What?”

“To get this sorted, we confront it.”

I frowned slightly. “Confront what?”

“This.” She gestured vaguely between us, amused again now. “Your bizarre Kofi fixation.”

“I do not have a Kofi fixation.”

“You absolutely do.”

I opened my mouth to argue again, but she continued before I could.

“We invite him over,” she said casually. “The three of us. We talk. Then maybe you’ll finally calm down.”

I stared at her for a second.

“The three of us?”

“Yeah.”

I narrowed my eyes slightly. “Interesting.”

“What?”

A slow smile pulled at the corner of my mouth now as the balance of the conversation shifted for the first time all evening.

“Oh, I see what’s happening.”

She blinked at me, immediately suspicious. “What’s happening?”

“This isn’t about me anymore.”

Her laugh came instantly. “Jamie.”

“No, no,” I said, turning slightly toward her now, feeling the momentum change. “You’re the one trying to arrange little private meetings with Kofi.”

“I am not.”

“You literally just suggested inviting him into our bedroom.”

“To talk.”

“Sure.”

She shoved lightly at my shoulder, already laughing again. “You’re ridiculous.”

“And you’re deflecting.”

“I’m really not.”

“You are.” I could feel myself relaxing now, the embarrassment finally easing enough for me to push back properly. “I think maybe you’re the one who’s into him.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “Excuse me?”

“It makes sense when you think about it.”

“Oh my God.”

“You laugh at everything he says.”

“I do not.”

“You do.” I nodded with mock seriousness now. “You keep looking at him. You get all relaxed around him. Honestly, Valentina, I think we need to discuss your feelings.”

She stared at me for a second, somewhere between disbelief and amusement.

“You’re impossible.”

“And yet,” I said lightly, “you’re still here.”

She shook her head, trying not to smile now, which only made it worse.

“I cannot believe you’ve somehow turned this around on me.”

I shrugged slightly. “I’m just observing patterns.”

“Oh, shut up.”

I laughed softly then, properly this time, the tension that had sat between us for days finally loosening enough to breathe around.

But I wasn’t done yet.

I looked at her for another second, watching the faint colour still sitting in her cheeks from laughing, the softness in her expression, the warmth that had returned between us.

Then, casually, I asked:

“Is it because he’s black?”

For a split second she froze.

Not dramatically.

Just enough.

Then she stared at me in complete disbelief before a shocked laugh escaped her.

“You are insane,” she said, pushing herself against me again, half hiding her face against my chest now as she laughed.

And despite everything, despite the jealousy and overthinking and tension that had consumed me for weeks…

I found myself laughing too.


Chapter Twelve: The Invitation

She told me on Friday evening.

Not carefully. Not with hesitation or buildup, not in the way I probably would have approached something that had the potential to alter the atmosphere of a room before the conversation had even properly begun. She said it casually, almost absentmindedly, while standing in the kitchen pouring herself a glass of water, as though the sentence carried no more weight than discussing plans for the weekend.

“Kofi’s coming over tonight,” she said. “I said we could share that bottle of wine you never opened.”

For a second, I genuinely thought I’d misheard her.

I looked up from where I was sitting at the table, my brain still catching up with the words themselves.

“What?”

She turned slightly toward me then, completely calm, one hand still resting against the kitchen counter.

“Kofi,” she repeated. “He’s coming over later.”

The way she said it made it worse somehow. The ease of it. The fact she’d already arranged it, already decided it, as though it had naturally followed from the conversation we’d had in bed the other night.

I stared at her.

“You invited him here?”

Now she noticed the shift in my tone.

Not enough to seem alarmed, but enough that her expression tightened slightly with caution.

“Yeah,” she said slowly. “You know… because we kept joking about it.”

I let out a short breath through my nose, somewhere between disbelief and irritation.

“Valentina.”

“What?”

“You actually invited him over?”

Her eyebrows lifted now, a hint of defensiveness appearing for the first time.

“It’s not weird, Jamie.”

“It kind of is.”

“No, it isn’t.” She folded her arms loosely now, still standing by the counter. “He’s just coming round for a drink.”

I looked away briefly, shaking my head once as I tried to organise the reaction building in my chest into something reasonable before it came out.

But the feeling arrived first.

“You didn’t even ask me.”

That landed more heavily than the rest of it.

I could see it register immediately in her expression.

“I didn’t think I needed permission to invite a friend over.”

“That’s not what I mean.”

“Then what do you mean?”

I stood up too quickly, the chair scraping slightly against the floor behind me.

“I mean this whole thing is weird now.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly. “You’re the one who made it weird.”

“That’s not fair.”

“No?” she shot back. “You’ve spent weeks obsessing over this guy. Comparing yourself to him, analysing every interaction like it’s some kind of research project, and now suddenly him coming over is too much?”

“That’s completely different.”

“How?”

I opened my mouth immediately, ready to answer, but nothing arrived cleanly enough to say out loud.

Because I wasn’t entirely sure myself.

The room felt tighter suddenly, smaller somehow, the air between us charged with something sharper than the teasing tension that had existed before. This felt more real. Less hypothetical.

And I hated how much that affected me.

Valentina watched me for another second before her expression softened slightly, the frustration easing just enough for something else to come through.

“Jamie,” she said more quietly now. “He’s not coming over to steal me.”

“That’s not what I said.”

“It’s kind of what you keep implying.”

I looked away again, rubbing a hand across the back of my neck.

“I know,” I muttered.

The irritation was already burning itself out, leaving embarrassment behind in its place, the familiar feeling arriving almost immediately after every argument we’d had about this.

I was overreacting again.

I knew I was.

And somehow that only made me feel worse.

There was a pause.

Then I felt her move closer.

I looked up just as she stepped directly in front of me, her expression softer now, the edge fully gone from her voice.

“You’re impossible,” she murmured.

Before I could answer, she slid herself onto my lap, one arm looping lightly around the back of my neck as she settled against me with easy familiarity.

The tension in my chest loosened almost instantly.

It always did when she touched me like that.

“You know I love winding you up,” she said quietly, smiling now.

“I’d noticed.”

She leaned forward slightly then, kissing me softly, slowly enough that the argument dissolved almost immediately beneath it, my hands settling instinctively against her waist. Even after everything, after all the overthinking and tension and jealousy I had tied myself into over the past few weeks, moments like this still had the power to completely disarm me.

Up close, she always seemed even more unfairly beautiful somehow.

Her hair fell loosely around her face and shoulders, slightly messy now from the evening, catching the warm light of the kitchen in softer golden tones. Sitting across my lap like that, relaxed and completely comfortable in my space, the shape of her body pressed naturally against mine, it became almost impossible to remember what we had even been arguing about.

She was wearing one of those fitted little tops that looked casual until she was this close, until you became aware of how perfectly the fabric followed the soft fullness of her full firm 34C breasts and the narrowness of her waist beneath my hands. Her body always carried that same impossible balance, slender and feminine at once, her curves seeming more noticeable precisely because the rest of her frame was so elegant and lean. Even the way she sat against me had a kind of unconscious sensuality to it, the subtle curve of her hips against my thighs, the warmth of her legs either side of mine, her posture relaxed in a way that suggested she had never once doubted she belonged there.

And then there was her face.

Still smiling slightly from the argument, she knew she was already winning, her eyes bright with amusement, her lips parted just enough after kissing me that it became difficult to focus properly on anything else.

It hit me again then, the same thought that always returned eventually.

She could have had almost anyone she wanted.

And yet she was here.

In my lap.

Kissing me.

Laughing at me.

Choosing me.

For a moment, that alone felt enough to quiet everything else.

When she pulled back, she stayed close enough that I could still feel the warmth of her breath against my face.

Then, with that same playful expression beginning to return to her eyes, she said:

“So… if you want your threesome, this could be it.”

I stared at her.

She burst into laughter almost immediately at the look on my face, folding briefly against my shoulder as the amusement overtook her completely.

“Valentina,” I groaned.

“What?” she laughed. “I’m kidding.”

But my stomach had already tightened anyway.

Because the image arrived instantly.

Too instantly.

And the worst part was that she saw that too.

I felt the shift in her posture almost immediately, the brief pause as something in her expression changed, amusement flickering more brightly across her face.

Then came the soft little sound of realisation.

“Oooh,” she said.

Before I could react, she shifted slightly in my lap, deliberately enough now that heat rushed instantly into my face.

“Valentina…”

Her eyes widened with exaggerated innocence, though the smile threatening at the corners of her mouth ruined any attempt at it.

“What?” she asked lightly.

I stared at her, already embarrassed enough that I couldn’t even properly answer.

Then she moved again, slower this time, a subtle teasing movement of her hips that made my breath tighten despite myself. I was already getting hard beneath her, my body reacting before my brain had fully caught up, the combination of her sitting across my lap, the warmth of her body, and the conversation itself tangling together into something impossible to separate cleanly.

She felt it immediately.

“Oh my God,” she laughed softly, clearly delighted now as her eyes widened with amusement. “Is that for me or for Kofi?”

“Jesus Christ.”

Heat rushed instantly into my face, embarrassment arriving so quickly it almost made me wince, because there was no hiding it now, no pretending she’d imagined it. She could feel exactly what she was doing to me.

And worse, she knew why.

She folded briefly against my shoulder laughing, completely enjoying my humiliation now, her hair falling against my neck as her body shook lightly with amusement, and somehow that only made everything more intense. The teasing movement of her hips hadn’t stopped entirely either, subtle enough to remain playful, but deliberate enough that every shift of her body against mine kept the reaction alive no matter how much I wanted to regain control of it.

“I hate you,” I muttered, though even I could hear how weak the protest sounded.

“No you don’t,” she said immediately, still smiling as she looked back at me, her eyes bright with satisfaction now. “And for the record, I’m taking full credit for that.”

I shook my head, trying to look annoyed, but she could already see straight through me.

That was the problem with Valentina.

She always could.

Especially when she was sitting across my lap looking like that, warm and beautiful and completely at ease with herself, her body pressed naturally against mine while she teased me without hesitation.

Because somewhere underneath the embarrassment, underneath the irritation and the insecurity and the confusion she kept pulling out of me so effortlessly…

there was still the undeniable fact that I wanted her constantly.

And she knew it.


Chapter Thirteen: The Arrival

By the time Kofi arrived, I had already changed my mind about this at least six times.

The bottle of wine sat open on my desk beside three mismatched glasses, the room carrying that strange half-prepared feeling of something that still didn’t quite seem real. I kept looking around at my own space as though seeing it differently for the first time, the unmade bed, the books stacked unevenly beside my desk, the faint smell of Valentina’s perfume still lingering somewhere in the room beneath everything else.

She, meanwhile, seemed completely relaxed.

Of course she did.

She moved easily around the room while getting ready, completely at home within the tension that had been steadily tightening inside me all evening. At one point she sat cross-legged on the bed scrolling absentmindedly through her phone while I stood pretending to reorganise things on my desk for the third time.

“You need to calm down,” she said eventually without even looking up.

“I am calm.”

She snorted softly at that.

“You’ve rearranged the same pile of papers four times.”

“I like organisation.”

“You’re having a psychological crisis.”

I glanced back at her.

She was smiling again, warm and teasing, wearing one of those fitted little tops that somehow managed to look both casual and devastating at the same time, the soft fabric pulling close across her chest while the rest of her remained all slender lines and effortless curves. Her legs were folded beneath her on the bed, bare from mid-thigh down, one foot swinging idly in the air while she watched me slowly unravel.

And the worst part was that she seemed genuinely amused by all of this.

“You think this is funny,” I said.

“A little.”

“You’re evil.”

“I’m Austrian,” she replied casually. “Different thing.”

Despite myself, I laughed quietly.

