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Prologue

The lamp on my desk had burned out two nights ago, so the room gathered its light from the streetlamp outside the window, a sodium-orange glow that fell across the bed in a long, dusty column. I lay propped against the headboard, my textbook open on my chest, its equations blurring into abstractions I couldn't follow. My attention kept drifting elsewhere.

Valentina stood before the mirror above my dresser, her reflection caught in the tarnished glass like a painting I'd stumbled upon in a museum I didn't belong in. She was brushing her hair with slow, methodical strokes, the blonde waves catching the streetlight and transforming it into something warmer. Twenty-one years old. Austrian. Standing a little under five foot seven in bare feet, her weight shifting from one hip to the other with a dancer's unconscious grace.

I watched her. I was always watching her, even before Kofi, even before the night that had rewritten something fundamental in my understanding of myself. Watching Valentina was not a choice so much as a gravitational inevitability, the eye follows beauty, and she was beautiful in a way that made the word feel inadequate.

Her blue-green eyes found mine in the mirror. The corner of her mouth lifted.

"You're staring again."

"Am I?"

"You know you are." She set the brush down on the dresser and turned to face me directly. "You've been staring all evening. All week, actually."

The textbook slid off my chest as I sat up straighter. "I'm trying to understand something."

"Understand what?"

You. The word sat on my tongue but didn't emerge. Why you chose me. Why you stay. What you see when you look at me that I've never been able to see in myself.

She reached for the hem of her thin cotton top, my shirt, actually, an old university one I'd given her months ago, and lifted it over her head in a single fluid motion. The fabric whispered through her hair and fell to the floor. Her breasts, full and naturally firm, settled against her chest with a softness that made my throat tighten. The streetlight traced the curve of her waist, the inward sweep that flared into hips I'd mapped with my fingertips a hundred times. Her stomach was flat, toned without effort, the body of a woman who walked everywhere and never thought about exercise as a chore.

"You can tell me," she said. Her hands went to the waistband of her cotton shorts, thumbs hooking beneath the elastic. "Whatever it is. You know that."

The shorts slid down her thighs, past her knees, and joined the shirt on the floor. She stood before me in nothing but a pair of pale blue knickers, the kind she wore when she wasn't trying to be provocative, which somehow made her more devastating. Her hips curved outward in a silhouette that seemed almost mathematically impossible, narrow shoulders, small waist, then this generous flare of femininity that drew the eye and held it. Her legs were long and toned, the calves defined, the thighs smooth and pale in the orange light.

My girlfriend. My girlfriend. The possessive still felt like a lie I was telling the universe.

Valentina's fingers traced idle circles through the curls between her thighs, her touch feather-light yet deliberate. The orange streetlight caught the golden strands, making them glow like filaments against her pale skin.

"Do you think I should shave my little pussy?" she murmured, her accent softening the vowels. "Do you think men like Kofi would prefer me bare?"

The question landed like a stone in my stomach. I watched her fingers part herself, revealing pink folds glistening faintly in the dim light. My throat tightened.

"I…." The words tangled. I don't want to think about what Kofi prefers. I don't want to imagine his hands there, his mouth, his…..

Valentina's eyes met mine, knowing. "You're picturing it right now, aren't you?" Her fingertip dragged lower, teasing her entrance. "His big hands spreading me open. His tongue against bare skin."

A shudder ran through me. The image was too vivid, Kofi's dark fingers against her paleness, the contrast stark and undeniable. My cock twitched against my thigh, betraying me.

Valentina smiled, slow and secret. "You like the idea," she observed. "Even if it terrifies you." She lifted her fingers to her mouth, tasting herself with a deliberate swipe of her tongue. "Maybe especially because it terrifies you."

I reached for her wrist, stopping her hand. "I like you like this," I said, my voice rough. "Natural. Real."

Her laughter was a warm puff against my collarbone. "Liar." But she let me pull her closer, her body moulding against mine. "We'll see what happens," she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "Next time."

The words hung between us, heavy with promise. With danger. With something I couldn't name but couldn't escape.

She crossed to the bed with bare feet and bare skin and the quiet confidence of a woman who had never been taught to apologize for her body. The mattress dipped as she climbed onto it, straddling my hips, settling her weight against me with a familiarity that still, after everything, made my breath catch.

"You're asking yourself why," she said. Her fingers found the buttons of my shirt, working downward with the patience of someone who had no intention of rushing. "Why the other night happened. Why you wanted it. Why you still want it."

"I…." The word caught. "How do you know that's what I'm thinking?"

She pushed my shirt open, her palms flattening against my chest with a tenderness that contradicted everything my insecurity told me about myself. "Because I know you, Jamie. I know the way you spiral. The way your brain won't let something go until you've taken it apart and rebuilt it a dozen times."

As she laid back, naked, completely, her body a landscape of curves and shadows in the sodium light. She settled lower, her thighs bracketing mine, and the scent of her, soap and skin and something muskier beneath, filled my senses.

"Go down on me," she said. Not a request. A direction, delivered with the same certainty she'd used when directing me to the chair beside my desk. But different now. Softer. Closer. "I want to feel your mouth."

I moved before thought, shifting beneath her, guiding her onto her back against the pillows. She spread her legs with the ease of someone comfortable in her own skin, and I lowered myself between them, my lips finding the inside of her thigh first, a kiss, then another, working inward with a devotion that felt almost religious. Her fingers threaded through my hair.

When my mouth reached her centre, she made a sound I recognized, that half-swallowed gasp, the one I'd heard her make for Kofi. But this time it was for me. The taste of her flooded my tongue, bright and tangy and intimately familiar, and I worked her with a rhythm I'd spent months perfecting. Her hips rose to meet me. Her breathing fractured into shallow gasps that matched the sweep of my tongue.

"I love watching you down there," she murmured, her accent thickening the way it always did when she was aroused. "I love what you do with your mouth."

Her thighs began to tremble. The quiver travelled upward through her stomach, her chest, the hand in my hair. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked, and she came with a cry that arched her back off the mattress, her body clenching against my tongue in pulses that seemed to go on longer than usual. I stayed with her through it, gentling my pressure, drawing out the aftershocks until she pulled me upward by my hair.

"Come here," she breathed. "Lie beside me."

I obeyed, settling against the pillows, my erection pressing against my boxers with a familiar, aching insistence. Her hand found me there, her fingers wrapping around my shaft through the fabric, squeezing with a possessiveness that made my hips jerk. She stripped the boxers down with her free hand, and then her grip was skin on skin, warm and firm and devastating.

"You were so sexy," she said. Her strokes began slow, deliberate, dragging the slickness from my tip down the length of me. "Watching him. Watching me with him. Do you know how hot that was?"

I couldn't answer. Words had abandoned me. Her grip tightened on the upstroke, and a groan clawed its way out of my throat.

"I keep thinking about it," she continued, her voice dropping into a register that was almost conversational, as though we were discussing a film we'd seen rather than the most transformative night of my life. "How you sat there. How you watched his big black cock stretch my little pink pussy. How you couldn't look away even though it was destroying you."

The words landed in my chest and detonated, each one a small, precise explosion that sent shrapnel through my nervous system. My dick throbbed in her grip. She felt it, her smile pressed against my shoulder, and her pace quickened.

"It's okay," she said. "You don't have to understand it yet. I don't fully understand it either. But I want to. I want us to figure it out together."

Her hand worked me with a rhythm that matched her words, insistent, then gentle, then insistent again, and the pressure built at the base of my spine with an intensity that made my vision blur.

"I want to know why it affected you so much," she said. Her thumb swept across my tip, spreading wetness, and my hips bucked involuntarily. "Why you couldn't stop watching. Why you crawled across the floor and licked his cum out of me. Why you came harder than you've ever come in your life when I called you my clean-up slut."

The orgasm hit me mid-breath. I erupted across my own stomach in thick pulses, each one torn from somewhere deeper than pleasure, and the sound I made was half her name and half something wordless that I didn't recognize as my own voice. She stroked me through it, her grip steady, her lips pressing soft kisses against my jaw until the last shudder faded.

Afterwards, she traced a fingertip through the mess on my stomach with slow deliberation, her nail catching the light as she lifted it to my lips. The scent of my own release filled the space between us, musky, intimate, undeniable. 

"Open," she murmured.

I obeyed without thought, my tongue meeting her finger as she pressed it against my mouth. The taste exploded across my senses; salt and heat and something deeply primal that made my spent dick twitch against my thigh. Her eyes held mine as I licked her clean, the corners of her lips curling upward in a smile that was equal parts tenderness and possession.

"You like it, don't you?" she whispered, dragging her damp fingertip along my bottom lip. "The taste of spunk?"

The crude word in her accented voice sent another jolt through me. My nod was barely perceptible, but she saw it, she always saw everything. Her satisfied hum vibrated against my chest as she settled closer, her bare skin sticking slightly where our sweat had mingled. 

The weight of her body settled into the mattress beside me, and within minutes, her breathing deepened into sleep. But I remained awake, my tongue still tracing the ghost of that flavour on my lips, the question hanging heavy in the air between us: 

How much further would I follow her down this road?

I lay awake.

The streetlamp cast its orange column across the ceiling, and I traced the cracks in the plaster with my eyes while Valentina's breath rose and fell against my ribs. She looked peaceful in sleep, her features softened, her blonde hair fanned across the pillow. Beautiful. Impossible. Mine, in whatever way the word still applied.

My thoughts drifted.

Not toward what had happened, I'd replayed those hours enough times to wear grooves in my memory. Not toward what might happen next, although that question lurked at the edges, patient and inevitable. My thoughts drifted toward Kofi himself. His calm presence. His unhurried confidence. The way he'd moved through my bedroom as though he belonged there. The sight of his body, broad chest, powerful arms, that impossible thickness that had stretched Valentina in ways I never could.

I didn't want another encounter. Not yet. Maybe not ever. The question wasn't about logistics or arrangements or the careful negotiation of boundaries we'd have to navigate if this continued.

The question was simpler. More fundamental. More terrifying.

Why can't I stop thinking about him?

Valentina stirred beside me, her fingers curling against my chest, and I held my breath until she stilled. Her lips moved slightly, forming a word I couldn't hear. A dream. A murmur. Something private happening behind her closed eyelids.

I watched her sleep.

And I kept asking myself the question, turning it over and over like a problem set I couldn't solve, knowing that the answer—if there was an answer—would define everything that came next.


Chapter One

I woke before Valentina.

For a while I didn't move. I simply lay there staring at the pale morning light filtering through the gap in the curtains, listening to the quiet sounds of the room settling around us. The radiator clicked softly somewhere near the window. A car passed outside. The city was beginning to wake up.

Beside me, Valentina slept peacefully.

I turned my head slightly and looked at her.

I had spent countless mornings doing exactly that, yet somehow it never lost its effect on me.

Her blonde hair was spread across the pillow in loose waves, catching the sunlight where it fell across the bed. In sleep her face softened completely. The intelligence and expressiveness that animated her when she was awake gave way to something gentler, something almost vulnerable. Her breathing was slow and even. One hand rested beneath her cheek while the duvet rose and fell gently against her shoulder.

For a few moments I allowed myself to simply look at her.

To forget everything else.

To remember why I loved her.

Valentina Moser had always seemed slightly unreal to me. Not because she was perfect. She wasn't. She could be stubborn, impatient, occasionally infuriating. But there was something about her presence that made other people fade into the background. The way she smiled. The way she laughed. The way she carried herself without ever seeming aware of the effect she had on people.

Even now, with her hair untidy and her face still marked faintly by sleep, she was beautiful.

And she was here.

With me.

The thought should have comforted me.

Instead, it brought something else with it.

A memory.

A face.

A voice.

I closed my eyes.

Not now.

I didn't want to think about that.

Not yet.

When I opened them again, Valentina was looking at me.

A sleepy smile appeared immediately.

"There you are," she murmured.

I felt myself smile despite everything.

"There I am?"

"You were staring."

"I wasn't."

"You were."

Her voice was rough with sleep, warm and affectionate.

She shifted closer beneath the duvet and rested her head against my chest as naturally as breathing. One arm slipped around my waist.

No awkwardness.

No hesitation.

No regret.

That was what surprised me.

Some naïve part of me had expected the morning to feel different. I had expected distance. Silence. An uncertainty neither of us knew how to address.

Instead, she seemed completely at ease.

More than that, she seemed happy.

Not relieved.

Not guilty.

Happy.

As though something important had happened between us.

As though whatever line had been crossed had brought her closer rather than pushing her away.

I wrapped an arm around her automatically and stared at the ceiling.

I should have felt reassured.

Instead, I felt confused.

Because if she was comfortable with everything...

Why wasn't I?

The morning passed quietly.

Coffee. Conversation. The ordinary rhythm of two people who had spent enough time together to be comfortable in silence.

Valentina talked about a seminar she had coming up. Complained about a lecturer. Laughed at something she'd seen online. Every now and then she'd touch my arm or lean against me as she spoke.

There was a lightness about her.

A warmth.

And every time I noticed it I felt a strange mixture of relief and unease.

She loved me.

That much was obvious.

Nothing in her behaviour suggested otherwise.

So why did it feel as though something inside me had been set in motion that I couldn't stop?

By the afternoon she had gone to meet friends from her course, leaving me alone with my work.

Or at least that had been the plan.

A research paper sat open on my laptop.

Several pages of notes were spread across the desk.

Normally I could disappear into mathematics for hours. Numbers made sense. Proofs made sense. Problems had solutions if you were patient enough to find them.

Today none of it worked.

I read the same paragraph three times.

Then again.

And again.

Each time I reached the end of it I realised I hadn't absorbed a single word.

My attention kept drifting.

Not toward Valentina.

That was the part that bothered me.

It kept drifting somewhere else.

Back to that evening.

Back to moments I couldn't seem to leave alone.

A voice.

A look.

A smile.

I leaned back in my chair and rubbed my eyes.

Why him?

That was the question that refused to leave me.

Why him?

I loved Valentina.

She was the person who should have occupied every corner of my thoughts.

Instead, my mind kept circling back to Kofi.

Not occasionally.

Constantly.

Like a puzzle I couldn't solve.

Like a question I couldn't stop asking.

I stared at the untouched work on my screen.

And for the first time since waking up, I allowed myself to admit the truth.

I couldn't stop thinking about him.

And I had absolutely no idea why.


