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Martyn wants to say no, he does.

Wants to make Ren suffer in his absence.
Wants to make Ren think he died, wants Ren
to hate himself half as much as Martyn—

But, he-he-he leans down and meets
Ren's happy hum.

Grinds his hips into Ren's hand; when
they part, Ren murmurs, "Oh, you're still so
perfect for me," and Martyn hates him even
more for it.

But Martyn doesn't want to linger for too
long. Looking elsewhere, looking
elsewhere—right, right. One of Ren's
personal vices is his nipples. How sensitive
they are. Martyn's never helped that, either,
and today's no different; he rests his hands
atop Ren's chest, rolls them between his
hands in this far too overly familiar manner,
so easily, pinches them, tugs hard.
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Martyn's had enough. He shoves Ren
back, flips them on the bed so Martyn's on
top. Don't think about how Ren let it happen,
don't think about that. "I don't care
anymore," Martyn says, and he's pretty sure
he's never spoken a bigger lie in his life.

A soft exhale. "You can hurt me, do
whatever you want," Ren says. "Do
whatever you want."

"Do you feel guilty after what you did to
me?" Martyn demands. "You feel bad?" Is
that what this entire thing is about?

"Yeah."

It's horrible, but Ren's face, looking up at
him-he really is so attractive, and Martyn
knows him so well. Martyn reaches between
them, grabs Ren's semi, thumbs it rough,
feels it twitch. "God, do you feel like this
when you text me nowadays?" Martyn asks.
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"Of course you do." While Ren was
talking, Martyn had moved to just tugging at
them more, the dusky, perky things, but
afterwards, Martyn hits the other one,
watches the tit jiggle and Ren gasp.

Hips shift under him. "Wanna, wanna be
inside you so bad," Ren murmurs. "You feel
so ready, so perfect."

Used to be, Ren's praise made him all
warm and fluttery—well, 'used to be' is
erroneous. It still does, nowadays. Just
makes him feel disgusted, too, is all. At his
own reaction. "Want me to ride you, then?"

"Whatever you want. I just wanna take
care of you again."

Martyn snorts. "Sure. As long as 'taking
care' involves cumming inside, huh?"

Those blue eyes are so, so guilty.
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"Yes, it is," and Ren cups both of
Martyn's cheeks, plants the gentlest kiss on
Martyn's lips. "You deserve it—"

Everything that comes out of Ren's
stupid mouth is just making Martyn more
and more pissed off. "Just like how I
deserved you ignoring me for months and
months, huh? Just like how I deserved
thinking my boyfriend died and grieved him
when he just decided he was sick of me?"

Ren's grip on Martyn's cheeks tightens
for a moment, and then relaxes. "Not that,"
Ren pleads, emphatically. He is really good
at that. Martyn even used to fall for it. "It
wasn't like that. It wasn't."

"Oh, right, not from your perspective, got
it. Got it. You just got a nice vacation from
your boyfriend, right? Realized how much
better it was without him around? You



'$91qqeq Y ,,‘Qw 10} uew Jo9)1ad o y3n os
d1,n0A ‘pon),, ‘dn Inys j,ued isnl udy puy

‘wiy Surdjoy ‘wry Jopun aIe spuey

S,Udy pue umop deq swels pue sdiy siy

SII] ‘YSnot) Wiy U0 SPULID) [[IM JIOASU OH
"3SIN0D JO "UY AI[2q 3,USI0P UALIRIA

"JSe| Suo[ 18 uALIB\ pISUl WND 0) d[qe

3u1oq 1V ‘[[& 31 y3noay} sqos-jrey Suraedy

‘ukpen Suiqqeis ‘s3uIja) MU Y} YHm

PAW[AYMIIAO OS SEM UY PUY PIJo2uu0d

‘panouy] UML) YO0I S,UIY UO ‘SIY} 1|

pasony Surpdn) “dn payeay ay 19k ‘A103Ins

wo0110q 103 UdY JY. JO UAMBIA SPUIUY
“JUOWIOW € 10§ ‘19Y3a30) ayjealq Ay,

"ud9q

9ARY 0} PeY I, *9S[O SUIYIOWOS U dARY

01 PeY Y], (I} 1By} SBA\ (JJI] UI SISINOD

o3ueyd wiIy opew Jey} duofe SulAp wiy Jo
Jy3noyy oy isnf 31 sem—A[SnoLds udy prq

L34

22

own way but this, this is different. "I've
missed you so much, sweetheart," Ren sighs.

"Don't call me that," Martyn says. "Don't
you fucking dare."

Ren sits up, gathers Martyn in his arms,
pulls him all the way on his cock and holds
him there, full, full. "I'm gonna win you
back," Ren murmurs in Martyn's ear, in his
deep voice, makes Martyn shiver. "Finally
got my courage together. Gonna fill you
with my love tonight."

"I hate you so fucking much," Martyn
says, struggles to get free, knows Ren's got
to feel him clench around him and it's so
embarrassing.

"You won't forever," Ren replies. "I'll do
whatever it takes to make it better, y'know
that?"
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shown up in the first place. "Shut the fuck
up. You're just here to fuck me, I know. Let
me just—" Martyn starts taking his pants off
in the living room.

Ren's eyes widen. "No, no, I'll, I'll prove
it to you—"

"You can't. Okay? You can't. Just—-God.
God." Martyn feels filthy. Feels fucking
filthy at doing this again, doing this to
himself again, asking for this. "Just fuck me
again."