That helped.

A bit.

Then the knock came at the front door.

Every trace of calm disappeared instantly.

Valentina noticed immediately.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, laughing softly as she climbed off the bed. “Look at your face.”

“My face is normal.”

“It really isn’t.”

She crossed the room toward me then, standing briefly on her toes to kiss me once, softly enough that it caught me off guard.

“Relax,” she murmured against my lips. “He’s just coming for wine, Jamie. Not to seduce me.”

“That’s good to know.”

“I thought so.”

Then she smiled one last time and disappeared out of the room toward the front door, leaving me standing there alone with the sudden awareness of my own heartbeat.

I heard their voices downstairs moments later.

Valentina’s first.

Then his.

Even hearing him inside the house felt strange somehow, more intimate than the pub or the group settings, the sound of his voice carrying upward into a space that had always belonged entirely to me before now.

I hated how aware of that I was.

A minute later they appeared in the doorway together.

And immediately, irrationally, the comparison started again.

Kofi filled space differently than I did. That was the first thing. Not aggressively, not intentionally, but naturally. Standing there in the doorway behind Valentina, broad-shouldered and relaxed, he somehow made the room feel slightly smaller without seeming aware of it.

“Alright,” he said easily as he stepped inside.

“Yeah,” I replied. “Come in.”

Smooth.

Very smooth.

Valentina shot me a look that suggested she was fighting not to laugh again.

Kofi handed over another bottle of wine he’d brought with him while Valentina shut the door behind them, and within minutes the three of us had settled into the room with a strange kind of forced normality that gradually became less forced the longer it continued.

At first, I was hyperaware of everything.

Where everyone sat.

How close Valentina was to him versus me.

Where her attention moved.

Where his did.

But wine helped.

Conversation helped too.

Kofi was easy to talk to. That was the irritating part. Calm, relaxed, naturally social in a way that removed tension from a room rather than creating it. He spoke easily without dominating conversations, asked questions without making them feel interrogative, and carried himself with the kind of confidence that never seemed forced because it probably wasn’t.

And physically, standing this close to him for an extended period of time only made the comparison in my head worse.

He was taller than me by just enough that it mattered, broad through the shoulders with the kind of naturally athletic build that suggested years of sport or training without seeming obsessive about it. Even sitting down, there was an obvious physical presence to him, solid and relaxed at the same time, the sleeves of his dark fitted t-shirt pulling lightly around his arms whenever he moved. His posture carried that same effortless certainty I had already noticed before, no awkwardness, no self-conscious adjustment, as if he had never spent a second of his life wondering how he appeared in a room.

His face somehow matched the rest of him perfectly, strong jawline, smooth dark skin, close-cut hair, calm eyes that seemed to settle easily on whoever he was speaking to without hesitation or intensity. Everything about him felt composed in a way that made my own self-awareness seem sharper by comparison.

And the annoying part, the genuinely frustrating part, was that none of it seemed performative.

He wasn’t trying to impress anyone.

Which probably made him more impressive.

And Valentina glowed around that kind of energy.

I noticed it immediately.

The warmth in her expression. The quickness of her reactions. The way she laughed more freely when she was relaxed like this, sitting cross-legged on the bed between us now with her wine glass resting loosely between both hands.

At one point she looked between the two of us and laughed softly.

“This is honestly so weird.”

“Thank you,” I muttered. “That really helps.”

“No,” she smiled. “I mean good weird.”

Kofi looked amused over the rim of his glass. “Feels like I’ve walked into the middle of something.”

“You definitely have,” I said before I could stop myself.

Valentina burst out laughing immediately.

“Oh my God,” she groaned. “Jamie.”

“What?”

“You cannot say things like that.”

“I’m joking.”

“Barely.”

Kofi looked between us for a second longer before shaking his head slightly, smiling now too.

“I’m clearly missing context.”

“You really are,” Valentina said quickly.

And for a moment, the three of us laughed together.

But even then, even while smiling, even while the conversation settled into something easier and more relaxed than I had expected…

I still couldn’t completely silence the thought sitting underneath everything else.

Because this was happening now.

Kofi was here.

In my room.

Drinking wine with us.

And every time Valentina laughed at something he said, every time I caught the easy warmth in the way she looked at him, the same quiet tension returned all over again.

Not enough to ruin the moment.

Just enough that I couldn’t stop feeling it.


Chapter Fourteen: The Assumption

The second bottle of wine disappeared more quickly than the first.

By then the atmosphere in the room had changed completely from the awkward tension I had expected earlier in the evening. The initial self-consciousness had softened into something looser, warmer, helped along by alcohol and the strange relief of discovering that the situation itself wasn’t collapsing into disaster.

Valentina sat on the bed between us now, angled slightly toward me, one bare leg folded beneath her while the other brushed lightly against mine every so often whenever she shifted position. At some point her hand had settled casually against my thigh and simply stayed there, absentminded and familiar, her fingers occasionally moving slightly through the denim of my jeans while the conversation drifted from one subject to another.

And somehow, despite everything that had led to this evening, we were actually getting along.

That was the strange part.

Kofi wasn’t intimidating once you stopped trying to compete with him every second internally. Or maybe he still was, just in a way that became easier to live beside after enough wine. He spoke about university, about growing up in Birmingham, about football teams with the same relaxed ease he seemed to bring to everything else. Even when disagreeing with someone he never sounded defensive or aggressive. He just… existed comfortably inside himself.

I hated how much I noticed that.

At one point Valentina disappeared briefly downstairs to grab another bottle, leaving me alone with him for the first time all evening.

For a second neither of us spoke.

Then Kofi let out a quiet breath through his nose, almost amused with himself.

“I nearly didn’t come tonight, you know.”

I glanced over at him. “Why?”

He shrugged slightly, looking down into his glass before answering.

“Because sometimes when couples invite me over…” He paused briefly, clearly deciding how directly to phrase it. “It’s not always just for drinks.”

I felt my stomach tighten slightly.

He continued before I could respond.

“There’ve been a few times where I realise halfway through the night the boyfriend’s basically trying to see me with his girlfriend.”

The words landed heavily in the room.

Not aggressively.

Not accusingly.

Just honestly.

And somehow that made it worse.

Before I could even think of a response, Valentina reappeared in the doorway holding another bottle of wine.

“What?” she said immediately, sensing the shift in atmosphere.

Kofi looked over at her and laughed softly. “Nothing bad.”

“What happened?”

He shook his head slightly. “I was just saying I nearly didn’t come.”

“Why?”

There was the briefest hesitation before he answered again.

“Because sometimes couples invite me over for reasons that aren’t exactly subtle.”

For a second Valentina simply stared at him.

Then her expression changed completely.

“Oh my God,” she said instantly. “No. No, that’s not what this is.”

The reaction came so fast, so genuinely horrified, that even Kofi laughed immediately.

“I know,” he said calmly. “Relax.”

“No, seriously,” she continued, sitting quickly back down beside me again. “That is absolutely not what’s happening here.”

“I figured that out eventually.”

Valentina stared at him for another second, genuine confusion written openly across her face now.

“But why?” she asked.

The innocence in the question somehow made the moment stranger.

Sitting there cross-legged between us, wine glass resting loosely in one hand, her expression open and completely sincere, she looked genuinely unable to imagine the situation Kofi was describing. The warm light caught the softness of her features as she frowned slightly, blonde hair falling loosely around her shoulders, her whole body language radiating curiosity rather than judgement.

Kofi glanced between us briefly before answering.

“For some couples,” he said calmly, “it’s because I’m black.”

The room seemed to still slightly around the words.

He said it without bitterness, without self-consciousness, simply stating it as fact.

“And for others…” He gave a small shrug, his eyes dropping briefly in a way that made the implication obvious before returning upward again. “They assume I’m… big.”

Valentina’s eyes widened instantly.

“Oh my God.”

A laugh escaped her before she could stop it, more shock than amusement.

“The couple want the girlfriend to sleep with someone who’s… big?”

Kofi nodded once, calmly enough to suggest this conversation was far less unusual to him than it was to either of us.

“More often than you’d think.”

Valentina stared at him in disbelief.

“Why?”

Kofi laughed softly into his glass.

“Seems it’s a thing.”

There was no embarrassment in the way he said it, no arrogance either, just quiet amusement at the absurdity of something he clearly encountered often enough not to find surprising anymore.

Beside her, I felt Valentina shift slightly as she processed it, still visibly fascinated by the conversation in the same open, expressive way she reacted to everything.

“That’s insane,” she said finally.

Kofi smiled faintly. “Welcome to modern relationships.”

She laughed again softly, shaking her head in disbelief as she leaned back slightly against me.

And that was when I felt it.

The tiny involuntary twitch beneath her hand resting on my thigh.

Barely noticeable.

But enough.

Her fingers stilled instantly.

Then her eyes flicked sideways toward me.

For one horrifying second our gazes locked.

And she knew.

Not fully.

Not exactly.

But enough.

The look she gave me was tiny, almost invisible, somewhere between disbelief and amusement and something else she clearly hadn’t expected to discover in that moment.

Heat climbed immediately into my face.

I looked away first.

Fast.

Trying desperately to focus on literally anything else in the room while my heartbeat suddenly felt far too loud inside my own chest.

Beside me, Valentina lifted her wine glass to hide the smile threatening at the corner of her mouth.

And somehow that made it even worse.


Chapter Fifteen: The Question

For a few seconds after that, none of us said anything.

The conversation had shifted somewhere strange now, balancing uneasily between humour and something more intimate, the wine softening the awkwardness just enough that nobody seemed entirely sure where the line actually was anymore.

Valentina was still leaning lightly against me, though I could feel the tension in her now too, not discomfort exactly, more curiosity than anything else. Her mind worked differently from mine. Where I analysed and spiralled inward, she moved toward things directly, openly, especially once wine and amusement lowered her filter.

And right now, she looked fascinated.

Her fingers remained resting lightly against my thigh for another moment before she slowly turned her head toward me, blonde hair slipping softly across one shoulder as her eyes narrowed slightly in sudden realisation.

“Oh my God,” she said.

My stomach tightened immediately.

She looked directly at me now, studying my face with growing disbelief.

“Is that what this is all about?”

I stared back at her. “What?”

“You want to see me with him.”

The words hit me like a physical impact.

“What? No.”

But the answer came too fast.

Too defensive.

Valentina’s eyes widened slightly as she watched me unravel in real time.

“Jamie.”

“No, that’s not…..”

“You do!” she said, somewhere between shock and laughter now. “That’s why you’ve been obsessing over this whole thing.”

“I have not been obsessing….”

“Oh my God,” she repeated, now laughing properly, though still staring at me with complete disbelief. “You actually do.”

Heat rushed violently into my face.

Beside me, her hand disappeared instantly from my thigh, snatching back dramatically as though I’d suddenly become contagious.

I groaned immediately.

“Please stop.”

“Nope,” she said, still laughing softly. “Absolutely not.”

I covered part of my face with one hand, the humiliation arriving so quickly it almost became physically painful.

Because I didn’t even fully know if she was wrong anymore.

That was the worst part.

Valentina shook her head once, clearly amazed by the direction the evening had somehow taken, before slowly turning back toward Kofi with the open curiosity of somebody who had completely forgotten social restraint existed.

“So…” she said lightly.

Kofi looked up from his wine glass.

She tilted her head slightly.

“Are you actually big?”

“Oh my God,” I muttered instantly.

But Valentina ignored me completely.

And somehow, incredibly, she still looked more curious than provocative, her expression open and genuinely interested in the answer rather than flirtatious. That was what made moments like this so surreal. She could ask something outrageous while still seeming completely sincere.

Kofi actually looked embarrassed for the first time all evening.

