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Normal

Steve pulled up outside Megan’s house a few minutes later than he had planned and switched off the engine. For a moment, he remained behind the wheel, looking through the windshield at the cars lining both sides of the street. Music drifted from somewhere behind the house, accompanied by the indistinct rise and fall of conversation and the occasional burst of laughter.

It sounded as though half their old school crowd had already arrived.

They were all adults now, scattered between college, work, and whatever else they had done with their lives, but coming back here always made Steve feel as though nothing had changed. Especially where Megan was concerned. She could still reduce him to the nervous teenager who had spent years wanting her without ever finding the courage to say so.

“You planning to sit here all afternoon?” Luke asked from the passenger seat.

“Just preparing myself.”

“For a backyard party?”

“For Megan.”

Luke laughed as he opened his door. “Fair point.”

Steve climbed out and went around to the trunk. The gift looked even larger than he remembered when he lifted it free, and he had to brace the box against his chest to keep hold of it. Luke offered no help, merely shutting the trunk before wandering toward the house with an amused smile.

By the time Steve reached the side gate, the corner of the box was digging into his ribs. He shifted it beneath one arm, worked the latch with his free hand, and pushed the gate open.

The sudden view of Megan’s backyard almost made him drop the present.

There were already twenty or thirty people scattered around the lawn and patio, most of whom he recognized. Some stood around the outdoor bar with drinks in their hands, while others had gathered beside the pool. Steve paused just inside the gate, adjusting his grip on the box as he searched among the familiar faces for Megan.

The first person he noticed was Amy, Megan’s best friend.

Amy was leaning against the edge of the patio, laughing with two guys Steve vaguely remembered from school. She had always been beautiful, with pale skin, strikingly symmetrical features, and silky dark-auburn hair that fell halfway down her back. But beautiful was no longer the only word Steve would have used for her.

Amy was sexy, and she knew it.

She had a slim body with long legs, narrow hips, and almost no chest at all. Her tiny top made no attempt to disguise how flat she was; if anything, its thin straps and plunging neckline seemed chosen to emphasize it. Amy had never possessed the curves that usually caught Steve’s attention, but she carried herself with such effortless confidence that it hardly mattered. The way she stood, the way she smiled and the way she held a man’s gaze made her more provocative than plenty of women with far more obvious assets.

Then there was her reputation.

Among their old school crowd—and, apparently, throughout her first years at college—Amy was known as something of a blowjob slut. It was not merely gossip invented by disappointed guys, either. Amy genuinely liked sucking cock and had never seemed particularly embarrassed about admitting it. If anything, she appeared to enjoy the reputation.

Steve knew at least ten guys who claimed to have experienced her talents personally, although he suspected the real number was higher. Luke was one of them. He had described in irritating detail how Amy would lick his balls, take his cock deep into her throat, and keep going until he could barely speak. Her only firm rule was that she never swallowed. She would happily do almost anything else with her mouth, but she always stopped short of that final act.

Steve had never understood how someone could be so shamelessly adventurous and still become strangely particular at the last moment. If anything, that stubborn little boundary made him want her even more. He wanted to be the man who finally made Amy abandon her composure completely—the one who made the notorious blowjob slut forget every rule she had ever set and let him fuck her beautiful face exactly the way he had imagined.

Beyond Amy, Steve spotted Megan’s father, Joseph, standing near the outdoor bar with one arm resting comfortably around his wife’s waist.

Steve had known Joseph for most of his life. Megan’s mother had moved away when Megan was still young, leaving Joseph to raise her largely by himself. Years later, his life had changed almost overnight when he won an enormous lottery prize. The money had brought the house, the pool, and the kind of parties where nobody appeared to worry about the cost of anything.

It had also, rather conveniently, brought Paula into his life.

Joseph had met her almost immediately after his win, and the speed with which their relationship developed had given people plenty to gossip about. Whether Paula had initially been attracted to Joseph or to his bank balance, Steve had no idea. Whatever the answer, she had stayed long enough to become his wife.

She was also breathtaking.

Paula looked far too glamorous to be anyone’s stepmother. Her glossy dark hair framed a face that could have belonged to a model, while the fitted sundress she wore displayed a body she clearly worked hard to maintain. She had a narrow waist, full breasts, and the kind of firm, rounded ass that drew Steve’s attention even when he knew he should be looking elsewhere. She caught him staring and answered with a faint, knowing smile before turning back to Joseph.

Embarrassed, Steve quickly moved his gaze across the garden—and finally found the person he had really come to see.

Megan stood beside the pool, talking to a small group of friends with a drink in one hand. The sight of her produced the same sudden tightening in Steve’s chest that it had since they were teenagers.

Their families had been close since he was about seven, which meant Megan had been part of almost every stage of his life. He remembered childhood afternoons spent in this same backyard, arguments over games neither of them could properly recall, and summers when they had moved constantly between her house and his. Somewhere along the way, though, she had stopped being simply the girl next door.

Now she was the woman against whom Steve unconsciously compared everyone else.

Megan was tall, only an inch or so shorter than his five-foot-nine frame, and she carried that height with an easy confidence he had always envied. Her golden-blond hair fell loose around her shoulders, catching the sunlight whenever she moved. She had bright blue eyes, soft pink lips, and a smile that could make him forget whatever he had intended to say.

Then there was her body.

The light summer dress she wore followed her slim waist before falling around her long legs, but it was the way the material stretched across her natural D-cup breasts that kept dragging Steve’s attention downward. He had fantasized about those breasts for longer than he cared to admit. He had imagined seeing them, touching them, and finding out whether they could possibly feel as perfect as they looked.

In truth, Steve would have given almost anything simply to kiss her.

The problem was that Megan had always preferred older, taller, more confident men. Men who looked as though they belonged beside her. Steve, meanwhile, was the safe childhood friend she hugged, confided in, and apparently never considered sexually.

At least, that was how it had always seemed to him.

Then Steve noticed the man standing beside her.

Leon had one arm resting loosely around Megan’s waist, his hand settled against her hip with the casual confidence of someone who knew he belonged there. At six-foot-four, he was impossible to overlook. He had broad shoulders, a lean, muscular build, and the relaxed posture of an athlete accustomed to being watched. As captain of his college lacrosse team, Leon carried himself with the easy assurance Steve had always wished he possessed.

He was also strikingly handsome. His close-cropped black hair, strong features, and dark skin made a powerful contrast against Megan’s golden hair and pale summer dress. Together, they looked irritatingly well matched.

Steve suddenly became conscious of his own five-foot-nine, 170-pound frame. He was not particularly small, nor was he badly built, but standing anywhere near Leon had a way of making him feel both. Leon was taller, stronger, more confident, and—judging by the possessive hand resting on Megan’s waist—already had everything Steve secretly wanted.

As if sensing she was being watched, Megan glanced toward the gate.

Her face immediately brightened.

“Steve!” she shouted.

Before he could properly brace himself—or put down the oversized gift—she hurried across the lawn and threw both arms around him. The sudden impact nearly knocked the box from beneath his arm.

“Careful,” he laughed, awkwardly tightening his grip on the present while trying to hug her with his free hand.

“I haven’t seen you in forever.”

Megan pressed herself against him, her breasts flattening warmly against his chest. Steve felt himself begin to harden almost immediately. It was a ridiculous reaction to a friendly hug, but his body had never understood that Megan considered him only a friend.

She smelled faintly of perfume and sunscreen. When she kissed his cheek, her soft lips lingered just long enough to send another rush of heat through him.

For one brief, dangerous moment, Steve forgot about the party, the gift trapped between them, and the enormous boyfriend watching from beside the pool. All he could feel was Megan’s body against his and the painful awareness of how long he had wanted exactly this.

Then she released him.

Steve subtly shifted the box in front of his waist, hoping it would conceal the increasingly obvious reaction inside his pants. Megan appeared not to notice. She remained close, smiling up at him as she immediately began catching him up on everything he had missed since they had last seen each other.

Steve tried to concentrate on what Megan was saying, but his attention kept drifting. Her lips moved as she talked, her blue eyes holding his, and every so often she touched his arm as though no time had passed since they had last been together.

Being this close to her always made him feel less experienced than he actually was.

Steve was hardly some hopeless virgin who had spent college hiding in his room. He had dated a few women over the last three years. Two of those relationships had lasted several months, another had burned brightly and ended almost as quickly, and there had been a couple of drunken hookups he remembered with varying degrees of clarity. His sex life was not remarkable, but it was not nonexistent either. He knew how to talk to women, how to kiss them, and—with enough time and the right chemistry—how to make them enjoy being in bed with him.

He was ordinary. Average. Most of the time, he was perfectly comfortable with that.

Megan was the exception.

None of the women he had dated carried the weight of years of wanting. None of them could make him forget how to form a sentence simply by smiling at him. He had never looked at any of them and felt the same mixture of desire, hope, and certainty that she was somehow beyond his reach.

Around Megan, every insecurity Steve possessed seemed to rise straight to the surface.

Most of those insecurities could be traced back to Chloe.

Chloe had been his first sexual experience during the summer after they had finished high school, when they were both eighteen. She was short and curvy, with large breasts, a soft stomach, and brown hair she nearly always wore tied back. She had also been the most sexually adventurous girl in their old social circle. By the end of that summer, several of Steve’s friends had either hooked up with her or claimed they had.

Unlike Amy, whose reputation centered almost entirely on what she could do with her mouth, Chloe seemed willing to try practically anything. She had fooled around with Steve several times before eventually taking him to bed. At the time, he had been so overwhelmed by the fact that he was finally having sex that the experience had lasted barely two minutes.

Chloe had been less than impressed.

She had climbed out of bed, reached for her cigarettes, and glanced down at him with a disappointed smirk.

“With a cock that size, I’d seriously work on your stamina if I were you.”

Then she had dressed and left as though the encounter had meant nothing.

Steve knew now that Chloe’s judgment had been unnecessarily harsh. He had been an inexperienced eighteen-year-old having sex for the first time. Since then, he had learned how to slow down, pay attention to his partner, and make up for any physical shortcomings with considerably more skill than he had possessed that night. The women he had dated in college had never reacted as though sleeping with him was some terrible disappointment.

Even so, Chloe’s words had stayed with him.

His cock measured five inches when fully hard. It was not freakishly small, no matter how often his insecurities tried to convince him otherwise, but it was still smaller than he wanted it to be. It certainly felt small whenever his friends began boasting about what they supposedly had between their legs. Six inches. Six and a half. One or two even claimed seven.

Steve suspected at least half of them were lying. That knowledge never helped as much as it should have.

And now, with Leon’s enormous frame visible over Megan’s shoulder and the woman Steve had wanted for most of his life standing inches away, Chloe’s old insult began whispering through his mind all over again.

“…and, yeah, so I’m going to be back home all summer.”

Megan’s words pulled Steve abruptly out of his thoughts. He blinked, hoping she had not noticed how badly his attention had wandered.

“Wait, seriously? The whole summer?”

“Pretty much. I’ve got a few things planned, but this is home base for the next couple of months.”

“That’s great.” His response came out with more enthusiasm than he intended, but he could not help smiling. “It’s been nearly three years since we’ve lived in the same city. We might actually get the chance to spend some time together.”

He tried to make it sound casual, as though catching up with Megan would be no more significant than seeing any other old friend. Inside, his mind was already filling with possibilities.

“I’d like that,” she said. “Maybe we could go to the beach one day. I desperately need to work on my tan. Leon keeps telling me I need more color.”

She glanced down at her pale arms and laughed. Steve’s gaze followed hers before drifting toward the neckline of her dress. The prospect of spending an entire day beside Megan in one of her notoriously small bikinis sent an immediate pulse of excitement through him.

“Yeah,” he said, forcing his attention back to her face. “The beach sounds good.”

“Good. Then it’s a date.”

Steve’s heart gave a ridiculous little jump, even though he knew she did not mean it that way.

Before he could answer, Megan looked over his shoulder and lifted a hand.

“Oh, my aunt just got here. I should go say hello before she accuses me of ignoring her.” She gave Steve’s arm an affectionate squeeze. “Put the present with the others, and don’t disappear, okay? I want to hear everything you’ve been doing.”

“I won’t.”

“Promise?”

He smiled. “Promise.”

Megan flashed him one last smile before hurrying across the lawn to greet the woman entering through the gate.

Steve watched her go. His eyes followed the movement of her long legs beneath her dress, and his imagination immediately replaced the fabric with a tiny bikini. He pictured her stretched out beside him on the beach, sunlight glistening across her skin while her breasts strained against one of those absurdly tight tops she always seemed to wear.

An hour beside her dressed like that would provide enough material for a month’s worth of fantasies.

Then Leon stepped into Steve’s line of sight and placed a hand around Megan’s waist.

The fantasy collapsed.

Steve carried the gift over to the table with the others and attempted to enjoy the party. He spoke to people he had not seen in years, accepted a drink from Joseph, and spent some time catching up with Luke. Under normal circumstances, it would have been a perfectly decent afternoon.

Instead, his attention kept returning to Megan.

Every time Steve looked across the yard, Leon seemed to be touching her. A hand on her hip. An arm around her shoulders. His mouth against her ear as he whispered something that made her laugh. Megan appeared completely at ease with him, leaning naturally into his enormous frame as though that were where she belonged.

Steve knew his jealousy was irrational. Megan was his friend, not his girlfriend. She had never promised him anything, and she had no idea that he had spent years imagining what it might be like if she looked at him differently.

Knowing that did not make watching them any easier.

Late in the afternoon, Steve saw Leon pull Megan close beside the pool and kiss her. She rose slightly onto her toes, sliding both arms around his neck as the kiss deepened. Even at her height, she looked almost delicate in Leon’s embrace.

Steve looked away, his stomach tightening.

That was enough for him.

Luke wanted to stay and had already arranged another ride home, so Steve made his excuses, said a quick goodbye to Joseph, and slipped out before Megan could ask why he was leaving. He told himself he was tired and needed to prepare for the first day of his new internship. Both things were true, but neither was the real reason.

The real reason was that he could no longer stand watching Leon touch her.

By the time Steve got home, the party had left him restless and irritable. He went to bed earlier than usual, but sleep did not come easily. Whenever he closed his eyes, he saw Megan smiling up at Leon beside the pool.

Eventually, exhaustion overcame jealousy, and he fell into a deep sleep.

The sudden ringing of his phone dragged him back to consciousness.

Steve fumbled across the nightstand until his hand found it. The bright screen made him squint in the darkness. For several confused seconds, all he could see was the time.

2:18 a.m.

Then he noticed Megan’s name.

His tiredness disappeared instantly.

“Hello?” His voice was rough with sleep. “Meg?”

At first, there was no answer. Steve pushed himself upright, pressing the phone more firmly against his ear. All he could hear was uneven breathing and a faint, broken sound that took him a moment to recognize as crying.

“Megan? What’s wrong?”

Another trembling breath came through the speaker.

“Steve,” she finally managed, her voice collapsing into a sob. “It’s Megan.”

“I didn’t know who else to call.” Megan struggled to get the words out between unsteady breaths. “I just found out Leon’s been cheating on me.”

Steve tightened his grip on the phone. Any lingering trace of sleep vanished.

“What?”

“All semester.” Her voice cracked. “There’s some girl living next door to him. Apparently, they’ve been sleeping together for months.”

A fresh sob broke through the line. Steve closed his eyes, immediately picturing Leon with his arm around Megan at the party. Hours earlier, the man had been kissing her beside the pool as though she were the only woman he wanted.

“How did you find out?”

“I saw a message come up on his phone tonight. He tried to lie about it, but there were dozens of them, Steve. Photos, messages, plans to meet whenever I wasn’t there.” Megan drew a shaking breath. “When I confronted him, he finally admitted everything. He’s been fucking that little slut practically every time I went home for the weekend.”

“I’m sorry, Meg.”

“Why does this keep happening to me?” she demanded, anger briefly pushing through the tears. “Seriously, what the fuck is wrong with me? Why am I never enough?”

“Nothing is wrong with you.”

“There must be.”

“No.” Steve’s reply came more firmly this time. “Leon decided to cheat. That says something about him, not you.”

Megan went quiet, although he could still hear her trying to control her breathing.

Steve hesitated before continuing. “You do have a habit of choosing guys who are very good at making an impression. Confident, exciting, slightly dangerous…”

“You mean assholes.”

“I wasn’t going to say that.”

“Well, you should have.” A broken little laugh escaped her, immediately followed by another sniff. “I clearly have a type, and my type is cheating assholes.”

Steve smiled faintly, relieved to hear even a trace of humor in her voice.

“You deserve better than that,” he said.

“You always say things like that.”

“Because they’re true.”

The line fell quiet again. Steve could hear the soft rustling of bedding and imagined Megan sitting alone in her room, still wearing traces of the makeup she had put on for the party. Part of him hated Leon for reducing her to this. Another, more selfish part understood that the relationship he had envied only hours earlier was now over.

The realization brought a flicker of hope that Steve immediately felt ashamed of.

“I feel horrible,” Megan whispered. “I can’t stop thinking about them together. Every time I close my eyes, I imagine all the things he was doing with her and all the lies he was telling me.”

“Try not to be alone with it tonight.”

“That’s the problem. I am alone.” She paused. “Paula and Dad are asleep, and I don’t want them to know yet. If I tell Paula, she’ll turn it into some huge drama before I’ve even worked out how I feel.”