Chapter Two

The library had become a second skin over the past three years, the smell of old paper and floor wax, the particular quality of silence that wasn't truly silence but a low hum of turning pages and distant footfalls and the occasional cough swallowed into a fist. I'd written half my dissertation in this building, hunched over the same corner desk on the third floor, the one with the view of the courtyard oak and the radiator that clanked whenever the heating came on.

Today the books in front of me might as well have been written in a language I'd never studied.

My pen had stopped moving twenty minutes ago. The equations on the page had blurred into a grey wash, and my gaze had drifted to the window, and somewhere in that drift I'd lost track of the present entirely.

Kofi's shoulders.

That was where it started. The memory surfaced without permission, an image of him standing beside my bed, his t-shirt already gone, the lamplight tracing the breadth of him. His shoulders had seemed to occupy more space than the laws of physics should have allowed. Not just wide but structured, the kind of architecture that came from genetics and discipline and something else I couldn't name. The deltoids curved into his arms with a symmetry that belonged in anatomical illustrations, and when he'd moved, reaching for Valentina, shifting his weight, lowering himself onto the mattress, the muscles had shifted beneath his dark skin with an ease that suggested they'd always been there, waiting to be used.

I looked down at my own shoulder. The fabric of my shirt hung loose where his would have strained. I'd always been this way, narrow through the collarbones, wrists that protruded too far, a frame that my mother had called "scholarly" and my gym teacher had called "needs improvement." I'd spent years telling myself it didn't matter. Bodies were vessels. Minds were what counted. I'd built an identity around that conviction, constructed it carefully and defended it whenever Valentina teased me about my posture or my aversion to sports.

But the memory of Kofi's shoulders wouldn't leave.

Neither would his chest.

I closed my eyes, and there it was: the broad plane of his pectorals, defined but not obscene, the kind of chest that looked equally at home in a well-cut shirt and out of one. The muscle had swept across his ribcage in smooth, sculpted swells, and when Valentina had run her palms across it, Beautiful, she'd said, the word landing in my gut like a stone, I'd seen the way his skin moved over the architecture beneath. His nipples had been dark, flat, almost ornamental against the expanse of muscle. There had been no softness anywhere. No give. Just density and definition and the quiet confidence of a body that had never been a source of shame.

My own chest concave by comparison. I'd always hunched slightly, a habit born in adolescence when I'd grown too fast and never filled out. My ribs were visible if I stretched. My collarbones jutted. There was a pallor to my skin that spoke of libraries and lecture halls and a life lived indoors, and the contrast between what I saw in the mirror and what I'd seen in my bedroom three nights ago had become a splinter I couldn't extract.

The radiator clanked. I opened my eyes. The equations were still there, still unread.

His arms.

They surfaced next, and I let them, because trying to stop the memories had started to feel like trying to stop breathing. The biceps had curved with a definition that required no flexing, visible even when his arms hung at his sides. The forearms had been traced with veins, paths of darker blue beneath the dark skin, and they'd thickened toward his wrists in a way that made his hands look powerful without being brutish. When he'd gripped Valentina's hips, those arms had flexed, and the movement had been so casual, so utterly unselfconscious, that I'd felt something crack open inside me.

I'd never thought about another man's arms before. Not like this. Not with this forensic attention to detail, this compulsive cataloguing of every ridge and contour. I'd seen muscular men before, on screens, in gyms I passed without entering, on the occasional teammate during the brief, miserable season I'd tried rugby in secondary school, but I'd never studied them. I'd never found myself, at two in the morning, staring at the ceiling of my bedroom and reconstructing the exact shape of another man's biceps from memory.

His legs. I'd noticed his legs when he'd stood from the bed, jeans still open, moving with that unhurried ease. The thighs had been thick, not the exaggerated bulk of a bodybuilder, but dense with muscle, the kind of legs that came from actual movement rather than gym machines. The calves had been defined, the ankles strong, and the way he'd walked, barefoot, naked, utterly at ease, had been a study in physical confidence. He'd occupied the floor of my bedroom as though he'd been walking it his whole life.

My own legs were pale sticks beneath my desk. I crossed them, uncrossed them, tried to focus on the page.

His stomach.

A flat, ridged plane of muscle. The abdominal muscles had been visible without the straining, dehydrated look of someone who'd prepared for a photograph. They'd just been there; a natural consequence of his build, a topography of fitness that seemed effortless. No softness above his waistband. No hesitation in the way he'd stood naked before both of us. I'd spent years avoiding mirrors in changing rooms, angling my body away from Valentina's gaze when the light was too harsh, and Kofi had simply existed in his skin as though shame were a language he'd never learned.

And his buttocks.

The memory of them tightened something in my chest. I hadn't wanted to look. When he'd been positioned over Valentina, his back to me, I'd told myself I was watching her, her face, her reactions, her fingers clawing the sheets. But I'd seen him. The tight, sculpted rounds of muscle that flexed with every thrust. The way they'd clenched when he'd driven deeper, released when he'd withdrawn. The dimples at the base of his spine. The sheer physical perfection of a part of the body I'd never, never, considered on another man before.

I shifted in my chair. The library hummed around me, oblivious.

Then, finally, his cock.

I'd saved this for last in my mental catalogue, the way one might save the most difficult passage of a text for when resistance had been exhausted. It had been thick. Impossibly, pornographically thick, the kind of thickness that seemed to belong to a different species. The shaft had been dark, darker than the rest of his skin, and the head had been a deep purplish-brown, blunt and glossy, and the weight of it, the way it had swung when he'd walked, the way it had bobbed against his stomach when he'd stood; had rewritten something in my understanding of male anatomy.

His balls had been heavy, full, hanging in a sac that seemed proportioned to the rest of him. When Valentina had taken them into her mouth, I'd seen their size against her lips, and the image had burned itself into my memory with a clarity that made my face heat even now, alone in the library, surrounded by books on differential geometry.

I was not thinking about Kofi's cock because I wanted it.

I was thinking about it because Valentina had wanted it. Because she'd wrapped her fingers around it and announced that it was twice the size of mine. Because she'd taken it into her mouth with an enthusiasm she'd never shown for me. Because it had stretched her in ways I never could and drawn sounds from her throat that I'd never heard.

Wasn't that it?

My pen had left a small pool of ink on the page where it had rested too long. I blotted it with the edge of my sleeve and tried to remember what I'd been working on before the memories had intruded. The problem set was due Friday. My supervisor had emailed that morning with notes on my last chapter. There were a dozen things I should have been doing, a dozen tasks that required the full attention of the mind I'd always considered my greatest asset.

But my mind was no longer cooperating.

The comparison was the trap. I recognized its structure, a recursive loop, a self-referential paradox of the sort I'd studied in logic seminars. The more I compared myself to Kofi, the more inadequate I felt. The more inadequate I felt, the more I compared. Each rotation through the cycle tightened its grip, and the grip had become something I couldn't shake even when I understood its mechanics.

Kofi's physical confidence. That was the phrase my brain kept circling back to. It wasn't just his body, it was the way he inhabited it. The unhurried movements. The calm presence. The way he'd laughed when Valentina had called my role "educational only," a low warm sound that had said, more clearly than words, I belong here and you know it. He'd never postured. Never performed. He'd simply existed, and his existence had made my own feel like an apology.

I'd spent my whole life apologizing for my body without realizing it. The hunched shoulders. The crossed arms. The way I positioned myself at the edges of rooms, in corners, against walls. I'd built a personality around my mind because my body had never felt like something worth presenting. And then Kofi had walked into my bedroom and stood there like a sculpture, and every defence I'd constructed had collapsed under the weight of a comparison I couldn't stop making.

The afternoon light shifted through the library window. The oak outside had begun to shed its leaves, and they spiralled downward in slow arcs, and I watched them fall with the same blank attention I'd been giving my textbooks.

I wasn't attracted to Kofi.

I wasn't.

This wasn't desire. It was something else, something I didn't have language for yet. An obsession with what he represented. A fixation on the physical qualities I'd never possessed and had always, secretly, believed mattered more than I'd let myself admit. Kofi was a mirror, and every time I looked at him, in memory, in replay, in the endless loop my brain couldn't escape, I saw my own inadequacies reflected back at me in unforgiving detail.

But mirrors don't explain why you can't stop looking.

The library lights flickered on as the afternoon dimmed toward evening. Students around me packed their bags. The radiator clanked its final protest and fell silent. I sat at my corner desk, my problem set untouched, my pen still leaking ink onto the page, and I asked myself the question that had been forming for days, the question I'd been afraid to articulate even in the privacy of my own skull.

Why can't I stop thinking about him?

The question hung in the silence of the emptying library. I had no answer. Only the image of Kofi's body, his shoulders, his chest, his arms, his legs, his stomach, his buttocks, his cock; replaying behind my eyes like a film I hadn't chosen to watch and couldn't figure out how to turn off.

And the next question; why, when I thought about Kofi and his fit muscular physique, his thick cock and heavy balls, why was my dick so hard.

The realization hit like a physical jolt, the uncomfortable pressure against my zipper, the heat pooling low in my stomach. I shifted in my chair, but the friction only made it worse. This wasn’t supposed to happen. Not here, not now, not over him. My pulse thudded in my ears, drowning out the distant rustle of pages.

I tried to rationalize it, biological response, involuntary reaction, some misfiring neural pathway. But the excuses crumbled under the weight of memory: Kofi’s hands gripping Valentina’s hips, the flex of his forearms, the way his body had moved with such effortless power. My breath hitched. Why did that image make my skin feel too tight?

I crossed my legs, pressing my thighs together as if I could physically suppress the truth. But denial was a flimsy shield. The harder I fought the thoughts, the more vivid they became; Kofi’s sweat-slicked back, the curve of his ass, the thick, heavy weight of him. My fingers twitched against the desk, itching to touch, to compare.

That was the humiliating core of it. Not just arousal, but a desperate, clawing curiosity. What would it feel like to have that kind of power? To be looked at the way Valentina had looked at him? To know, without doubt, that your body could make someone ache?

The library air grew stifling. I swallowed, throat dry. My cock throbbed in time with my heartbeat, a traitorous pulse that refused to fade. This isn’t about him, I told myself. It’s about her. About what she wanted. But the lie tasted bitter.

Because when I closed my eyes, it wasn’t Valentina’s moans I heard, it was the low, satisfied groan Kofi had let out when he’d sunk into her. And my body, stupid and eager, had memorized every detail.


Chapter Three

The evening began like a dozen others we'd spent together over the past year. Valentina arrived just after seven, her arms full of a paper bag containing two bottles of cheap red wine and a wedge of brie she'd discovered at the market. She kissed me at the door, a proper kiss, warm and lingering, her free hand cupping my jaw with a tenderness that made my chest ache, and then she was inside, kicking off her sandals by the radiator, filling my cramped room with the particular energy she carried everywhere.

"I've been thinking about you all day," she said, setting the bag on my desk beside the stack of ungraded problem sets. Her accent curled around the words, softening their edges. "My seminar was endless. Three hours on postcolonial theory and I kept drifting off, imagining what you were doing."

"Differentiable manifolds," I said. "Not nearly as interesting."

She laughed. The sound filled the room like sunlight, and for a moment everything felt exactly as it used to, before Kofi, before the chair beside my desk became my designated place, before I'd knelt on this very floor and tasted another man on her body.

She wore a cream-coloured jumper that slipped off one shoulder and faded jeans that hugged her hips. Her blonde hair was pulled back loosely, a few strands escaping to frame her face, and her eyes caught the lamplight in a way that made their blue-green depths seem almost luminous. I found myself staring.

"You're doing it again," she said, not unkindly.

"Doing what?"

"Studying me." She pulled the wine from the bag and began hunting through my desk drawer for the corkscrew. "Like I'm a theorem you haven't solved yet."

"Maybe you are."

She found the corkscrew and handed it to me. "Some theorems don't need solving. Some theorems just need to be enjoyed."

We settled onto my bed with the wine and the cheese and a packet of crackers I'd bought from the corner shop. Valentina curled against my side, her head finding the hollow of my shoulder with a familiarity that still, after everything, felt like a gift I hadn't earned. Her legs stretched across the mattress, bare feet crossed at the ankles, and she told me about her week, the professor who droned, the friend who'd broken up with her boyfriend, the café near campus that had started serving proper Austrian-style coffee.

I listened. I laughed at the right moments, asked the right questions. But somewhere beneath the surface of our conversation, a second stream of thought was running.

The last time she'd been on this bed, she hadn't been curled against me. She'd been beneath him. Kofi's broad back had blocked my view of her face, but I'd heard her, those sounds torn from somewhere I'd never reached, those cries that had risen and crested and shattered. Her thighs had been wrapped around his waist, pale against his darkness, and they'd trembled when she came. Shaken like a plucked string.

"Jamie?"

I blinked. Valentina was looking up at me, her brow furrowed with the beginning of concern.

"You went somewhere," she said. "Just now. Where did you go?"

"Nowhere. I'm here."

She didn't look convinced, but she let it pass. Her fingers found mine, interlaced, and she squeezed gently. "You've been distracted lately. More than usual, I mean. Even for you."

"I've got a lot on my mind. The dissertation."

"The dissertation." She said it flatly, as though she knew it was only part of the truth. "You know you can talk to me about anything. Anything at all."

I kissed her forehead. "I know."

The lie sat between us, small and sharp.

She finished her wine and set the glass on the floor beside the bed. Then she shifted, turning toward me, and her hand found my chest through my shirt. The touch was light but purposeful, her fingers tracing the line of my collarbone with a slowness that made my breath catch.

"I want you," she said. "Right now. Just us."

She undressed me with the patience she'd always shown, unbuttoning my shirt with careful fingers, sliding it from my shoulders. Her lips pressed against my chest, a kiss, then another, and I closed my eyes and tried to lose myself in the sensation. Her hands were warm. Her mouth was soft. She smelled of wine and the faint floral perfume she'd worn since before I knew her.

But when she pulled back to remove her own jumper, my eyes followed the movement of her body, and the comparison inserted itself unbidden.

Her breasts settled against her chest, full and firm, and I remembered how they'd looked bouncing with the rhythm of Kofi's thrusts. How her nipples had been dark pink against the lamplight, how his hands had covered them, those large, dark hands with their prominent veins and capable fingers. His palms had spanned her ribcage. His grip had seemed to envelope her.

My own hands looked pale and narrow by comparison. Scholarly hands. Hands built for equations, not for drawing those sounds from her throat.