His eyes dropped briefly toward the floor as he let out a short breath through his nose, almost laughing from sheer disbelief at the conversation itself.

Then he looked back up toward us.

Toward me briefly.

Then Valentina.

And finally, with the expression of someone reluctantly confirming something ridiculous, he shrugged slightly.

“Porn size.”

The room went silent.

Valentina blinked once.

Then twice.

“Oh my God,” she whispered.

I felt my entire body tense beside her.

And the worst part was that some traitorous corner of my brain instantly tried to imagine it.


Chapter Sixteen: The Confession

The room went very still after that.

Not awkward exactly.

Worse.

Because nobody laughed immediately.

Valentina was staring at Kofi now with wide-eyed disbelief, one hand still wrapped loosely around her wine glass while the other remained resting against my thigh. The warm light caught the softness of her expression, the faint flush in her cheeks from wine and laughter making her somehow even more beautiful than before.

“Porn size?” she repeated softly.

Kofi looked down briefly, smiling into his glass with visible embarrassment now, though there was still something calm beneath it, something steady and masculine that somehow made the admission land even harder.

“I mean…” He shrugged slightly. “That’s what I’ve been told.”

Valentina blinked once, still processing it.

Then slowly, very slowly, she turned her head toward me.

And the expression on her face changed completely.

Not shock anymore.

Realisation.

“Oh my God,” she whispered.

Immediately my stomach tightened.

“What?”

But even I could hear the panic already creeping into my own voice.

She stared at me for another second, her eyes narrowing slightly as pieces suddenly connected in her head.

“That’s what this is about.”

“No it isn’t.”

“You want to see it.”

My entire body tensed.

“What?”

“You want to see me with him.”

“No!” The answer came out far too quickly, loud enough that both of them looked at me immediately. “Nooo! I would never want to see you with another man. I don’t even want to think about you with another man.”

The words tumbled over themselves now, desperate and defensive and completely unconvincing even to my own ears.

Valentina kept staring at me.

Then very slowly, her hand shifted further across my thigh.

I stopped breathing.

“Valentina…”

She ignored me completely.

Her fingers moved subtly against the denim of my jeans, just enough pressure, just enough movement that when she felt the unmistakable reaction beneath them her eyes widened instantly.

“Oh my God,” she gasped.

Heat exploded through my face.

“You’re hard.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“You are,” she laughed softly, somewhere between disbelief and fascination now. “Jamie… you do want it.”

“I do not.”

But even Kofi looked unconvinced now.

Not mocking.

Just aware.

And somehow that made the humiliation even worse.

Valentina looked genuinely amazed by the discovery, her hand still resting against my thigh while she stared at me like she’d uncovered something I hadn’t even admitted to myself yet.

Then she turned back toward Kofi again, blonde hair falling softly across one shoulder as curiosity overtook embarrassment completely.

“So…” she said carefully. “How often have you actually… helped couples?”

Kofi let out a low breath through his nose, clearly embarrassed now himself for the first time all evening.

“Not many,” he admitted. “Once or twice.”

He shrugged slightly afterwards, but there was a quiet smile there too now, something knowing, something that suggested the situation unfolding in the room wasn’t entirely unfamiliar to him.

Then his eyes settled properly on Valentina.

And the atmosphere shifted again.

Because this time when he spoke, the humour faded slightly from his voice.

“Valentina,” he said calmly, “I’ve always fancied you.”

The room seemed to tighten around the words.

She went completely still beside me.

“You’re incredibly beautiful,” he continued, still composed, still gentlemanly somehow despite the intensity of the moment. “And yes… if things were different, I’d absolutely want to take things further with you.”

Nobody spoke after that.

Not immediately.

Because the way he said it was somehow worse than if he’d been crude.

Calm.

Direct.

Honest.

And sitting there between them, feeling Valentina’s body still pressed lightly against mine while another man openly admitted he wanted her, I felt something inside me tighten and collapse at exactly the same time.

The worst part was that I couldn’t even tell anymore which feeling was stronger.

The jealousy.

Or the excitement.




Chapter Seventeen – The Decision

“So,” Valentina said softly, still staring at me with that mixture of fascination and disbelief, “you want to see this, Jamie?”

“No.”

But the word came weakly now, stripped of conviction before it had even fully left my mouth.

Her hand pressed more firmly against me through my jeans.

“You’re rock hard,” she whispered.

Heat rushed instantly into my face again.

“It’s obvious something about this is turning you on.”

“Valentina…”

She laughed softly, though there was something different beneath it now, something less playful and more curious, as if she were uncovering a truth neither of us had expected to find tonight.

Kofi shifted slightly beside us, visibly uncomfortable now with how exposed the conversation had become.

“I’m sorry,” he said calmly, looking mostly toward her rather than me. “But honestly… it’s not uncommon.”

Valentina looked back toward him immediately.

“What isn’t?”

He gave a small shrug, embarrassed but composed enough to answer honestly.

“This dynamic.” A faint smile touched the corner of his mouth. “You’d be surprised how many couples end up curious about it.”

Valentina blinked once, processing that, then slowly turned back toward me.

And suddenly her expression softened.

Not mocking anymore.

Interested.

Almost thoughtful.

Her fingers tightened briefly against my erection, giving me a squeeze. Again, as she studied my face.

Then quietly, before I could prepare myself for it, she said:

“I have always found Kofi attractive.”

The room seemed to stop around the words.

She said them gently.

Honestly.

Without cruelty.

Which somehow made them land even harder.

“I would never have cheated on you,” she continued quickly, eyes still fixed on mine. “Never.”

I swallowed but said nothing.

Because my body had already betrayed me too completely for denial to mean anything anymore.

Then came the part that changed everything.

“But…” she said softly, her eyes still fixed on mine now, searching my face as though she was trying to understand what was happening inside my head almost as much as I was. Her fingers tightened slightly against my thigh before she spoke again.

“But if we have sex here, with you watching… that’s not cheating, is it?”

The words landed with terrifying clarity.

Not playful anymore.

Not hypothetical.

Real.

I felt my entire body lock up beneath her hand, every thought in my head suddenly collapsing into noise. Because hearing her say it out loud transformed everything that had existed safely inside fantasy into something dangerously possible.

And worse than that…

some part of me had already imagined it.

Valentina kept looking at me, calm and impossibly beautiful, waiting for an answer while Kofi sat opposite us in stunned silence, clearly unsure whether this had gone too far or not far enough.

My throat tightened.

“No,” I managed finally.

Barely more than a croak.

And even I couldn’t tell anymore whether I meant:
No, don’t do this.

Or:
No… maybe it wouldn’t be cheating.

Every thought in my head seemed to collide at once, jealousy and panic and humiliation and something darker folding together so tightly I could barely separate one feeling from another anymore.

Valentina held my gaze for another second longer.

Then slowly, carefully, she stood.

I froze immediately.

She crossed the short distance toward Kofi with an almost unreal calmness, every movement suddenly magnified in my vision as if my brain had stopped processing time properly.

Then she sat down gently on his lap.

One arm stretched naturally around his broad shoulders as she settled there, close enough now that the physical contrast between them became impossible not to see.

Kofi looked stunned himself for the first time all evening.

And me?

I couldn’t move.

Couldn’t think.

Could barely breathe.

Because suddenly the fantasy that had lived safely inside my own head for weeks was no longer imaginary.

It was sitting directly in front of me.


Chapter Seventeen: The Kiss

Valentina turned slowly toward Kofi again, still sitting across his lap now, one arm resting lightly around his shoulders while the room seemed to hold its breath around the three of us.

Then she spoke softly.

“We’ll kiss,” she said. “And if he doesn’t protest… then maybe we’ll see.”

My stomach tightened instantly.

She turned back toward me again, her blonde hair falling loosely across one shoulder, her expression softer now, but still searching mine carefully.

“You want to see this?” she asked quietly. “Are you sure?”

I opened my mouth.

Nothing came out.

Because I didn’t know anymore.

Didn’t know whether I wanted her to stop.

Or whether I wanted to see what happened next more than anything.

Valentina watched me for another second, waiting for some kind of protest, some clear line, some final refusal that never came.

Then slowly she turned back toward Kofi.

The room felt unnaturally quiet now.

Every tiny movement seemed amplified.

The closeness between them.

The way Kofi looked at her, calm but visibly affected now too, his hand resting uncertainly against her waist as though he still couldn’t quite believe this was happening.

Valentina moved closer.

Not quickly.

Slowly enough that I watched every inch of the distance disappear.

Their faces hovered only inches apart now, eyes locked on each other in a silence that somehow felt even more intimate than touching.

And what terrified me most was how obvious the attraction was between them.

Not imagined.

Not projected.

Real.

I saw it clearly now in the way she looked at him, the softness in her expression, the heat building quietly beneath it. And he looked at her the same way, like he was trying very hard to stay controlled despite wanting her far more than he should.

Then it happened.

They kissed.

Not cautiously.

Not as a joke.

A real kiss.

Deep enough that the sight of it hit me like a physical force.

Valentina’s hand tightened slightly against Kofi’s shoulder as their mouths met properly, and for a second, I simply froze, unable to process the reality of seeing another man kissing my girlfriend directly in front of me.

Then it deepened.

I saw her lips part slowly against his.

Saw Kofi pull her slightly closer into him, one hand settling more firmly at her waist now as the kiss lost the last trace of hesitation between them. Their mouths moved together with a growing familiarity that hit me somewhere deep in my chest, not awkward or uncertain, but instinctive, mutual attraction finally given permission to exist physically.

And then I saw it.

Their tongues met briefly, softly at first, before the kiss deepened further, slower now, more intimate, more deliberate.

My stomach tightened violently.

Because this wasn’t playful anymore.

This wasn’t a joke.

It was a real kiss between two people who genuinely wanted each other.

And worst of all was the sound she made into it, soft and involuntary, a faint breath of approval that I recognised instantly because I had heard versions of it before when she kissed me.

Only now it wasn’t for me.

For a moment, I couldn’t think at all.

I just sat there watching them, watching the slow movement of her mouth against his, the way she melted more comfortably into his lap as the kiss continued, the warmth and chemistry between them becoming impossible to deny.

I should have stopped this.

I knew that.

But I couldn’t move.

Couldn’t even look away.

Because somewhere beneath the jealousy and humiliation and disbelief, something else still held me there, something darker and far more dangerous than I wanted to admit.

My entire body had locked in place.

I should have stopped this.

I knew that.

Every rational part of me understood that I should have said something the second their lips touched, should have pulled the moment apart before it became real, before it became something I would never be able to unsee.

But I couldn’t move.

Couldn’t look away either.

And the worst part, the truly terrifying part, was what was happening inside my own body while I watched it.

I was painfully hard.

Not just aroused.

More turned on than I had ever been in my life.

I could feel it throbbing uncomfortably against the inside of my jeans, my entire body reacting with humiliating intensity while another man kissed my girlfriend directly in front of me. Every shift of Valentina’s body against Kofi’s, every soft sound she made into the kiss, every second their mouths stayed locked together only seemed to make it worse.

That contradiction nearly broke my brain apart.

Because I felt jealous.

Humiliated.

Threatened.

I wanted to drag her away from him.

And at exactly the same time, some darker part of me wanted the kiss to continue.

Wanted to see more.

The realisation hit me with sickening clarity.

This wasn’t fantasy anymore.

This wasn’t projection or insecurity or imagination.

It was happening.

And instead of stopping it…

I was sitting there harder than I had ever been in my entire life while I watched my world change in front of me.


Chapter Eighteen: Permission

I sat there and watched them kiss.

And somehow that sentence still didn’t feel real even inside my own head.