“What about Amy?”

“She’s not answering.”

Steve looked at the time again. It was now 2:21. His alarm was set for 6:30, and he had to report for the first day of his internship at eight.

“Steve?” Megan’s voice softened. “Would you come over?”

The question made his heart beat faster.

“Now?”

“I know it’s late, and I know you’ve got work tomorrow. You can say no.” She hesitated, suddenly sounding vulnerable. “I just really don’t want to be alone. Could you bring a few beers and sit with me for a while?”

There was no flirtation in her voice, only exhaustion and the quiet certainty that Steve was someone she could trust. That affected him more deeply than any seductive invitation could have.

He threw back the covers and switched on the bedside lamp.

“Of course I’ll come.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Give me half an hour.”

“Thank you,” Megan whispered.

Steve ended the call and climbed out of bed, knowing tomorrow was going to be brutal.

He also knew there was no chance in the world he would have left Megan crying alone.

Twenty-eight minutes later, Steve stood outside Megan’s front door with a six-pack of beer in one hand. The street was silent, and every window in the house was dark except for the faint glow coming from her bedroom upstairs.

He had barely touched the doorbell before he heard hurried footsteps inside.

Megan opened the door and looked at him.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

She was a mess. Her eyes were swollen and red, and dark trails of mascara marked both cheeks. Whatever makeup had survived the first round of tears had been smeared further by her attempts to wipe it away. Her hair was tangled around her shoulders, and her lips trembled as she tried to give him a smile.

“Hey,” she whispered.

“Hey.”

Steve’s first reaction was concern. His second was an immediate, involuntary awareness of what she was wearing.

The little white tank top clung to her body so tightly that it seemed almost painted onto her. Its thin material stretched across her full breasts, clearly outlining her nipples beneath it. A pair of tiny sleep shorts sat low on her hips and left almost the entire length of her legs bare.

She looked vulnerable, exhausted, and impossibly sexy all at once.

Steve forced his eyes back to her face. Feeling aroused by her when she had obviously spent the last hour crying made him feel like an asshole, but recognizing that did nothing to stop the warmth spreading through his body.

“You came,” Megan said.

“Of course I came.”

She looked down at the beer in his hand, and the fragile smile became slightly more genuine.

“You brought supplies too.”

“You specifically requested them.”

“I did, didn’t I?” Her smile faded almost as quickly as it had appeared. “Come in before Paula wakes up and starts asking questions.”

Steve followed her inside and quietly closed the door. The house still carried traces of the party—half-empty glasses on the kitchen counter, discarded napkins, and the lingering smell of grilled food—but now it felt unnaturally still.

Megan led him upstairs without switching on any lights. Once inside her bedroom, she closed the door carefully behind them.

“Sorry,” she murmured, glancing down at herself. “I wasn’t exactly expecting company when I got changed.”

“It’s fine.”

Her eyes briefly followed his gaze to the front of her top. Either she noticed his reaction or suddenly became conscious of how little she was wearing, because she turned toward her dresser and pulled out a pair of gray sweatpants. Steve tried not to stare as she stepped into them and drew them over her shorts. She then added a loose zip-up hoodie, covering most of the body that had momentarily left him struggling to think.

The transformation was strangely disappointing, although he was relieved to feel some of the tension leave him.

Megan climbed onto the bed and sat against the headboard. Steve opened two beers before joining her, leaving a respectful space between them.

For a while, she said nothing. She held the bottle in both hands and stared down at the label.

“I feel stupid,” she eventually said.

“You’re not stupid.”

“I spent the entire party hanging off him. Everyone must have known except me.”

“I didn’t know.”

“You left early.”

“Because watching the two of you together was making me miserable,” Steve admitted before he could stop himself.

Megan looked across at him.

He immediately regretted saying it. “Not because I knew anything. I just…didn’t particularly enjoy being around Leon.”

“That’s a very diplomatic way of putting it.”

“I’m trying not to call your ex-boyfriend an asshole while you’re still deciding whether he’s your ex-boyfriend.”

“He’s definitely my ex.” Her voice hardened. “There’s no coming back from this.”

Steve nodded but said nothing. This was not the moment to tell her how relieved part of him felt to hear that.

Megan took a long drink before beginning to talk. She went through every part of her relationship with Leon, searching for signs she believed she should have noticed. A weekend when he had stopped answering his phone. A party he had attended without inviting her. The way he had occasionally turned his screen away whenever a message arrived.

From there, she moved backward through the rest of her dating history. There had been another boyfriend who constantly flirted with other women, one who disappeared whenever she needed him, and another who had spent most of their relationship trying to pressure her into things she did not want.

“They always seem so perfect at the beginning,” she said. “Confident, exciting, completely obsessed with me. Then, sooner or later, I find out they’re selfish or dishonest or sleeping with someone else.”

“Not every man is like that.”

“No, just the ones I choose.”

“You could always try choosing someone different.”

Megan turned her bottle slowly between her palms, considering that.

“Maybe that’s exactly what I need,” she said. “Someone normal for once. Someone kind and dependable who actually cares about me.”

“That sounds like a reasonable place to start.”

Her blue eyes settled on him.

“Someone more like you.”

Steve went completely still.

The words reached directly into the part of him that had wanted her for years. He searched her expression, trying to decide whether she understood what she had just suggested, but Megan had already looked away.

“Anyway,” she murmured, raising the bottle to her lips, “I clearly can’t trust my own judgment.”

And just like that, she took another drink and allowed the possibility to disappear into the silence between them.

As the night wore on, Megan gradually moved closer.

At first, she merely rested her head against Steve’s shoulder while they continued talking. Then her eyes began to close between sentences, and she shifted farther down the bed, curling onto her side with her back toward him.

“Don’t leave yet,” she murmured sleepily.

“I won’t.”

Steve lay beside her, unsure what he was supposed to do with his arms. Leaving both of them stiffly at his sides felt ridiculous, but putting one around her seemed dangerously intimate. Eventually, Megan solved the problem by reaching back, taking hold of his wrist, and drawing his arm around her waist.

Within minutes, her breathing became slow and even.

Steve remained painfully awake.

Megan’s body fitted against his more closely than he had expected. Her back rested against his chest, while the soft curve of her ass pressed directly into his crotch. Beneath the sweatpants she had pulled on earlier, he could still feel enough of her shape to make remaining relaxed impossible.

His cock hardened until it was trapped firmly between them.

Steve stared into the darkness, mortified. There was no possible way she could not feel it. He considered carefully moving his hips away, but doing so would mean releasing her from his arms—and after the night she had endured, he did not want her to wake up believing he was trying to escape.

Then Megan shifted.

It was barely a movement at all: a small adjustment of her hips that pressed her ass more firmly against him. Steve held his breath. A few seconds later, she moved again, a slow backward push followed by the faintest side-to-side motion.

Every muscle in his body tightened.

Was she awake?

He listened for some change in her breathing, but it remained deep and steady. Her hand still rested loosely over his where it lay against her stomach. Nothing about her suggested consciousness.

Yet, a minute later, her hips moved again.

This time, the pressure seemed almost deliberate. Her ass eased back against his erection and remained there, holding him tightly between their bodies. Steve could feel his pulse pounding as he tried to decide whether she was encouraging him or merely settling into a more comfortable position in her sleep.

He could not be sure—and that uncertainty made the moment almost unbearable.

Part of him wanted to respond with the smallest movement of his own, just enough to discover whether she would push back again. He imagined gently rocking his hips against her and feeling her body answer. The temptation became so intense that he had to close his eyes and concentrate on remaining completely still.

Megan had called him because she trusted him. Whatever these tiny movements meant, he was not going to take advantage of her while she was upset and half asleep.

Eventually, she became still again, her body warm and soft in his arms.

Steve remained awake for a long time, his erection pressed awkwardly against her ass and his mind replaying every subtle movement, wondering whether any of them had truly been accidental.

By the time exhaustion finally pulled him into sleep, he was no closer to knowing.


The Alarm

Steve’s alarm went off at 6:30.

For several seconds, he had no idea where he was. Then he felt Megan’s body resting against his and remembered the phone call, the beers, and the long night spent trying not to think about the way she had moved against him.

She was still asleep, her back pressed to his chest and his arm draped around her waist. In the pale morning light, her face looked softer. The streaks of makeup remained on her cheeks, but the distress had temporarily disappeared from her expression.

Steve carefully disentangled himself without waking her. He found his shoes beside the bed, collected the empty bottles, and left a glass of water on her nightstand. Before slipping out, he looked back at her one last time.

Part of him wanted to stay until she woke. The more responsible part remembered that he had to get home, shower, change, and report to his new office by eight.

His first day at the internship passed in a haze of introductions, paperwork, and far too much coffee. Steve did his best to appear alert while names and instructions blurred together. Whenever his concentration slipped, his thoughts returned to Megan: the sound of her crying, the feel of her curled against him, and those tiny movements of her hips he still could not decide had been real.

Shortly after lunch, his phone vibrated.

Thank you for last night. I’m sorry I ruined your sleep.

Before he could answer, another message appeared.

Can I make it up to you with dinner tonight? I still don’t really want to be alone.

Steve smiled down at the screen.

You don’t have to make anything up to me. But yes, dinner sounds good.

Megan selected the restaurant and told him to collect her just before eight.

When Steve arrived that evening, Paula answered the door. She was dressed more casually than she had been at the party, but she still looked effortlessly glamorous in fitted jeans and a thin blouse.

“Good morning,” she said with a knowing smile.

Steve frowned. “It’s eight at night.”

“I know. I’m assuming it still feels like morning to you after your little overnight visit.”

He felt heat rise into his face. “Nothing happened.”

“I didn’t say anything did.”

“Megan was upset. I stayed until she fell asleep.”

“That was kind of you.” Paula studied him for a moment before stepping aside. “Come in. She’ll be down eventually.”

“Eventually?”

“She’s changed her dress twice already, so I wouldn’t expect her anytime soon.”

Steve tried not to attach too much significance to that. He followed Paula into the living room, where she asked about his internship, college, and what he planned to do after graduation. The conversation was easy enough—Paula had known him for years—but his attention kept shifting toward the staircase whenever he heard movement above them.

Almost half an hour passed before a bedroom door finally opened.

The sound of heels crossed the upstairs landing.

Steve looked up as Megan appeared at the top of the stairs, and every coherent thought left his mind.

She had transformed completely since the previous night. Her golden hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and fresh makeup concealed almost every sign that she had spent hours crying. The dress she had chosen was short, dark, and fitted closely enough to display every curve of her body. Its neckline framed the upper swell of her breasts, while the hem ended high on her thighs, drawing attention to her long, toned legs.

“Sorry I took so long,” she said as she descended. “I couldn’t decide what to wear.”

“I think you made the right decision,” Steve replied.

Megan smiled, apparently pleased by the answer.

Paula looked from her to Steve and gave a quiet, amused laugh. “Have fun, you two.”

Something about the way she said it made the evening feel even more like a date.

Steve opened the passenger door for Megan, then walked around to the driver’s side. Her heels added several inches to her height, leaving her slightly taller than him as they crossed the driveway together. He was accustomed to dating women who were shorter, but rather than making him feel like a child, Megan’s height added to the sense that he was somehow accompanying someone far beyond his usual reach.

Several people glanced at her before they had even reached the car.

Steve could hardly blame them.

The restaurant Megan had chosen was considerably more expensive than anywhere he normally visited, particularly on an intern’s salary. Inside, a server led them to a small table tucked into a quiet corner. The intimacy of it made Steve suddenly conscious that there was no one else between them—no Leon, no party, and no shared group of friends to disguise how much he wanted her.

Conversation came surprisingly easily. Megan asked about his first day, laughed at his description of fighting to stay awake through an hour of orientation, and seemed determined not to discuss Leon. For a while, it almost felt like a normal evening between two people discovering they enjoyed each other’s company.

The only difficulty was her dress.

Whenever Megan leaned toward the table, the neckline shifted slightly and offered Steve a distracting view of her cleavage. He repeatedly forced his attention back to her face, but his eyes kept betraying him. Worse, Megan seemed increasingly aware of it. Each time she caught him looking, the corner of her mouth lifted a little higher.

Eventually, she set down her glass and leaned forward.

“Steve?”

“Yeah?”

“My eyes are up here.”

His gaze snapped back to hers. Megan was not offended. She looked thoroughly amused.

“Sorry,” he said, feeling himself blush despite his efforts not to. Then, rather than stumbling through an excuse, he gave her an embarrassed smile. “In my defense, you look incredible tonight. That dress isn’t exactly making concentration easy.”

Megan’s smile widened.

“Don’t worry,” Megan said. “I’m used to men staring at my chest. At least you had the courage to admit it.”

“I’m not sure courage is the word I’d use.”

“What would you call it?”

“Getting caught.”

She laughed, and Steve felt some of his embarrassment ease.

For a moment, Megan continued smiling at him across the table. Then her expression changed. The amusement remained in her eyes, but there was something more deliberate beneath it now, as though she had reached a decision while watching him.

“You know,” she said, tracing one finger around the rim of her glass, “maybe we should call this our first date.”

Steve stared at her.

“What?”

“This.” She gestured between them. “Dinner. Just the two of us. You looking at me like that.”

“I thought this was me keeping you company.”

“It was. Maybe now it’s something else too.”

Steve searched her face for any indication that she was teasing him. “You’re asking if I want to date you?”

“I’m asking how you’d feel about the possibility.”

He sat back, trying to absorb what she was saying. This was the conversation he had imagined countless times over the years, yet now that it was actually happening, his first feeling was not uncomplicated excitement.

“Meg, you broke up with Leon less than twenty-four hours ago.”

“I know.”

“You were in love with him yesterday.”

“I thought I was.”

“And now you want to date me?”

“When you put it like that, it sounds slightly unhinged.”

“It sounds like I might be a rebound.”

Megan’s smile faded. Rather than becoming defensive, she looked down at the table.

“That’s fair,” she admitted. “And I can’t promise Leon has suddenly disappeared from my head. He hasn’t. But last night, when everything fell apart, you were the person I called.”

“We’ve known each other most of our lives.”

“That’s part of it, but it isn’t all of it.” Her eyes returned to his. “You came over in the middle of the night even though you had your first day at work. You listened to me cry about another man for hours. You stayed beside me without trying anything, and then you left water by my bed before you went.”

“You noticed that?”

“Eventually.”

Steve smiled.

Megan leaned forward slightly. “I’ve spent years dating men who know exactly how attractive they are. They walk into a room expecting everyone to want them, and for a while, that confidence is exciting. But every one of those relationships eventually becomes about what they want from me.”

Her fingers tightened around the stem of her glass.

“At first, they make me feel desired. Then I realize they don’t actually see me. They see my body. My tits, my mouth, and all the things they expect me to do for them because I’m their girlfriend.”

“There’s more to you than that.”

“I know there is. I’m just not sure the men I choose ever do.”

Steve resisted the temptation to tell her that he would be different. She had probably heard the same promise from every man who had disappointed her.

Megan studied him for another few seconds.

“I’m not saying we should leave here and immediately become some serious couple,” she continued. “I’m saying that I’m enjoying tonight. I enjoyed waking up beside you this morning. And when I saw you at the party yesterday…”

She hesitated.

“What?”

“I was pleased you were there.” A hint of color appeared in her cheeks. “More pleased than I expected to be.”

Steve thought of the way she had moved against him in the night. The possibility that she might have been awake returned with enough force to make his pulse quicken.

“Have you ever thought about us before?” he asked.

“Once or twice.”

That surprised him almost as much as her original suggestion.

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Because you were Steve.” She gave him an apologetic smile. “You were safe. Familiar. I didn’t want to risk ruining that, and I suppose I kept assuming I needed someone more exciting.”

“Like Leon.”

“Exactly like Leon.” Her mouth tightened briefly. “That worked out brilliantly.”

Steve reached across the table and rested his hand over hers.

“I don’t want to be the man you choose just because Leon hurt you.”

“You wouldn’t be.” Megan turned her hand beneath his until their palms met. “But I also don’t want to promise more than I’m ready to give. If we try this, I need it to be different.”

“Different how?”

“For one thing, we would move slowly.”

“I can do slowly.”

“I mean genuinely slowly,” she said. “No assumptions about sex just because we’re dating. No deciding that buying me dinner earns you access to my body.”

“I wouldn’t do that.”

“I know you wouldn’t. That’s one of the reasons we’re having this conversation.”

Her thumb moved slowly across the back of his hand. It was an innocent touch, but the deliberate rhythm of it sent a quiet current of anticipation through him.

“I’ve let my previous boyfriends control the physical side of our relationships,” she continued. “They decided when we had sex, what we did, and how far things went. Half the time, I went along with whatever they wanted because I thought keeping them satisfied would keep them interested.”

“And it didn’t.”

“No.” Megan’s expression hardened. “So I’m not doing that again. If we become more than friends, I set the pace. I decide when you get to touch me and what I’m ready to do. If I say stop, you stop. If I want something, I’ll tell you.”

There was a new confidence in her voice. Steve had known Megan could be demanding, but hearing her lay out the terms of their potential relationship produced an unexpected flicker of arousal.

“And the other thing?” he asked.