She reached for my belt, and I tried to focus on the present. On her. On us.

"Lie back," she murmured, and I obeyed.

She straddled me, her jeans already discarded, her knickers, pale blue cotton, the ordinary kind, still in place. She ground against me through the fabric, and I felt the heat of her, the dampness beginning to spread. Her head fell back, throat bared, and she made a small sound of pleasure that should have been enough to anchor me in the moment.

But my mind had already drifted again.

When she finally took me inside her, I watched her face for signs of the ecstasy I'd witnessed that night. The gasp she made was lovely, soft and breathy and accompanied by a flutter of her eyelids, but it wasn't the sound she'd made for him. The unvarnished, almost shocked cry that had seemed to hollow her out.

I moved beneath her, matching her rhythm, my hands on her hips. Her waist was so narrow that my fingers almost met around it, and the thought that followed was immediate and unwelcome: Kofi's hands would have overlapped.

She leaned forward, her hair falling around my face like a curtain, and kissed me deeply. I kissed her back, trying to pour everything I couldn't say into the press of my lips. She was beautiful. She was here. She had chosen me, kept choosing me, and yet—

My thrusts quickened. I was chasing something I couldn't name, and the closer I got, the further it seemed to retreat. Valentina's breathing grew ragged, her fingers gripping my shoulders, but the telltale signs I'd learned over months of practice, the catch in her throat, the flutter of her internal muscles, the arch of her spine, didn't come.

I finished with a groan that felt more like surrender than release.

She rolled off me, and the air between us was thick with everything we weren't saying. My spend leaked from her, a thin white trickle against her inner thigh, and the image deposited itself in my memory alongside the other one, Kofi's thick seed sliding from her in ropes, pooling on the duvet, the sheer volume of it.

"Let me," I said, and my voice sounded strange to my own ears.

I shifted down the bed, positioning myself between her parted thighs. She opened for me without hesitation, still beautiful, still pink, but different now than she'd been after him. Her pussy was engorged, wet with arousal and still leaking my seed instead of his. The contrast made my breath catch, where Kofi had left her stretched and gaping, swollen with the aftermath of his size, now she was merely flushed from our lovemaking. 

Her fingers found my hair with the same gentleness that always made my throat tighten unexpectedly. The scent of our coupling rose between us, my spend mingling with the salt-sweet musk of her arousal, as I lowered my mouth to her with a devotion that felt almost desperate. The knowledge that I could taste myself within her while remembering how she'd tasted of him sent a dark thrill through me. My tongue traced her folds with reverence, seeking absolution in the act of worship even as my mind replayed the memory like a punishment.

I licked. Slowly at first, tracing the familiar landscape of her folds, and then with more purpose, my tongue finding the rhythm I knew worked for her. I cleaned my own release from her as I went, swallowing without thought, and when I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked, her thighs began to shake.

There. That tremor. That was what I'd been searching for.

She came with a cry that was full-throated and genuine, her hips bucking against my mouth, her fingers tightening in my hair. I stayed with her through the pulses, gentling my pressure, drawing out the aftershocks until she pulled me upward by my hair.

"Jamie." Her voice was hoarse, satisfied. "That was wonderful."

But the word snagged on something in my chest. Wonderful. Not devastating. Not the best sex she'd ever had. Just wonderful, delivered with the same tone she might have used for a well-cooked meal.

I buried the thought before it could reach my face.

Later, after she'd fallen asleep beside me, I lay awake staring at the ceiling. The streetlamp outside cast its familiar orange column across the plaster, and the cracks I'd memorized during other sleepless nights looked back at me like old friends.

Her breathing was slow and even. Her body curved against my side, warm and soft and undeniably present. I should have felt content. Grateful. I should have wrapped my arm around her and let the rhythm of her sleep pull me into my own.

Instead, I remembered.

The way her thighs had shaken when Kofi drove into her. Not the gentle tremor I'd drawn from her with my mouth, but a seismic quiver that had started in her legs and travelled upward, rattling her whole frame. The sounds she'd made, primal, almost pained, as though the pleasure was too much to contain. The way her fingers had clawed the sheets, knuckles white, while her back arched off the mattress.

Three orgasms. Three. And the first had hit before he'd even been inside her for a full minute.

I turned my head on the pillow and studied her sleeping face. Even in slumber, she was beautiful, her lashes dark against her cheeks, her lips slightly parted, her expression peaceful. She loved me. I knew that with a certainty that went deeper than the jealousy, deeper than the comparison, deeper than the obsession that had taken root in my chest like a slow-growing vine.

But love, it turned out, wasn't always enough to silence the questions.

Why couldn't I stop measuring? Why did every moment of intimacy circle back to that night, to his body, to the sounds she'd made that I'd never drawn from her? This wasn't simple jealousy anymore. Jealousy was clean, directional, a straight line from point A to point B. This was something murkier. Something that tangled itself around my thoughts and squeezed until I couldn't breathe.

This was becoming an obsession.

And I had no idea how to stop it.

The orange light flickered. Valentina stirred beside me, murmuring something in German, and then settled again. I stared at the ceiling and listened to her breathe, and the question I'd been asking myself for weeks circled back to the surface, patient and relentless.

What have I become?


Chapter Four

Valentina's message arrived just after lunch.

Meet us at The King's Arms after your lecture. We're already there.

The word "us" should probably have meant something to me. Instead, I spent the walk across campus imagining a quiet drink with Valentina and perhaps one or two friends from her course. It had been a long week. My head was still full of equations, half-finished proofs, and a growing collection of thoughts I would have preferred not to examine too closely. An hour with her sounded perfect.

The pub was busy when I arrived. The usual Friday crowd had already begun gathering, students claiming tables, balancing pints and notebooks with varying degrees of success. It took me a moment to spot her.

When I did, my eyes went straight to her, as they always did.

Valentina sat near the middle of a large table surrounded by students from various courses. The late afternoon sunlight filtering through the windows seemed determined to find her, catching strands of blonde hair and giving them a faint golden glow. She was laughing at something somebody had just said, her head tilted slightly back, her face animated in that way it always became when she was enjoying herself.

Then I noticed who was sitting beside her.

Kofi.

For a second, I simply stood there.

Not because they were doing anything wrong. They weren't. They were talking. Laughing. Being part of a larger conversation like everybody else at the table. Yet the sight of them sitting together created an immediate tightening somewhere deep inside my chest.

Valentina spotted me almost immediately.

The smile that spread across her face should have reassured me. It was warm, genuine, and completely unforced; the sort of smile that always made me feel, if only for a moment, that I was the person she most wanted to see.

"Jamie!" she called, lifting a hand.

Several heads turned in my direction.

I made my way across the pub, weaving between tables and exchanging greetings as I reached the group. Only then did I realise there was a problem. Every chair around the table was occupied.

Every chair except one.

A small wooden stool sat on the opposite side of the table, directly facing Valentina and Kofi.

For a moment I hesitated. Then I pulled it over and sat down.

Directly opposite them.

The conversation resumed almost immediately. Nobody seemed to think anything of it. To everyone else, it was simply the last available seat.

Yet as I settled onto the stool and looked across the table, I couldn't help noticing how naturally they sat beside one another. Valentina turned towards Kofi as somebody spoke. He replied to a comment she made. They shared a brief smile before the conversation moved on again.

Nothing unusual.

Nothing anybody else would have noticed.

Yet from where I was sitting, directly opposite them, it suddenly felt as though I had the best seat in the room to watch everything.

At first I tried to join in. I really did. The problem was that the discussion revolved almost entirely around subjects I knew very little about. English literature. Historical interpretation. Art exhibitions. Academic theories I'd never encountered. Authors I vaguely recognised but had never actually read.

Normally I didn't mind admitting ignorance. Mathematics had taught me that nobody could know everything. Yet sitting there amongst people who spoke so confidently about subjects completely outside my world, I felt strangely disconnected.

For perhaps the first time since starting university, I found myself feeling intellectually out of my depth. The conversation moved effortlessly between literature, history, art, politics, and theories I'd only vaguely heard of. Usually, I was comfortable admitting when I didn't know something but sitting there listening to people discuss subjects so far removed from my own world, I became increasingly aware of how little I had to contribute.

So, I listened.

And because I listened, I watched.

That was where the trouble began.

The more I watched, the more things I noticed. Nothing dramatic. Nothing anybody else at the table would have considered unusual. Just an ease between Valentina and Kofi that seemed completely natural to both of them. They spoke without hesitation, laughed easily together, and occasionally interrupted one another without either seeming remotely offended. There was a familiarity there, a comfort that only develops when two people spend a lot of time in each other's company.

At one point somebody passed a phone around the table to show photographs from an exhibition. Valentina leaned slightly towards Kofi to look at the screen and their shoulders brushed briefly. Neither reacted. Neither even appeared to notice.

A few minutes later Kofi made a comment that caused Valentina to laugh. As she did, her hand briefly touched his arm before she turned back towards the rest of the group. Again, it was perfectly normal. Perfectly innocent. The sort of casual contact that happened dozens of times every day between friends.

A little later, while somebody at the far end of the table was telling a story about a disastrous seminar presentation, I noticed something else. Kofi shifted slightly in his seat as he turned to speak to Valentina and, almost absent-mindedly, rested his hand lightly on her thigh for a moment. It wasn't possessive. It wasn't intimate in any obvious way. It was the kind of unconscious gesture people sometimes made when they were comfortable around one another.

The thing that caught my attention wasn't the touch itself.

It was the complete lack of reaction.

Valentina didn't flinch. Didn't look down. Didn't acknowledge it at all. She simply carried on listening to the conversation, smiling at something somebody had said further down the table.

A second or two later, Kofi removed his hand just as naturally as he had placed it there.

The conversation never paused.

Nobody seemed to notice.

Nobody except me.

And once I'd seen it, I found myself replaying those few seconds over and over again, wondering whether it had been entirely innocent, or whether I was once again reading far too much into something that meant nothing at all.

What made it worse was how good they looked together.

The thought arrived before I could stop it.

Sitting opposite them, seeing them side by side, it was impossible not to notice the contrast and balance between them. Valentina with her blonde hair, bright eyes and effortless beauty. Kofi with his calm confidence and easy physical presence. To anyone who didn't know them, to someone walking past the table and glancing over for only a moment, they could very easily have been mistaken for a couple.

The idea sent an immediate stab of discomfort through me.

Because once the thought appeared, I couldn't unsee it.

I found myself looking at them through a stranger's eyes. Not as my girlfriend sitting beside a friend, but as two attractive people who seemed completely comfortable together. They laughed at the same things. Leaned towards one another when they spoke. Shared an ease that suggested familiarity and trust.

And the worst part was that I knew something none of the others at the table knew.

The rest of the group saw two friends.

I knew there was more history between them than that.

Which meant every innocent interaction now carried a weight it hadn't before.

Or perhaps I was simply giving it that weight myself.

I honestly wasn't sure anymore.

At least it should have seemed that way.

The problem was that I knew something the others didn't.

The rest of the group saw two attractive friends enjoying each other's company. They saw a group of students relaxing after a week of lectures and coursework. They saw exactly what was sitting in front of them.

I wasn't sure I could do that anymore.

Because every time I looked at Valentina and Kofi together, I found myself searching for something beneath the surface. Every glance seemed significant. Every touch felt meaningful. Every shared smile appeared loaded with implication.

Or at least I thought it did.

That was the difficulty.

I no longer trusted my own objectivity.

The more I watched them, the harder it became to separate what was actually happening from what I imagined might be happening. And once that uncertainty took hold, every small interaction seemed to take on a weight and significance that perhaps it never possessed in the first place.

And the more I watched, the more impossible it became to tell whether I was observing reality or simply projecting my own thoughts onto what I was seeing.

The conversation drifted around me while my attention remained fixed elsewhere. People debated books and essays. Somebody complained about coursework. Another student launched into an enthusiastic discussion about an artist whose name I immediately forgot.

I smiled when appropriate, nodded when required, and contributed occasionally whenever the conversation drifted close enough to something I understood. On the surface, I was participating. To anyone watching, I probably looked no different from the rest of the group.

The truth felt very different.

As the evening wore on, I became increasingly aware that I wasn't really part of it at all. It felt as though I was sitting slightly outside the conversation, observing rather than contributing, watching events unfold from a distance while everybody else moved naturally within them. And at the centre of that observation sat Valentina and Kofi.

What frustrated me most was that Kofi was genuinely difficult to dislike.

For weeks I had been constructing versions of him inside my own head; larger-than-life versions shaped by insecurity, jealousy, and imagination. Yet every time I actually spent time around him, reality stubbornly refused to cooperate. He was friendly, relaxed, and easy to talk to. He never dominated conversations. Never interrupted people unnecessarily. Never behaved as though he was the most important person in the room.

And yet people gravitated towards him anyway.

That was the part I found hardest to understand.

He didn't seem to seek attention, but attention found him regardless. People listened when he spoke. They laughed at his jokes. Conversations seemed to flow more easily around him. There was something effortless about the way he interacted with people that I had never quite managed myself.

Including me.

Or at least my attention.

That thought unsettled me more than I cared to admit.

As the evening progressed, I became increasingly aware that I was comparing us again. Not deliberately. The comparisons simply appeared, slipping quietly into my thoughts before I even realised they were there.

Kofi seemed entirely comfortable being himself. There was an ease about him that I couldn't help noticing, the kind of confidence that didn't need to announce itself because it was simply there. He moved naturally through conversations, spoke when he had something to say, listened when others were speaking, and never appeared concerned about how he was being perceived.

I was the opposite.

I was almost always aware of myself. Aware of what I had just said. Aware of how I sounded. Aware of whether people found me interesting or awkward or intelligent or boring. Social situations had always felt like something I had to navigate consciously, while Kofi seemed to move through them instinctively.

The more I noticed those differences, the harder it became to stop noticing them.

I hated the comparisons.

Yet they kept arriving anyway.

His confidence.

My uncertainty.

His ease.

My self-consciousness.

His ability to exist comfortably in almost any social setting.

My constant awareness of myself.

By the end of the evening, I felt exhausted by my own thoughts.

Near closing time, one of the history students launched into a story about a disastrous seminar presentation. The kind of story that becomes funnier with every retelling. By the time he reached the punchline, the entire table erupted into laughter.

Valentina laughed harder than anyone.

For a moment she looked completely carefree, her eyes bright, her face glowing with amusement. Watching her laugh like that reminded me why I'd fallen in love with her in the first place.