The kiss had lasted far longer than Valentina had intended it to. I could see that almost immediately. When she had first leaned toward him there had still been something playful in her expression, something teasing, reckless, curious. But within seconds that disappeared.

Because she liked kissing him.

I could see it.

That was the part that hollowed me out from the inside.

Kofi kissed differently from me. Softer at first, slower, but underneath it there was unmistakable hunger, a contained intensity that seemed entirely focused on her. Watching him kiss her felt unbearable precisely because it looked so natural, so mutual. Not awkward. Not experimental.

Wanted.

Valentina melted into it almost immediately.

Her hand tightened slightly around his shoulder as their mouths moved together again, deeper now, slower, their lips parting naturally as the kiss intensified. I saw the moment their tongues met properly for the first time and my entire body tightened so hard it almost hurt.

Because she made a sound.

A soft breath into his mouth that I recognised instantly.

I’d heard versions of that sound before when she kissed me.

Only now it wasn’t for me.

And somehow that didn’t stop me watching.

If anything it made it impossible to look away.

I became painfully aware of my own body again, of how hard I still was beneath my jeans, my pulse hammering so violently I could feel it everywhere. I had never been this aroused in my entire life and the fact it was happening while another man kissed my girlfriend made me feel like I was splitting apart internally.

Jealousy.

Humiliation.

Arousal.

They all existed together now, impossible to separate cleanly anymore.

And Valentina…

God, she looked beautiful.

Sitting across his lap with her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders, cheeks flushed from wine and excitement, her slender body pressed naturally against his larger frame, she looked like something out of a fantasy I should never have allowed myself to imagine.

Then I saw the shift in her expression.

Surprise.

Not at the kiss.

At him.

At what she was feeling.

Her breath caught slightly and I realised she could feel his erection beneath her now.

The moment that registered properly in her face almost destroyed me.

Because I saw the exact second she understood he was big.

Not abstractly.

Not theoretically.

Real.

And the worst part was that she looked affected by it.

Eventually they broke apart.

Both breathing harder.

Valentina stayed close to him for another second, foreheads almost touching while I sat there frozen, unable to process the reality of what I had just watched happen directly in front of me.

Then she turned slowly toward me.

I must have looked completely shattered.

Because her expression changed immediately when she saw my face.

“So…” she said softly. “You do want this.”

I tried to answer.

Nothing came out.

Because she was right.

That was the terrifying part.

Every rational part of me hated what was happening.

And yet I had never been more turned on in my life.

Valentina studied me for another second before speaking again, quieter now, more serious.

“I’m attracted to him.”

Hearing her say it aloud felt like another blow directly to my chest.

Not because I hadn’t known already.

Because now it was real.

“I want this,” she admitted softly.

Then she looked back toward Kofi.

“Do you?”

Kofi held her gaze steadily, one hand still resting carefully at her waist as though he was trying very hard not to push beyond whatever boundaries still existed in the room.

“I could never refuse a woman like you,” he said quietly.

The way he said it nearly killed me.

Not arrogant.

Not crude.

Honest.

And Valentina visibly reacted to it too.

Then her eyes came back to me.

I still hadn’t moved.

Still sat there hard and silent and completely trapped inside my own head while the two most attractive people I had ever seen looked at each other like they wanted to tear the remaining distance apart.

“Jamie,” she said softly.

I looked at her.

“You need to tell me what you want.”

The room felt deathly quiet.

For one final second I thought maybe I would stop this.

Instead, I heard myself say:

“Yes. I want this.”

The words sounded unreal the second they left my mouth.

Valentina stared at me for a moment, clearly affected by finally hearing me admit it openly, but I could already tell from her expression that for her, it still wasn’t enough.

“No, Jamie,” she said softly. “You have to actually tell me.”

My throat tightened instantly.

I knew what she wanted.

Knew exactly what she was asking me to say out loud.

And somehow speaking it felt more intimate, more exposing, than anything else that had happened so far.

I looked at her sitting there across Kofi’s lap, cheeks flushed, lips slightly swollen from kissing him, her slender body pressed naturally against his broader frame while both of them watched me in complete silence.

Waiting.

I swallowed hard.

Then, barely more than a whisper:

“I want to see you have sex with him.”

The room went completely still.

Even Kofi looked stunned by hearing it spoken aloud so directly.

Valentina stared at me for another long second, her breathing visibly deeper now, her eyes searching my face as if she was trying to decide whether I fully understood what I had just admitted.

Then something shifted in her expression.

Not cruelty.

Not mockery.

Control.

“Okay,” she said quietly.

She moved slightly on Kofi’s lap then, one hand still resting lightly against his shoulder while her eyes never left mine.

“You understand something then, Jamie.”

I nodded once automatically, though I had no idea what she was about to say.

“If this happens,” she said softly, “you sit here and you quietly watch.”

Heat rushed instantly through my body again.

“You do not interrupt,” she continued. “You do not suddenly panic halfway through. And you do not speak unless I ask you a question. Understand?”

I stared back at her.

The firmness in her voice should have unsettled me.

Instead, it only made me harder.

I gave a slow, almost involuntary nod.

Valentina watched me carefully for another second, then finally leaned back toward Kofi again.

And this time when they kissed, it no longer felt like teasing or curiosity.

It felt like the beginning of something real.


Chapter Nineteen: The Undressing

The room had contracted to the size of a single held breath.

Valentina rose from Kofi’s lap with a fluidity that seemed to belong to someone else, someone I’d never met before this moment. Her cheeks carried a flush that spread down toward her throat, and her lips were slightly parted, still glistening from the kiss. She didn’t look at me immediately. Her gaze stayed on Kofi as he stood too, unfolding to his full height with that calm, unhurried presence that had always made me feel diminished beside him.

Then her eyes found mine.

“Jamie.” Her voice was soft but certain, the same tone she used when explaining something she’d already decided. “You sit in the chair, we’ll need the bed.”

She gestured with a tilt of her head toward the wooden chair I used for late-night problem sets, the one with the worn cushion and the coffee stain near the edge. My chair. My corner of the room. My designated place now.

My legs moved before my mind caught up. The walk across the room felt like wading through something thicker than air, a pressurized density that slowed time and muffled sound. I lowered myself into the chair, my back finding the familiar grooves of the wood, my hands settling on my thighs with fingers that had gone strangely numb. From this angle, the bed occupied the centre of my vision like a stage.

Valentina turned back to Kofi, and then toward the bed, and he followed her movement with an ease that suggested they’d rehearsed this choreography in some alternate version of the evening I hadn’t been present for. He sat on the bed’s edge. The mattress dipped beneath his weight with a soft compression that I heard from across the room.

My girlfriend, the word already felt inadequate, a child’s label for something I was watching dissolve, stepped close to him, paused, and reached for the hem of her fitted top.

I’d seen Valentina undress hundreds of times. In the amber glow of her bedside lamp after long evenings studying. In the hurried scramble of mornings when her lecture started in fifteen minutes. In the lazy, drawn-out rituals of weekends when we had nowhere to be and nothing to do but discover each other’s bodies all over again.

This was nothing like any of those times.

Her fingers lifted the fabric with a casualness that gutted me, no hesitation, no glance over her shoulder to check my reaction, no trace of the self-consciousness that sometimes made her smile shyly when I caught her changing. She peeled the shirt upward, revealing the pale plane of her stomach, the inward curve of her waist, the ribs that I’d traced with my fingertips in the dark. The garment slid over her shoulders, through her arms, and dropped onto the rug without ceremony.

Her bra was simple, black, lace-edged, the one I’d told her once made her look like a French film star. The cups held her breasts with a modesty that somehow made the display more devastating: the soft swell above the fabric, the shadow of cleavage at the centre, the way her chest rose and fell with breaths that had grown noticeably deeper.

I knew her measurements because she’d told me once, laughing at my fascination with numbers. Thirty-four C. But numbers were abstractions, and this was flesh and proximity and the sight of Kofi’s expression shifting as he took her in. His lips parted slightly. His posture straightened on the mattress.

Valentina’s body was a landscape I’d memorized in intimate detail. The small mole near her left hipbone. The faint tan line that bisected her collarbone from a summer afternoon in the park. The way her waist narrowed before flaring into hips that filled her jeans with an effortless femininity she rarely acknowledged out loud. Her legs were toned from years of walking everywhere rather than taking the tube—long, smooth, and now planted with a dancer’s confidence on the floor between Kofi’s knees.

She reached for him.

Her fingers found the hem of his t-shirt, and she pulled upward while he raised his arms to assist her. The cotton slipped free with a whisper of static, and then Kofi’s torso was there, really there, in the warm lamplight of my own bedroom.

Broad didn’t capture it. His chest was a structure, an architecture of muscle and bone that seemed to belong to a different species than my own narrow frame. The pectorals were defined but not obscene, sweeping across his ribcage with a symmetry that belonged in anatomical textbooks. His shoulders created a width that made the space around him seem smaller, and his arms, the biceps, the forearms, the veins that traced paths beneath the dark skin, held a quiet strength that required no demonstration.

I looked down at my own forearms. The wrists that protruded too sharply. The fingers that knew keyboards and chalk dust and the weight of textbooks. The comparison wasn’t conscious so much as automatic, a reflex my brain performed without consulting me first.

Valentina exhaled. It was the only sound in the room.

“Beautiful,” she said softly.

The word landed in my chest like a small, precise incision. She’d called me beautiful once, early in our relationship, her head on my pillow, her accent softening the syllables into something that had made me believe it might be true. But the way she said it now was different. It wasn’t reassurance. It wasn’t affection. It was recognition, pure and immediate, the kind of response that bypasses thought entirely.

Her hands moved.

They spread across Kofi’s chest with an openness that made my stomach clench. Her palms flattened against his pectorals, her fingers tracing the contours with the same attentiveness she gave to sentences she was translating from German to English. She touched his shoulders next, her thumbs pressing into the muscle where neck met collarbone, and Kofi’s eyes closed briefly, a slow blink that seemed to acknowledge pleasure without demanding more of it.

My erection pressed against my trousers with an insistence that felt almost clinical, a physiological betrayal that ignored every screaming channel in my brain. I was hard in a way I hadn’t been since adolescence, when arousal arrived unbidden and unexplained. The sensation was a second heartbeat, rhythmic and insistent, and I couldn’t reconcile it with the hollow ache spreading behind my sternum.

Kofi’s hands found her waist. They looked enormous there, his fingers spanning territory that I’d navigated with my entire palm. She leaned into his touch, her body responding with a subtle arch that tilted her hips forward.

Then they were kissing again.

This kiss was different from the one I’d witnessed minutes earlier. That one had been discovery; this was intention. Valentina’s mouth opened against his with a hunger that made a small sound escape her throat, a half-swallowed moan that I felt in my molars. Her fingers curled against his chest. His hands slid from her waist to her hips, then around to the small of her back, gathering the fabric of her remaining clothes with a casual possessiveness.

What remained of my rational mind tried to catalogue the sensations: jealousy was the acid at the back of my throat, humiliation the heat climbing my neck, disbelief the buzzing static behind my eyes. But arousal was something else entirely, a current running beneath all of it, dark and undeniable, a voltage that spiked every time Valentina made another one of those sounds into Kofi’s mouth.

His hands traced the curve of her spine while hers explored the geography of his arms, his shoulders, the back of his neck. I watched her fingers disappear into his hair, tight curls that swallowed her fingertips, and pull him closer with a pressure that looked almost desperate.

The bra unhooked with a motion I didn’t see, Kofi’s hands at her back, a practiced pinch, and then the black straps loosened. Valentina let the garment fall forward, off her shoulders, into the space between their bodies. She pulled back just enough to let it drop to the floor.