“Exclusivity.” Her answer was immediate. “I don’t want someone who flirts with every woman he sees or keeps looking for something better. If you’re with me, then you’re with me. Completely.”

“That seems fair.”

“I’m serious, Steve.”

“So am I.”

Megan watched him closely, apparently looking for hesitation.

“If we do this, I want to feel in control for once,” she said. “I want to know you appreciate what you have. And when I eventually let you see or touch my body, I want you to understand that it’s a privilege I’ve chosen to give you—not something you’re automatically entitled to because I agreed to be your girlfriend.”

Steve felt his heart beating faster. Part of him recognized the warning in her words. Another part found the thought of Megan controlling how and when he was permitted to touch her almost unbearably exciting.

“You’re making this sound less like dating and more like I’ll have to earn every step.”

“Maybe you will.”

The slow, mischievous smile spreading across her face told him she liked that idea.

“Do you think you could handle it?” she asked. “Going slowly, being completely mine, and letting me take control?”

Steve held her gaze.

“Yes,” he said. “I think I’d like that.”

Megan held his gaze for another moment, apparently satisfied by his answer.

“Good,” she said softly.

The server arrived with the check before either of them could say anything more. Steve reached for it automatically. Megan made no attempt to argue, although the small smile on her face suggested she had noticed how quickly he did so.

“I suppose paying for our first date can be your first opportunity to impress me,” she teased.

“I thought you said buying dinner didn’t earn me anything.”

“It doesn’t.” Her smile widened. “But I’m still going to let you pay.”

Steve laughed and handed his card to the server.

The conversation in the car was lighter, but the atmosphere between them had changed. Every silence now felt charged with the knowledge that they were no longer simply two childhood friends having dinner. When Megan rested her hand briefly on his arm, Steve wondered whether the touch was affectionate or deliberately suggestive.

He was beginning to suspect she enjoyed leaving him uncertain.

When they reached her house, Megan made no move to get out of the car immediately.

“Do you want to come inside for a while?” she asked. “There’s an episode of that terrible reality show we used to watch waiting for me.”

“You mean the one you watched while pretending you hated it?”

“I never pretended to hate it. That was you.”

“I was protecting my reputation.”

“Your secret is safe with me.”

She climbed out before he could answer. Steve followed her into the quiet house and upstairs to her bedroom, acutely conscious that only a few hours earlier he had woken in the same bed with his body pressed against hers.

Megan kicked off her heels and placed them beside the dresser. Without them, she was once again slightly shorter than him, although she seemed no less commanding. She climbed onto the bed, picked up the remote, and patted the space beside her.

Steve settled against the headboard. Megan started the show, then drew her legs beneath herself and leaned against his side.

At first, nothing happened.

They watched the screen, making occasional sarcastic comments about the people on it. But Megan kept changing position. Each time she did, her body seemed to move a little closer. Her shoulder pressed against his arm. Her thigh came to rest against his. Whenever she leaned across him for her drink, the neckline of her dress offered another distracting glimpse of her cleavage.

Steve tried to convince himself it was accidental.

Then Megan shifted again, deliberately pressing the side of one breast against his arm.

He looked at her.

She continued watching the television with an expression of perfect innocence.

“You comfortable?” he asked.

“Very.”

“Good.”

A few minutes later, she did it again. This time, her breast remained pressed against him.

Steve could feel himself hardening inside his pants. He adjusted the cushion in his lap, but the movement drew Megan’s attention downward. She glanced at the increasingly obvious bulge before slowly lifting her eyes back to his.

There was amusement in them now.

“Something distracting you?” she asked.

“You know exactly what you’re doing.”

“Do I?”

“Yes.”

Megan turned off the television.

The sudden silence made Steve’s heartbeat seem unnaturally loud. She placed the remote on the nightstand before shifting onto her knees beside him.

“I thought you were enjoying the show,” he said.

“I was enjoying something else more.”

She rested one hand against his chest and leaned closer. Steve caught the faint scent of her perfume as her face stopped inches from his.

“So,” she murmured, “are you going to kiss me, or do I have to do absolutely everything?”

Steve did not need to be asked twice.

He lifted a hand to her cheek and closed the distance between them. Their first kiss was softer than he had imagined, little more than a tentative meeting of their lips. Megan pulled back just far enough to look into his eyes.

Then she kissed him again.

This time there was nothing tentative about it.

Her lips parted beneath his, and Steve felt her hand slide around the back of his neck, drawing him closer. He turned toward her as the kiss deepened, his other hand settling carefully at her waist.

Megan pressed herself against him.

Years of suppressed attraction broke loose at once. Steve kissed her with increasing hunger, and Megan answered with equal intensity. Her fingers moved into his hair. His hand traveled from her waist to the curve of her back, pulling her closer until her breasts were crushed against his chest.

She gave a quiet sound against his mouth that drove every rational thought from his head.

Megan shifted one leg over him and settled across his lap. The movement pressed his erection firmly between them. She must have felt it, but instead of pulling away, she rocked her hips forward once.

Steve’s breath caught.

Megan did it again, slower this time.

He could no longer pretend any of this was accidental.

Their mouths met once more. Steve’s hand moved up her side, hesitating when it reached the lower curve of her breast. Megan did not stop him. Instead, she arched subtly into his touch.

Taking that as permission, he slid his palm higher and cupped her breast through the tight material of her dress.

The sensation almost overwhelmed him.

Her breast filled his hand, soft and heavy beneath the fabric. Steve squeezed gently, and Megan inhaled sharply through her nose. Her nipple had already hardened, pressing against the dress beneath his thumb. When he brushed over it, she tightened her grip on his hair and kissed him even more deeply.

Encouraged, Steve explored her more confidently. His fingers closed around the fullness of her breast while his thumb traced the stiff outline of her nipple. Megan’s hips moved against him again, creating a slow, delicious pressure through their clothes.

For several breathless seconds, she seemed every bit as lost in it as he was.

Then Steve’s other hand began moving toward her opposite breast.

Megan caught his wrist.

She broke the kiss and pulled back, breathing hard. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, and the look in her eyes made it clear that stopping had required some effort from her too.

“That’s enough,” she said.

Steve stared at her, still struggling to catch his breath. His hand remained cupped around her breast.

“Enough?”

“For tonight.”

She lifted his hand away and placed it against his own chest. Then she climbed off his lap, leaving his erection straining painfully against the front of his pants.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I’m completely serious.”

“You were the one grinding against me.”

“I know.”

“And you let me touch you.”

“I did.” Megan smoothed the front of her dress, a satisfied little smile appearing on her face. “And you enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

Steve gave a disbelieving laugh. “What do you think?”

“I think you enjoyed it so much that you’ve forgotten the conversation we had less than an hour ago.”

He looked at her.

“We’re taking this slowly,” she reminded him. “I decide how far we go and when we stop.”

Understanding settled over him. This was not rejection. She had wanted the kissing and had enjoyed his hands on her, but she also wanted him to experience what it meant for her to control the pace.

“You planned this,” he said.

“Not all of it.” Megan glanced at his lap. “I didn’t realize kissing you would have quite such an obvious effect.”

Steve reached for the cushion again.

“Don’t hide it.” Her tone was playful but unexpectedly firm. “I like knowing I did that to you.”

She allowed him to remain exposed beneath her gaze for another few seconds before getting off the bed.

“It’s getting late,” she said. “You should go home.”

Steve remained where he was. “You invite me upstairs, climb onto my lap, let me feel your breasts, and now you’re throwing me out?”

“I’m not throwing you out. I’m ending our first date while you still desperately want another one.”

“That’s cruel.”

“Maybe a little.”

Megan held out her hand. Steve took it and allowed her to pull him to his feet. Standing only made the state of his erection more obvious. Her eyes dropped toward it once more, and her smile became distinctly mischievous.

She led him downstairs, pausing at the front door.

Despite everything she had just said, Steve leaned in for one final kiss. At the last second, Megan turned her head, leaving his lips to land against her cheek.

“You’ve already had your goodnight kiss,” she whispered.

Steve drew back. “That hardly seems fair.”

“I never promised to be fair.”

She opened the door, then glanced down at the front of his pants one final time.

“You should probably take care of that when you get home.”

His eyebrows rose. “Are you giving me permission?”

“For tonight.” Megan stepped closer until her mouth was beside his ear. “But make sure you’re thinking about me when you do it.”

A fresh surge of arousal moved through him.

Megan pulled away wearing the most wicked smile he had ever seen on her face.

“Goodnight, Steve.”

Before he could respond, she gently pushed him outside and closed the door.


The Evening After

The following evening began in much the same way as their first date. Steve collected Megan shortly before eight, took her to another restaurant she had chosen, and spent most of dinner trying to determine whether she was deliberately flirting with him or merely enjoying his uncertainty.

This time, however, the nervousness between them had eased. They already knew they were exploring something more than friendship, and every casual touch carried a new significance. Megan rested her hand on his forearm while she laughed, allowed her foot to brush repeatedly against his beneath the table, and kissed him lightly before getting into his car.

By the time they returned to her house, Steve had been anticipating what might happen in her bedroom for most of the evening.

They settled onto her bed with another episode of Megan’s reality show playing in the background. Neither of them paid much attention to it. Megan sat close enough that their thighs touched, occasionally glancing at Steve with a private smile.

“You’re being very well behaved tonight,” she said.

“I learned my lesson.”

“What lesson was that?”

“That you like leaving me frustrated.”

Megan laughed. “I thought you enjoyed yourself.”

“I did. Right up until you threw me out.”

“I didn’t throw you out. I sent you home wanting more.”

“That sounds like the same thing.”

“It clearly worked. You came back.”

Before Steve could answer, Megan leaned forward and kissed him.

He responded immediately, one hand settling against her waist as their mouths opened together. The kiss was less tentative than those they had shared the previous night. Megan already knew how he responded to her, and Steve no longer had to wonder whether she genuinely wanted him.

She shifted closer and placed one knee across his thighs. Steve drew her onto his lap, but this time she came willingly, wrapping her arms around his neck as the kiss deepened.

His hands traveled slowly up her back. When his fingers reached the clasp of her bra beneath her top, he paused.

Megan felt the hesitation and drew back just far enough to look at him.

“Well?” she whispered.

“You said you decide what I’m allowed to touch.”

“I did.”

“So I’m waiting.”

Her expression softened with approval. She took his right hand and deliberately placed it against her breast.

“You can touch.”

Steve kissed her again as his fingers closed around the fullness of her breast. Even through her top and bra, the sensation was enough to send an immediate rush of heat through him. Megan pressed herself into his palm, allowing him to squeeze and explore her more confidently than the previous night.

When his thumb passed over her nipple, he felt it harden beneath the fabric.

Megan exhaled against his mouth. The quiet sound encouraged him, and his other hand rose to cup her opposite breast. For the next several minutes, she allowed him to touch both of them while they kissed. Occasionally she rocked her hips against his lap, making his erection press more firmly against her.

This time, she made no attempt to hide the fact that she could feel it.

One of her hands moved from the back of his neck and began traveling slowly down his chest. Her fingertips passed over his stomach before coming to rest near the waistband of his pants.

Steve’s entire body tensed in anticipation.

Megan continued kissing him while lightly tracing the edge of his belt. Her fingers drifted lower, brushing across his hip and then the inside of his thigh. Each movement brought her closer to the erection straining against the front of his pants, but she repeatedly stopped just short of touching it.

Steve tried to remain patient.

Her hand moved upward again. This time, her fingertips came close enough to graze the fabric beside his cock before retreating toward his stomach.

The teasing became impossible to ignore.

Steve caught her wrist and began guiding her hand downward.

Megan immediately stopped kissing him.

“No.”

The word was quiet, but the firmness of it made him release her wrist at once.

“Sorry,” he said. “I thought you were—”

“I know what you thought.”

She remained seated across his lap, studying him. She did not appear angry. If anything, the faint curve of her lips suggested she had been waiting to see what he would do.

“You kept moving your hand toward it,” Steve said.

“I was teasing you.”

“It worked.”

“I can tell.”

Her gaze dropped between them. Steve’s erection was pressing so prominently against his pants that there was no possibility of concealing it.

Megan placed her hand against his stomach again and slowly dragged her fingertips toward his belt. Steve remained completely still this time, watching her.

She slipped one finger beneath the waistband of his pants.

His breath caught.

Then, just before her hand could move any lower, she withdrew it.

“You don’t get to move my hand for me,” she said.

“I understand.”

“Do you?”

“Yes. You decide.”

The answer brought a satisfied smile to her face.

“Good.”

Megan climbed off his lap, leaving him painfully aroused. Steve stared at her in disbelief as she straightened her clothes and picked up the remote.

“That’s it?”

“For tonight.”

“You’re stopping now?”

“You tried to rush me.” She turned off the television. “Consider this a reminder of our agreement.”

“I stopped as soon as you said no.”

“You did,” she acknowledged. “And I liked that. But next time, let me decide where my hand goes.”

Steve looked down at the obvious bulge in his pants. “You realize I’m going to be thinking about where it almost went for the rest of the night.”

“That’s rather the point.”

She leaned down and kissed him again, slow and deep enough to renew every bit of desire she had just left unresolved. As Steve reached for her, Megan caught both his hands and held them against the bed until she ended the kiss.

“Next time,” she whispered, “if you’re patient and let me stay in control, perhaps I’ll do more than tease.”

She released him and walked toward the bedroom door.

Steve remained sitting on the bed for several seconds, trying to recover enough composure to follow her. Megan waited in the doorway, openly amused by the effect she had produced.

At the front door, she gave him one final kiss.

“Are you going to give me permission to take care of this again?” he asked, glancing down.

Megan pretended to consider it.

“Yes,” she eventually said. “But only because you stopped when I told you to.”

“And I should think about you?”

“Who else would you possibly be thinking about?”

She pushed him gently onto the porch.

“Goodnight, Steve. Next time, keep your hands off mine and you might finally find out what they can do.”

The door closed, leaving him outside, thoroughly teased and already desperate for their next date.

Work kept Steve late on both Wednesday and Thursday, preventing him from seeing Megan. The interruption should have given him space to regain some perspective. Instead, the distance only intensified his anticipation.

Megan sent messages throughout both days. Most were innocent—questions about his internship, complaints about being bored at home, and suggestions for what they could do over the weekend. Occasionally, however, she slipped in something deliberately provocative.

Have you been thinking about me?

A few minutes later:

Or were you thinking about my tits? Be honest.

Steve answered honestly.

Megan replied with nothing more than a smiling emoji and:

Good. I like knowing that.

Each night, Steve lay in bed replaying everything they had done. He remembered the weight of her on his lap, the softness of her breasts beneath his hands, and the maddening journey of her fingers toward his waistband. He masturbated while imagining how it might have felt if she had moved her hand those final few inches.

Even after he came, the frustration remained. What he wanted was not merely release. He wanted Megan to be the one touching him.

By Friday, he was desperate to see her again.

Megan had planned their entire evening: dinner at another fashionable restaurant followed by a ballet performance that lasted almost two and a half hours. Ballet would never have been Steve’s first choice, but Megan appeared captivated by it. Watching her lean forward whenever the music swelled was considerably more interesting than anything happening onstage.

She had worn a fitted red dress for the occasion. The material followed every curve of her body, and the neckline offered just enough cleavage to keep distracting him whenever she turned to whisper something in his ear.

By the end of the performance, Steve had no idea what the story had been about.

He did, however, know exactly how many times Megan’s hand had rested on his thigh.

When they returned to her house, she led him directly upstairs. Her parents had already gone to bed, leaving the house quiet around them. Megan closed her bedroom door, removed her heels, and sat beside Steve on the edge of the bed.

“So?” she asked. “Did you enjoy it?”

“The ballet?”

“That was generally the point of going.”

Steve pretended to consider his answer. “I enjoyed watching you enjoy it.”

“That means you hated it.”

“I didn’t hate it.”

“You spent half the performance staring at my legs.”

“You kept putting your hand on mine.”

Megan smiled. “Perhaps I was rewarding you for being patient.”

“Is the reward over?”

“That depends.”

“On what?”

“Whether you’ve learned to let me decide what happens.”

Steve looked at her. “I didn’t move your hand once tonight.”

“No, you were very good.”

The words carried a teasing note of approval that affected him more strongly than he wanted to admit.

Megan reached up and loosened his tie. She drew it slowly from beneath his collar before placing it on the bed. Then she unfastened the top button of his shirt.

Steve remained still, allowing her to continue.

“That’s better,” she murmured.

She opened another button and then another, taking her time until his shirt hung loose. Her fingertips moved across the exposed skin of his chest before she leaned forward and kissed him.

The kiss became passionate almost immediately.

Steve slid one hand around her waist but resisted the urge to pull her onto his lap. Megan seemed to notice his restraint. Without breaking the kiss, she took both his hands and placed them against her hips.

“You can touch me,” she whispered.

He drew her closer.

Megan climbed onto his lap, settling across him as their mouths met again. Her breasts pressed against his chest while she moved slowly against the erection already forming inside his pants. This time, Steve waited until she guided one of his hands upward before cupping her breast through the red dress.

She rewarded him with a soft moan.

His fingers explored the shape he was beginning to know, squeezing gently before his thumb brushed over her nipple. Megan arched into his hand, encouraging him to do it again. Soon he was touching both breasts while she kissed him, her hips moving against his lap in a rhythm that made restraint increasingly difficult.