Then she glanced sideways.

Kofi was laughing too.

Their eyes met.

Nothing more than that.

A brief moment.

A shared look lasting barely a second before both turned their attention back to the rest of the group.

Nobody else appeared to notice.

The conversation rolled on immediately, another joke replacing the last one, another topic replacing the joke.

Yet I found myself staring at the place where that glance had happened long after it was over.

And as the noise of the pub swirled around me, glasses clinked, people laughed, and conversations overlapped across the room, I found myself asking the same question that had followed me all week.

Was I seeing something real?

Or had I become incapable of seeing anything else?


Chapter Five

We left the pub as a group, spilling out onto the pavement in a loose cluster of students carrying half-finished conversations into the cool evening air. The city felt different after dark. Streetlights reflected off the damp pavement, traffic hummed in the distance, and the energy of the pub gradually gave way to the quieter rhythm of people making their way home.

For the first few minutes nothing seemed unusual. We walked together, talking about lecturers, coursework, and plans for the weekend. The conversation drifted naturally from one topic to another, the way it always did when people were relaxed and in no particular hurry to be anywhere.

Gradually the group began to break apart.

One pair turned off towards the station. Another disappeared down a side street. Goodbyes were exchanged. Promises were made to meet in lectures the following week. Within ten minutes the crowd that had left the pub together had reduced to just three people.

Valentina.

Kofi.

And me.

At first I barely noticed.

Why would I? We'd all walked together before. Kofi's place wasn't far from ours, and there was nothing remotely unusual about three friends heading in roughly the same direction.

The conversation continued easily between them. They were discussing something that had happened during a seminar earlier in the week, disagreeing over a lecturer's interpretation of a novel. Valentina was animated when she talked about literature. She always had been. Her hands moved when she spoke. Her face became more expressive. Even when I didn't fully understand the subject matter, I enjoyed listening to her.

Then, somewhere in the middle of a sentence, she slipped her arm through Kofi's.

The gesture was so natural that for a moment I wasn't even sure I'd seen it happen.

There was no pause in the conversation. No self-consciousness. No significance attached to it at all. She simply linked her arm through his as they walked, laughing at something he had just said.

Neither of them appeared to think anything of it.

Yet I felt myself slow slightly.

Not enough for either of them to notice.

Just enough that I drifted half a pace behind.

From there I found myself watching them.

Valentina's blonde hair caught the glow of the streetlights as she turned her head towards him. Kofi listened with the same relaxed attention he always seemed to give people. They looked comfortable together. Completely at ease in one another's company.

The thought shouldn't have bothered me.

But it did.

Because once I noticed it, I couldn't stop noticing it.

Every small interaction seemed to stand out. Every laugh. Every shared glance. Every moment of easy familiarity.

The city around us faded into the background while my attention remained fixed on the two figures walking a few feet ahead.

Then another thought occurred to me.

I looked up properly for the first time in several minutes and realised something I should have noticed much earlier.

It took me several minutes to realise something that should have been obvious.

We weren't walking towards Kofi's house.

We were walking towards mine.

Towards the shared house where I lived. Towards my room.

The realisation landed strangely. Not because anyone had hidden it from me, and not because there had been some secret discussion I'd missed. Quite the opposite.

Nothing had been discussed at all.

There had been no invitation. No suggestion. No conversation about what happened next. Nobody had proposed going anywhere. Nobody had asked whether Kofi wanted to come back with us. Yet somehow the three of us continued walking in the same direction as though it had already been decided.

That was what unsettled me.

The ease of it.

The assumption.

The complete absence of any moment where a decision appeared to have been made.

Valentina carried on chatting happily, her arm still linked through Kofi's. Kofi seemed entirely relaxed. Neither of them gave the slightest indication that anything unusual was happening.

And perhaps nothing unusual was happening.

Yet the further we walked, the harder I found it to believe that.

Because every step brought us closer to my house, and still nobody said a word about why.

Yet somehow all three of us continued walking in the same direction as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

Valentina was still talking happily. Kofi seemed entirely relaxed. Neither of them appeared aware that anything unusual was happening.

Or perhaps they were aware of it.

I honestly couldn't tell anymore.

That uncertainty had become a constant companion over the past few weeks. Every interaction seemed to carry multiple meanings now, and I no longer trusted myself to know which one was real. Was I noticing things that had always been there, or was I simply seeing what I expected to see?

I glanced towards Valentina.

Almost as though she had sensed it, she looked back over her shoulder and smiled at me.

The smile was warm and familiar. The same smile she had given me that morning when she woke beside me. The same smile that always managed to cut through my doubts, reminding me that she loved me.

There was nothing secretive about it.

Nothing guilty.

Nothing that should have worried me.

For a moment I felt myself relax.

Then she turned back towards Kofi and effortlessly resumed their conversation, and the feeling returned almost immediately.

Not fear.

Not quite.

It was something harder to define.

A growing sense of anticipation. The strange feeling that events were moving towards something, even though nobody had openly acknowledged it. As though a decision had somehow already been made without anybody actually making it.

The further we walked through the evening streets, the stronger that feeling became.

And the strangest part was that I couldn't decide whether I wanted it to disappear or not.

And as the three of us continued walking towards my house beneath the glow of the streetlights, I couldn't shake the feeling that I had somehow missed a step along the way.

That everybody else understood where the evening was heading.

And I was only just beginning to realise it.


Chapter Six

The walk from the pub to my house took eighteen minutes. I know because I counted, one of those nervous tics my brain performs when it's trying to impose order on chaos. Valentina walked between us, her arm linked through Kofi's like it belonged there, and neither of them seemed to find this remarkable. Her blonde hair caught the streetlamps in sequence, flaring gold then dimming, a signal fire I couldn't decode. Kofi moved with that same unhurried ease I'd catalogued in the library, his shoulders occupying more space than the pavement should have allowed.

Nobody discussed it.

That was the strangest part. Three of us walking through the cold November dark, our breath pluming in the air, and not a single word about where we were going or what we were doing or what had happened the last time the three of us had been alone together. Valentina talked about the conversations form the pub, something about poorly written geography questions, and Kofi laughed that low warm laugh, and I walked beside them like a satellite orbiting a binary star, close enough to feel the gravity but not quite part of the system.

My key scraped in the lock. The communal hallway smelled of toast and someone else's laundry. Through the living room doorway, I could see two of my housemates sprawled on the sagging sofa, some action film flickering across their faces in blue-white light. Marcus lifted a hand in greeting. Sarah didn't look up from her phone.

"You're back early," Marcus said.

"Early night," I said. "

Valentina stepped into the hallway behind me, and then Kofi, and Marcus's eyes did a quick inventory of the three of us that I felt in my stomach. But he just nodded at Kofi, they'd met once before, briefly, at a party, and turned back to the television.

Nothing appeared unusual. Three students coming home from the pub. Normal. Unremarkable. The kind of scene that happened in this house a dozen times a week.

My hand was shaking as I gripped the banister.

The stairs to my room had never felt so long. Each creak of the floorboards sounded amplified, a drumroll announcing our ascent. Valentina's sandals made soft scuffing sounds on the wood. Kofi's footsteps were heavier, more deliberate, and I felt the vibration of them through the railing like a countdown. Behind us, the television laughed at something that wasn't funny.

My door. My room. The familiar smell of old books and the faint mustiness of the radiator and something else, Valentina's perfume, lingering from the last time she'd been here. The streetlamp outside the window was already casting its orange column across the unmade bed. Everything looked exactly as I'd left it that morning, but the space felt fundamentally different now that we were all inside it.

Kofi closed the door behind him.

The click of the latch was the quietest sound I'd ever heard and the loudest. It sealed us off from the rest of the house, from the television downstairs, from the world where people didn't do the things we were about to do. The room contracted. The walls seemed to lean inward, and the ceiling dropped a few inches, and the air thickened into something that had to be pushed aside to breathe.

Valentina moved first. She crossed to the window and stood there for a moment, her silhouette sharp against the orange glow, and then she turned to face me. Her expression was calm. Not cruel, not mocking, just calm in a way that made my chest tighten because I recognized that look now, the evaluative patience, the quiet authority she'd discovered the last time we'd been in this room together.

"Sit down, Jamie."

Her voice was soft but carried no question mark. The desk chair was exactly where it had been that night, positioned at the same angle, facing the bed as though nothing had moved in the weeks since. As though the chair had been waiting.

I sat.

My legs folded automatically, my body obeying before my mind had finished processing the command. This is happening again. The thought surfaced and submerged and surfaced again, bobbing through my consciousness like something that couldn't decide whether to sink or float. I gripped my own thighs, felt the rough denim under my fingers, anchored myself to the sensation of fabric and pressure.

Valentina's attention shifted away from me. It was a physical thing, I felt the loss of it like a door closing. She turned to Kofi, and something passed between them that I couldn't read, a look that contained a conversation I wasn't part of. She smiled. He smiled back. The exchange was so small, so ordinary, that anyone watching from outside might have missed it entirely.

I didn't miss it.

Her hand lifted. Her fingers found the side of his face, tracing the line of his jaw with a tenderness that made my stomach clench, and then she rose onto her toes, he was that much taller, and pressed her lips to his.

No hesitation. No glance in my direction to check if I was watching. No preamble or negotiation or discussion about what we were doing and why we were doing it. Just the kiss, deep and immediate and certain, and the small sound she made into his mouth that I remembered from before, that I'd replayed in the library, that I'd heard in my head when I closed my eyes.

I gripped my thighs harder.

Her fingers moved to the buttons of his shirt. Working downward with the same patience she'd shown when undressing me, but different now, more purposeful, more eager, and the knowledge of that difference lodged in my chest like a splinter. His shirt fell open. The dark skin of his chest emerged by degrees, and then she was pushing the fabric from his shoulders, and it pooled on the floor behind him.

His body. I'd catalogued it obsessively, reconstructed it from memory in the library, but the reality was always more. The breadth of his shoulders. The sculpted plane of his chest. The definition that seemed effortless, genetic, a gift he'd been given and I'd been denied. Valentina's pale hands moved across his torso, tracing the contours with an admiration that was open and unapologetic.

"Beautiful," she murmured, the same word she'd used before, and it landed in the same place, and I felt the same splintering sensation somewhere behind my ribs.

His hands found the hem of her top. He lifted it slowly, revealing her stomach, her ribcage, the pale blue bra that cupped her breasts. The fabric whispered through her hair as he pulled it free. She shrugged out of it without looking away from his face, and then her hands were at her back, unhooking the clasp with a practiced motion I'd seen a hundred times.

The bra fell. Her breasts settled against her chest, full and firm, her nipples dark pink in the orange light and already tightening. Kofi's hands covered them, those large dark hands, those prominent veins, those capable fingers, and she arched into his touch with a sigh that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than pleasure.

My dick pressed against my zipper. The sensation was familiar now, the heat pooling low, the uncomfortable pressure, the pulse that matched my heartbeat. I shifted in the chair, and the friction only made it worse. This is happening. The thought circled back. This is happening and I'm not stopping it.

Her hands moved to his belt. The leather slipped through the buckle with a sound that seemed too loud in the small room. His trousers dropped. His boxers followed. And then he was naked, that body, that impossible body, everything I'd memorized and tried not to memorize, and his cock hung heavy against his thigh, already half-erect, already thicker than mine at full attention. His balls hung full beneath, and the lamplight caught the contours of him in a way that seemed almost designed to undo me.

Kofi's hands found her waist. He turned her slightly, positioning her so that her profile was visible to me, and then his fingers hooked into the waistband of her jeans. The button released. The zipper descended. He peeled the denim down her thighs with a slowness that bordered on ceremonial, and she stepped out of them, and then her knickers, pale cotton, ordinary, devastating, followed the same path.

Naked. Both of them naked. Her pale skin and his dark skin, her curves and his angles, the contrast that had burned itself into my memory the first time and was now burning itself in again. Her body was everything I'd described everything I'd catalogued, the slim waist, the full hips, the rounded backside, the long toned legs. And his body was everything I wasn't, broad where I was narrow, defined where I was soft, confident where I was apologizing for my own existence.

They stood there for a moment, facing each other, the air between them charged with something I could feel from the chair. Valentina's breathing had changed, shallower, faster, her chest rising and falling with an anticipation that didn't need words. Kofi's cock had risen further, curving upward toward his stomach, the thick purplish head emerging from the dark skin.

She reached for him.

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, couldn't close completely, just like before, and she guided him toward the bed with a possessiveness that made my throat close.

The mattress dipped under their combined weight. Valentina settled onto her back, her blonde hair fanning across my pillow, her legs parting to accommodate him as he positioned himself above her. The lamplight traced the curve of her hip, the swell of her breast, the flush that was already spreading across her chest. Her eyes found Kofi's face and stayed there, and her lips parted around words I couldn't hear.

My mouth opened.

The word was there; her name, a protest, something, coated and heavy on my tongue. The air in my lungs compressed into a single sharp syllable that never made it past my teeth. Valentina. The thought of her name, not the sound. Valentina, wait. My hand lifted a few inches from my thigh, fingers unfurling toward the space between us, a gesture so small it barely disturbed the lamplight.

Time hadn't run out. Not yet. I could still speak. Still rise from this chair and cross the three feet to the bed and insert myself into the narrative they were writing without me. Still reclaim whatever claim I'd ever had on her, on us, on the shape of what we'd been before that first night.

The word died in my throat.

Not because I couldn't speak. Because I didn't want to. Because beneath the jealousy and the humiliation and the splintered remains of my pride, the anticipation was stronger than all of it; a dark tide that had been rising for weeks, that had filled me in the library and in my bed and in every sleepless hour between, and that now crested into something that felt almost like relief.

I lowered my hand.

I stayed silent.

And I watched.


Chapter Seven

Valentina’s legs parted wider. The motion was small, an inch, maybe two, but it opened her centre to the lamplight, and I saw the slick gleam of her arousal tracing a path toward the rumpled duvet. Her folds were flushed, pink-darkened, the lips already swollen with the anticipation I’d watched build for the past quarter hour. She reached for Kofi’s shoulders and pulled him downward, not toward her mouth but lower, guiding his head between her thighs with the same quiet authority she’d used to direct me into this chair.

“I want your mouth,” she said. Her accent thickened around the words, the vowels softening. “I want to feel that tongue.”