Kofi’s hands rose to her breasts with a slowness that felt deliberate, almost ceremonial. His palms covered her completely, more completely than mine ever had, and Valentina made a sound that I’d never heard before. It was higher than her usual register, more vulnerable, stripped of language entirely. Her head tipped back. Her throat exposed itself to the ceiling. Her nipples were dark against the brown of his fingers, and I could see the way he touched her, not tentative, not reverent, but certain, as though her body were something he’d always known how to hold.

I couldn’t look away.

The part of me that was still a mathematician recognized the paradox: I was witnessing something that was dismantling me and constructing me simultaneously, breaking and building with the same pair of hands. My girlfriend’s breasts in another man’s palms. My girlfriend’s gasps shaping the air above another man’s mouth. My girlfriend’s body curving toward someone who occupied space with an ease I’d never learned.

Kofi leaned forward and took one nipple into his mouth.

Valentina’s hand flew to the back of his head.

She held him there.


Chapter Twenty: The BBC

Her mouth released him with a soft, wet sound, and Valentina straightened. The lamplight caught the sheen on her lips, the flush that had spread from her cheeks down to her sternum. She looked at Kofi with an expression I’d never seen directed at me, not quite a smile, not quite hunger, but something that lived in the territory between them, a land I had no passport for.

Kofi’s hands remained on her hips. His chest rose and fell with a rhythm steadier than my own. The room smelled of her perfume and something muskier underneath, something that thickened the air until every breath felt borrowed.

Her fingers went to the buckle of his belt.

The leather whispered through the metal loop. The button of his jeans released with a pop that seemed absurdly loud, a sound effect for the demolition of everything I’d believed about this evening. Valentina’s movements were unhurried, precise, the same focus she brought to conjugating irregular verbs or selecting the right wine at the shop. Only this time her task was the slow revelation of another man’s body.

Kofi lifted his hips. The gesture was automatic, cooperative, the body language of someone who’d been undressed before and expected to be again. Valentina hooked her fingers into the waistband of his jeans and pulled downward, and the denim slid over his thighs, past his knees, and fell into a heap on the floor. She didn’t look at the discarded clothing. She didn’t look at me.

Her gaze was fixed on the remaining barrier between her curiosity and its object.

The boxer briefs were cotton, dark grey, stretched taut across a bulge that made my stomach drop three floors in a single second. He was, as he had told us, as he had told her, really, because I’d only been the incidental audience to that confession, he was big. The word had been an abstraction when he’d spoken it, a piece of data my mathematical mind had filed without truly processing. Now the abstraction had become topography, a ridge of flesh straining against fabric, and my mind was no longer capable of filing anything.

Valentina’s hands moved to the waistband of his boxers. Her fingers curled underneath the elastic, and she pulled down with the same deliberateness she’d used on the jeans, but slower now, more careful, as though unwrapping something whose value she was only beginning to understand. The waistband caught, she had to lift it outward, guiding the fabric over the obstruction beneath, and then Kofi’s cock swung free, a pendulum of dark flesh that rose and settled against his abdomen with a weight that seemed almost audible.

Up to this moment, since they had moved to the bed, she hadn’t looked at me. It had all been about him.

The thing about anatomy is that measurements are meaningless until they’re not. I’d read averages, five and a half inches, give or take, and I’d told myself that the differences between men were marginal, that what mattered was technique or connection or some other reassurance I’d cobbled together from articles she’d never read. But the cock now pointing toward the ceiling of my bedroom was not marginal. It was not average. It was, as he’d told them with that calm half-smile, porn-sized, and the phrase, which had seemed almost humorous when he’d said it, now struck me as an understatement.

Thick didn’t capture it. The girth was a thing my brain tried to quantify and failed, because the only reference point was my own, and the comparison short-circuited every circuit I had. He wasn’t fully hard yet, the angle of his arousal had not reached its apex, but his cock must have been twice as thick as mine. My own very average, slender dick, the one I’d never thought much about until this moment, suddenly felt like a child’s approximation of a man.

The head was blunt, purplish, darker than the shaft, with a gloss that caught the light like polished stone. A vein traced the underside, visible even from across the room, and the weight of him, the sheer physical presence of this single part of his body, seemed to occupy more space than my entire frame did in this chair.

Valentina wrapped her hand around it.

Her fingers didn’t close completely. The circumference defeated her grip, and something in my chest cracked along a line I hadn’t known existed. Her pale skin against his darkness, her slender fingers against his thickness, the contrast was a composition painted by someone who wanted me to understand, finally, what I’d been suspecting for weeks.

Then she turned to me.

It was the first time she’d looked at me since they’d moved to the bed, and the directness of her gaze pinned me to the chair more effectively than any command. Her eyes were bright, almost glassy, the pupils wide and dark. She held my stare as she kept her hand wrapped around Kofi’s cock, and I understood that this was the moment she’d been building toward, not the kiss, not the undressing, but this: my witness, her acknowledgment, the triangle finally completed.

“It’s twice the size,” she said.

The words were simple. Factual. The same tone she might use to announce the arrival of a train or the correct change at the market. But the fact landed in my chest and detonated, and the shrapnel was humiliation and heat and a pulse in my groin that made my trousers feel two sizes too small.

She tilted her head slightly, studying my reaction the way she might study a passage of difficult text. Then her expression shifted, softened, almost, but with an edge of something else. Something instructional.

“No touching yourself.” Her voice carried the same certainty she’d used when directing me to the chair. “We’ll sort you out afterwards. You’re watching not for your entertainment. This will be educational only.”

Kofi laughed. The sound was low and warm and utterly unthreatened, the laugh of a man so secure in his position that my presence registered only as a detail, not a complication. He didn’t look at me when he laughed. His eyes stayed on Valentina, on the pale fingers wrapped around his dark shaft, on the woman who had just declared my entire role in this room to be that of a student rather than a participant.

I said nothing. My throat had sealed itself shut. My hands remained on my thighs, fingers digging into the fabric of my trousers with a pressure that was the only outlet my body could find.

Valentina turned back to Kofi. The dismissal was complete.

She leaned forward. Her hair fell in soft curtains around her face, and from my angle I could see the curve of her spine, the bare shoulders, the profile of her lips as they approached the thick purplish head of Kofi’s cock. She didn’t hesitate. There was no pause for dramatics, no glance back to ensure my attention. She simply opened her mouth and kissed the tip with a tenderness that made something behind my eyes sting.

Her tongue emerged, pink, wet, precise, and traced a circle around the head, following the ridge where purple met darker brown. The movement was slow, exploratory, the same deliberateness she’d shown while touching his chest, but now the territory was more intimate than anything I’d ever witnessed. Kofi’s breath caught, a small hitch that broke the rhythm of his breathing, and Valentina responded by extending the circle, her tongue painting a spiral that descended slightly down the shaft before returning.

Then she opened her lips wider.

She took him into her mouth.

The image didn’t process all at once. It arrived in fragments that my brain assembled with the terrible efficiency of a mind trained to analyse: the stretch of her lips around a girth that made her jaw work, the way her cheeks hollowed as she created suction, the small shift of her head as she found an angle that accommodated him. She descended, slowly, carefully, but without hesitation, and the inches disappeared past her lips with a smoothness that spoke of instinct rather than practice.

A sound filled the room. Wet. Rhythmic. The noise of saliva and friction and a woman’s mouth working a cock that was, as she’d announced, twice the size of her boyfriend’s. The slurping was obscene, a soundtrack to the slow collapse of every boundary I’d ever imagined between fantasy and reality.

Kofi moaned.

The sound came from deep in his chest, a vibration that seemed to travel through the mattress and the floorboards and the legs of my chair, up into my own ribcage, where it settled beside my racing heart. His head tipped back, his eyes closed, and one of his hands rose to rest on the back of Valentina’s head, not pushing, not guiding, just resting there, a gentle acknowledgment of what she was doing to him.

She went deeper.

The slurping grew louder. Her head began a steady motion now, a bob that set a pace I couldn’t look away from. The noise of it, the wet, rhythmic, almost musical quality of her mouth working his thick black cock, filled the room until there was no space left for my thoughts, only sensation and image and the unbearable pressure of my erection against the confines of my trousers.

Valentina’s free hand braced against Kofi’s thigh. Her fingers pressed into the muscle there, and I saw the contrast again, pale skin, dark skin, the architecture of his body supporting the motion of hers. She pulled back, letting his cock emerge glistening with her saliva, the head shiny and swollen, a string of moisture connecting her lower lip to his tip. Then she sank down again, taking him even deeper, and the moan that escaped Kofi’s throat was louder this time, less restrained, a sound that seemed to vibrate through the very molecules of the air.

I watched. Educational only. My dick strained, untouched, against my own clothing, a prisoner of the rules she’d set with a glance and a few words. The humiliation was a bonfire in my chest, but the heat was indistinguishable from arousal, and somewhere in the blaze I’d stopped trying to separate them.

The wet noises continued. Valentina’s head rose and fell. Kofi’s fingers curled slightly against her hair.

And I sat in my chair, my designated place, watching my girlfriend suck another man’s cock with an enthusiasm she’d never shown for mine.


Chapter Twenty-One: Cuckold

Her mouth released him with a soft, wet sound, and Valentina straightened. My throat went dry seeing her lips, glossy and swollen from kissing, fuck she'd never looked more erotic. That beautiful mouth I'd kissed a thousand times now glistened with another man's saliva, and my chest tightened with something between agony and arousal. She looked at Kofi with an expression I'd never seen directed at me, not quite a smile, not quite hunger, but something primal that lived in the territory between them, a land where my insecurities ensured I'd always be denied entry.

"Come stand," she said, her voice low and roughened by what she'd been doing. "I want to kneel while I suck you."

Kofi rose from the bed with that same unhurried ease, that physical confidence that made every movement look choreographed by someone who'd designed his body specifically for moments like this. He stood beside the mattress, and Valentina remained on the bed a moment longer, her fingers finding the button of her own jeans with a casualness that made my throat tighten.

She undid them one-handed while her other palm rested on Kofi's thigh. The metal button slipped free. The zipper descended with a rasp that seemed to carry across the silent room, and then she was pushing the denim down over her hips, shimmying the fabric past the curve of her ass with a practiced motion that spoke of years inhabiting her own body with comfort. The jeans pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of them, one foot then the other, and kicked them aside without looking.

Her thong was red. A scrap of fabric so minimal it barely qualified as clothing, just a triangle of crimson at the front and a string that disappeared between the cheeks of her ass. I recognized it, I'd bought it for her last Christmas, a joke gift that had become a favourite, though I'd never seen it worn in this context, standing beside another man's naked body while she positioned herself on her knees.

She was stunning. The word had been drained of meaning earlier in the evening, but now it reasserted itself with violent clarity. Her beauty came from contrast: at first glance Valentina looked slender, almost delicate, the kind of woman whose frame suggested elegance more than sensuality, but the longer you looked the more impossible that impression became to maintain. Everything about her body seemed perfectly balanced against itself, her narrow waist and slim torso only making the fullness of her chest more striking, her natural firm breasts standing out against the softness of the rest of her frame in a way that felt effortlessly feminine rather than exaggerated.

Beneath that, her body curved outward again at the hips before falling into the smooth, rounded shape of her ass, full and heart-shaped enough that it became difficult not to notice whenever she moved, especially against the contrast of her long-toned legs and otherwise slender physique. The red thong bisected those curves with geometric precision, a line drawn across a landscape I'd thought belonged to me.

What made it worse was how unconscious she seemed of it all. She never dressed provocatively on purpose, never carried herself like somebody trying to attract attention, and yet attention followed her anyway, drawn toward the quiet sensuality in the way clothes rested against her body, the way she shifted her posture, the soft rhythm in how she existed physically within a room. Now that room was my bedroom, and that physical existence was on her knees, and that attention was directed entirely at another man.