For several minutes, she allowed him everything she had permitted on their previous date. Then she caught the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his shoulders.

Steve helped her remove it.

Megan sat back and looked at his bare chest. Her gaze traveled slowly downward toward his belt before rising to meet his eyes again.

“Stand up,” she said.

Steve obeyed.

She remained seated on the bed, still completely dressed, while he stood between her knees without his shirt. The imbalance immediately made him feel exposed.

Megan ran her hands over his stomach, tracing the faint lines of muscle before hooking one finger into the waistband of his pants. She gave it a gentle tug, drawing him half a step closer.

“I want to see the rest of you,” she said.

Steve gave a nervous laugh. “While you stay fully dressed?”

“For now.”

“That seems slightly unfair.”

“I told you I wasn’t going to be fair.”

Her finger remained inside his waistband. She could probably feel the tension in his body and see the prominent shape of his erection beneath his pants.

When Steve made no move toward his belt, Megan looked up at him.

“Are you nervous?”

“A little.”

“Why?”

“You know why.”

“I might.” Her fingertip traveled along the edge of his waistband. “Chloe and I spoke yesterday.”

Steve closed his eyes briefly. “Of course you did.”

“She was very informative.”

“She usually is.”

Megan’s smile widened. “She told me about the two of you.”

“That happened years ago.”

“I know. She also told me that you’ve improved considerably since then. Apparently, one of your college girlfriends spoke to her at a party.”

That was unexpected. “She said that?”

“She said you were attentive, eager to please, and much better with your mouth than she remembered.”

Steve felt some of his embarrassment ease. “That sounds slightly more complimentary than I expected.”

“It wasn’t all complimentary.”

There it was.

“What else did she say?”

Megan allowed the question to hang between them. Her eyes dropped toward the front of his pants.

“She told me you were rather sensitive.”

“I was eighteen and having sex for the first time.”

“She also said you weren’t especially large.”

Steve’s body tightened.

Megan looked up at him again, studying his reaction rather than laughing at it.

“Does it bother you that she told me?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

The question was direct. Steve could have stepped away, picked up his shirt, and ended the evening. Instead, he looked down at Megan in her red dress, one finger still caught inside his waistband, and felt his embarrassment becoming tangled with arousal.

“No,” he admitted.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

Megan removed her finger from his waistband and leaned back on her hands.

“Then take off your pants.”

Steve’s heart began to pound.

She waited, watching him without offering any help. The quiet confidence in her expression made it clear that she expected him to follow the instruction, but the choice remained his.

Steve reached for his belt.

He unfastened it slowly, followed by the button and zipper of his pants. Megan’s gaze never left his hands. When he pushed the pants down, his erection remained confined only by his boxer briefs.

Megan’s eyes settled on the prominent shape beneath the thin fabric.

“Those too,” she said.

Steve hesitated for one final second before hooking his thumbs into the waistband and lowering them.

His hard cock sprang free.

Megan’s eyes widened slightly. She looked from his erection to his face and then back again, taking her time in a way that made Steve acutely aware that he was now standing completely naked in front of her while she remained dressed for an expensive evening out.

She did not laugh.

That somehow made the silence even more intense.

Megan leaned closer, studying him with open curiosity. Steve could feel his cock twitch beneath her gaze, which finally drew a slow smile from her.

“So Chloe was telling the truth,” she murmured.

Steve’s face grew hot. “Disappointed?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

She reached toward him, stopping with her fingertips less than an inch from his erection. For one breathless moment, Steve expected her to touch it.

Instead, Megan withdrew her hand.

“Come and lie down,” she said, opening the drawer of her nightstand. “I want to measure my cute little cock for myself.”

The possessive word affected Steve almost as strongly as the insult.

My cute little cock.

A sharp pulse of embarrassment passed through him, so intense that it felt almost physical. He had expected Megan to notice his size, but hearing her acknowledge it so openly reached directly into the insecurity Chloe had created years earlier.

Yet his erection did not soften.

If anything, the sight of Megan sitting fully dressed beside his naked body made him even harder.

Steve lay back against the pillows as she instructed. Megan shifted closer until her thigh rested beside his ribs, giving him another tantalizing view down the front of her red dress. The difference between them felt almost absurd. She remained perfectly composed and completely covered while he lay exposed beneath her gaze.

Megan reached into the nightstand and produced a clear plastic ruler.

“You actually prepared for this?” Steve asked.

“I became curious after speaking to Chloe.”

“That conversation is becoming more humiliating by the minute.”

“You could always tell me to stop.”

Steve looked at the ruler and then at her face. The amusement in her eyes was obvious, but so was the question beneath it. She was waiting to see whether he genuinely wanted to continue.

His pride told him to get dressed.

The rest of him wanted to discover exactly what she intended to do.

“Don’t stop,” he said.

Megan’s smile returned.

“Good answer.”

She wrapped her fingers gently around the base of his cock to hold it still. It was the first time she had touched him there, and even that practical contact sent a powerful shiver through his body.

“Stay still,” she instructed.

“I’m trying.”

Megan placed the ruler alongside his erection and leaned down to examine the measurement. Her hair fell forward across one shoulder, brushing his stomach. Steve stared at the exposed curve of her cleavage while he waited for her verdict.

“Four point eight inches,” she announced.

Steve closed his eyes briefly. “So, basically five.”

Megan looked up at him. “That sounds like something a man with a four-point-eight-inch cock would say.”

“It rounds up.”

“Only if I decide to be generous.”

She returned her attention to his erection, studying it with an openness that made him feel more exposed than the nudity itself.

“It really is smaller than I expected,” she said.

Steve felt the familiar sting of Chloe’s insult. “Disappointed?”

“I didn’t say that.” Megan lightly ran one fingertip along the underside of his shaft. “I said it was small.”

The touch made his cock twitch.

Megan noticed immediately.

Her eyes lifted to his face. “You liked that.”

“You touched me.”

“No.” She repeated the slow stroke, watching his reaction carefully. “I mean you liked hearing me call it small.”

“I don’t think liked is the right word.”

“But you’re getting harder.”

Steve had no answer. His embarrassment was undeniable, but so was the arousal tangled around it. Megan appeared fascinated by the contradiction.

She opened the drawer again and removed an empty cardboard toilet-paper tube.

Steve stared at it. “Why do you have that in your bedroom?”

“Chloe told me about the toilet-roll test.”

“Of course she did.”

“I wanted to see whether she was exaggerating.”

Before Steve could protest, Megan carefully slipped the tube over the head of his cock. It passed down his shaft without resistance, leaving a visible gap between his erection and the cardboard.

Megan’s eyebrows rose.

“Oh.”

“That doesn’t prove anything.”

“It proves it fits.”

“It would fit over plenty of guys.”

“Perhaps.” She gently moved the tube once, demonstrating the space around him. “But I don’t think it’s supposed to fit this easily.”

Steve’s face burned. He had never imagined that his first intimate experience with Megan would involve lying naked beneath her while she conducted experiments on his penis.

Still, he made no attempt to stop her.

Megan removed the tube and placed it beside the ruler. Then she curled her hand loosely around his shaft. Her fingers met with room to spare.

“It isn’t only the length,” she said thoughtfully. “You’re quite slim too.”

Steve swallowed. “You’ve made your point.”

“Have I?”

“Yes. It’s small.”

Megan’s gaze rose to meet his. “Say it properly.”

He hesitated. The request should have annoyed him. Instead, anticipation tightened through his body.

“My cock is small.”

The words were difficult to say aloud, particularly while Megan was holding it. Her expression shifted as she heard them, the playful amusement becoming something darker and more excited.

“And how does it feel to have me examining it?”

“Embarrassing.”

“Do you want me to let go?”

Steve looked down at her hand.

“No.”

Megan smiled slowly. “That’s what I thought.”

She gave him one gentle stroke—just enough to make his hips tense—before releasing him completely. His cock remained upright between them, painfully hard despite everything she had said.

“For the record, it’s definitely the smallest one I’ve had,” Megan told him. “Most of the men I’ve been with were over six inches. A couple were considerably bigger.”

“Leon?”

Her smile supplied the answer before she spoke.

“Leon was almost eight.”

Steve’s stomach tightened as he imagined the difference. The jealousy should have diminished his arousal, but Megan was still watching his erection with that fascinated smile, and his body refused to cooperate.

She leaned closer until her lips were near his ear.

“Those men knew how to make me cum with their cocks,” she whispered. “You might not have that particular advantage.”

The humiliation struck him again. Megan allowed it to settle before drawing back and looking into his eyes.

“So I suppose we’ll have to discover what else you’re good at.”

Her gaze moved deliberately from his cock to his mouth.

“I really hope you know how to use your tongue, Steve.”

Megan held his gaze after the words left her mouth.


Aftermath

The room seemed unusually quiet. The ruler and cardboard tube still lay on the bed beside them, physical evidence of the examination Steve had just willingly endured. His face remained hot with embarrassment, yet his cock stood harder than it had before she measured it.

Megan looked down and noticed.

“You still want me,” she said.

It was not a question.

Steve swallowed. “Yes.”

“Even after everything I just said?”

“Yes.”

Her expression changed again. Until now, the humiliation had carried a playful quality, as though Megan were experimenting with a new way of teasing him. But something in his answer appeared to embolden her. The smile that followed was slower and more confident.

“Interesting.”

Megan stood beside the bed.

Steve watched as she reached beneath the hem of her red dress and caught the waistband of her panties. She drew them gradually down her thighs, revealing one tantalizing glimpse of bare skin at a time while the rest of her remained covered.

The contrast made the moment feel even more intimate. Megan still wore the dress she had chosen for their expensive evening—the fitted bodice, short skirt, and carefully arranged neckline—while Steve remained completely naked beneath her. She looked ready to return to the restaurant. He looked as though he had been prepared for her private amusement.

Her panties reached her ankles. Megan stepped out of them and picked them up with one finger.

Steve stared.

“Would you like to see what you’ve been earning?” she asked.

His mouth had gone dry. “Yes.”

She placed the panties on his bare chest.

The fabric was still warm.

Steve drew a sharp breath as Megan climbed back onto the bed. She settled across his thighs first, keeping the skirt of her dress arranged around her legs so that he could see almost nothing beneath it.

Then she began moving upward.

Her knees passed either side of his hips. The hem of her dress brushed over his erection as she positioned herself above him, and Steve felt the warmth of her naked body hovering only inches away.

His heartbeat accelerated.

Megan gathered the front of her dress in one hand and raised it just enough for him to see between her thighs. It was the first unobstructed view he had ever had of her pussy.

For years, he had imagined this moment. He had pictured Megan naked beneath him, her legs spread as she welcomed him inside. He had imagined possessing the body he had wanted since adolescence.

The reality was very different.

She was still almost entirely dressed, looking down at him while he lay exposed and motionless beneath her. Nothing about the position suggested that he possessed anything. Megan controlled what he could see, what he could touch, and how long he was permitted to see it.

“Beautiful,” Steve whispered.

Megan’s lips curved into a pleased smile.

“I know.”

She shifted forward until her naked pussy hovered directly above his cock. Steve felt her heat before she touched him. The sensation alone caused his erection to twitch against his stomach.

Megan lowered herself slowly.

Her wet pussy settled over the length of his cock, trapping it flat against his abdomen. Both of them inhaled sharply at the contact. Steve could feel the soft pressure of her lips surrounding his shaft and the slick warmth spreading along his skin.

For one glorious second, he believed she was going to lift her hips, position the head at her entrance, and finally allow him inside her.

His hands moved instinctively toward her waist.

Megan caught both wrists.

“No touching yet.”

Steve let his hands fall back onto the bed.

“Good,” she murmured.

Keeping his cock pinned beneath her, Megan rolled her hips forward. Her pussy slid slowly along his shaft, covering him in her wetness. The movement was controlled and deliberate, providing just enough friction to make his entire body tense.

She rocked back again.

Steve groaned.

The sound made Megan pause. She looked down at him, clearly savoring his reaction.

“Is that what you thought was going to happen?” she asked. “Did you think I was finally going to let you fuck me?”

“For a second.”

“With this?”

She pressed her hips down, trapping his cock more firmly beneath her.

The humiliation struck instantly. Steve knew she could feel every inch of him caught between their bodies. There was no concealing his size from her now, no flattering angle or hopeful rounding of the measurement. Megan’s pussy covered almost the entire length of him without him ever entering her.

He should have wanted to push her away.

Instead, his hips lifted helplessly, seeking more friction.

Megan smiled.

“You really do like being teased about it.”

“I like having you on top of me.”

“That isn’t quite the same thing.”

She rolled her hips once more, slowly dragging her wet pussy from the base of his cock to the head. Steve’s breath caught as pleasure surged through him.

Then she stopped.

His cock remained painfully hard against his stomach, slick from the single deliberate glide of her body. Megan lifted herself just far enough to remove the pressure.

Steve expected her to move back and take him inside.

Instead, she crawled higher.

Understanding reached him only when her knees came to rest on either side of his shoulders.

“Megan…”

“You said you didn’t want me to stop.”

“I don’t.”

“Then show me what else you’re good at.”

She lowered herself toward his face.

Steve caught one final glimpse of her expression—flushed, excited, and newly aware of the control she held—before her pussy filled his vision. The hem of her red dress descended around his head, shutting out the room and plunging him into warm, perfumed darkness.

The transformation was overwhelming.

A moment earlier, he had been staring up at the woman he had desired for years, believing he might finally have sex with her. Now he was hidden beneath her dress with her naked pussy pressed against his mouth, while his untouched cock remained hard and useless below them.

Megan lowered more of her weight onto him.

Steve opened his mouth instinctively.

The first taste of her sent a shudder through his body. He slid his tongue between her wet lips, searching for her clit. Megan responded with a low moan and an immediate movement of her hips.

“That’s it,” she whispered.

Her voice reached him through the fabric as though from somewhere outside the private darkness she had created. Steve could hear the change in her breathing and the faint creak of the mattress beneath her knees. Those sounds became his only guide.

He pressed his tongue more firmly against her.

Megan’s hips moved again, drawing her pussy slowly across his mouth. She was not merely allowing him to pleasure her. She was using him, setting the rhythm herself and controlling the pressure as confidently as she had controlled every other part of the evening.

Steve gripped the bedsheets.

A fresh wave of humiliation passed through him as he remembered her comparison. Leon had been almost eight inches. Other men had made Megan cum with cocks considerably larger than his. Steve had been measured, tested, and declared the smallest man she had experienced.

And now she was making him prove that his mouth could compensate.

The thought should have destroyed his arousal.

Instead, his cock throbbed against his stomach.

Megan felt his tongue find her clit and gave a sharper moan. Her hand reached beneath the dress and settled in his hair, holding his face exactly where she wanted it.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. “Right there.”

Steve worked his tongue faster, driven by an unfamiliar need to prove himself. Each sound she made felt like a small victory over every humiliating thing she had said. If he could make her lose control—if he could make her cum harder than those supposedly superior men had—then perhaps his size would not matter.

Megan seemed to sense his determination.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, beginning to rock more insistently against his mouth. “Show me how badly you want to satisfy me.”

Her fingers tightened in his hair. Steve could barely move his head now; he could only keep his mouth open and let her use his tongue exactly as she wanted.

Then her voice dropped into the same soft, taunting register she had used while holding the ruler against him.

“If your little cock can’t make me cum, your mouth will have to do it instead.”

The words sent another painful rush of shame through him.

His erection became even harder.

Megan felt the change in his body beneath her and laughed breathlessly.

“You really do like that, don’t you?” she whispered. “Being told that your cock isn’t enough?”

Steve could not answer with her pussy pressed against his mouth.

Megan rolled her hips over his tongue again.

“Good. Then prove you can still satisfy me.”

The words cut more deeply than Steve expected.

Hidden beneath her dress, with Megan’s pussy pressed against his mouth, he felt a sudden pressure behind his eyes. This was the woman he had wanted for years—the woman whose approval mattered more to him than anyone else’s—and she had just confirmed the insecurity he had spent most of his adult life trying to overcome.

His cock was not enough for her.

The thought hurt.

But when Megan repeated it, rolling her hips slowly across his mouth as she told him to prove his value with his tongue, Steve felt his erection throb against his stomach.

That was the part he could not understand.

Every humiliating word seemed to divide him in two. One part wanted to escape the darkness beneath her dress, cover himself, and pretend this night had never happened. The other wanted Megan to keep talking to him exactly like that. He wanted to hear the contemptuous affection in her voice. He wanted to feel her using his mouth while his supposedly inadequate cock remained untouched below her.

Most of all, he wanted to prove that she was right to keep him.

Megan ground her clit against his tongue.

Steve stopped thinking and concentrated entirely on her pleasure.

He listened to every change in her breathing and adjusted himself accordingly. When a firm upward stroke made her thighs tighten around his head, he repeated it. When she moaned and pulled his hair, he kept exactly the same rhythm rather than rushing.

“That’s better,” Megan breathed. “You really are eager to prove yourself.”

Her words produced another pulse of embarrassment, but Steve no longer fought it. He allowed the feeling to drive him, turning his humiliation into determination.

He pressed his tongue deeper between her wet lips before returning to her clit. Megan rocked against him, using his mouth with increasing confidence. The fabric of her dress held the heat around his face, trapping him in darkness with the scent and taste of her.