Kofi settled between her legs with the unhurried confidence of a man who knew exactly what he was doing. His broad shoulders forced her thighs wider, and the contrast, his dark skin against her pale inner thighs, his size against her openness, sent a pulse through my dick that made me grip the armrests. He lowered his head. The first contact made her gasp, a sharp intake of breath that arched her spine off the mattress, and then her fingers were in his hair, and she was pulling him tighter against her heat.

His tongue.

I couldn’t see it from this angle, his face was buried against her, his shoulders blocking my view, but I could see her reaction. The way her mouth fell open. The way her hips began to rock, a slow grind matching some rhythm he’d set. The way her fingers tightened in his hair, knuckles whitening, the same gesture she’d used on me but different now, more desperate, more demanding. A wet sound reached me, rhythmic and obscene, and I knew he was licking her, working her folds with that tongue, and the knowledge settled into my stomach like a stone.

Valentina moaned. Not the soft breathy sounds she made with me, this was deeper, rougher, torn from somewhere I’d never accessed. Her thighs began to tremble, the quiver traveling upward through her stomach, her chest, the hand gripping Kofi’s head. She was saying something in German, words I didn’t understand, words that spilled from her lips in a stream of syllables that rose in pitch and urgency.

“There,” she gasped, switching back to English. “Right there, don’t stop, don’t….”

The orgasm hit her mid-sentence. Her back bowed off the mattress, her hips grinding against his mouth, and the sound she made, that unvarnished, almost shocked cry, was the sound I’d replayed in the library. The sound I couldn’t forget. Her thighs clamped around Kofi’s head and released, clamped and released, and the pulses seemed to go on longer than any orgasm I’d ever drawn from her. When she finally collapsed against the duvet, her chest heaving, her arms flung above her head, Kofi lifted his face and I saw the sheen of her arousal glistening on his lips and chin.

“Good?” His voice was a low rumble.

Valentina laughed, a breathless, delighted sound. “You know it was good. God. The best!” She pulled him upward and kissed him, and I watched her tongue trace the shine of her own taste from his lips. The intimacy of it, the complete, unguarded intimacy, made my throat close.

Then she pushed at his chest. “My turn.”

Kofi rolled onto his back without question, settling against the pillows with the same relaxed ease he’d shown all evening. His head rested against my headboard, his arms folded behind his neck, and the posture flexed his chest and shoulders in a way that seemed almost sculptural. His legs parted, thick thighs spreading to accommodate her, and his cock rose from the dark nest of hair at his groin. Fully erect now. Fully present. The lamplight caught the contours of him, the thick shaft, the prominent veins tracing paths beneath the dark skin, the heavy balls hanging full beneath, the blunt purplish head that seemed almost too large for the rest of him.

Valentina knelt between his thighs. Her blonde hair fell forward, curtaining her face, and she reached for him with both hands. Her pale fingers wrapped around his shaft—couldn’t close, just like before, the tips separated by an inch of dark flesh—and she stroked him slowly, root to tip, with a reverence that made my own cock throb painfully against my zipper.

"I've been thinking about this," she murmured, her fingers tightening slightly around his girth. "Your big black cock. Wanted it in my mouth all week." Her thumb swept across the flushed head, smearing the bead of fluid that had gathered there in a slow, deliberate circle. The contrast of her pale fingers against his dark skin sent another pulse of heat through me. "About how you taste," she continued, leaning closer, her breath ghosting over the glistening tip. "How you feel on my tongue."

The words hung between them, more intimate than any touch. I watched her lips part, saw the pink flash of her tongue as she wet them in anticipation. Every movement was deliberate, worshipful, as if she'd imagined this moment as often as I had. The way her fingers couldn't quite meet around his thickness, the way her breath hitched when he twitched in her grip, it was all more devastating than I'd imagined. 

Her blonde hair curtained our view as she finally lowered her mouth to him, and the first touch of her lips to that dark flesh made my stomach clench. The obscene pop as she pulled away, the string of saliva connecting her bottom lip to his shaft, these were things I'd never forget. When she took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing around his girth, I realized I was holding my breath. 

Kofi's groan vibrated through the room, his hips lifting slightly from the mattress. Valentina's eyes flicked up to meet his, and in that moment, I saw something pass between them that had never existed between her and me, a primal understanding, a hunger that went beyond physical need. Her fingers tightened at the base as she took him deeper, and the wet sounds filled the silence between my ragged breaths. 

The way her throat convulsed around him, the way tears welled in the corners of her eyes from the strain, every impossible detail seared itself into my consciousness with cruel precision. When she finally pulled back, gasping for air, that glistening strand of saliva still connecting her swollen lips to his glistening crown, I realized my fingernails had carved half-moons into my own thighs. She was radiant like this, her lips parted just an inch from that thick, dark shaft, her eyelashes fluttering with exertion, her entire body thrumming with sexual energy. I'd never seen her look more devastatingly beautiful, more utterly fucking sexy in my life. The realization hit me like a physical blow, this was Valentina unleashed, Valentina consumed by raw desire, and I was merely the witness to her transformation.

"So good," she whispered, nuzzling the length of him before diving back in with renewed enthusiasm. The sight of her, my Valentina, so eagerly devouring another man was more intoxicating than I'd ever imagined. And more painful. And I couldn't look away.

My dick. My slender, pale, unremarkable dick. I’d measured it once, years ago, in the fluorescent light of a dormitory bathroom, five inches on a good day, thin, the kind of penis that required no adjustment in trousers, that never left a woman stretched or gasping or making those sounds that Valentina was making now. Comparing was pointless. I knew that rationally. But the compulsion was stronger than rationality, stronger than self-preservation, stronger than the humiliation that should have stopped me from looking at all.

Kofi’s cock was almost twice my length. And definitely twice as thick. The veins that traced his shaft were thick as pencil lines, and when Valentina’s fingers squeezed, they bulged against her grip. His balls hung heavy, full, the sac dark and loose, and when she lowered her mouth to them, I watched her lips stretch around the weight. She sucked one into her mouth, then the other, and the obscene wet sounds of her worship filled the small room.

My hand moved toward my lap. I caught myself, remembered the rules, and gripped the armrest again. The denim of my jeans was damp where I’d leaked through my boxers.

Valentina’s tongue traced a slow path up the underside of his shaft. From base to tip, following the thick ridge of vein, and when she reached the head, she circled it with the point of her tongue. Kofi’s stomach tensed. His hand found her hair, not pushing, just resting there, a gentle possession that she acknowledged by looking up at him through her lashes.

Then she took him into her mouth.

Not tentative. Not gradual. She opened her throat and sank down, taking half his length in a single motion, and the sound she made, a wet, greedy, satisfied sound, shot through my nervous system like electricity. Her lips stretched around his girth, pink against dark, and she began to bob with a rhythm that was faster than anything she’d ever used on me. Her hand worked the base of him, twisting on the upstroke, and her cheeks hollowed with suction on the downstroke.

Kofi groaned.

The sound resonated in my chest, that low, satisfied groan I’d heard in my memory, the one I’d admitted in the library I couldn’t stop hearing. His head fell back against the headboard. His hips began to rise, meeting her mouth on each descent, and Valentina adjusted without breaking rhythm, taking him deeper, relaxing her throat around him.

I couldn’t look away. Not from her mouth, stretched around that impossible thickness. Not from the way his shaft glistened with her saliva, the veins prominent, the head disappearing and reappearing. Not from the way her hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, her fingers exploring the weight of him with an appreciation that bordered on devotional.

This was fascination. I recognized it now, the word I’d been avoiding for weeks. Not just comparison, not just jealousy, not just the obsessive cataloguing I’d done in the library. Fascination. The dark cock filling her mouth was beautiful in a way I couldn’t articulate, beautiful in a way that had nothing to do with attraction and everything to do with awe. It was substantial. Masculine. Heavy with promise. Everything my own body had never been and would never be.

Valentina pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her bottom lip to his tip. She licked it away and looked up at Kofi with eyes that were bright with arousal.

“I want you inside me again,” she said. “But I want to watch your face this time.”

She rose onto her knees. Swung one leg over his hips, positioning herself above him, and from where I sat, behind her, the chair angled toward the bed, I had a view I hadn’t expected. Her back was to me, the curve of her spine leading down to the swell of her ass, and between her parted thighs I could see Kofi’s cock standing upright, slick with her saliva, the thick head poised at her entrance.

Her hand reached down. Gripped him. Positioned him.

The head pressed against her folds, and I watched her body accept the pressure, parting around him by fractions. Her back arched. Her hips began to descend, slowly, deliberately, and the first inch of him disappeared inside her.

Valentina moaned.

My cock throbbed.

And I watched her ass sink downward as her pussy swallowed Kofi’s thick black cock to the root.


Chapter Eight

I heard the words, but for a long moment they didn't register as language. They hung in the orange-lit air of my bedroom like a theorem I couldn't parse, symbols arranged in a syntax my brain refused to decode. Suck the man's balls. The syllables separated and recombined. My mouth opened. Nothing emerged.

Valentina's head turned. Her eyes found mine over the curve of her shoulder, and the expression in them wasn't cruel. It wasn't mocking. It was expectant. Certain. The look of someone who had already calculated my response and was merely waiting for the equation to resolve.

"Sweetie." Her voice softened, the Austrian vowels stretching the word into something almost tender. "Be a good boy."

The pet name landed in my chest and detonated downward. My dick, already painfully hard, already leaking a dark patch through my denim, throbbed with a pulse that blurred my vision. I gripped the armrests. The wood was slick under my palms, slick with sweat that had been accumulating since the moment she'd first kissed him.

From the bed, Kofi's low chuckle resonated. Not unkind. Just surprised, perhaps, or amused in a way that didn't require my participation. His hips maintained their slow rhythm beneath her, the thick column of his cock appearing and disappearing inside her stretched pink folds with a wet, rhythmic sound that filled the small room.

Valentina's ass, that beautiful, heart-shaped curve I'd traced with my fingertips a hundred times, bounced gently with each downward stroke. The lamplight caught the swell of it, the dimples at the base of her spine, the way her pale skin flushed pink with exertion. Below that, between his thick thighs, Kofi's heavy balls swung with each impact. They were large. Unavoidably, pornographically large, the dark sac glistening with the mingled fluids of her arousal and her saliva from when she'd taken him into her mouth.

I stared.

Could I refuse?

The question surfaced and submerged. Could I refuse? She was my girlfriend. My Valentina. The woman I'd loved for over a year, who'd chosen me despite everything I wasn't, who'd curled against my chest and whispered German endearments into my skin. Could I refuse her anything? And beneath that question, the darker one I'd been avoiding for weeks: Did I want to refuse?

My legs moved before I'd consciously decided to move them.

I slid from the chair. The descent felt ritualistic, the same crawl I'd performed the first night, the same surrender of dignity and pretence, the same rough carpet beneath my knees. The three feet between the chair and the bed stretched into something infinite, and with each shuffle forward, the sounds grew louder. The wet slap of flesh on flesh. Valentina's breathing, ragged and quickening. The creak of the mattress springs beneath their combined weight.

The bed loomed before me. The mattress was at eye level now, and from this angle, kneeling, supplicant, my face inches from the edge, the view was consumed entirely by their joining. Her stretched folds, pink and glistening, gripping his shaft on each withdrawal. The thick veins tracing the underside of him, prominent even through the slick coating of her juices. His testicles, heavy and full, swinging forward to tap against her clit with each thrust.

I knelt there, frozen.

Valentina's hand reached back. Her fingers found my hair, that familiar gesture, the one she used when I went down on her, when she wanted to guide my mouth exactly where she needed it. But this time, her grip was different. Firmer. More directive. She pulled me closer until my cheek nearly brushed the curve of her ass.

"Don't be shy," she murmured. "You wanted to watch. Now participate."

Her accent coated the words, made them sound almost reasonable. Almost loving. The contradiction of it, the tenderness in her voice and the obscenity of what she was asking, sent a shudder through my nervous system.

I kissed him.

My lips met the hot, loose skin of his scrotum. The contact was feather-light, tentative, a question more than an action. His balls were wet, slicked with a mixture of her saliva from earlier and the musky-sweet fluid that had dripped downward from her arousal. The taste exploded across my tongue. Salt and musk and something indefinably her, that bright tang I'd learned to crave, now filtered through the dark, earthy flavour of him.

A sound escaped my throat. I couldn't have named it, not a moan, not quite a whimper, something between surrender and discovery. My lips parted wider.

His sac was loose with heat, and I took one heavy testicle into my mouth with a slowness that bordered on reverent. The skin was softer than I'd imagined, thinning as it stretched, and the weight of him filled my mouth completely. I sucked. The motion was instinctive, drawn from some deep well of memory, the same suction I'd used on her, the same gentle pressure, the same devotion of tongue.

Above me, Kofi's rhythm stuttered.

"There," Valentina breathed. "Good boy. Such a good boy."

The praise detonated behind my ribs. I sucked harder, my tongue tracing the contours of him, mapping the shape of another man's most intimate flesh. The salt-taste intensified. My own dick pressed painfully against my zipper, and a fresh pulse of dampness spread through my boxers. I was leaking. I'd been leaking for what felt like hours, and the humiliation of it, the undeniable evidence of my arousal, only fed the dark tide rising in my chest.

Valentina's hips began moving faster. Her ass bounced inches from my face, the cheeks parting and closing with each descent, and her breathing fractured into gasps that matched the increasing pace. Kofi's groans deepened, a counterpoint to her cries, and the bed frame knocked against the wall in a rhythm that seemed to shake the whole room.

I switched to his other testicle. My lips sealed around it, my tongue working the underside, and the wet sounds of my worship merged with the wet sounds of their fucking until I couldn't distinguish between them anymore.

Then I felt it.

The tightening. The subtle contraction of the sac against my tongue, the drawing upward of everything I held in my mouth. A physiological response I recognized from my own body, translated now into the intimate geography of another man's pleasure. Kofi's hips began to piston faster, less controlled, and the groan that tore from his throat was the sound I'd replayed in the library, the sound I couldn't forget, now happening in real time above my upturned face.

Valentina cried out.

Her orgasm hit with a violence that arched her spine and threw her head back, her blonde hair cascading down her shoulders, her thighs clamping around Kofi's hips. The tremor travelled from her legs through her stomach to the hand still fisted in my hair, and she pulled me tighter against them both as she came, crushing my mouth against his balls, grinding downward on his cock, her body seizing in pulses that seemed to go on impossibly long.