She guided Kofi with a hand on his hip, positioning him until he stood directly in front of my chair. The movement was deliberate, she wanted me close for this. His feet planted on the floor less than an arm's length from where I sat, and his cock rose from his body at a slight angle, fully erect now, the head a deep purplish-brown that seemed to throb in time with his heartbeat. From this distance I could see the texture of him, the veins that traced ridges beneath the skin, the weight that made the shaft hang slightly despite the angle of his arousal.

Valentina knelt beside him, positioning herself at an angle that gave me a profile view of everything—her body, his body, the space between them where the act was about to occur. The red thong stretched across her hips as she settled onto her knees, the carpet leaving faint impressions on her skin.

"This is a cock a woman should worship," she told me, and her hand lifted Kofi's shaft from underneath, appraising it like a curator examining a sculpture.

Fuck, it was big. He'd been right, and she'd been right, and every anxious comparison my mind had performed over the past weeks had been an understatement. I'd never seen anything like it outside of pornography, that curated, exaggerated world I'd assumed was fantasy rather than possibility. A thick length of dark flesh, the head bulbous and glossy, the shaft traced with veins that seemed to pulse under Valentina's pale fingers.

She held her hand underneath it as if demonstrating its weight. The heaviness was visible in the way it rested in her palm, the way her wrist adjusted to accommodate the mass of him. Then she lifted it, pressing the shaft against his abdomen, and her mouth moved lower, past the base, past the heavy sac that hung beneath, and found his balls.

Her tongue emerged first, a wet point of contact that made Kofi's stomach muscles tighten. She licked with the flat of her tongue, broad strokes across the wrinkled skin, and then her lips closed around one testicle and sucked gently. The sound was obscene, a wet, rhythmic pull that made my own groin ache with sympathetic pressure. She rolled the other with her tongue, switching between them with an attentiveness that spoke of genuine fascination rather than performance.

"So beautiful," she murmured against his skin, and the words vibrated through him, I saw the shiver travel up his torso. "All man."

I was barely a foot away. The proximity was deliberate; a choice she'd made to ensure I saw everything and couldn't miss a single detail. The saliva glistening on his balls. The way her fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, holding him steady while her mouth worked lower. The small sounds of appreciation she made against his flesh, half-hummed notes of pleasure that seemed to escape without her permission.

Then she licked all the way up the underside. Her tongue traced the thick vein from base to tip, a single slow stroke that left a wet trail glistening in the lamplight. When she reached the head, her lips parted, and she took him back into her mouth with a smoothness that made my breath catch.

She started properly sucking him now, inches from my face.

The wet sounds filled the space between us. Her head moved forward, taking him deeper, and I could see the way her jaw stretched to accommodate his girth, the way her cheeks hollowed with suction, the way her throat worked to manage the intrusion. Her free hand braced against his thigh, and the contrast of her pale fingers against his dark skin was a composition designed to illustrate everything I wasn't.

Kofi's hand found the back of her head again. Not pushing, he never pushed, never guided with force, just resting there, his fingers disappearing into her hair with a gentleness that somehow made it worse. The gentleness suggested comfort, familiarity, a mutual understanding that existed entirely outside of me.

Valentina's head bobbed with increasing rhythm. The slurping grew louder, wetter, more obscene. From this distance I could see the spit gathering at the corners of her mouth, the way it slicked his shaft and dripped down toward her fingers. I could see the shape of him inside her cheek when she turned her head slightly, the bulge that distorted her beautiful face around his thickness.

She pulled back until just the head remained between her lips, her tongue circling it in a motion I felt in my own chest, and then she sank down again, taking him to the back of her throat with a small gagging sound that made Kofi's fingers tighten briefly in her hair. His hips shifted forward, an involuntary response, quickly checked, and Valentina made a sound that might have been approval.

My dick strained against my trousers with a desperation that felt almost medical, a physiological emergency my body was conducting without my mind's consent. The pressure was painful now, a dull ache that radiated through my groin and up into my stomach. I gripped my thighs with fingers that had gone white-knuckled, and I watched my near-naked girlfriend worship another man's cock from a distance close enough to smell her perfume and his skin and the musk of their shared arousal.

The red thong had ridden up slightly, the fabric disappearing deeper between her cheeks, and her spine curved with a grace that belonged in a painting rather than my bedroom. Her free hand had released Kofi's thigh and moved to her own body, not touching herself, just resting against her stomach, fingers splayed across the pale skin above the crimson waistband.

She pulled back again, letting his cock slide from her mouth with a wet pop that hung in the air. A string of saliva connected her lower lip to his tip for a moment before breaking. She looked up at Kofi, her eyes bright and her lips slick, and then she turned her head slightly, just enough to find me in her peripheral vision.

The smile that touched her mouth was not cruel. It was something far worse: certain. The smile of a woman who had discovered exactly what she wanted and was in the process of claiming it, not just for Kofi, but for herself, and most devastatingly of all, for me to witness. That slow curl of her lips still glistening with him carried an unspoken truth that lanced through me: she had never given me a blowjob like that. Not with that reverence, not with that wet, worshipful devotion. She had shown me exactly how a woman should kneel before a man like Kofi, before a cock like his; thick and black and heavy in a way that redefined my understanding of masculinity. And worst of all, she had positioned me close enough that I couldn't miss a single humiliating detail, ensuring I knew it, ensuring I felt the difference in my bones.


Chapter Twenty-Two: Taken

She stood, and everything in the room shifted.

Valentina’s body left Kofi’s thick erection swaying, the lamplight catching the faint sheen of sweat along her spine. Two steps carried her to the bed, two steps, no hesitation, no glance in my direction, and then she bent forward from the waist, her palms flattening against the rumpled duvet. The posture was deliberate. Incontestable. The red thong stretched across her hips as her spine curved, that single strip of crimson fabric bisecting cheeks I’d traced with my fingers a hundred times.

She peeled the thong down.

The motion was unhurried, almost ceremonial. Her thumbs hooked beneath the elastic, and the fabric slid over the swell of her ass, past her thighs, down her calves, until it pooled at her ankles like a dropped flag. She stepped out of it without looking down. Naked now, completely, unapologetically naked, and positioned in a way that presented her body to him with an openness that made my throat close.

“Kofi.” Her voice carried a lilt I recognized, the same teasing cadence she used when she knew she was being provocative. “Have I been really bad, teasing him?”

The question hung in the air, and my stomach dropped because I understood, immediately, where this was going.

“Do you want to spank me?”

Fuck.

The word detonated in my skull. She knew. Of course, she knew, I’d mentioned it once, months ago, a confession murmured into her hair during a lazy Sunday morning when fantasies felt safe because they were distant. The image of her bent over my knee, her spectacular ass pinkening under my palm, had lived in a locked compartment of my imagination, something I’d never had the courage to ask for directly. And now she was presenting that same ass to another man, offering him the fantasy she’d never offered me.

She wriggled her hips. The movement was playful, almost theatrical, but the effect was devastating. Her ass was perfect, round and full in a way that seemed sculpted rather than born, the cheeks pale and smooth, the contrast against her narrow waist making the curve more pronounced. She arched her back slightly, deepening the presentation, and the invitation was so explicit that I felt my fingers dig into my own thighs.

Kofi laughed. Low, warm, the sound of a man who understood exactly what was being offered and felt no need to rush toward it.

He stepped behind her.

My vantage point gave me the full tableau: Valentina bent over the bed, her breasts pressed against the duvet, her fingers splayed on the fabric, her ass elevated and waiting. Kofi standing behind her like a sculptor approaching unfinished marble. His cock still glistened from her mouth, still thick and heavy and erect, and as he positioned himself behind her, the visual alignment made something splinter in my chest.

He ran his hand over her ass.

The contact was gentle at first, just his palm, broad and dark against her pale skin, tracing the curve of one cheek with a slowness that suggested appreciation rather than urgency. His fingers spread, covering territory I’d considered mine, and Valentina exhaled a sound that was half-sigh and half-invitation. She pushed back slightly, pressing herself into his touch, and the eagerness of the gesture sent a pulse through my groin that contradicted everything my mind was screaming.

Then he spanked her.

The crack of palm against flesh split the room’s silence, sharp and unmistakable. Valentina gasped, a quick intake of breath that wasn’t quite surprise and wasn’t quite pain, and the pale skin of her right cheek bloomed pink where his hand had landed. He didn’t pause for reaction. His palm lifted and fell again, targeting the left cheek this time, and the sound was louder, a percussive slap that seemed to echo off the walls of my bedroom. Another, harder, and Valentina’s fingers curled into the duvet. Another, and a moan escaped her throat that I felt in my own spine.

He alternated cheeks with a rhythm that was almost methodical. Left, right, left again, each impact leaving a rosy flush that spread across the pale canvas of her skin. The colour deepened with every strike, a warm pink that seemed to glow in the lamplight, and Valentina’s breathing grew ragged, her hips rocking forward with each impact and then pressing back, seeking the next one. She was enjoying this. The realization landed like a punch, she was not merely tolerating his hand on her ass, his discipline, his ownership of a fantasy I’d never gotten to fulfil. She was arching into it.

“Beautiful,” Kofi murmured, and his palm smoothed over the heated skin he’d just marked, a soothing gesture that made Valentina’s whole body shudder.

He gave her three more in quick succession, harder, sharper, the sound cracking through the room like punctuation, and then his hand stilled, resting on the curve of her hip. Both cheeks were pink now, flushed with warmth I could almost feel from my chair, and Valentina’s face was turned to the side, her cheek pressed against the duvet, her eyes half-closed and her lips parted.

Then she moved.

She flopped onto the bed with a boneless grace, rolling onto her back in a single motion that carried her from submission to invitation. Her legs parted, knees falling open, and the position put everything on display with an explicitness that made my breath stop. Her pussy was visible now, the dark triangle of hair, the pink folds beneath, the unmistakable glisten of wetness that caught the light like dew on morning grass. She was soaked. The evidence of her arousal was so obvious, so unapologetic, that I couldn’t imagine how I’d ever doubted she wanted this.

Her fingers descended.

She touched herself with the familiarity of someone navigating well-known territory, her middle finger parting her folds and sliding through the wetness with a soft, slick sound that carried across the room. She circled her clit once, twice, a lazy rotation that made her hips lift slightly from the mattress, and then she dipped lower, her finger pressing inside herself with a ease that spoke to how ready she was. She withdrew it glistening, coated in her own arousal, and lifted her hand until the evidence was visible to both of us.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been so wet,” she announced, and her voice was roughened, breathless, a register I’d never heard from her before. Her eyes found Kofi first, then me, and the certainty in her gaze left no room for misinterpretation. “Kofi, I need your big black cock inside me.”

A groan tore from my throat before I could stop it.

The sound was involuntary, animal, a noise that bypassed every filter my brain tried to impose. It hung in the room, raw, desperate, humiliating, and neither of them acknowledged it. Valentina’s attention had already returned to Kofi, her legs spreading wider, her wet fingers curling against her inner thigh in an invitation that required no translation. The slickness glistened between her folds, and I could see the way her body was already preparing itself, the slight parting of her lips down there, the flush that had spread from her spanked ass to her inner thighs.

Kofi moved toward the bed with that same unhurried calm, that physical confidence that made every step look predestined. His cock bobbed with the motion, still slick from her mouth, the thick purplish head catching the light. He knelt on the mattress, and the bed dipped under his weight, and Valentina’s body shifted toward him as though drawn by gravity.