Nothing existed outside that small, private space.

There was only Megan’s body, her voice, and the relentless ache of his untouched erection.

“Right there,” she gasped.

Steve focused on the place that had drawn the strongest reaction. He circled her clit with his tongue, then flattened it and applied steady pressure as her hips moved more urgently.

Megan’s control began to fracture.

Her breathing grew ragged. The taunting confidence disappeared from her voice, replaced by broken moans she could no longer suppress. Her fingers clenched in his hair, holding him firmly in place while she rode his mouth.

“That’s it,” she groaned. “Don’t stop.”

Steve gripped the sheets and maintained the rhythm.

Megan’s thighs tightened around his head.

“Oh, fuck…”

Her hips faltered, then moved again with increasing desperation.

“Yes. Just like that.”

Steve could feel her trembling above him. He worked his tongue faster, determined to take her all the way. For the first time that night, Megan was no longer calmly directing everything he did. Her body had taken control from her, and knowing he was responsible gave Steve a sudden surge of confidence.

He might have the smallest cock she had experienced, but this pleasure belonged entirely to him.

Megan dragged his face more tightly against her.

“Fuck my pussy with your mouth,” she gasped. “Show me what my little cock could never do.”

The humiliation and praise collided inside him.

Steve drove his tongue into her before returning immediately to her swollen clit. Megan cried out, her entire body tensing above him.

“Oh, fuck—Steve, I’m cumming!”

Her orgasm struck with enough force to break the rhythm of her hips. She froze over his mouth, thighs trembling as wave after wave passed through her. Steve continued licking her gently, drawing out every shudder until the hand in his hair loosened.

For several seconds, Megan remained above him, breathing hard.

Then she slowly lifted herself away.

Cool air reached Steve’s damp face as the red fabric slid upward and the bedroom returned around him. After the close darkness beneath her dress, the lamplight seemed almost painfully bright.

Megan moved back down the bed and sat beside his waist. She smoothed her dress over her thighs, restoring its neat appearance as though nothing unusual had happened.

The contrast between them was striking.

She remained dressed, flushed and thoroughly satisfied. Steve was still completely naked, his face wet and his four-point-eight-inch cock standing painfully hard against his stomach without having received more than a few seconds of attention all night.

Megan looked at him.

Her satisfied smile faded slightly when she noticed the moisture around his eyes.

“Was that too much?” she asked.

Steve knew she was not referring to the physical act.

He took a moment before answering. The humiliation still hurt, but beneath that discomfort was a level of arousal unlike anything he had experienced before. More importantly, when he thought about stopping, he realized that was not what he wanted.

“No,” he said.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes.” Steve met her gaze. “It was embarrassing. But I didn’t want you to stop.”

Megan studied him for another moment, making certain she believed him.

Then her smile slowly returned.

“I’m glad.”

She traced one fingertip down the center of his chest, stopping several inches above his erection.

“I’ve never cum that hard from someone’s mouth before,” she admitted.

Pride moved through him before he could prevent it.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.” Her gaze dropped toward his cock. “Perhaps Chloe was right about you being eager to please.”

Steve gave her a tired smile. “Is that supposed to be a compliment?”

“It is from me.”

Her finger continued downward until it reached the base of his stomach. Steve’s cock twitched in anticipation, but Megan carefully avoided touching it.

He looked from her hand to her face.

“Aren’t you going to do something about that?”

Megan pretended to consider the question.

“I haven’t decided.”

“You just used my face until you came.”

“And you did a very good job.”

“So?”

“So perhaps I’ll keep you.”

Steve stared at her. “Perhaps?”

Megan lightly tapped the ruler still lying beside them.

“Well, after that performance, I might be able to overlook the fact that my new boyfriend only has a four-point-eight-inch cock.”

She leaned down and kissed him, apparently unconcerned by the taste of herself still on his lips.

When she pulled away, her eyes were bright with satisfaction.

“That’s good news, isn’t it?”

Megan sat back and looked down at the result of everything she had done to him.

A clear bead of precum had gathered at the head of Steve’s cock and was beginning to run slowly down one side. His erection remained rigid against his stomach, flushed and visibly aching after being ignored while he brought her to orgasm.

Megan’s eyes followed the glistening trail.

“You really are desperate, aren’t you?”

Steve gave a breathless laugh. “You’ve been teasing me for most of the night.”

“And you’ve enjoyed every second.”

Before he could answer, Megan touched one fingertip to the head of his cock and collected the bead of precum. The contact was so slight that it should hardly have registered, yet Steve’s entire body shivered.

She noticed that too.

“Sensitive,” she murmured.

Megan slowly spread the moisture across the head, circling her fingertip around the most responsive spot. Steve’s hips lifted instinctively from the bed.

“Stay still.”

He forced himself back down.

The command seemed to please her. She repeated the gentle circle, watching his face rather than his cock. Steve clenched the sheets, trying not to react so obviously, but Megan’s touch had become almost unbearably intense after the long period of denial.

Then she wrapped her hand loosely around his shaft.

Steve groaned.

Megan began to stroke him with maddening slowness. Her grip remained light, and each movement covered his full length with ease. She was not giving him enough pressure to bring him quickly to orgasm, but she was providing exactly enough stimulation to keep his body straining for more.


The Contrast

The contrast between their positions made it even worse. Megan sat beside him in her elegant red dress, calm and satisfied after using his mouth to make herself cum. Steve remained naked beneath her, his face still damp and his cock completely dependent on the slightest movement of her hand.

He tried to push upward into her grip.

Megan immediately loosened her fingers.

“I said stay still.”

“Then touch me properly.”

“This is properly.” She gave him another slow stroke. “You’re simply impatient.”

Steve exhaled through clenched teeth as her thumb passed over the head. “You have no idea how close I am.”

“I think I have a very good idea.”

She slowed even further.

The sensation became a form of exquisite frustration. Every stroke made Steve believe the next might finally provide what he needed, but Megan repeatedly eased the pressure whenever his breathing changed.

She was learning him remarkably quickly.

Once she appeared confident that she could keep him balanced at the edge without letting him cross it, her attention returned to his face.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Now?”

Megan smiled. “Now seems like the perfect time.”

Her hand moved down his shaft and then slowly back up.

“How often do you masturbate?”

Steve’s first instinct was to avoid the question. It felt uncomfortably personal, even after everything they had just done.

“Fairly often.”

“That isn’t an answer.”

Her thumb circled the head again. Steve’s resistance weakened instantly.

“Most days.”

“Every day?”

“Usually.”

Megan appeared intrigued rather than shocked. “Once?”

“Most of the time.”

“And the rest of the time?”

She tightened her grip slightly and gave him two firmer strokes. Pleasure surged through Steve, destroying what remained of his caution.

“Sometimes twice.”

“Only twice?”

Steve hesitated.

Megan’s hand stopped.

He looked down at it. “Don’t stop.”

“Then answer me.”

The authority in her voice produced another unexpected rush of arousal.

“Occasionally three times,” he admitted. “If I’m especially horny.”

Megan resumed stroking him.

“So my new boyfriend spends an impressive amount of time playing with his little cock.”

Hearing her describe it that way made his face burn again. His erection pulsed visibly inside her hand.

“That reaction is becoming very predictable,” she said.

“I already told you I don’t understand it.”

“I think I’m beginning to.”

Her fingers glided slowly over him, using the precum to keep each movement smooth. Steve felt the pressure building steadily in his body.

“What do you think about while you do it?” she asked.

“Different things.”

“Such as?”

“Women I’ve been with. Things I’ve watched.”

“Other women?”

The question carried a sudden edge.

“Before we started dating,” Steve clarified.

Megan’s expression softened, although her hand continued its deliberate rhythm.

“Do you think about their bodies?”

“Sometimes.”

“The things they did with you?”

“Yes.”

She leaned closer.

“Do you imagine women with bigger cocks than yours?”

Steve looked at her sharply.

Megan smiled, pleased to have unsettled him. Her hand tightened just enough to send another wave of pleasure through him.

“I’ve never really thought about it like that.”

“You will now.”

The confidence with which she said it made his stomach tighten.

Megan watched him for another moment before asking the question she had clearly been approaching all along.

“What about me?”

Steve’s breathing had become uneven. “What about you?”

“Have you masturbated while thinking about me?”

He could have lied under ordinary circumstances. With Megan’s hand moving slowly along his cock and her blue eyes fixed on his, dishonesty seemed almost impossible.

“Yes.”

“How many times?”

“I don’t know.”

“That many?”

Steve closed his eyes as her thumb swept across the head again.

“Yes.”

Megan’s smile widened. “Even when I was with Leon?”

The mention of her ex introduced another sharp note of shame.

“Yes.”

“What did you imagine?”

“Megan…”

“Tell me.”

Her strokes became slightly faster.

Steve felt his orgasm beginning to gather. The combination of her touch, the interrogation, and the humiliation of confessing years of private fantasies was dismantling his self-control.

“I imagined seeing you naked.”

“What else?”

“Touching your breasts. Kissing you.”

“Fucking me?”

The bluntness of the question made his cock jerk inside her hand.

“Yes.”

“Did you imagine that little cock inside me while Leon was actually fucking me with nearly eight inches?”

Steve opened his eyes.

Megan was watching him with the same dark curiosity she had shown while measuring him. She wanted to see what the comparison did to him.

The answer was visible in his body.

“Oh,” she whispered. “You liked that one.”

Her hand accelerated.

Steve’s back arched from the bed. The orgasm rose with terrifying speed, pleasure tightening through his stomach and gathering at the base of his cock.

“I’m going to cum.”

Megan continued stroking.

“Are you?”

“Yes. Fuck, Megan—”

At the final possible moment, her hand disappeared.

Steve’s hips bucked uselessly into the air.

His cock pulsed violently, balanced on the brink of release but denied the final stimulation it needed. A broken sound escaped him as the orgasm hovered for several agonizing seconds before slowly beginning to recede.

Megan watched the entire reaction with fascination.

“No,” Steve pleaded. “Please.”

“Aww.” She traced one finger lightly along his inner thigh, careful not to touch his cock again. “Were you nearly there?”

“You know I was.”

“I wanted to see what would happen if I stopped.”

Steve stared at her in disbelief. His erection shook against his stomach, another bead of precum gathering at the tip.

“And?”

Megan smiled. “I liked it.”

She leaned down and kissed him softly, as though she had not just denied what would have been one of the most intense orgasms of his life.

When she drew back, her eyes returned to his cock.

“Do you really need to masturbate that often?” she asked.

Steve struggled to gather his thoughts. Every part of him was waiting for her hand to return.

“I’m horny a lot,” he said. “It takes the pressure off.”

Megan’s expression became thoughtful.

“Does it?”

“Yes.” He glanced pointedly at her hand. “And there’s quite a lot of pressure right now.”

Megan continued looking at him, but the playful amusement in her expression had given way to something more thoughtful.

“Leon said something, when I found out he was cheating,” she began.

Steve’s attention shifted from her hand to her face. “What?”

“He tried to explain why he slept with that girl.”

“I’m guessing his explanation was pathetic.”

“It was.” Megan traced one finger along Steve’s inner thigh, still avoiding his cock. “He said he had spent months looking at her, fantasizing about her, and masturbating while imagining what it would be like to fuck her. Then one night she knocked on his door, and he was so obsessed with the fantasy that he didn’t stop to think about what he was doing.”

Steve frowned. “That sounds like an excuse.”

“It was an excuse. He cheated because he wanted to.” Her expression tightened briefly. “But it made me think about something.”

“What?”

“You told me that you masturbate while thinking about other women.”

“I also told you that was before we started dating.”

“I know.” Megan’s fingertip reached the base of his stomach. “And you said you’ve spent years doing it while thinking about me.”

Steve’s embarrassment returned. “Are you angry about that?”

“No.” Her eyes moved toward his erection. “I think I like knowing how often you’ve wanted me.”

She finally wrapped her hand around his cock again.

Steve exhaled sharply as she resumed the same slow, carefully controlled strokes. After being denied so close to orgasm, even the light pressure of her fingers felt overwhelming.

“What I don’t like,” Megan continued, “is imagining you doing this while thinking about someone else.”

Her hand moved deliberately up his shaft.

Steve struggled to concentrate. “I’m not going to cheat on you because I have the occasional fantasy.”

“I didn’t say you would.”

“Then what are you saying?”

Megan leaned over him, bringing her face close to his while her hand continued its maddening rhythm.

“I’m saying that if you want me to be in control, I want this included.”

She gave him a firmer stroke.

Steve’s hips tensed. “Included in what?”

“In the things that belong to me.”

Her words landed with surprising force.

Megan looked down at the cock in her hand and then back into his eyes.

“From now on, I don’t want you masturbating unless I give you permission.”

Steve stared at her.

“You’re serious?”

“Completely.”

“That’s something I do almost every day.”

“I know. You just confessed everything.”

Her hand moved faster for several strokes before slowing again. Steve felt himself rising toward the edge once more.

“So you expect me to ask every time?”

“Yes.”

“And if you say no?”

“Then you wait.”

“For how long?”

“As long as I decide.”

The simple confidence of her answer sent another pulse of arousal through him. Megan felt his cock harden further inside her hand and smiled.

“You like the idea.”

“I’m not sure.”

“Your little cock seems fairly certain.”

She tightened her fingers and swept her thumb over the head. Steve’s breath broke apart.

“Fuck.”

Megan maintained the pressure for several seconds, watching pleasure dismantle his resistance.

“This is hardly a fair time to ask me,” he managed.

“No,” she agreed. “It probably isn’t.”

The admission surprised him.

Megan stopped stroking but kept her hand wrapped around him.

“You can say no, Steve. If you do, I’ll let go, you can get dressed, and we’ll talk about it tomorrow when you’re thinking clearly.”

The prospect of her removing her hand completely filled him with immediate dread.

“But if I say yes?”

Her fingers began moving again.

“Then you trust me to decide when you’re allowed to touch this.” She looked down at his cock. “You don’t masturbate unless I tell you that you can. You don’t make yourself cum without my permission.”

Her words gave shape to the dynamic that had been forming between them all evening. Megan had already controlled what he could see and touch. She had decided when he kissed her, when he held her breasts, and when he used his mouth on her. Now she wanted authority over the one part of his sexual pleasure he had always controlled himself.

It should have felt absurdly restrictive.

Instead, Steve imagined lying in bed, desperate and unable to touch himself because Megan had forbidden it. He imagined having to ask her permission and waiting while she decided whether he had earned release. The fantasy produced a level of arousal that answered the question before he did.

Megan noticed.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” she whispered.

Steve tried to hold onto some sense of caution. “What do I get in return?”

A slow smile spread across her face.

“You get me.”

“That’s slightly vague.”

“You get to continue earning your way into my bed. You get the chance to see these properly.”

With her free hand, Megan traced the neckline of her dress, drawing his attention to the breasts he had only touched through fabric.

“Eventually, you might feel them without anything between your hands and my skin. If you’re patient, I might put this little cock in my mouth.”

Her hand gave him another slow stroke.

Steve groaned.

“And if you’re very good,” she continued, “I might even let you put it inside me.”

The image overwhelmed what remained of his resistance.

“But all of that happens when I decide,” Megan said. “Not when you become impatient. Not because you’ve spent an evening fantasizing about me and decided to take care of yourself.”

She slowed her hand again, keeping him suspended just beneath orgasm.

“You said you wanted me in control. This is what that means.”

Steve looked at her face. He understood that his arousal was influencing him, but he also knew she had offered him a genuine opportunity to refuse. The sensible decision would have been to ask for time.

Instead, the thought of surrendering control to Megan made his cock pulse in her hand.

“What exactly do you want me to promise?” he asked.

Megan’s eyes brightened.

“That you won’t masturbate without my permission. That you won’t make yourself cum unless I have allowed it.”

“And that’s only while we’re together?”

“As long as you’re my boyfriend, yes.”

Steve took a breath.

“I promise.”

Megan gave him one firmer stroke. “Say all of it.”

“I promise I won’t masturbate or make myself cum unless you give me permission.”

The words made his surrender feel suddenly real. Megan held his gaze, her expression filled with a mixture of affection, triumph, and growing arousal.

“And if I tell you to wait?”

“I wait.”

“No matter how horny you are?”

Steve looked down at her hand moving around his cock.

“No matter how horny I am.”

Megan smiled.

“Good boy.”

The praise sent a shudder through him.

“Now, because you trusted me enough to agree,” she whispered, increasing the speed of her hand, “I promise I’ll let you cum tonight.”

Megan stroked him faster for several seconds, watching as hope and urgency transformed his expression.

Then she let go.

Steve’s cock continued pulsing in the empty space where her hand had been. He stared at her, unable to understand why she had stopped again.

Megan leaned down and kissed his cheek.

“Go ahead,” she said. “You have my permission to finish.”

It took him a moment to understand.

“You want me to do it myself?”

“I said I would let you cum.” Her eyes glittered with amusement. “I never said I would make you cum.”

Steve gave a strained laugh. “You cannot be serious.”

“I am.” Megan moved back and settled comfortably against the headboard, arranging the skirt of her red dress over her thighs. “I want to watch.”

The ruler, cardboard tube, and discarded panties remained on the bed beside her. Together, they made the evening feel less like Steve’s first sexual encounter with his new girlfriend and more like some private examination she had designed for him.