And then his groan became something else. Something deeper. More final.

The balls in my mouth drew up. Hard. Tight against the base of his shaft, and I knew, with a certainty that bypassed thought entirely, what was about to happen. The first hot pulse must have been inside her, buried deep in that stretched pink flesh I'd worshipped with my own mouth, but then….

A dribble.

Thick. White. Warm. It leaked from where they joined, tracing a slow path down his shaft, and dropped onto my tongue where it still cradled his sac. The taste was everything. Salt and bleach and a dark bitterness I'd sampled before but never like this, never fresh from the source, never mixed with the bright tang of her arousal, never while my beautiful girlfriend's stretched pussy still clenched around him.

I licked. I swallowed. I sealed my lips around the base of him and sucked every drop that had escaped, and the combined flavour of them both flooded my senses until I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, couldn't remember who I'd been before this moment.

Valentina collapsed forward onto Kofi's chest. Her hand slipped from my hair, trailing down my cheek with a gentleness that contradicted everything else, and when she spoke, her voice was hoarse and sated and filled with something that sounded almost like wonder.

"My perfect clean-up boy."

I stayed where I was. Kneeling. Mouth still pressed to the softening weight of him. Their combined release cooling on my tongue, and the knowledge, terrifying, undeniable, world-ending, that I would do this again. That I would do anything. That the man I'd been before tonight had dissolved, and what remained kneeling on this bed was someone I didn't recognize and couldn't stop becoming.


Chapter Nine

The words landed in my gut and radiated outward in pulses that matched my heartbeat. Sweetie, clean him first. I was already moving before the syllables had finished echoing, my body a step ahead of my brain, and that gap between action and comprehension had become the shape of my life now, I did things, and then I understood them, or didn't, and the order no longer mattered.

Kofi's balls were still pressed against my lips, the skin loose and hot and softening in the aftermath of his release. The salt-taste of him had mingled with the bright tang of Valentina, and the combined flavour coated my tongue like a memory I'd carry forever. I licked first. A long, slow drag of my tongue across the full curve of his sac, gathering the slick mess that had dripped downward when Valentina lifted off him. The taste intensified, thicker now, muskier, the bleach-bitter of his spend dominant over her sweetness.

Above me, Kofi's breathing was still ragged. His stomach rose and fell in the orange lamplight, the ridged muscles glistening with a sheen of sweat, and I felt the vibration of his low chuckle through the mattress.

"Thorough," he murmured.

The word wasn't directed at me. It was an observation, casual, the way someone might comment on the weather. But it detonated in my chest anyway, a flare of humiliation and pride that twisted together until I couldn't separate them. Thorough. I was being thorough. I was good at this. The thought should have horrified me, and somewhere beneath the dark tide of arousal, it did, but the horror was distant now, muffled, a voice shouting from the far end of a long corridor.

I sealed my lips around his left testicle and sucked. The skin tightened against my tongue, and a fresh pulse of salt flooded my mouth. I swallowed. The motion was automatic, instinctive, my throat working around the taste of another man's intimate fluids. His sac was cleaning under my ministrations, the slick mess giving way to the clean dark warmth of his skin. I released him. Moved to the other testicle. Repeated the process with a devotion that felt almost religious.

Then my tongue found the crease where his balls met his thigh, and I licked upward, tracing the path of a dribble that had escaped my attention. The hair there was coarse against my lips, dark and curling, and the taste was sharper here—saltier, more purely him. I cleaned it. Every drop.

Valentina's hand found my hair again.

Her fingers threaded through the damp strands with a tenderness that contradicted everything else about this moment, and she guided my head upward, toward his shaft. The gesture was gentle but directive, the same touch she used when I went down on her, when she wanted my mouth exactly where she needed it. I followed without resistance.

Kofi's cock lay against his stomach, still thick even in its softening, the dark skin glistening with the mingled fluids of their climax. The head emerged from the foreskin, purple-brown and blunt, and at the tip, a pearl of white still clung to the little slit. A single drop. The last evidence of his release.

"Go on," Valentina murmured. "Make him clean."

My tongue found the base of his shaft first. The skin was warm and slightly tacky, coated with a film that I licked away in long, methodical strokes. The taste was different here, less concentrated than his balls, more mixed with the bright tang of her arousal. I worked upward, following the thick vein that traced the underside, and the texture of him changed beneath my tongue. Smooth skin. The ridge of the vein. The slight give of the shaft where it had begun to soften.

When I reached the head, I paused.

The pearl of white sat at the tip, perfect and viscous, and I stared at it for a moment that stretched into something longer. Three weeks ago, the thought of another man's cock in my mouth would have been absurd. Incomprehensible. A scenario so far outside the boundaries of my identity that I wouldn't have been able to imagine it. But the man who'd occupied that identity was gone now, dissolved somewhere in the orange-lit hours of this bedroom, and what remained was kneeling on the carpet with his mouth inches from Kofi's softening shaft, hesitating not out of resistance but out of something closer to reverence.

I took the head into my mouth.

My lips sealed around him, and the weight of another man's flesh settled on my tongue, soft now, warm, the skin smooth as silk. I sucked. The pearl of spend slid from the slit and dissolved across my taste buds, salt and bleach and the faint sweetness of Valentina's juices still clinging to him. The flavour was everything I'd learned to crave over the past weeks, concentrated into a single drop that I swallowed with a groan I couldn't suppress.

Valentina's fingers tightened in my hair. "Good boy. Such thorough lips."

I released him. My tongue traced one final circle around the head, cleaning the last trace of moisture from the ridge, and then I pulled back and looked down at what lay before me.

His groin was a mess. In the creases on either side of his cock, thick white pools of their combined release had gathered, some of it already beginning to dry in the warm air. I lowered my mouth again without being told. The first pool was cool against my tongue, the texture gummy, and I worked at it with patient licks until the dark skin was clean. The second pool was larger, deeper in the crease, and I buried my face against him to reach it. My nose pressed into the coarse hair above his thigh. My tongue scraped the slick residue from the hollow where his leg met his hip. I slurped. The sound was obscene in the small room, wet, greedy, animal, and I didn't care.

When I finally pulled back, his groin was clean. Glistening with my saliva, but clean.

"Now me," Valentina said.

I turned.

She had settled onto her back beside Kofi, her blonde hair fanning across the rumpled pillow, her chest still flushed pink from exertion. Her legs parted as I crawled toward her, and the sight that awaited me between her thighs stopped my breath. Her pussy was ruined. There was no other word for it, the small pink folds I'd worshipped a hundred times were now swollen, gaping, shaped by the memory of his thickness. The lips were dark pink and puffy, parted around an opening that seemed impossibly wide, and from that opening, a slow gush of white and clear fluid still leaked onto the rumpled duvet. His spend. Her arousal. Mingled into something that looked almost pearlescent in the lamplight.

I stared. My dick, still trapped, still leaking, still aching, throbbed with a pulse that made my hips twitch.

"Don't make me wait," she murmured. Her accent curled around the words, softening their edges. "You know what I need."

I lowered my head.

The first taste was overwhelming. His salt. Her sweetness. The combined musk of their climax flooding my senses until I couldn't distinguish where one ended and the other began. I licked into her slowly, tracing the swollen folds with the tip of my tongue, and she gasped—a sharp, genuine sound that arched her hips toward my face. Her fingers found my hair again, and this time her grip was desperate, pulling me tighter against her heat.

I sealed my lips around her opening and sucked. The fluid that filled my mouth was rich and complex, the bitter edge of his seed, the bright tang of her climax, the salt of their shared sweat. I swallowed. Sucked again. She was pulsing around my tongue, the internal muscles fluttering against me, and I recognized the rhythm from a dozen other encounters, she was close, already close, the sensitivity of her stretched flesh pushing her toward another peak.

My tongue found her clit. Swollen. Hard. Dark pink and prominent against the lighter pink of her swollen lips. I circled it once, twice, and then I sealed my lips around it and drew hard.

Valentina cried out.

The orgasm was smaller than the ones Kofi had drawn from her, a tremor rather than a convulsion, a gasp rather than a scream, but it was real. Her thighs clamped around my head and released, clamped and released, and her hips ground against my mouth with a rhythm that matched the fluttering of her internal muscles. I stayed with her through it, gentling my pressure, lapping at her softly until the last pulse faded and she pushed my head away with a breathless laugh.

"Good boy," she said. Her voice was hoarse, sated, filled with something that sounded almost like wonder. "My perfect clean-up boy."

I knelt there between her thighs, my mouth still slick with the taste of them both, that intoxicating blend of salt and sweetness that had become my new addiction. My dick strained against my zipper with an ache so sharp it bordered on pain, the damp fabric chafing with every shallow breath I took. The lamplight painted their bodies in warm gold, Kofi sprawled against the pillows like some conquering king, one of his large hands cupping Valentina's left breast possessively, his dark fingers contrasting starkly against her pale skin as he squeezed and kneaded the soft flesh. Valentina stretched out beside him, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her lips parted around unspoken words as she watched me with heavy-lidded eyes. And I waited. For what, I didn't know. Permission. A command. Some signal that my role in this night's ritual was complete, that I'd served my purpose as their clean-up boy, their observer, their good boy who knelt and obeyed without question. The air smelled of sex and sweat and something darker, something primal that coiled in my gut and made my leaking cock twitch against its confinement.

Valentina's hand found my cheek. Her thumb traced the line of my jaw, and when she spoke again, her voice was softer. Almost tender.

"Lie down with me."

I crawled onto the bed. Settled between them, her warmth on one side, his presence on the other, and stared at the ceiling. The cracks in the plaster looked back at me like old friends, and I traced them with my eyes while my pulse slowly, slowly began to settle.

Neither of them spoke. But Valentina's fingers found mine in the dark and held on.


Chapter Ten

The sound of Valentina’s praise still hummed in my ears as I knelt there, my lips slick and my chin dripping. The room had gone quiet except for the ragged draw of three people relearning how to breathe. The lamplight painted everything in that same sodium orange, the rumpled duvet, the tangle of limbs on the bed, the dark gleam of Kofi’s skin where my mouth had just been.

Good boy.

The words had settled somewhere behind my sternum, warm and radioactive. I couldn’t look at her. Not yet. My eyes stayed fixed on the mattress, on the damp spot spreading beneath where their bodies had joined, and I tried to remember how to be the person who’d walked into this room an hour ago.

That person was gone.

Valentina’s fingers found my hair again. Gentle now. Post-orgasmic tenderness replacing the firm grip she’d used to hold me against Kofi’s balls. She scratched her nails lightly across my scalp, and the sensation travelled down my spine in a slow, shivering wave.

“You did so well,” she murmured. Her accent was thicker when she was satisfied, the vowels rounder, the consonants softer. “My perfect baby-boy.”

Kofi shifted on the bed. The mattress springs creaked under his weight as he pushed himself up onto his elbows. His cock lay against his thigh, still impressive even softened, glistening with the evidence of everything that had happened. His chest rose and fell with deep, even breaths. The calm was still there, that unshakeable composure I’d catalogued and resented and, somewhere along the way, begun to admire.

“Damn,” he said. Just that. Just damn, delivered with a low chuckle that vibrated through the bed frame.

Valentina laughed. The sound was bright and exhausted and utterly without shame. She stretched her arms above her head, arching her back off the mattress, and her breasts lifted with the motion. Her nipples were still tight, still dark pink against the pale swell of her flesh. The flush that had spread across her chest during her orgasm was fading now, retreating to a faint pink blotch between her collarbones.

I watched her stretch and felt the familiar ache bloom in my chest. She was beautiful. She was always beautiful. But there was something different about her now, a looseness in her limbs, a satisfaction in the curve of her mouth, a certainty in the way she occupied space. Kofi had done that. Kofi’s body, Kofi’s cock, Kofi’s unhurried confidence.

And I had helped.

My dick throbbed against my zipper. Still painfully hard. Still leaking through my boxers. The denim was soaked now, a dark patch spreading from my crotch down my inner thigh, and the friction of the fabric was almost unbearable.

Valentina noticed. Of course she noticed.

“Look at you,” she said, propping herself up on one elbow. Her blue-green eyes travelled down my body and settled on the evidence of my arousal. “Still so hard. Still so desperate.” She tilted her head, and a strand of blonde hair fell across her cheek. “Did you enjoy that, sweetie? Cleaning him up?”

My mouth opened. The word came out cracked, barely audible. “Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I enjoyed it.”

She smiled. Not cruel. Not mocking. Just satisfied. The smile of someone who’d discovered something valuable and was already calculating its worth.

“Come here,” she said.

I rose on unsteady legs. My knees ached from the carpet, and my thighs trembled with the effort of standing after so long kneeling. The three feet to the bed felt like a pilgrimage, and when I reached the edge, Valentina’s hand found my wrist and pulled me down onto the mattress beside her.

The sheets were damp. I felt the wetness against my back, their combined fluids, her arousal and his release, soaking through my t-shirt. The fabric clung to my skin, and the knowledge of what I was lying in sent another pulse of heat through my groin.

Valentina turned onto her side, facing me. Her hand found my chest, fingers tracing the outline of my collarbone through the damp cotton. Kofi was still on the bed, still naked, still watching with that calm, curious expression. He’d propped himself against the headboard, one arm folded behind his head, and his presence filled the room even in stillness.

“I want to understand something,” Valentina said. Her fingers walked down my chest, following the line of my sternum toward my stomach. “When you were down there. On your knees. Sucking his balls while he fucked me.” She paused, letting the words hang in the orange light. “What were you feeling?”

The question landed like a punch. I stared at the ceiling, tracing the familiar cracks in the plaster, and tried to assemble an answer that wasn’t a lie.

“Everything,” I said.

“Everything?”

“Jealousy. Humiliation. Arousal.” I swallowed. My throat was dry, and the taste of them still coated my tongue. “Something else. Something I don’t have a name for.”

Valentina’s hand reached my waistband. Her fingers hooked beneath the denim, not unbuttoning, just resting there. “Describe it.”

“It felt like…” I closed my eyes. The darkness behind my lids was filled with images, Kofi’s heavy balls against my lips, the tightening of his sac, the first hot pulse of his release leaking down toward my tongue. “It felt like surrender. Like I’d been fighting something for weeks, months maybe, and I finally stopped. Like letting go of a weight I didn’t know I was carrying.”

Her fingers tightened on my waistband. “Go on.”