If Ren apparently loves him still, then
why is his smile still so bitter as he says, "I
can't say no to that," huh? As Martyn pulls
him into his bedroom, dirty plates and bowls
piled on the nightstand, half his bed taken up
with clothes?

Well, Ren just sweeps them off anyway,
because he never gave a shit about Martyn's
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"Miss you so bad, can't live without you
anymore, I'll do anything, anything, baby—
make sure you know I'll stay—"

After getting on testosterone, it's been far
harder for Martyn to literally cry, which is
pretty nice. But he still feels that pressure in
his eyes. Still feels all the chugs of damning
emotion behind it, but his tear ducts have
just frozen over.

Ren doesn't seem to notice—wait, no,
actually, Martyn knows he does, he knows,
but he's just ignoring it—starts to jack Martyn
off. Rubbing his fingers into his cock, giving
Martyn something nice to grind down into.
Hate to give it to to him, but—it feels good.
Ren always paid so much attention to what
Martyn likes (even when he holds him,
kisses him, buying things, always so gentle),
and this right now is certainly no exception.
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This time, Martyn does wrench his hands
free, steps away from Ren before he actually
hits him. He's definitely putting the pieces
together, now. "You-you wanna get back
together," Martyn mumbles, laughs, bile
clinging to his throat like icicles digging in.
"You're scared of dying alone and you
wanna get back together, huh?"

A shrug. "Won't lie, that's also part of it.
You remember, though, right, baby? That
night you told me I'll never be alone? And
then I made you break that promise."

Yeah. When they walked home from a
party together, and their buzzes were
wearing off, but Martyn still felt it enough to
be rambley and young and stupid and in
love. "Are you kidding me?" Martyn
shrieks.
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"I'll breed myself on your cock, how's that,"
Martyn hisses.

"Don't care, just-I need, need to, I need
to," and something about Ren's tone, his
desperation, is different. Like, it's not
entirely just a fetish thing.

Like it's— "Is this really all just you
getting your rocks oft?" Martyn asks.

There's this stupid guilty look on Ren's
dumb face, one that Martyn's seen a
thousand times before by now. His half-
assed excuses are always accompanied by it.
"Yeah?" Ren croaks.

Why else would Ren want to breed him?
"You're seriously trying to impregnate me
right now?" Martyn asks.

"I, I, don't ask me questions and then
tighten up like that," Ren sighs. And then,
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He hates Ren. Hates Ren for the way he
gathers up Martyn's wrists, places a kiss to
Martyn's palm. So affectionate, this time.
Typically he's not like this. Makes Martyn's
head spin—has something changed? Is
something wrong with Ren? "No, you're
right," Ren hums. "Is it—"

"Are you drunk?" Martyn yelps. This is
really not typical. This isn't Ren, who calls
him up when he wants an easy fuck. This is,
this is boyfriend Ren. Who always, always
held him tight in bed, after sex. Never
dumped him afterwards.

"No, you'd know, I'm sure. As I was
saying—"

"Are you high? Something's, something's
not right." Martyn doesn't want an
intoxicated fuck just sprung on him, they
need to talk that shit out first.
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about you, and it got too much, and I, I just—
I know I'm a piece of shit, I know I'm the
worst, [-I need you back. I need you. Please,
I'm sorry."

He still hates him. He still-the fucking
guilting. He hates him. "Ren..." Martyn
murmurs.

"Let me try, I'll do anything to make it
right, I will, okay? I'm so sorry—"

It's hard to take an apology seriously
when his dick is throbbing in Martyn's hole
still. "T'll consider it," Martyn says.

Ren clenches his eyes shut, wrenches his
head to the side like he does when he cums.

Oh. He's cumming off of that.

What the hell?

It's half habit, to milk his cock through it,
feel the knot expand inside him. As Ren's
orgasm seems to recede, he even starts
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Ren smiles a little, that soft, bitter way he
has. "Didn't want to say anything, but..."

Every time. Every time, Martyn can't
believe he's doing this again. His gaze falls
to the carpet.

And Ren takes his chin, lifts it, his blue
eyes twinkling as he steps forward kisses
Martyn like he did back when they were in
love, and Martyn's fooled and taken over
like he always is—he lives for these
moments, these tiny things in the sea of
freezing wallowing he's been drowning in
for this ice age—and he wants to tear Ren
apart for it. For how soft his touch is, how
easily he twines his fingers in the sinews of
Martyn's muscles and leads him into a wall.

Martyn can't help how his arms cling on
around Ren—it feels like how Ren would
come in, back when they were together; it
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grieved him, and two months later, two
months later Ren gave him a text asking for
a fucking dick pic and Martyn, the epitome
of self-respect, gave it to him. Didn't go his
typical extra mile of making sure the
lighting was nice beforehand—he was
angry!-but, still.

So things have been like this for a while
now. Martyn doesn't talk about it with
anyone, either. Partially because so much of
it is his fault-maybe he just didn't do
something right, after all, for Ren to get cold
feet and bail, and he doesn't want somebody
else to tell him that, the wound's still too
fresh—and also because of the dick pic. He'd
never live down sending a dick pic to an ex
in his friend group. (Also, like, he just
spends most of his time alone nowadays,
binging anime in his free time, curled up in
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bleeding, bleeding / because of
you

Around two years after Ren dumped
him—and subsequently, messy, messy sex
between them—this time, he's showed up,

acting different.

So what if Martyn still wants to fuck

him?