He looked down at his body.

His cock stood rigid against his stomach, wet with precum and aching from repeated denial. Megan had touched it, measured it, mocked it, and kept it balanced on the edge of orgasm. Now she expected him to masturbate in front of her while she remained completely dressed.

The thought was mortifying.

He had masturbated hundreds of times, but it had always been private. Even his previous girlfriends had never simply sat and watched him do it. The act suddenly felt more intimate than anything Megan had already permitted.

“You don’t have to,” she said.

Steve looked at her.

“My permission means you’re allowed to cum. It doesn’t mean you’re required to.” She crossed one leg over the other. “You can get dressed and go home like this if you’d rather.”

His cock twitched at the prospect.

Megan noticed and smiled.

“That’s what I thought.”

Steve remained motionless for another moment. He understood the choice she was giving him. He could preserve what remained of his dignity and leave painfully frustrated, or he could accept the humiliation and finally receive the release his body was demanding.

He reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock.

Megan’s smile deepened.

“There you go.”

The first stroke sent pleasure surging through him. Steve closed his eyes instinctively, retreating toward the familiar privacy of his imagination.

“Look at me,” Megan said.

His eyes opened.

“If you’re going to do this in front of me, I want to see your face.”

Steve held her gaze and stroked himself again.

“That’s better.”

Megan watched with undisguised fascination. Her attention moved between his hand and his expression, studying every reaction as though she were learning another part of him.

Steve began with slow strokes, trying to maintain some composure. That lasted only seconds. His body had been held near orgasm for too long, and the need for release quickly overwhelmed his embarrassment.

His hand moved faster.

“Slow down,” Megan instructed.

Steve reluctantly reduced the pace.

“Why?”

“Because I want to enjoy this.”

“You already enjoyed yourself.”

“And now I’m enjoying you.”

Her gaze dropped toward his cock.

“Show me how you touch it when you’re alone.”

“This is how.”

“While thinking about me?”

“Yes.”

“What did you imagine?”

Steve’s hand continued moving. “You already asked me that.”

“I want to hear it while I watch you.”

He looked at the neckline of her dress. “I imagined your breasts.”

“Of course you did.”

“I imagined seeing you naked.”

“But you never imagined this.”

Steve shook his head.

“No. Definitely not this.”

Megan laughed softly.

He continued stroking, acutely conscious of how easily his hand covered his modest length. Under her unwavering gaze, even the familiar movement felt like another demonstration of his size.

Megan seemed to reach the same conclusion.

“Your hand almost hides it,” she observed.

Steve’s face burned.

His fingers tightened involuntarily, and his cock responded with another hard pulse.

“There it is again,” Megan said. “Every time I embarrass you, my little cock gets harder.”

Steve exhaled through clenched teeth. “Could you stop analyzing me until after I cum?”

“No.”

The answer was immediate.

“You agreed that I control this now,” she reminded him. “That includes how I talk to you while you’re doing it.”

Steve knew he could object. Instead, he continued stroking beneath her gaze.

Megan leaned forward.

“I want you to imagine all those nights you spent alone, fantasizing about touching my body,” she said. “All those times you wrapped your hand around this little cock and pretended I was there.”

His rhythm quickened.

“Now I am here,” she continued. “And you’re still the one who has to jerk it.”

The humiliation passed straight through him.

Steve’s breathing became uneven. He could feel his orgasm building again, stronger and more urgent than before.

Megan watched him closely.

“Are you getting close?”

“Yes.”

“How close?”

“Very.”

“Then stop.”

Steve froze.

His hand remained wrapped around his cock, but he forced it to remain still. The pleasure receded just enough to avoid another denied orgasm.

Megan’s expression filled with approval.

“Good boy.”

Steve shuddered.

She waited until his breathing steadied before nodding toward his hand.

“Start again.”

He obeyed.

The act no longer felt like ordinary masturbation. Megan controlled when he moved, when he stopped, and even where he looked. His own hand had become little more than an instrument through which she directed his pleasure.

That realization should have disturbed him.

Instead, it brought him back to the edge within seconds.

“Megan…”

“Do you need something?”

“I need to cum.”

“You have permission.”

Steve increased his pace.

Megan allowed him several strokes before speaking again.

“Ask me properly.”

His hand faltered. “What?”

“If you want to cum, ask.”

Embarrassment tightened in his chest. “You already said I could.”

“And now I want to hear you ask.”

Steve looked into her eyes. The demand was unreasonable, unnecessary, and intensely arousing.

“Please let me cum.”

Megan tilted her head. “Please let you cum with whose cock?”

Steve knew exactly what she wanted.

“Your cock.”

“My little cock,” she corrected.

His face grew hotter.

“Please let me cum with your little cock.”

Megan’s expression became radiant with satisfaction.

“Yes,” she whispered. “You may cum.”

Steve’s hand moved faster.

“That’s it,” Megan encouraged. “Keep looking at me.”

He fixed his eyes on the cleavage displayed by her red dress and imagined what remained concealed beneath it. Pleasure tightened through his entire body, gathering with such intensity that his legs began to shake.

Megan leaned closer.

“Cum for me,” she whispered. “Show me how much you’ve been holding in.”

The command pushed him over the edge.

Steve cried out as his cock began to pulse in his hand. The first streak of cum landed across his stomach. Another reached his chest, followed by several more as the prolonged teasing emptied out of him in powerful waves.

Megan watched every second.

She did not look away or attempt to help. She simply sat beside him, fully dressed and smiling, while Steve stroked himself through the most intense orgasm he could remember.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Making such a mess of yourself.”

Her words deepened the humiliation, but they also prolonged the pleasure. Steve continued stroking until the final tremors passed and his hand fell weakly to the bed.

For several seconds, neither of them spoke.

Steve lay naked and breathless, cum cooling across his stomach and chest. The release had been overwhelming, but so was the vulnerability that followed. He had just surrendered something intensely private to Megan and allowed her to control it almost completely.

She reached for a clean towel from the chair beside her bed and placed it gently on his stomach.

“Here.”

Steve looked at her. “I was expecting the dirty one from the floor.”

“I’m demanding, not disgusting.”

He laughed despite himself and began cleaning his skin.

Megan stood, gathered her panties from the bed, and disappeared into the bathroom. A few moments later, he heard water running and the sound of her brushing her teeth.

By the time she returned, Steve had dressed and restored some measure of composure.

Megan took his hand and led him downstairs. His legs still felt slightly unsteady, which appeared to amuse her.

At the front door, she turned to face him.

“Just so we’re clear,” she said, “you had permission tonight.”

“I remember.”

“From now on, you ask first. If I say yes, you can touch my little cock. If I say no, you wait.”

The possessive phrase produced another faint stirring inside him despite the intensity of his recent orgasm.

“And if I forget?” he asked.

Megan’s expression became serious.

“Then you’ve broken a promise to me.”

Steve nodded. “I won’t forget.”

Her smile returned. She placed both hands against his chest and kissed him, soft and affectionate this time.

“I’m glad you agreed,” she said. “I think this could be very good for us.”

“For us?”

Megan’s eyes sparkled. “Especially for me.”

She kissed him once more before opening the door.

“Goodnight, baby.”

“Goodnight, Meg.”

Steve walked to his car in a daze.

Only once he was driving home did the full meaning of his promise begin to settle over him. Masturbation had always been an ordinary, private part of his life—something he did whenever he felt like it without giving the decision any thought.

Now even that belonged partly to Megan.

He would have to ask. She could refuse. And if she did, he had promised to wait for as long as she chose.

The sensible part of him wondered what he had gotten himself into.

But when Steve remembered her watching him, directing him, and making him ask permission to cum, the unease became tangled with excitement all over again.

He had surrendered control willingly.

What surprised him most was how much he already wanted to discover what Megan would do with it.


Four Days Since

Four days had passed since Steve gave Megan control over when he was allowed to masturbate and cum.

He had not fully appreciated what that promise would mean.

On the first night, he had gone to bed still thinking about everything Megan had done to him. His body responded almost immediately, and his hand moved beneath the covers out of habit. He had already wrapped his fingers around his cock before remembering that it was no longer his decision.

He stopped and sent Megan a message.

May I?

Her response arrived less than a minute later.

No.

A second message followed:

I want you thinking about me, but I don’t want you touching my cock tonight.

The possessive language had made obeying her considerably harder.

The following evening, Steve asked again. Megan made him tell her exactly how horny he was and what he wanted to imagine before refusing him for a second time. On the third night, she called him while lying in bed and listened as he described how difficult the agreement had become.

She still said no.

By the fourth day, sexual frustration had become a constant background presence. Steve was not walking around with an erection every second, but it took very little to trigger one. A message from Megan, an attractive woman passing him at work, or even the memory of her sitting on his face was enough to leave him painfully aware of what he had promised not to do.

What surprised him was that he had kept the promise.

No one would have known if he had masturbated. Megan had no way to check. Yet each time temptation became overwhelming, Steve imagined having to admit that he had broken his word—and the disappointment he pictured on her face was enough to stop him.

That evening, she finally invited him over.

Dad and Paula are out all night. Bring food and choose a movie.

Then, a minute later:

If you’ve behaved for me, perhaps I’ll give you a reward.

Steve had arrived at her house carrying takeout and four days’ worth of anticipation.

“Hey, baby,” he said when she opened the door.

Megan leaned against the frame wearing a short satin robe that ended high on her thighs. The belt was tied loosely around her waist, and the neckline had fallen open enough to reveal the upper curves of her breasts.

Steve’s eyes dropped before he could stop them.

Megan smiled. “You look pleased to see me.”

“You told me there might be a reward.”

“I said perhaps.”

“That word is doing a lot of work.”

She stepped aside to let him enter. “Did you keep your promise?”

“Yes.”

“No touching yourself?”

“Not once.”

“And no cumming?”

Steve shook his head.

Megan’s expression filled with unmistakable satisfaction. She rose onto her toes and kissed him.

“I’m proud of you.”

The praise immediately affected him. Megan felt the change as she pressed her body against his and gave a quiet laugh.

“Four days really has made you sensitive.”

“You have no idea.”

“I think I’m beginning to.”

She took his hand and led him upstairs, leaving Steve to carry the food in his free hand. At the top of the staircase, Megan released him and walked toward her bedroom.

“I’m going to change before we eat.”

“I like what you’re wearing.”

“I know.”

When she reached the doorway, Megan looked back to make certain he was watching. Then she untied the belt and allowed the robe to slide slowly from her shoulders.

The satin fell to the floor.

For a breathless second, Steve saw the smooth line of her bare back and the firm curve of her ass framed by a tiny black thong. From the side, he caught a fleeting glimpse of one naked breast.

Every muscle in his body tightened.

Megan glanced over her shoulder, caught him staring, and smiled.

“Don’t be a pervert.”

“You did that deliberately.”

“I have no idea what you mean.”

She stepped into the bedroom and closed the door before he could see anything more.

Steve remained on the landing with the takeout boxes in his hands and an erection straining against his pants. The image of Megan’s body stayed fixed in his mind during every second he waited.

Several minutes later, the door reopened.

To his disappointment, she had replaced the robe and thong with loose pajama pants and an oversized T-shirt that concealed nearly everything.

“You look upset,” she observed.

“I preferred the first outfit.”

“That was obvious.”

Megan walked past him toward the stairs. “Come on. The food’s getting cold.”

They ate at the kitchen island while discussing Steve’s internship and Megan’s plans for the summer. She appeared relaxed, but every so often her gaze dropped toward his lap, checking whether the brief display upstairs was still affecting him.

It always was.

Halfway through dinner, Megan put down her fork.

“I need to tell you something.”

The change in her tone made Steve wary. “That sounds ominous.”

“I spoke to Paula about us.”

“About us generally?”

Megan hesitated.

“What did you tell her?”

“I asked her for some advice.”

“About what?”

Her eyes dropped pointedly toward his lap.

Steve understood.

“You told your stepmother about my cock?”

“I didn’t show her a photograph.”

“That isn’t especially reassuring.”

Megan tried to suppress a smile. “I told her what Chloe said. And what we measured.”

Steve set down his food.

“You gave Paula the measurement?”

“She asked.”

“And you just told her?”

“I needed her to understand the situation.”

“The situation?”

Megan sighed. “I’m not saying I handled it perfectly.”

“No, you didn’t.”

The firmness of his reply appeared to surprise her.

Steve felt the same mixture of emotions that had overwhelmed him when Megan first produced the ruler. The idea of Paula knowing such intimate details was genuinely upsetting. She had known him since he was young, and the next time she saw him, she would know exactly what he had beneath his clothes.

Unfortunately, the humiliation also sent another pulse of arousal through him.

Megan noticed his conflicted expression.

“Are you angry?”

“I’m embarrassed.”

“That isn’t what I asked.”

“A little, yes.” Steve met her eyes. “You should have asked before discussing something that private.”

For once, Megan did not attempt to tease away his objection.

“You’re right,” she said.

The apology caught him off guard.

“I became excited by the conversation,” she continued. “Paula is the only woman I know who might understand what I’m trying to explore with you. I trusted her, and I didn’t stop to consider how you would feel about her knowing.”

“What exactly did you tell her?”

“That you were four point eight inches. That you fitted inside the cardboard tube.” A hint of amusement returned to Megan’s eyes. “And that being teased about it made you extremely hard.”

Steve looked away.

“That part was necessary?”

“It was relevant.”

“To what?”

“The advice she gave me.”

His curiosity began to compete with his embarrassment. “What advice?”

Megan took another bite of food, deliberately making him wait.

“Paula dated a man before she met Dad who had a cock similar to yours. He was successful, attractive, and apparently very good in bed, but he was also smaller than any man she had previously been with.”

“Did she tell everyone about him too?”

“I didn’t ask.”

Megan reached across the island and rested her hand over Steve’s.

“She said size only became a problem when they treated it like one. Once they accepted it, they found other positions, toys, and games that made the difference exciting instead of disappointing.”

Steve considered that. It was more reassuring than he had expected.

“So she doesn’t think I’m incapable of satisfying you?”

“I already know you can satisfy me.” Megan’s expression softened. “You proved that with your mouth.”

“Then why did you need advice?”

“Because I’m enjoying this.”

Her thumb moved slowly over the back of his hand.

“Enjoying what?”

“Controlling you. Teasing you. Watching you become embarrassed and then seeing how hard it makes you.” She held his gaze. “I’ve never experienced anything like it before. I wanted to know whether Paula had any ideas about how far we could take it.”

Steve’s pulse quickened.

“And did she?”

“She gave me three.”

“What kind of ideas?”

“Three things that could make your size almost irrelevant while allowing me to stay completely in control.”

The phrasing was not entirely reassuring.

“What are they?”

Megan’s smile became deliberately mysterious.

“You don’t get to know everything in advance.”

“Why not?”

“Because anticipation is part of the fun.”

She lifted his hand and kissed his knuckles.

“One of Paula’s suggestions is waiting upstairs.”

Steve looked toward the staircase.

“And the other two?”

“You’ll have to earn those.”

“How?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

Megan released his hand and returned calmly to her dinner, apparently content to leave the question unanswered.

Steve stared toward the upper floor, his embarrassment about Paula momentarily overtaken by curiosity.

“What do I have to do to get the first one?”

Megan smiled without looking up.

“For now, finish your dinner, choose a movie, and keep behaving.”

She finally met his eyes.

“If you’re a good boy tonight, I might give you your first surprise.”

For the remainder of dinner, Megan talked about everything except Paula’s suggestions.

Steve tried several times to steer the conversation back toward them, but she refused to be drawn.

“You said there were three.”

“I did.”

“And one is upstairs?”

“Correct.”

“So give me a clue.”

“No.”

“Is it something I’m going to enjoy?”

Megan considered that question for a suspiciously long time.

“I think you’ll find it exciting.”

“That isn’t the same thing.”

“No,” she agreed. “It isn’t.”

Then she calmly returned to her food.

Steve attempted to concentrate as Megan told him about the rest of her week. She described an argument she had had with Amy, who apparently believed Megan was moving too quickly after Leon.

“She thinks I’m using you as a rebound,” Megan said.

“Are you?”

“No.” Her answer came without hesitation. “I told her I’ve known you almost my entire life and that this didn’t begin the night Leon cheated. That was simply the night I finally allowed myself to see you differently.”

The reassurance should have held Steve’s attention. Under ordinary circumstances, hearing Megan defend their new relationship would have meant everything to him.

Tonight, however, one thought kept intruding.

Something was waiting upstairs.

By the time they finished eating, Steve had imagined dozens of possibilities. Most involved Megan naked. A few involved whatever toys Paula had recommended. None seemed particularly likely, given the increasingly amused way Megan watched him struggle with his curiosity.

They cleared away the takeout containers together before heading upstairs.

Megan climbed into bed while Steve used her bathroom. A new toothbrush had been left beside the sink for him, still sealed in its packaging. The small domestic gesture affected him more than expected. It suggested she had planned for him to stay and that, beneath all the games, she was beginning to make space for him in her life.

When Steve returned, Megan had already started the movie. She was sitting against the headboard in her loose pajama pants and oversized T-shirt, with the covers gathered around her waist.

“You started without me.”

“You were taking too long.”

“I was brushing my teeth.”