“I wanted to be there. On my knees. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to taste you both.” The words came faster now, spilling out of some reservoir I’d been keeping sealed. “I wanted to be part of it. Even if part of it meant being beneath it. Beneath both of you.”

Kofi made a sound, not quite a word, just a low rumble of acknowledgment. I opened my eyes and looked at him. He met my gaze without flinching, without the awkwardness I’d expected. His expression was unreadable but not unkind.

“That takes honesty,” he said. “Most men can’t do that.”

The compliment, if it was a compliment, landed somewhere between my ribs and stayed there. I didn’t know how to process it. I’d spent weeks resenting this man, cataloguing his body, comparing myself to him, and now he was praising my honesty while I lay in a puddle of his release.

Valentina’s fingers finally unbuttoned my jeans. The zipper descended with a sound that seemed too loud. She peeled the wet denim down my thighs, and I lifted my hips to help her, and then my boxers followed, and my dick sprang free, slender, pale, unremarkable, slick with the fluid I’d been leaking for what felt like hours.

She wrapped her hand around me. Not stroking. Just holding. Her grip was warm and familiar and possessive.

“You’re still my boyfriend,” she said. Her voice was soft but certain. “You know that don’t you? This doesn’t change that.”

“I know.”

“Do you?” Her thumb swept across my tip, and my hips jerked involuntarily. “Do you understand that I love you? That none of this, Kofi, the cleaning, any of it, means I love you less?”

I looked at her. At the face I’d studied for over a year, the blue-green eyes, the blonde hair stuck to her forehead with sweat, the mouth that had kissed Kofi and me and tasted herself and him and us. She was asking something deeper than the question suggested. Something about acceptance. About whether I could hold the contradiction of her love and her desire in the same hand without either one crushing me.

“I know,” I said again. And this time I meant it.

Her grip tightened. She began to stroke me with the rhythm she’d perfected over months of practice, slow at the base, twisting on the upstroke, her thumb sweeping across the head on each pass. My breathing fractured. My hips began to move, matching her pace, and the pressure that had been building since I’d knelt at the edge of the bed began to coil at the base of my spine.

“He’s going to cum,” Valentina said. She wasn’t talking to me. “Look at him, Kofi. Look how desperate he is.”

Kofi’s voice came from somewhere above me. “I see him.”

“Do you want to watch him come?”

“Yeah,” Kofi said. “I do.”

The knowledge that he was watching that this man whose body I’d catalogued and resented and secretly admired was observing my most vulnerable moment, should have made me soft. Should have shamed me into impotence. Instead, the coil in my spine tightened further. My hips bucked into Valentina’s grip, and a groan clawed its way out of my throat.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Let go, sweetie. Come for us.”

The orgasm hit me like a wave I’d been swimming against for hours. Thick pulses erupted across my own stomach, rope after rope of white streaking my pale skin, and the sound I made was half her name and half the same wordless surrender I’d offered at the edge of the bed. She stroked me through it, her grip steady, her other hand pressing flat against my chest to anchor me.

When the last shudder faded, I opened my eyes.

Valentina was smiling. Kofi was watching. And the mess on my stomach, my own release, white and cooling, glistened in the orange light.

Valentina’s fingers dipped into the pool of cum on my stomach. She lifted them to my lips, the same gesture she’d made that first night, the gesture that had rewritten everything.

“Open,” she said.

I obeyed.

The taste flooded my tongue, salt and bitterness and the faint sweetness of my own body. I swallowed, and she fed me another finger, and another, until my stomach was clean and my mouth was full of the flavour I’d once found shameful and now found almost comforting.

“Good boy,” she said again.

And somewhere in the orange-lit quiet of my bedroom, with Kofi’s calm presence still filling the space and Valentina’s hand resting on my chest, I realized the truth I’d been avoiding for weeks.

I wasn’t just aroused by this.

I needed it.


Chapter Eleven

The words landed with the soft finality of a door closing.

"Kofi is staying tonight."

Valentina didn't ask. She told. Her voice carried that new certainty I'd heard developing over the past weeks, the one that made statements rather than suggestions, that shaped the world around her expectations instead of negotiating with it. She stretched languidly across the rumpled duvet, her blonde hair still damp at the temples from exertion, and gestured toward the wardrobe without looking at me.

"Get a blanket. You'll sleep on the floor."

Kofi said nothing from his position against the pillows. His breathing had slowed to a steady rhythm, his chest rising and falling with the peace of a man who'd just had three orgasms and expected to have more. His softening cock still rested against his thigh, that thick, dark column of flesh that even in repose seemed to dominate the room. His eyes were half-closed, but I caught the glint of them tracking my movement as I rose from the bed.

My legs carried me to the wardrobe. The blanket was on the top shelf, the grey wool one my mother had sent from home, scratchy and practical and nothing like the soft duvet I'd just been lying on. I pulled it down and the familiar scent of childhood laundry detergent rose from the folds, a smell that belonged to a version of myself I barely recognized anymore.

The floor beside my bed was carpeted in that thin, university-housing beige that had been there since before I moved in. I spread the blanket near the foot of the bed, not at the head, not beside them, but at the bottom like a dog positioning itself at its master's feet, and the symbolism wasn't lost on me.

"No touching yourself," Valentina said.

I looked up. She'd propped herself on one elbow, her breasts hanging with that full heaviness I'd worshipped a hundred times, her nipples still dark and tight from the cool air. Her expression was calm but absolute.

"I want you hard and desperate in the morning."

The words settled into my gut and pulsed there. She'd always been beautiful, but this new authority, this quiet, certain command, transformed her beauty into something I could barely look at directly. Like staring into a light that illuminated and blinded simultaneously.

"Eight a.m.," she continued. "Kofi will want black coffee. You know how I like my tea." A pause. "Prompt. Don't be late. Kofi likes to be in the gym by ten."

Our Saturday lie-in. The one we'd established months ago, when she'd first started staying over regularly, the late morning under the duvet, the slow wandering hands, the pastries from the bakery downstairs if we ever bothered to get dressed. She'd called it our "sacred ritual" once, her accent making the English words sound like something from a fairy tale. Now that ritual belonged to someone else. Now I'd be setting an alarm.

"Okay," I said.

The word scraped past my throat, small and rough. I pulled on a pair of boxers and pulled the scratchy wool up to my shoulders. The carpet pressed against my hip bones through the thin fabric. The springs of the bed frame creaked above me as Kofi shifted his weight.

I closed my eyes.

The bed creaked again. A different rhythm this time. Then Valentina's voice, low and delighted: "Oh my God. Hard again."

My dick swelled again in answer.

I couldn't see them from this angle, the mattress was above my eyeline, the edge of the bed blocking my view, but I didn't need to see. The sounds were enough. The wet slide of her mouth finding him. The deep groan that rumbled from Kofi's chest, that same groan I'd catalogued in the library and couldn't stop hearing. The creak of springs as he rolled her beneath him.

"Slow this time," I heard her murmur. "I want to feel every inch."

Every inch. The phrase painted images behind my closed eyelids, those thick inches, those prominent veins, that purplish head disappearing into her stretched pink folds. The bed began to rock. Not the frantic pace of earlier, but something deliberate, something measured, each thrust announced by the complaint of the mattress and the wet sound of their joining.

Valentina's gasps were quieter now. Intimate. The kind of sounds meant for the person creating them, not for the audience on the floor. A conversation conducted in breaths and moans rather than words.

I lay there on the floor, the grey wool scratching my cheek, and listened to them above me.

The mattress springs protested as she shifted. I heard the wet sound of her mouth finding his skin, the soft chuckle that vibrated through his chest and into the frame. They were kissing above me, I could picture it, her tongue tracing his darkness, his hands finding her waist, and I lay on the thin carpet like furniture, like something they'd forgotten to put away.

The bed creaked again. Their breathing slowed. And I lay there, in my boxers, fully hard again, fully present in a room where two people had sex above my head as casually as if I were a piece of furniture, a rug, a lamp that couldn't see or hear or ache. For them, I may as well not have been there at all.

I pressed my palm against my erection. The pressure sent a pulse of heat through my stomach, and I remembered her command, no touching yourself, and pulled my hand away. The ache intensified. A sweet, sharp throb that matched the rhythm of the bed frame.

Twenty minutes. I counted them in the slow creak of springs, the escalating pitch of Valentina's breaths, the final crescendo of Kofi's groan and her sharp cry. Then silence. Then the soft sounds of bodies settling, of breathing slowing, of two people drifting into the deep, satisfied sleep that follows pleasure.

Within five minutes, Kofi's breathing had evened into the steady rumble of slumber. Another minute, and I heard Valentina's familiar sigh, the one she made right before sleep claimed her. That sigh. I'd heard it a hundred times beside me, her head on my shoulder, her body curled against mine. Now it came from above me, directed toward another man, while I lay on the floor like a sentry guarding a treasure that was no longer mine.

Sleep came in fragments. The carpet pressed against my bones. The blanket scratched. My dick refused to soften, pulsing with every half-dream that surfaced, images of them above me, sounds I'd already heard replaying in my skull. I woke at three to the orange streetlamp still burning through the window. Woke again at five to the first grey light of dawn. Woke at seven-thirty sharp.

In just my boxers slipped out of the room.

The communal kitchen was empty. The grey morning light fell across the stained countertops and the pile of unwashed mugs in the sink. Someone had left a half-eaten pizza on the table, the cheese congealed into yellow wax. I filled the kettle and set it to boil, measuring out the loose-leaf tea Valentina preferred with the same precision I'd once applied to differential equations.

Black coffee for Kofi. No sugar. The instant stuff would have to do, we didn't own a cafetière, but I spooned it carefully, stirred it thoroughly, made it as good as instant coffee could be.

The stairs creaked under my feet as I climbed back up. The two mugs steamed in my hands, and the heat of the ceramic against my palms was the first warmth I'd felt since waking. My housemates' doors were still closed. The house held its breath.

I pushed open my door.

Kofi was between her legs again.

The duvet had been pushed to the foot of the bed, the bed where I'd spread my grey blanket, the blanket now kicked into a crumpled heap, and Valentina's pale thighs framed his dark shoulders as he moved inside her with slow, deep strokes. Her hands gripped the headboard, knuckles white, and the sounds she made were not quiet now. Not intimate. These were the unvarnished cries I'd first heard the night before, the ones torn from somewhere I'd never reached, and they echoed off the walls of my small room with a clarity that made the mugs tremble in my grip.

"There," she gasped. "There, there, don't stop, oh God….."

Her orgasm hit like a wave breaking. Her spine arched, her thighs clamped, and the cry that tore from her throat was his name. Not mine. His. Spoken into the morning light with a reverence I'd never earned.

Kofi's rhythm stuttered. His groan joined hers, and I watched his back tense, the muscles of his shoulders bunching, his muscular buttocks seeming to ball tightly as he emptied himself inside her. The sight of that powerful body contracting, the dark skin gleaming with a thin sheen of sweat, the way his hips pressed flush against her pale thighs, it was a tableau of masculine completion that I could never replicate, a geometry of flesh and force that reduced my own physique to a childish sketch. The wet sounds of their climax merged with the steam rising from the coffee and tea, and I stood in the doorway holding both mugs like an offering at an altar that didn't want me.

Five minutes later, I sat on the edge of the bed while they drank.

Valentina took her tea with both hands wrapped around the mug, her cheeks still flushed, her hair a golden tangle. The duvet was pulled loosely over her breasts. She sipped and sighed with satisfaction, at the tea, at the morning, at everything.

Kofi stood naked beside the bed, his coffee in one hand, his flaccid cock still heavy against his thigh. Even soft, it was substantial. Even soft, it was more than me. The dark skin glistened with their combined fluids, and I couldn't stop looking. The image deposited itself in my memory alongside all the others, shoulders, chest, arms, cock, and now this: the morning-after weight of him, casual and unashamed, the evidence of everything I lacked written in his relaxed repose.

Valentina saw me looking. Her eyes followed my gaze, and a slow smile spread across her lips. "Beautiful, isn't it?" she said, her voice carrying that warm, teasing quality she reserved for my most vulnerable moments. "So big, so thick, even soft."

The words landed like a slap and a caress simultaneously. She had caught me staring. Staring at his cock. The realization flooded through me in a hot wave, she had witnessed my fixation, catalogued it, and now acknowledged it aloud. More humiliation. More exposure. I felt my skin flush from my chest to my scalp, a burning awareness of how transparent I had become, how completely she could read the depraved geometry of my desires.

She gave a warm laugh at the fact, not cruel, not mocking, but acknowledging my own fascination with the same amused affection she might have used to point out I'd spilled something on my shirt. "You can't look away, can you?" She tilted her head, studying me with those green eyes that had seen me naked in every sense now. "It's okay, Jamie. I don't mind you looking."

He set down the empty mug, grabbed a towel and his jeans from the floor, and headed for the door.

I heard his footsteps in the hallway. Then voices. Marcus's quick, amused tone. Sarah's distant monosyllable. A low laugh from Kofi, that warm, unbothered sound that seemed to follow him everywhere.

The bathroom door closed. The shower started.

A different man had spent the night in my room. In my bed. With my girlfriend. And now the house knew.

Valentina handed me her empty mug. "That was lovely. Thank you, sweetie." She stretched, the duvet slipping, and smiled at me with eyes that were still soft from her orgasm.

I took the mug. The ceramic was still warm from her hands, and I held it like evidence of something I couldn't name.


Chapter Twelve

The laughter was still warm in her throat when I crawled up the bed. The sheets, my sheets, were still warm where Kofi's body had been, and Valentina's heat radiated across the space between us like a pulse I could feel against my bare chest. She reached for my face with both hands, cupping my jaw, and the gesture was so tender, so familiar, that for a moment I forgot the wetness still cooling on my lips.

"You love watching, don't you."

Not a question. The way she said it, the certainty in her Austrian vowels, made it a statement of fact. A theorem she'd proven.

My mouth opened. Nothing came out. What could I say? Denial would have been absurd—I'd spent the night on the floor listening to them, morning making coffee while he fucked her, and now here I was, still achingly hard, still leaking through my boxers, still tasting the salt of him on my tongue.

"I don't even need to persuade you," she continued, her thumbs tracing small circles on my cheekbones. "You just do it. You just watch. You just obey."

The word landed in my stomach and pulsed there. Obey. I'd never thought of myself as someone who obeyed. I was a mathematician, I questioned axioms, tested hypotheses, refused to accept anything without proof. But here, in this room, with this woman, I'd become something else entirely.