She reached for him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, still couldn’t close completely, and guided him toward the heat she’d just displayed for both of us. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and even from across the room I could see the size disparity, the way his girth seemed to eclipse the space she was offering. Her folds spread to accommodate him, the dark flesh parting the pink, and she gasped as the head slipped inside.

Just the head. And already her back was arching off the mattress.

“Oh,” she breathed, and the syllable was half-laugh and half-moan, a sound of surprise at her own capacity. “Oh, Kofi. Yes.”

He pushed deeper. Inches disappeared into her by degrees, a slow progression that made Valentina’s mouth open and her eyes flutter and her fingers grip his forearms with a desperation I’d never seen in her before. The wet sound of penetration filled the room, a slick rhythmic noise that accompanied every incremental advance, and I watched my girlfriend’s body stretch around another man’s cock with a slowness that seemed designed to destroy me.

The groan I released was quieter this time, swallowed mostly, but it carried everything I couldn’t say.


Chapter Twenty-Three: So Big

Here's my rewritten version, staying true to the psychological intensity and immersive perspective of Jamie's experience:

The sound of his entry filled the room, a slick, stretching noise I felt vibrate through my bones. Kofi pulled back just an inch, then pushed deeper, and Valentina's mouth opened around a sound I'd never heard before - not from her, not with me. No consonants, just pure vowels shaped by pleasure rising from depths I'd never touched inside her.

I couldn't look away from where they joined. The obscene contrast of her delicate pink lips stretched taut around the thick, dark length of him. Her body accepted and accommodating him with a lewd ease that made my stomach clench. 

Valentina's back arched, pressing her pert breasts against Kofi's chest as she moaned again, that same primal sound resonating in the small space between us. From me, she'd always been quiet. Polite. Contained. Now her body spoke without restraint while I sat frozen, watching her open completely for another man.

The realization hit me like nausea: she'd never looked like this with me. Never moved like this. Never sounded like this. Her fingers dug into Kofi's shoulders as he began moving in earnest, each thrust pulling another one of those shameless moans from her throat.

I should have felt jealous. Furious. But my traitorous body...

I'd never been more aroused in my life.

“He’s so big,” she breathed, the words trembling as his hips pressed flush against her thighs. “So deep.”

My spine had turned to glass. From the chair I could see everything: the thick muscular plateau of Kofi’s back, the way his shoulder blades shifted under dark skin as he settled into her, the impossible circumference of him buried where only I had been before. His buttocks, and I had never looked at another man’s buttocks this way, had never catalogued the tight, sculpted rounds of muscle that flexed as he began to move, tightened on every forward stroke, releasing as he withdrew. The rhythm started slow, a deliberate pump that made Valentina’s whole body slide up the duvet with each thrust.

The noise. Wet flesh meeting wet flesh, a squelch that paired with the slap of his hips against her inner thighs, a duet of sounds so obscene my face burned even as my dick strained against my jeans. My balls ached, a deep throb that radiated upward, and I gripped my own thighs because the alternative was to disobey her, to touch, to shatter the one rule she’d given me.

Valentina’s breasts bounced with the motion, the pale undersides catching lamplight, nipples a dark pink I could see even from across the room. Kofi’s pace quickened and the bounce became a jostle, a rhythmic lift and fall that matched the sounds. Then he lowered himself, covering her mouth with his.

Her moan entered his throat before it reached my ears, I saw the vibration in her jaw, the way her fingers clawed up his back, and a new jealousy spiked through me, sharper than the physical comparison. He was inside her body and inside her kiss, filling every space she had, and the sound she made into his mouth was one I’d never drawn from her, a surrendered whimper that spoke of depths I’d only theorized.

The kiss broke. Kofi rose onto his hands, and his pace shifted from exploration to purpose. His buttocks pistoned now, the muscles bunching and flattening in a cadence that made the bed frame creak. The slap of flesh grew louder, wetter, and Valentina’s legs wrapped around his waist, ankles crossing at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. Her head thrown back, throat bared, a flush spreading from her chest to her neck.

Then her thighs began to shake.

Not a tremble but a seismic quiver, the muscles jumping under pale skin, and the moan that tore from her throat was so gut-deep I felt it in my own sternum. Her fingers gouged the sheets, knuckles white, and her back arched off the mattress as the first orgasm crashed through her, and I had seen her come before, had felt her clench around me, but never like this, never with a sound that seemed to hollow out her entire body.

Kofi didn’t slow. His rhythm held steady through her climax, and then accelerated, his buttocks a blur of motion, driving her into a second wave before the first had fully ebbed. I saw it happen: the shock on her face, the way her eyes flew wide and then squeezed shut, the guttural cry that started low and climbed.

“Oh God! Kofi, yes…..give it to me!”

She had never cried out like that with me. Not with that raw abandon, not with words that sounded torn from somewhere beyond language. The humiliation of it should have shrivelled me, and yet my dick throbbed harder, a hot pulse that blurred the line between agony and something I’d stopped trying to name.

His movement grew erratic. The steady piston stuttered, lost its rhythm, and a groan built in his chest, low at first, a rumble I could feel through the floorboards, and then rising into a roar that filled the room. His buttocks clenched, his hips drove deep and held, and I saw the shudder travel up his spine as he emptied himself into her, thick pulses I could almost feel, and Valentina’s body convulsed around him, a third orgasm dragged from her by the force of his release.

He stayed like that for a long moment, buried to the hilt, their breathing one ragged duet. Then his grip shifted, his hands finding the backs of her thighs, and he pushed her legs wider, held them open in a display that aimed her body toward him and toward me, toward everything she’d just become. His hips withdrew, slow, deliberate, and the softening length of his cock slid from her with a wet, sucking release that seemed to pull the air from my lungs.

The head emerged last. It plopped free with a sound both obscene and final, and behind it came a thick stream of his seed, pearly against the swollen pink of her folds, spilling downward in a slow rivulet that traced the crease of her thigh and pooled in the juncture of her ass. Her pussy, the word felt too small now, was a ruin; flushed and engorged, the lips parted in a gape that made my vision swim. It yawned open, a dark void where he’d been, and another pulse of cum slid from the gap and dripped onto the duvet. I’d never seen her body do that before. Never seen her open like a wound that was still, somehow, an invitation.

I couldn’t look away.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Clean-Up

Her eyes locked onto mine, and the room behind her blurred into irrelevance. Valentina didn’t move from her position, legs splayed, skin glazed with a sheen of exertion, her pussy a wet ruin leaking Kofi’s spend onto the rumpled duvet. A single thick thread of white slipped from the parted lips and traced a slow path toward the crease of her ass, and I watched its progress as though it were the most important thing I’d ever tracked.

“Jamie.” Her voice was hoarse, scraped raw by the sounds she’d been making into another man’s mouth. “This is what you wanted.”

Not a question. A statement delivered with the certainty of someone who had spent the last hour dismantling every pretence I’d built around myself. She propped herself onto her elbows, and the shift in posture made another pulse of Kofi’s seed ooze from her and darken the fabric beneath. Her breasts, still flushed from the heat of him, rose and fell with breaths that hadn’t yet steadied.

“Now,” she said, and her chin lifted a fraction, “come and lick me clean.”

The words detonated somewhere behind my sternum. My mind screamed No! a raw, reflexive refusal that had no purchase on my body whatsoever. My body was already leaning forward in the chair, my thighs unclenching from the desperate grip I’d held for what felt like hours. The refusal died in my throat, swallowed before it could form sound, because beneath the humiliation and the jealousy and the splintered remains of my pride, I had never seen anything as devastatingly erotic as what she was offering me.

Valentina’s ruined pussy. The evidence of her pleasure with another man. The physical proof that Kofi had given her something I never had, and now she wanted me to taste it.

I slid from the chair. My knees met the floor with a thump I felt rather than heard, the cheap carpet rough through the fabric of my trousers. The bed was three feet away, and those three feet stretched into a continent. Valentina watched me crawl. Her expression held no cruelty, no mockery, just a calm, evaluative patience that somehow made it worse. She was waiting to see if I’d actually do it.

My hands found the edge of the mattress. I pulled myself up between her thighs, and the scent hit me first, thick and feral and unmistakably, unambiguously sex. Not the clean, faint odour of our fumbling encounters, but the dense perfume of exertion and sweat and semen. His semen. The smell was pungent, almost bitter, and my dick throbbed against my zipper with a desperation that made me lightheaded.

From this close, the details were excruciating. Her folds were engorged, pink-darkened, stretched into a shape I’d never seen her body make. The lips gaped slightly, a void where he’d been, and more of his seed had gathered at the entrance, a pearly bead catching the lamplight. The hair was matted with their mixed fluids. Everything about the sight screamed occupied, claimed in a language my body understood even as my mind rebelled.

“Make love to me, Jamie.” Her voice softened, dropping into a register that was almost tender. “Show me how much you wanted this.”

My lips pressed against her before I’d consciously decided to move.

The first contact sent a jolt through my nervous system, the heat of her, the slickness, the slight salty tang that transferred to my tongue when I parted my lips. I kissed her there the way I might have kissed her mouth, a tentative press of flesh against flesh, and the taste bloomed across my palate. Him. Bitter and alkaline, a flavour I’d never encountered and recognized instantly. Kofi’s semen, leaking from my girlfriend’s body onto my tongue.

A sound escaped me, something between a groan and a whimper, and then the last thread of my resistance snapped.

I opened my mouth and licked.

The flat of my tongue travelled up the length of her slit, gathering the slick mixture of her arousal and his release. The taste intensified, flooding my senses, and my hands gripped her inner thighs with a force that must have bruised. Her skin was hot under my palms, still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasms, and when my tongue circled her clit, she gasped and her hips bucked against my face.

“Yes,” she breathed, and one hand found the back of my head. Her fingers threaded through my hair, the same gesture Kofi had made, I realized, the same possessive curl of knuckles, and she pulled me tighter against her heat. “Yes, Jamie. Taste him.”

I sucked. Not gently, not tentatively, but with a hunger that frightened me. My lips sealed around her entrance, and I drew the fluid from her, swallowing the thick, salty proof of what she’d done. Every swallow was a capitulation, an admission I couldn’t verbalize, and my body celebrated each one with a pulse of arousal so strong my vision whitened at the edges. I licked deeper, pushing my tongue inside her where Kofi had been, and the walls of her pussy were still loose, still stretched around the memory of his girth. She clenched weakly around my tongue, and I felt how much space remained.

The slurping sounds I made were obscene. Wet, rhythmic pulls that filled the room’s silence, and I couldn’t stop, didn’t want to stop, couldn’t imagine stopping with the taste of him on my tongue and the weight of her hand on my head and the knowledge that this, this debasement, this surrender, was the most honest thing I’d ever done. My jaw ached. My dick leaked against the inside of my boxers, untouched and straining and so hard it bordered on painful. I ground my hips against the mattress edge without meaning to, seeking any friction, any relief, any…..

“No.” Valentina’s hand tightened in my hair, pulling me back. “You don’t get to cum. Not yet.”

I made a sound I’m not proud of. A keening, desperate noise that rose from somewhere I didn’t recognize. But I stopped grinding. I stopped everything except the work of my mouth, and her grip loosened, and she guided me back to her pussy with the authority of someone who understood exactly what I needed before I did.

The flavour had changed. Less of him now, more of her, a bright, tangy sweetness I knew intimately, and the realization that I’d swallowed enough of Kofi’s seed to taste my own girlfriend again sent another shudder through me. I licked with renewed focus, curling my tongue inside her, dragging the flat of it across her clit in patterns I’d learned over months of practice. But this was different. This was me kneeling between her thighs while another man’s semen still slicked my chin, and everything I knew about her body had been rewritten in the last hour.