“For an impressive amount of time.”

Steve moved toward the empty side of the bed.

Megan held up one hand.

“Not yet.”

He stopped. “What now?”

She looked slowly down his body.

“Don’t you think you’d be more comfortable without all those clothes?”

Steve glanced at her deliberately conservative pajamas. “You appear to be wearing enough for both of us.”

“I’m comfortable.”

“Of course you are.”

Megan smiled. “I want you naked.”

There was no mistaking the instruction, but after everything they had discussed, Steve also understood that he could refuse.

“Is this part of the surprise?” he asked.

“It’s preparation.”

“That sounds ominous.”

“Are you saying no?”

Steve looked at her lying beneath the covers, her eyes bright with anticipation.

“No.”

“Then get undressed.”

He removed his shirt first and dropped it over the back of a chair. Megan watched openly as he unfastened his pants and pushed them down. By the time he reached for his boxer briefs, his cock was already pressing against the fabric.

Megan’s gaze settled on the outline.

“Four days without touching yourself,” she murmured. “My poor little cock must be desperate.”

“You have no idea.”

“I told you earlier—I think I do.”

Steve lowered his underwear, allowing his erection to spring free.

Megan smiled.

“It’s even cuter than I remember.”

Steve shook his head. “You really enjoy saying that.”

“And you still get harder every time I do.”

She lifted the covers and patted the space beside her.

“Come here.”

Steve climbed onto the bed, unsure how to position himself while completely naked and fully erect. Megan solved the problem by drawing him down beside her. She opened one arm, guiding his head against her chest while his body stretched along hers.

Her breasts made an unexpectedly soft pillow beneath the T-shirt. Steve could feel their weight against his cheek and the steady rise and fall of her breathing. He had spent years imagining what it might feel like to rest against them, although in those fantasies there had never been a layer of cotton between his face and her skin.

He shifted slightly, settling closer.

“Comfortable?” Megan asked.

“Extremely.”

“Good. Watch the movie.”

Steve turned his attention toward the screen.

For almost fifteen minutes, nothing happened. Megan kept one arm loosely around him and occasionally ran her fingers through his hair. His erection remained exposed above the covers, but she appeared content to ignore it.

Eventually, her free hand moved down his stomach.

Steve became instantly alert.

Megan continued watching the movie as her fingertips traced around the base of his cock. She did not look down or acknowledge the way his breathing changed. Her fingers merely explored him with casual curiosity, brushing up one side before drifting away.

Then her hand closed around his shaft.

Steve’s entire body tensed.

Megan gave him one slow stroke.

“That sensitive already?” she asked, her eyes still on the screen.

“It’s been four days.”

“I remember.”

Her grip remained light as she moved her hand steadily along his cock. Steve tried to follow the film, but within seconds, the characters and dialogue became meaningless. Every part of his attention narrowed to the rhythm of Megan’s fingers.

She stroked him slowly, pausing occasionally to spread the accumulating precum across the head with her thumb. Whenever Steve moved his hips in search of more pressure, she loosened her grip until he became still again.

“Behave,” she murmured.

Steve forced himself to remain motionless.

The movie continued while Megan played with him almost absentmindedly. That casualness somehow intensified the experience. She could control every sensation in his body without even taking her eyes from the screen.

After several minutes, Steve felt the first warning of orgasm.

“Megan.”

She finally looked down at him.

“I’m getting close.”

“I know.”

Her hand continued moving.

The pressure built rapidly. Steve’s breath shortened, and his fingers tightened around the edge of the blanket. He was only seconds from cumming when Megan released him completely.

His cock jerked against his stomach.

“No,” he groaned.

Megan returned her attention to the movie as though nothing had happened.

“You didn’t ask permission.”

“I was about to.”

“You should ask sooner next time.”

Steve stared up at her. “Are you going to start again?”

“Perhaps.”

She ran her fingers affectionately through his hair.

“Watch the movie.”

For the next fifteen minutes, Megan did not touch his cock at all. Steve remained beside her with his head resting against her breasts, painfully aroused and unable to do anything about it. Each time his erection began to soften, she shifted beneath him, pressing his cheek more firmly into her chest and renewing the fantasy of what was hidden beneath her shirt.

Then, without warning, her hand returned.

The second round was more intense.

Megan used a firmer grip, varying the speed of her strokes while watching his face for every reaction. She appeared to know exactly when he approached the edge. Each time his stomach tightened or his breathing changed, she slowed just enough to prevent release.

“Please,” Steve whispered.

“Please what?”

“Let me cum.”

“Not yet.”

She continued for another minute, bringing him closer than before.

Then she stopped.

Steve’s hips lifted helplessly from the bed as his cock pulsed in the air.

Megan smiled down at him.

“You look frustrated.”

“I am frustrated.”

“But you’re following the rules.”

“Barely.”

“That still counts.”

She kissed his forehead and returned her attention to the movie.

The pattern continued.

Sometimes Megan ignored him for ten or fifteen minutes. At other times, she stroked him until he was on the verge of cumming before withdrawing her hand with perfect calm. Once, she circled the head with only her thumb while whispering that she was curious how little stimulation it would take to make him lose control.

Another time, she kept her hand wrapped around the base while refusing to move it at all.

Steve became increasingly desperate. Precum coated the head of his cock and dampened his stomach. His erection had turned dark and painfully rigid, reacting to even the faint brush of Megan’s fingertips.

Yet he kept his own hands away.

The temptation to finish what she repeatedly started was almost overwhelming. It would have taken only a few quick strokes. But Megan was watching him, testing whether the promise he had made meant anything when obedience became difficult.

Each time he resisted, her approval made the frustration worthwhile.

“Good boy,” she would whisper before beginning again.

By the final half hour of the movie, Steve had completely lost track of the plot. He could not have named a single character or explained what was happening. His entire world had narrowed to Megan’s body beneath his cheek and the unpredictable return of her hand.

She brought him to the edge one final time as the closing scene played.

Steve felt the orgasm gathering with frightening certainty.

“Please, Megan.”

Her hand accelerated.

“May I cum?”

Megan watched his cock pulse inside her fingers.

“No.”

She released him.

Steve made a broken sound of frustration as his body strained toward an orgasm that did not arrive. Megan calmly picked up the remote and stopped the credits.

For several seconds, the room was silent except for Steve’s uneven breathing.

He looked up at her.

“That was the most sadistic movie night of my life.”

Megan laughed. “I enjoyed it.”

“I gathered that.”

“And you were very good. You never touched yourself, even when you knew you could have finished in seconds.”

“Does that mean I’ve earned the surprise?”

“Almost.”

“Almost?”

Megan shifted away from him and climbed out of bed. Steve immediately missed the softness of her breasts beneath his head, but his attention sharpened when she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pajama pants.

“All that playing with you has made me incredibly horny,” she said.

Steve looked down at his neglected erection and then back at her.

“You’re horny?”

“Very.”

Megan slowly pushed her pajama pants down over her hips.

“So before you receive your first gift, I think you should take care of me.”

Her pants dropped to the floor. She stepped out of them and looked toward Steve’s face with unmistakable intention.

“I hope your mouth is ready, baby.”

What the fuck?

Steve stared at her.

He was the one who had spent four days asking permission and being told no. He was the one who had just endured nearly two hours of Megan bringing him to the edge and abandoning him there. His cock was so hard it hurt, precum glistening along the swollen head—and now she expected him to take care of her?

“Megan.”

She paused at the bathroom door and glanced back.

“What?”

“You cannot be serious.”

“About wanting your mouth?” Her gaze traveled down his naked body and settled on his erection. “Completely.”

“You’ve been torturing me for the entire movie.”

“I’ve been teasing you.” A smile touched her lips. “There’s a difference.”

“It doesn’t feel like one from this side of the bed.”

Megan laughed softly, but something in Steve’s expression made her study him more carefully.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” she said. “If you’ve had enough for tonight, tell me.”

Steve knew that she meant it. He could get dressed and leave, and however frustrated she might be, she would let him. For several seconds, he genuinely considered doing exactly that.

Then Megan hooked her thumbs beneath the waistband of her pajama bottoms and slowly pushed them over her hips.

The sight of her tiny black thong destroyed most of his resolve.

“I didn’t say I’d had enough,” he muttered.

“No?” Her smile returned. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying this is incredibly unfair.”

“I know.” She disappeared into the bathroom. “Stay there.”

Steve fell back against the pillows with a frustrated groan. His cock stood rigid against his stomach, twitching each time he replayed the last hour in his head. Every instinct demanded that he wrap his hand around it. One minute—probably less—would be enough.

Instead, he curled his fingers into the comforter.





When Anger Vanishes

When the bathroom door opened a few minutes later, any lingering anger vanished beneath a fresh surge of arousal.

Megan had changed into a long red skirt and a matching bikini top. The skirt concealed her from the waist down, but the small triangles of red fabric covering her breasts appeared almost unequal to the task. Her cleavage plunged between them, and the ties pulled taut behind her neck beneath the weight of her D-cups.

It was the closest Steve had come to seeing her breasts properly. She was still technically covered, but only just.

Megan noticed him staring.

“Do you like my outfit?”

Steve swallowed. “I think you already know the answer.”

“I wanted to give you something nice to look at while you worked.”

“That’s generous of you.”

“You sound ungrateful.”

“I’m lying here naked with an erection you spent all night deliberately making worse.”

Megan climbed onto the bed and settled beside his waist. “And you’re still here.”

“That should tell you how poor my judgment is at the moment.”

“No.” She leaned down and kissed him, lingering until the resentment began melting out of him. “It tells me you want to find out what happens next.”

She sat upright and gathered the long skirt around her thighs. Beneath it, she was no longer wearing the thong.

Steve’s breath caught.

Megan straddled his chest, her knees sinking into the mattress on either side of him. The skirt pooled over his shoulders, and the scent of her arousal surrounded him.

She remained suspended above his mouth.

“We’re going for two,” she told him.

“Two?”

“Or we stop whenever you need to stop.” She touched his cheek. “If you can’t speak, tap my thigh twice and I’ll lift immediately. Understand?”

Steve placed both hands on her thighs.

“Understood.”

“Do you still want this?”

He looked up at the gorgeous woman poised above his face, her breasts threatening to escape their tiny red covering every time she breathed.

“Yes.”

Megan’s expression warmed with satisfaction.

“Good boy.”

She lowered herself onto his mouth.

The skirt fell around Steve’s head, shutting away the room and trapping him in warm, perfumed darkness. Megan’s wet pussy settled against his lips, and he opened his mouth eagerly, his tongue finding her clit.

She shivered above him.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Show me what that mouth can do.”

Steve began with slow, deliberate strokes, using what he had learned from their first night together. Megan soon started directing him—faster, softer, higher—and he adjusted to every change in her voice. Each approving moan made his neglected cock pulse against his stomach.

Megan rocked gently against his tongue. One of her hands slipped beneath the skirt and buried itself in his hair, not forcing him closer but holding him exactly where she wanted him.

“Yes, right there. Keep doing that.”

Steve sealed his lips around her clit and flicked his tongue against it.

Her thighs tightened beside his head.

“Oh, fuck. That’s it, baby.”

She began moving with greater urgency, the careful rhythm of her hips gradually becoming uneven. Steve could hear the mounting strain in her breathing. He held her thighs and worked his tongue faster, determined to prove that the comparisons she had made earlier did not matter.

Megan’s first orgasm arrived with a sharp cry. Her body stiffened above him, and her pussy pressed firmly against his mouth as shudders passed through her. Steve continued licking her through it, slowing only when her grip on his hair relaxed.

At last, she lifted herself enough to let him breathe.

Cool air reached his damp face. Steve dragged in a deep breath as Megan looked down at him through the opening in her skirt.

“One,” she said breathlessly.

“You’re actually counting?”

“I told you what I wanted.”

“You also said my gift was upstairs.”

“It is.” Megan stroked his hair away from his forehead. “And you’re doing such a good job earning it.”

Before lowering herself again, she glanced toward his erection. It remained painfully hard, precum now running down one side of the shaft.

“Aww. Is my poor little cock feeling neglected?”

Steve tightened his hands around her thighs. “Very.”

“Good.”

She settled onto his mouth again.

The second time was slower. Megan was sensitive from her first orgasm, so Steve explored her carefully, listening to every change in her breathing. She guided him with small movements of her hips, drawing the flat of his tongue across her clit and then shifting until he could push it inside her.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Fuck me with your tongue.”

Steve obeyed, but the muscles in his jaw were beginning to ache. His tongue felt heavy, and every breath required more effort beneath the folds of her skirt. Megan must have sensed him slowing because she lifted slightly.

“Are you all right?”

He took two breaths. “My mouth is getting sore.”

“Do you want to stop?”

Steve hesitated. Everything below his waist throbbed with unrelieved need, but Megan was looking down at him rather than simply demanding more.

“No. Give me a second.”

She shifted her weight onto her knees, allowing him space until he nodded.

“Ready?” she asked.

Steve drew her down again himself.

Megan released a surprised, delighted laugh that quickly became a moan as his mouth returned to her. Her hips began moving harder now, grinding her clit along his tongue while he held her in place.

“Show me size doesn’t matter,” she gasped. “Show me you can satisfy me without that little cock.”

The words struck the same exposed place inside him that she had discovered with the ruler. Humiliation and pride tangled together, sharpening his determination. He worked through the ache in his jaw, sucking her clit between his lips and stroking it rapidly with his tongue.

Megan’s rhythm broke.

“Don’t stop. Fuck, Steve—don’t stop.”

He maintained the pressure.

Her second orgasm seized her more forcefully than the first. Megan cried out and ground herself against his mouth, her thighs trembling around his head. Steve held on until the contractions eased and her body finally softened.

For several seconds, she remained above him, struggling to catch her breath. Then she carefully dismounted and collapsed onto the mattress beside him.

Steve wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His jaw ached, his cock remained brutally hard, and he was more frustrated than he had been before they started.

Yet the sight of Megan lying beside him—flushed, trembling and utterly satisfied because of what he had done—filled him with a fierce sense of accomplishment.

She rolled onto her side and gazed at him with a dazed smile.

“That,” she said, still breathless, “was incredible.”

Steve glanced pointedly at his erection. “I’m delighted one of us is having a good night.”

Megan laughed, leaned over, and kissed his damp cheek.

“Don’t sulk, baby. You did exactly what I wanted, even when it became difficult.” Her fingertips drifted lightly over his stomach, stopping just short of his cock. “You’ve definitely earned gift number one.”

Megan slipped off the bed and crossed to her closet. After searching behind a stack of shoe boxes, she returned carrying a small black case.

Steve pushed himself upright against the headboard. His cock still stood rigid against his stomach, although the satisfied smile on Megan’s face made him forget his discomfort for a moment.

“What’s in there?”

“Your first gift.”

She sat beside him and opened the case.

Inside lay a polished metal ring attached to a short, narrow cage of curved steel bars. A tiny padlock rested in a separate compartment alongside two keys.

Steve stared at it.

“What the hell is that?”

Megan lifted the device from its padded lining and held it in front of his erection as though comparing the two.

“It’s a cock cage.”

His bewilderment gave way to alarm.

“You cannot be serious.”

“I am.” Her smile widened as she turned the cage between her fingers. “Once this is locked around you, you won’t be able to get properly hard. You won’t be able to masturbate either.”

“That’s my gift?”

“It’s partly for me.”

“Partly?”

“Mostly.”

Steve looked from the cage to Megan’s face, waiting for her to reveal the joke. She didn’t.

“This was Paula’s first suggestion?”

“She said it could help us with the control we’ve been exploring.”

“You told Paula you wanted to lock my cock in a cage?”

“I didn’t know I wanted to until she described it.” Megan’s eyes returned to his erection. “Then I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

She laid the cold metal carefully across his thigh. The contrast between the small cage and his swollen cock made his stomach tighten.

“You said you trusted me to decide when you’re allowed to masturbate and cum,” she continued. “This means you won’t have to rely entirely on willpower. And whenever you feel it around your little cock, you’ll remember that this part of you belongs to me.”

The last words sent a dark pulse of arousal through him, but it was immediately followed by apprehension.

“And you expect me to wear that whenever we’re apart?”

“That was the idea.”

“To work?”

“Yes.”

“To sleep?”

“If it’s comfortable.”

“What about showering? Going to the bathroom? What if it hurts?”

Megan’s confident expression faltered slightly beneath the barrage of questions.

“Paula explained some of it, and I read about the rest. We would make sure it fits properly first. You wouldn’t wear it if it caused pain or numbness, and you’d take it off for cleaning.”

“We?”

“I would unlock it.”

Steve picked up the cage and examined its narrow interior. The metal felt heavier than he had expected.

“This has gone from teasing to something else entirely, Megan.”

“I know.”

“No, I don’t think you do.” He placed it back in the case. “You’re asking me to lock part of my body in a metal cage and hand you the key.”

Megan was quiet for a moment.

“I suppose hearing you say it like that makes it sound rather extreme.”

“It is rather extreme.”

She looked at the device, then at him. Some of the playful triumph faded from her face.

“I thought you might find it exciting.”

Steve glanced down at his erection. Despite his alarm, it had not softened. If anything, the idea of Megan possessing the key had made it throb harder.

“That doesn’t mean it isn’t frightening.”