"Actually," she said, and her tone shifted. The teasing warmth was still there, but beneath it, something sharper. Something curious. "I think you enjoy watching him even more than you do me."

The words cut.

Not because they were cruel, Valentina wasn't cruel. She was observant. She'd spent months learning my body, my needs, my hidden architecture of desire, and she'd noticed something I hadn't been able to articulate to myself. When I closed my eyes in the library, whose groan had I heard? When I catalogued the details of a body in obsessive precision, whose body had I catalogued? Hers, yes; the curve of her hip, the flush of her chest, the way her blonde hair fanned across the pillow. But also, his. The breadth of his shoulders. The veins tracing his shaft. The weight of his balls on my tongue.

Did I admire his body as much as I lusted for hers?

The question surfaced before I could stop it. I'd been asking myself versions of it for weeks, but never this directly. Never with her green eyes watching me, her thumbs still stroking my jaw, her lips still curved in that small, knowing smile.

Valentina laughed. Not the silvery laugh she used at parties, but the warm one, the one that had always made my chest ache because it meant she was genuinely delighted.

"You really did enjoy sucking his cock. Should I be jealous?"

She laughed again, and this time I felt the vibration of it through her palms. The question was absurd on its face, she was the one who'd commanded me to do it, who'd guided my head with her fingers in my hair, who'd called me her "good boy" while I licked another man's testicles. But something in her tone suggested she wasn't entirely joking. She was probing. Testing the boundaries of this new territory we'd stumbled into, mapping its contours with the same curiosity she'd shown when she first told me to sit in the chair and watch.

"No!" The word escaped me before I could cage it, a reflex born of panic and denial. But even as it left my lips, the question bloomed in its wake, insidious and relentless: should she be? Did I enjoy sucking his cock so much that I would fantasize about doing it again, even if she weren't there to command me? The thought was a splinter I couldn't dislodge, burrowing deeper with every beat of my pulse. Would I want to suck his cock if she wasn't there? Did I desire him as much as her? More than her? These questions whirled in my head, a cyclone of confusion and shame, until I couldn't tell where my own thoughts ended and the sheer chaos of my arousal began. Was I bi? The word felt foreign, terrifying, a label I'd never once considered for myself. I couldn't say these things out loud, couldn't give them breath and make them real, but I could see she knew. The knowing was in the way her green eyes didn't blink, in the gentle pressure of her thumbs still tracing my jaw. She knew I was asking questions I couldn't voice.

"I always knew you had a strong feminine side, Jamie." Her voice was soft, almost tender, as if she were revealing a truth she'd carried for a long time. "I didn't know you'd want to suck another man's cock." She said it without judgment, without mockery, just a quiet, factual observation that landed in my chest like a stone dropped into still water. The ripples spread through me, unsettling everything I thought I knew about myself.

Her eyebrows rose. A flicker of surprise crossed her face, and then it was gone, replaced by something I couldn't read. She released my jaw and leaned back against the pillows, her blonde hair spreading across the crumpled case. The duvet had slipped, exposing her breasts—still flushed, still beautiful, her nipples dark and tight in the cool morning air.

"Come up here, clean-up boy," she said. "You can lick all his thick gooey cum from my pussy."

She spread herself for me.

Her legs parted with the same unselfconscious grace she'd shown when she'd opened for Kofi, and the sight of her, pink and swollen, gaping, the evidence of him still glistening in the creases of her thighs, sent a pulse through my dick that made my hips twitch. I was still wearing my boxers. Still achingly hard. The damp patch on the cotton had spread, and I could feel the cool air of the room against the wetness where I'd leaked.

I crawled between her legs.

The mattress dipped beneath my weight, and the familiar smell of her, that bright, musky sweetness, rose to meet me. But it was layered now. Complicated. Beneath her scent was his, darker and saltier, the bleach-bitter note of his release still clinging to her folds. The combination flooded my senses and my mouth watered, a Pavlovian response I'd developed over the past weeks without realizing it.

My tongue found her first.

A long, slow drag from the base of her opening to the top of her clit, gathering the slick mess that had leaked from her during the minutes we'd been talking. The taste was everything I'd learned to crave, her sweetness, his salt, the complex mingling of their climaxes coating my tongue with a flavour that seemed to bypass thought entirely and go straight to my cock. I swallowed. The motion was automatic, instinctive, and I heard Valentina's breath catch above me.

"Good boy," she murmured. "Such a thorough tongue."

I sealed my lips around her opening and sucked. The fluid that filled my mouth was thicker now, more concentrated, and I recognized the texture of his seed, that viscous, ropey quality that coated my tongue and the roof of my mouth. I swallowed again. Sucked harder. Her hips rose to meet me, and her fingers found my hair with that familiar grip, pulling me tighter against her heat.

"Did you think about him?"

The question came out of nowhere. I paused, my mouth still pressed to her and looked up. She was propped on one elbow, watching me with those green eyes that missed nothing. Her expression was curious, not accusatory, the same look she wore when she'd caught me staring at Kofi's soft cock and called it beautiful.

"Did you think about him," she repeated, "when you were cleaning me? When you were licking my pussy?"

I knew what she was asking. Had I been thinking about Kofi's cock? Had I been imagining the taste of him even before she commanded me to take it? The answer was yes, I'd been thinking about him for weeks, cataloguing his body, replaying his groan, fixating on the impossible thickness of him, but I couldn't say it aloud. Not yet.

"Answer me," she said. Her voice was still soft, but the command was there, the same quiet authority she'd discovered the first night and refined ever since.

"Yes."

The word scraped past my throat. She smiled, not triumphantly, but with something that looked almost like recognition.

"I thought so." She settled back against the pillows. "Now make me come. I want to feel your mouth while I'm still stretched from him."

The command detonated in my chest. I lowered my head and sealed my lips around her clit, and the sound she made, that full-throated, unvarnished cry, was the one I'd been chasing since the first night. Her thighs clamped around my head and released, clamped and released, and the pulses of her orgasm travelled through my tongue while I gentled my pressure, drawing out the aftershocks.

When she finally pushed my head away, her chest was heaving. Her eyes were bright with satisfaction, and her hand found my cheek with that tenderness that contradicted everything else.

"My perfect clean-up boy," she said. "Now come here and hold me."

She pulled me upward, and I settled beside her with my head finding the hollow of her shoulder. My dick still throbbed against my boxers. Still aching. Still desperate. But her arm wrapped around my back, and her lips pressed against my forehead, and for a moment, just a moment, the desire to be exactly where I was outweighed the desire for release.


Epilogue

I didn't speak. Couldn't. The words had evaporated somewhere between my throat and my tongue, replaced by the raw salt-taste of my own admission still coating the morning air. Valentina's green eyes held mine without blinking, and in them I saw something I hadn't seen before, not cruelty, not even triumph. Recognition. The look of someone who'd been waiting for me to catch up.

"Take those ruined boxers off."

Her voice was soft but carried no question mark. The same quiet authority she'd discovered weeks ago and refined every night since. I lifted my hips and hooked my thumbs into the waistband. The cotton peeled away from my skin with a wet, obscene sound, soaked through, transparent in patches, stained with the evidence of hours of denial. The cool air of the room found my cock and I gasped at the contact, at the sudden exposure, at the sight of myself springing free.

My slender dick. My pale, unremarkable, below-average penis. Rock hard and dribbling, a clear pearl of fluid already gathering at the tip, already tracing a slow path down the underside. The streetlamp's dying orange caught the wetness and made it gleam.

Valentina's fingers wrapped around me.

Her grip was light, exploratory, her thumb and forefinger circling my shaft with room to spare. She held me like something delicate. Something small.

"So cute," she murmured. Then, looking down at the slick shine coating her fingers: "Look how wet and dribbling you are. Is that his cock? Is that eating and swallowing his thick fertile cum?"

The question detonated in my stomach. My hips twitched involuntarily, thrusting into her loose grip, and she laughed, that warm, delighted sound that had always made my chest ache because it meant she was genuinely pleased.

"Yes," I heard myself say. The word scraped past my throat raw and honest. "Yes. It's his cock."

"Now, masturbate for me." She released me and sat back against the pillows, pulling the duvet up to cover her breasts. The gesture was oddly modest given everything I’d watched over the last twenty-four hours, everything she'd commanded. "Wank your little dick while I watch."

My hand found my shaft. The sensation of my own fingers after hours of denial was almost unbearable, the friction, the heat, the immediate pulse of pleasure that shot through my groin and radiated outward. I began to stroke, slow and tentative, my palm barely grazing the sensitive head on each upstroke.

Valentina's hand reached down and cupped my testicles.

The contrast was immediate. Her cool fingers against my hot, tight sac. The way her palm could hold both of them easily, could weigh them like a merchant assessing produce.

"So small," she observed. Her thumb traced the seam between them. "Like little nuts. I wonder how much cum they can produce."

The humiliation should have deflated me. Instead, my dick throbbed harder, a fresh pulse of fluid leaking from the tip to lubricate my strokes. She noticed. Of course, she noticed, those green eyes missed nothing.

"Close your eyes," she said. Her hand tightened fractionally on my balls, a gentle squeeze that bordered on possessive. "Close your eyes and think about his cock. I watched you staring at it this morning. The way you couldn't look away from it, even soft."

My eyelids lowered. The orange glow of the streetlamp faded to a dim wash, and behind my lids, the images surfaced immediately. Unbidden. Unavoidable.

"I know you want it," Valentina's voice continued, low and close, her accent softening the English consonants. "You want his big black hard cock in your slutty little mouth."

Kofi's cock. Standing hard and proud. The thick coal-coloured column of flesh that had filled her so completely, that had stretched her pink folds around a girth my body couldn't match. The blunt purplish head, emerging from the dark skin like something sculptural. The veins, God, the veins, tracing paths beneath the surface, prominent as pencil lines, pulsing with the blood that made him so impossibly substantial.

"You want to feel that big head pressing into your little throat."

My hand moved faster on my shaft. The slick sounds of my stroking filled the small room, wet and rhythmic, merging with the creak of the mattress as my hips began to thrust into my own grip.

I remembered his balls in my mouth. The weight of them. The salt-taste of his skin. The way his sac had tightened against my tongue just before he came, that brief warning before the first hot pulse flooded my senses. I remembered licking his cock clean after he'd emptied himself inside my girlfriend, the softening shaft, the last pearly drop clinging to the little slit, the way my lips had sealed around the head and sucked.

"His sperm," Valentina breathed. "You can still taste it, can't you?"

My tongue pressed against the roof of my mouth. Yes. The memory was there, encoded in my taste buds, in the back of my throat, in the part of my brain that had stopped distinguishing between humiliation and pleasure weeks ago.

My balls drew up.

I felt the tightening before I understood what it meant, that involuntary contraction, the sac pulling close against the base of my shaft. Valentina felt it too. Her fingers squeezed harder, cupping me firmly, and I heard her sharp intake of breath.

"There it is. Cum for me. Cum for big black cock, you slutty sissy."

The words tore through me.

My eyes flew open. The ceiling, the cracked plaster, the orange lamplight, all of it blurred as something deep in my groin released. The first pulse erupted upward in a thick white arc that seemed to hang in the air for an impossible moment before splattering down onto my chest. A second pulse followed, equally forceful, painting a stripe across my sternum. A third. A fourth. More than I'd ever produced, more than my small balls had any right to contain, pulse after pulse until my stomach was glazed with my own spend and a final determined dribble pooled in the hollow of my navel.

I gasped. The sound was ragged, torn from somewhere deeper than my lungs, and my hand kept moving, kept stroking, drawing out the last shivering aftershocks until I was too sensitive to bear it and had to release myself entirely.

The room was silent except for my breathing.

Valentina stared at my stomach. At the spreading pools of white cooling on my skin. At the evidence of what I'd become, painted across my own body like a confession.

"Oh my God," she whispered. "Jamie!"

Her hand released my balls and came up to trace a finger through the mess on my chest. She lifted the pearly fluid to the lamplight, examined it with the same curiosity she'd shown when she first tasted herself, when she first commanded me to clean her.

"You really want it." Her voice was quiet now. Certain. "You really want his cock."

I didn't answer. Couldn't answer. But the truth was there, written on my skin, cooling in the morning air, undeniable as the ceiling cracks, I'd traced a hundred sleepless nights while these desires took root.

A sound escaped me. Not a sob, I was beyond tears, beyond the release crying offered. Something smaller. A laugh, perhaps, or the ghost of one. The absurdity of it all compressed into a single breath: I was a mathematics PhD student who couldn't solve the equation of himself. A man who'd spent weeks cataloguing another man's body in obsessive detail and still couldn't explain why the memory of a thick dark cock made him produce more semen than his own girlfriend's touch ever had.

Valentina's finger found my lips. The same finger she'd trailed through my cum. She painted the moisture across my bottom lip with the tenderness of a lover applying balm, and my mouth opened automatically.

The taste of myself flooded my tongue. Salt. Bleach. The familiar bitterness I'd learned to crave when it was filtered through her, through him, through the complex alchemy of their combined fluids. This was simpler. Just me. Just the evidence of my own impossible desire.

"Suck," she commanded.

I closed my lips around her finger and obeyed.


Book Three Teaser

Some doors cannot be closed once they have been opened.

Jamie thought the hardest part would be watching.

He was wrong.

Watching was only the beginning.

The real challenge begins when the questions refuse to go away.

Why does is he so aroused by Kofi? Why does he get so turned on by the man’s thick black cock?

Why does the memory of Kofi linger long after the jealousy fades?

Why do the images that should disturb him keep returning in the quiet hours of the night?

Valentina sees the questions long before Jamie is willing to admit them himself.

She sees the curiosity.

The uncertainty.

The growing conflict between the man Jamie always believed he was and the desires he is only beginning to understand.

And Valentina has never been afraid of difficult truths.

As their relationship moves into even darker and more dangerous territory, Jamie finds himself confronting questions he can no longer avoid.

How much of his old identity was real?

How much was fear?

And how far is he willing to follow Valentina in the search for answers?

Because some fantasies are about sex.

Others are about surrender.

About identity.

About becoming someone new.

Book Three explores the most dangerous question Jamie has faced yet:

Not what he wants.

But who he really is.

And once that question is asked, there may be no way back.

In book three Jamie goes further. His boundaries tested even more.


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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