Valentina’s thighs began to shake. The quiver travelled from her legs to her stomach to the hand in my hair, and her breathing fractured into gasps that matched the rhythm of my tongue. There….I knew that hitch, that catch in the back of her throat. I sealed my mouth around her clit and sucked hard, and she came with a cry that was almost a sob, her hips grinding against my face, her pussy pulsing against my tongue, and a fresh rush of fluid, hers, purely hers, filled my mouth.

I swallowed every drop. And then I sat back on my heels, gasping, my chin wet and my lips swollen and my dick still throbbing with a need that had become its own form of worship.

I sat back, and the air rushed into my lungs in ragged pulls. The lamplight flickered, a bulb threatening to die, and somewhere beyond the thundering of my own pulse I heard the mattress shift. Kofi stood. He reached for his jeans with the same unhurried ease he’d shown all evening, stepping into them without self-consciousness.

“Maybe we could do this again sometime,” he said.

The words were casual, tossed over his shoulder as his belt buckle rasped home. Valentina stretched on the duvet, her body still flushed, her eyes half-lidded with a satisfaction that twisted something deep in my gut.

“Definitely.” She turned her head and smiled at him, at him, not at me. “It was the best sex I’ve ever had.”


Epilogue

The door clicked shut five minutes ago. Five minutes of silence of Valentina’s breathing slowing toward normal, of Kofi’s footsteps fading down the corridor outside. Five minutes of me kneeling on the floor beside the bed, my chin still slick, my cock still aching against the damp front of my trousers, trying to remember how to form words.

Valentina’s fingers found my cheek. The touch was feather-light, her thumb tracing the curve of my jawbone with a tenderness that seemed impossible after everything I’d just watched her do.

“You should have told me all along this was what you wanted.”

I shook my head. The motion was small, almost imperceptible, but she caught it. Her thumb stilled.

“Jamie.” She shifted onto her side, the duvet rustling beneath her, and her body was still flushed, still gleaming with the sheen of exertion. The scent of sex clung to her skin, thick and musky and complicated. “Look at me.”

I did. Her eyes were soft, the green muted in the lamplight, and there was no judgment in them. No mockery. Just a quiet curiosity that somehow undid me more than cruelty ever could have.

“I didn’t know,” I managed. The words scraped out of me, hoarse and broken. “I didn’t….I couldn’t admit it. Even to myself.”

“But you wanted it.” Not a question. “You wanted to see me with him.”

The confession sat between us, too large for the room. I nodded. What else was there to do? Denial would have been absurd after I’d crawled across the floor and licked another man’s seed from her body.

Valentina’s lips curved. The smile was small, private, and it lit something in her expression that I’d never seen before, a confidence, an ownership, a recognition of power she hadn’t fully understood she possessed until tonight.

“You were well behaved,” she said. Her thumb resumed its slow stroke along my cheekbone. “Especially when you cleaned me. That was….” She paused, searching for the word. “Devoted. You were devoted.” Her smile widened, taking on a teasing edge I recognized. “So, you should get a reward.”

My breath caught. The word landed in my chest and reverberated downward, sending a fresh pulse of blood to my already straining cock.

“Strip for me, baby-boy.” She let the pet name hang in the air, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Let me see your little white dick.”

The words were delivered with a smile, she was joking, I knew she was joking, the same way she’d always teased me about my overthinking and my awkwardness and my inability to dance, but the joke had teeth now. After Kofi. After watching his body move over hers, inside hers, the word little wasn’t just a tease anymore. It was a comparison. An observation. A fact I couldn’t argue with.

My fingers fumbled with the button of my trousers. The fabric was damp at the front where I’d leaked through my boxers, a dark patch of evidence I couldn’t hide, and Valentina watched me undress with the same calm, evaluative patience she’d shown when I crawled toward her. My trousers pooled at my ankles. My boxers followed, and then I was naked, kneeling, my erection bobbing obscenely in the lamplight. Pale skin, visible veins, the slick head glistening with the arousal I’d been denied release from for what felt like hours.

Valentina looked at it. Looked at me. The comparison hung unspoken between us, she’d just had Kofi inside her, thick and dark and stretching, and now here I was, her boyfriend, pale and straining and undeniably smaller.

“Lie beside me,” she said.

I obeyed, climbing onto the bed with a reverence that felt almost religious. The duvet was rumpled and damp in places—marked by the evidence of what she'd done with him, what I'd watched her do, and the scent intensified as I settled beside her. I was in their bed now, lying where Kofi had been, pressed against sheets still warm from their bodies. The realization sent a shiver through me. The mingled aromas of sex and sweat and him clung to the fabric, to her skin, wrapping around me like a confession. 

Her body radiated heat beside me, a living contrast to the cool night air drifting through the cracked window. When she shifted closer, her bare breasts pressed against my side, softer than I remembered, heavier, as if still swollen from Kofi's touch. Then her fingers found me, wrapping around my dick with a possessiveness that made my hips jerk. 

I was here. In the aftermath. In the ruin of what we'd been before tonight. And when her hand began moving, it wasn't just pleasure she was giving me, it was permission to want this. To need it. To belong to the damp, tangled mess of sheets that smelled like another man's claim on her.

The grip was firm. Possessive. She squeezed, and the pressure sent a jolt through my nervous system that made my hips buck involuntarily.

“So” Her voice was conversational, almost casual, as though we were discussing weekend plans. “Baby-boy. You’re my little clean-up guy now.”

She didn’t stroke yet. Just held me, her fingers encircling my shaft with an authority that made my balls tighten and my breath stutter.

“You like watching.” A statement. She squeezed a little harder, and a bead of pre-cum welled at my tip. “You happy to have Kofi over again?”

The question short-circuited my brain. Kofi. Again. The image flooded back, his buttocks pistoning, her legs wrapped around his waist, the sounds she’d made that I’d never drawn from her, and my dick throbbed in her grip so hard I saw stars.

I nodded. Words felt impossible.

Valentina’s hand began to move. Slow, deliberate strokes that dragged the slickness from my tip down my shaft, and the friction was perfect and terrible and nowhere near enough.

“Tell me,” she said. Her grip tightened near the base, slowing to a pace that was almost torture. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes.” The word tore out of me. “Yes, I want to see you with Kofi again.”

“And you’ll clean up again?”

She knew the answer. She’d watched me do it, watched me swallow him from her body, watched me lick her through another orgasm while his taste still coated my tongue. But she wanted me to say it aloud, wanted the confession to exist in language, in sound, in the trembling syllables of my surrender.

I nodded again, and her strokes stopped. Her fingers squeezed, a warning pressure that made my hips jerk.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, I’ll clean up. I’ll clean up every time.”

“Good boy.”

The praise hit me like a drug. She pumped faster, her grip tightening on the upstroke, and the slick sound of her hand on my flesh filled the room. My balls drew up, heavy and aching, and the pressure built at the base of my spine with an intensity that frightened me.

Then Valentina’s rhythm shifted. She slowed again, just as I was climbing toward the edge, and her voice dropped into a register that was almost thoughtful.

“So, I could, maybe….” She paused, her fingers squeezing in a pulse that made my vision blur. “Invite whoever I want over.”

The words landed like ice water.

I looked up at her. Her expression was curious, evaluative, watching me with the same analytical focus I’d once applied to my own obsessions. She wasn’t joking now. The teasing edge had vanished, replaced by something more serious, more exploratory. She was testing a hypothesis. Pushing a variable. Seeing how far the equation could stretch before it broke.

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

Her strokes slowed further, her grip loosening until she was barely touching me, and the loss of friction was agonizing. She squeezed, a quick, commanding pressure that demanded response.

“Tell me,” she said.

The command shattered something. The last wall. The final pretence.

“Yes.” The word came out as a sob. “Yes, you can have anybody over. Please, Valentina….you can have anybody over, you can fuck who you want.”

“And you’ll clean up after all of them?”

The question was calm. Deliberate. She already knew the answer, but she wanted it spoken, wanted it to exist in the air between us as something undeniable.

“YES!”

The orgasm hit me like a freight train. My back arched off the mattress, my hips pumping into her grip, and the first thick rope of cum erupted from me with a force I’d never experienced before. It splattered hot across my stomach, my chest, a fountain of white that kept coming, pulse after pulse, coating my torso in my own release. The groan I released was animal, guttural, a sound dragged from depths I hadn’t known existed.

Valentina’s hand worked me through it, milking every last shudder, and when the final spasm faded I collapsed against the mattress, gasping, painted in my own spend.

“Oh my God.” Her voice was bright with genuine surprise. “Jamie, you’ve never cum so hard. You did enjoy everything.”

I couldn’t respond. Couldn’t move. My chest heaved, my limbs were jelly, and my cum cooled on my skin in thick, sticky streaks.

Her fingers dipped into the mess on my stomach. She scooped up a generous bead of white and lifted it toward my mouth, and her smile was tender and possessive and terrifying all at once.

“Such a good cum-eating clean-up slut for me.”

I opened my mouth. Her fingers slid past my lips, depositing the salty warmth on my tongue, and I swallowed without hesitation. Without thought. Without anything except the knowledge that she was right, this was what I wanted, what I’d always wanted, what I’d never been brave enough to admit.

Valentina withdrew her fingers and reached for another scoop.




Book Two Teaser

Jamie had always believed that knowledge brought certainty.

That if you understood something well enough, deeply enough, you could control it.

But nothing about the look on Valentina's face that night felt controllable anymore.

For weeks he had watched.

Analysed.

Compared.

Obsessed.

What began as insecurity had become fascination. What began as jealousy had become something far more dangerous.

Now there was no hiding from the truth.

Valentina wanted answers.

Kofi wanted her.

And Jamie had finally admitted what he wanted too.

The fantasy was no longer safely contained inside his imagination.

It was real.

Terrifyingly real.

As the boundaries of their relationship begin to blur, Jamie discovers that some desires become stronger the closer they get to becoming reality. Each step forward leaves him desperate for the next. Each line crossed makes the next line easier to cross.

But fantasies have consequences.

And once a door is opened, it rarely closes again.

In Book Two, attraction becomes action, curiosity becomes temptation, and Jamie must decide whether he truly wants to watch his beautiful Valentina explore a world that may change all three of them forever.

Because some truths cannot be unseen.

And some desires cannot be taken back.

Book Two: The Crossing of the Line.


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: Watching My Girlfriend Go Black’

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo: She Surrendered to Power

A Dark Interracial Cuckold Awakening

By Emma Sluttily

Clara Whitmore thought she knew who she was.
Raised in the quiet countryside, married young to her first lover, her life followed a careful, sensible path. Love was gentle. Sex was familiar. Safety was everything.
Then she moved to London.
Living above the garage of her husband’s powerful new boss, Clara finds herself drawn into an intimacy she cannot explain. Professor Mensah is older, commanding, and entirely untroubled by her innocence. He does not flirt. He does not rush. He simply sees her, recognises what she responds to, and waits.
What begins as innocent morning runs becomes something far more dangerous. Through repetition, proximity, and quiet authority, Clara awakens to a part of herself she never knew existed. A hunger not for romance, but for direction. For control. 
For being taken seriously as a woman rather than handled carefully as a wife. A man who takes what he wants, without asking, takes for his pleasure.


Her husband remains oblivious, mistaking calm for contentment, trust for security.
By the time Clara understands what she is becoming, the line has already been crossed. And stepping back would mean denying the truth she has finally learned about herself.
Book One is a slow-burn descent into desire, power, and betrayal, where restraint is the greatest weapon and surrender is a choice Clara makes with open eyes.
A choice to give herself sexually to the older black man. 
Taboo. Kinky. Illicit. Cuckold. Interracial. BDSM. Domination. Erotica. 

Interracial Gangbang!


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

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

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

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

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