Megan noticed where he was looking.

“But part of you does find it exciting.”

“Part of me has been denied an orgasm for four days and teased for most of the evening. It isn’t presently qualified to make decisions.”

A reluctant laugh escaped her. “That’s fair.”

She closed the case halfway, then stopped.

“For the record, I don’t actually believe a cage would prevent you from cheating. If I thought you wanted someone else, a piece of metal wouldn’t make me trust you.”

“Then why did you say it was to keep me faithful?”

“Because telling you I wanted to lock away your little cock sounded sexier than saying I wanted to conduct a carefully supervised experiment.”

Steve almost smiled despite himself. “You’ve put an alarming amount of thought into this.”

“I’ve spent four days imagining you wearing it.” Her voice softened. “Imagining having the only key.”

“And that’s what you want?”

“Yes.”

The honesty in her answer affected him more than the teasing had. Megan wasn’t merely inventing another excuse to deny him. The idea genuinely excited her. She wanted to make the control between them tangible—to send him home with a constant reminder of the promise he had made.

She removed one of the keys and placed it in his palm.

“You would keep an emergency key,” she said. “Seal it in an envelope or something so I’d know if you used it, but you would always be able to get out. If it hurts, if anything feels wrong, or if you simply decide you don’t want to continue, you unlock it. No argument.”

Steve closed his fingers around the key.

“And the other one?”

“I keep that.”

“So in every ordinary situation, I have to ask you to let me out?”

Megan nodded slowly. “That’s the part I like.”

The image formed before he could prevent it: waking each morning with the cage locked around him, feeling his body attempt to harden inside its confinement, knowing Megan possessed the key. He imagined having to ask permission not merely to cum, but to be allowed an erection at all.

His unease remained, but arousal began winding through it.

Megan moved closer until her knees touched his thigh.

“I’m not going to force it onto you,” she said. “And I don’t want an answer if you’re only giving it because you think I’ll be angry otherwise.”

“That sounds surprisingly reasonable.”

“I can be reasonable.”

“Since when?”

She gave him a playful shove. “Occasionally.”

Steve looked at the cage again. “How long were you imagining?”

“One week.”

“A full week?”

“Not continuously. We take it slowly tonight, make sure everything feels right, and check it regularly. If you hate it, the experiment ends.” Her gaze lowered to his cock. “But while you’re wearing it, I keep the main key. You don’t touch yourself, you don’t make yourself cum, and you don’t take it off without telling me unless there’s a problem.”

“And what do I get if I manage the week?”

Megan’s eyes brightened.

“You’ll have to trust me.”

“That answer is becoming dangerous.”

“But you keep accepting it.”

She leaned forward and kissed him. It began gently, without any of the commanding confidence she had shown earlier. Steve felt himself relax into it, his free hand settling at her waist as her tongue brushed his.

Megan drew back just far enough to whisper against his lips.

“Think about it.”

Then she pressed her body against his.

Her breasts, still barely contained by the red bikini top, flattened against his chest. She slid her hands down his back, fingertips traveling slowly over his bare skin until chills spread along his spine. His cock was trapped between their bodies, its wet head pressing against her stomach.

“Please don’t try to seduce me into agreeing immediately after saying you wanted a sensible answer,” Steve murmured.

“I’m not asking for your answer yet.”

Her lips brushed his ear.

“I’m simply reminding you what trusting me feels like.”

Megan kissed the side of his neck, then gradually lowered herself between his legs. She stopped on her knees, level with his erection, and looked up at him.

Steve’s breathing became shallow.

She placed her hands beneath her breasts and pushed them together around his cock. The red fabric remained between them, but her soft cleavage completely engulfed his slender shaft. Only the swollen head remained visible above the bikini top.

“Oh,” Megan whispered, fascinated by the sight. “It really does fit perfectly between them.”

She moved her breasts slowly along his cock, giving him enough pressure to make his hips tense but not enough to drive him rapidly toward orgasm.

Steve gripped the edge of the mattress.

“This is you not trying to influence me?”

“I said I wouldn’t make you answer while I was doing it.”

“That distinction is not helping.”

Megan gave him one more slow stroke between her breasts before stopping. She held him there, surrounded by warmth, and met his eyes.

“I want to try this with you,” she said, the teasing in her voice giving way to something more sincere. “Not because I believe you’ll cheat. Because the thought of keeping your little cock locked away for me turns me on more than I expected.”

She released him and sat back, leaving his erection glistening in the cool air.

“But you’re allowed to say no.”

Steve looked at Megan, then at the cage resting in its black case beside them. The sensible part of him remained deeply uncertain. The rest of him was captivated by the thought of surrendering another layer of control to her.

Megan rested her hand lightly on his thigh.

“Please, baby,” she whispered. “Wear it for me. It’s only for a week, and I promise I’ll make it worth it.”

Steve stared at the cage while Megan’s request hung between them.

One week.


An Idea Filled With Fear

The idea still frightened him. Yet beneath that fear was something else: the same dark excitement he had felt when Megan first told him he could no longer masturbate without her permission. The cage would make that surrender real. He would carry her control with him even when she wasn’t there.

“You really want this,” he said.

Megan nodded. “I really do.”

“And we follow the rules we just discussed. If it hurts, I take it off. I keep the emergency key.”

“Yes.”

“You don’t get angry if I decide I can’t manage the full week.”

“I won’t.”

Steve drew a long breath. This was undoubtedly the strangest decision he had ever contemplated in a woman’s bedroom.

But it was his decision.

“All right,” he said. “I’ll try it.”

Megan’s eyes widened. “You will?”

“One week. As an experiment.”

Her face lit up with such genuine delight that Steve couldn’t help smiling.

“One week,” she agreed. “And during that week, your little cock belongs completely to me.”

Steve felt it twitch at the declaration.

“You enjoy saying that far too much.”

“I don’t think that’s possible.”

Megan leaned forward and kissed him. This kiss was different from the slow reassurance she had offered before. It was hungry and triumphant, her hands sliding into his hair as though his agreement had excited her as much as it frightened him.

When she pulled away, Steve was breathless.

“So what happens now?” he asked.

“Now you receive your reward.”

“I thought the cage was my gift.”

“The cage is your gift.” Megan slipped off the bed and knelt between his legs. “This is a reward for trusting me.”

Steve watched her suspiciously. After the way she had teased him all night, he wasn’t prepared to assume anything.

Megan rested her hands on his thighs and moved closer to his erection. His cock was still painfully hard, the head shining with precum. She gazed at it for a moment, then looked up at him through her lashes.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Something I’ve wanted to try.”

Before he could ask anything else, Megan leaned forward.

Her tongue touched the base of his cock.

Steve’s entire body jolted.

Megan slowly dragged the tip of her tongue along the underside of his shaft, following its length until she reached the swollen head. Her lips brushed over it in a soft, fleeting kiss before she drew away.

The contact lasted only a few seconds.

It was still the most intimate thing she had ever done to him.

Steve stared down at her, too stunned to speak. He had imagined Megan’s mouth on his cock countless times over the years, but the reality of seeing her kneeling between his legs had overwhelmed every fantasy at once.

She smiled at his expression.

“Surprised?”

“Very.”

“I thought you might be.”

“Are you actually going to suck me?”

“Not tonight.”

The answer produced an almost physical ache.

Megan laughed softly. “Don’t look so devastated. You’ve waited this long.”

“You cannot lick my cock like that and then tell me to be patient.”

“I just did.”

A fresh bead of precum gathered at the tip. Megan watched it swell, then caught it with the end of her tongue.

Steve gripped the comforter.

“Fuck, Megan.”

“Soon,” she whispered, letting the word brush warmly across his cock, “I’m going to take this cute little thing into my mouth. And if you’re patient enough, perhaps I’ll show you how deep I can take it.”

The image struck him with devastating force.

“But tonight,” she continued, “I want you to do the work.”

Steve struggled to understand her. “What do you mean?”

Megan sat back on her heels and opened her mouth beneath his erection.

For a moment, Steve simply stared.

“You want me to—”

“Jerk off,” she said. “Right here.”

His heart seemed to miss a beat.

Megan extended her tongue and looked directly into his eyes.

“I want you to cum in my mouth.”

Steve’s disbelief must have shown because her expression became even more amused.

“You’re serious?”

“Completely.”

Until that moment, Megan had treated his orgasm as something to control, postpone or deny. Even when she had allowed him to cum in front of her, she had kept her distance and made him spill it over his own body. Now the girl he had fantasized about for years was kneeling between his legs, offering to take his cum into her mouth.

The abrupt change left him almost dizzy.

“All of it?” he asked.

“All of it.”

Steve’s hand moved toward his cock, then hesitated.

“Do I have permission?”

Megan’s expression softened with unmistakable approval.

“Yes, baby. You have permission.”

He wrapped his hand around himself.

Pleasure surged through him so intensely that he nearly lost control with the first stroke. After four days without release and an entire evening spent on the edge, his cock felt almost unbearably sensitive.

Megan watched his hand move.

“Slowly,” she instructed. “I want to see how you stroke my little cock.”

The possessive word made Steve shudder.

He tried to obey, dragging his fist deliberately along his shaft. Megan remained beneath him, her face only inches away, following every movement with fascinated attention. Each time his hand reached the head, more precum slipped over his fingers.

“You’ve done this while thinking about me so many times,” she murmured. “But this is the first time I’ve been here to watch.”

Steve’s breathing broke into shallow gasps.

“And the last time you’ll do it without me deciding exactly when you stop.”

His rhythm quickened despite her instruction. He could already feel the orgasm gathering, far too powerful to hold back.

“Megan, I’m close.”

“I know.”

She moved nearer, parted her lips and extended her tongue beneath the head of his cock.

The sight nearly finished him.

“Ask me,” she whispered.

Steve’s hand worked frantically around his shaft. “Please let me cum.”

“Where?”

“In your mouth.”

Megan held his gaze.

“Then fill my mouth with your cum.”

Steve lasted only a few more strokes.

His first spurt landed across Megan’s waiting tongue. The sight sent him completely over the edge. A broken moan escaped him as his body convulsed and he continued stroking, releasing again and again into her open mouth.

Megan never looked away.

She accepted every pulse, her expression shifting from playful confidence to genuine surprise at the intensity of his orgasm. Steve’s legs trembled beneath him, and his free hand braced against the mattress as four days of frustration tore through his body in one overwhelming release.

By the time the final drops fell from his cock, he could barely remain upright.

Megan closed her mouth and swallowed.

The sight of her doing it sent one last shudder through him.

“Holy fuck,” Steve breathed.

Megan wiped a stray trace of cum from her lower lip with one fingertip and smiled as Steve released his softening cock and took a deep breath, utterly spent.

Steve was still sprawled across the bed, dazed by the force of his orgasm, when Megan climbed up beside him.

He expected her to laugh at his exhausted expression. Perhaps she would kiss his cheek and leave him to recover.

Instead, she cupped his face and pressed her lips firmly against his.

Steve responded without thinking. He opened his mouth, welcoming her tongue—

Then he tasted himself.

The realization struck him so abruptly that his entire body tensed.

A salty, bitter flavor coated Megan’s tongue and lingered thickly in her saliva. It was warm, unfamiliar and immediately unpleasant. Steve’s stomach turned. His instinct was to pull away, but Megan kept kissing him, her tongue moving slowly against his as though she were waiting to see what he would do.

A trace of cum passed into his mouth.

Steve nearly gagged.

Megan felt his reaction and drew back just far enough for their lips to separate.

“What’s wrong?” she asked with exaggerated innocence.

“You know exactly what’s wrong.”

She smiled. “You don’t like the taste?”

“No.”

“Not even a little?”

“It’s disgusting.”

Megan laughed. “That’s interesting.”

“How is that interesting?”

“Less than a minute ago, you were extremely excited about filling my mouth with it.”

“That was different.”

“Why?”

“Because it wasn’t going into my mouth.”

“So you expect me to take it, but you shouldn’t have to taste it?”

Steve wiped his lips with the back of his hand, but the flavor remained on his tongue. “You volunteered.”

“I did.” Megan ran a fingertip across his chest. “And I swallowed every drop because I knew how much you would enjoy watching me do it.”

The memory made his softening cock twitch despite the unpleasant taste.

Megan noticed.

“But I never said I thought it tasted nice,” she continued. “Honestly, I think cum is pretty gross too.”

Steve stared at her. “You could have mentioned that before I covered your tongue with it.”

“And ruin your fantasy?” She shook her head. “You looked far too happy.”

“So that kiss was revenge?”

“No. It was a lesson in appreciation.”

“That sounds suspiciously like revenge.”

Megan leaned closer again. “If you expect your girlfriend to swallow your cum, then you should at least be willing to share the taste with her.”

“I think I’ve tasted enough.”

“You barely kissed me.”

“It was enough.”

Her playful smile faded into a soft, challenging expression.

“Kiss me properly, Steve.”

He hesitated.

The taste genuinely repulsed him. Even breathing through his mouth brought the bitter, musky flavor back across his tongue. Yet Megan was inches away, her lips still damp from his orgasm, waiting to discover whether his disgust was stronger than his desire for her.

Steve placed one hand behind her neck and pulled her into another kiss.

This time, he knew what was waiting for him.

The flavor intensified as Megan opened her mouth. Her tongue pushed against his, deliberately sharing every lingering trace. Steve’s stomach clenched, and a quiet sound of revulsion escaped into the kiss, making Megan smile against his lips.

Still, he didn’t pull away.

He kissed her more firmly, forcing himself to accept the taste because it was part of her in that moment—part of the intimate, humiliating exchange she had created between them. When her saliva collected in his mouth, he swallowed despite the reflexive tightening in his throat.

Megan felt him do it.

She broke the kiss and gazed at him with delighted approval.

“There,” she whispered. “That wasn’t so terrible.”

“It absolutely was.”

“But you kept kissing me.”

“Because it was you.”

For a moment, her teasing expression softened.

“That might be the sweetest disgusting thing anyone has ever said to me.”

Steve grimaced as the aftertaste lingered. “Can I have some water?”

“In a minute.”

Megan reached for the black case beside them.

Steve’s attention immediately returned to the polished metal cage.

“Oh, right. That.”

“You agreed.”

“I remember. I was hoping you might have forgotten.”

“Not a chance.”

She waited until his cock had softened completely, then picked up the device and showed him how its pieces fitted together. Steve’s nerves returned when she positioned the metal ring, but Megan moved carefully, checking his expression throughout.

“Tell me if anything pinches.”

“I will.”

“And if it feels wrong after I lock it?”

“I use the emergency key.”

“Good.”

Her fingers handled him with unexpected gentleness as she fitted the cage into place. The metal felt cold against his sensitive skin, and the confinement was strange enough to make him hold his breath. Megan adjusted it once, ensuring nothing was trapped, then looked up at him.

“Still all right?”

Steve shifted experimentally. The pressure was snug and unfamiliar, but not painful.

“I think so.”

“Ready?”

He looked down at his cock enclosed within the narrow steel bars. He could still change his mind. Megan’s fingers rested beside the open lock, waiting rather than assuming.

Steve nodded.

“Do it.”

The click sounded remarkably loud in the quiet bedroom.

A sudden rush of apprehension passed through him. The device was no longer merely resting around his body. It was locked. His cock—his private source of pleasure, the part of himself he had touched whenever he wanted for as long as he could remember—was now physically beyond his control.

Megan gently tested the lock.

“Mine,” she said.

The word sent a confusing mixture of fear and arousal through him. His body attempted to respond, but the cage immediately resisted the first hint of expansion. Steve inhaled sharply at the unfamiliar restriction.

Megan watched his reaction with fascination.

“You tried to get hard.”

“I didn’t exactly do it deliberately.”

“Aww.” She ran one finger along the metal bars. “Your little cock hasn’t understood the new rules yet.”

“This is going to take some getting used to.”

“That’s why we’re trying it for a week.”

Megan removed the main key from the case and attached it to the fine chain around her neck. She fastened the clasp, then allowed the key to fall against her chest.

It settled deep within the cleavage created by her red bikini top.

Steve became transfixed.

The contrast felt almost cruelly perfect. The key to his cage now rested between the breasts he had desired for years. Everything he wanted was displayed inches in front of him, yet access to both Megan’s body and his own depended entirely upon her permission.

She caught him staring and deliberately adjusted the key so it hung even deeper between her breasts.

“Do you like where I’m keeping it?”

Steve dragged his gaze up to her face. “You planned that.”

“Of course I did.”

“And you’re enjoying this far too much.”

Megan leaned forward, letting the key swing gently above his locked cock.

“I’ve spent years being treated as though my body existed for men to enjoy whenever they wanted,” she said. “I think I’m going to enjoy deciding when a man gets to enjoy his.”

She placed a soft kiss on his lips. The lingering taste of his cum was still there, and Steve fought another grimace without withdrawing.

Megan smiled against his mouth.

“Good boy.”

Steve looked down at the cage and then back at the tiny key nestled between her D-cups. The sight captured the entire arrangement between them: his desire, her control and the promise that every future release would have to pass through her hands first.

For the next week, his cock belonged to Megan.

And she was carrying the key.

Megan let the key rest between her breasts for several seconds, clearly enjoying the effect it had on him.

“Don’t worry, little guy,” she said, addressing the cage rather than Steve. “You won’t be trapped in there forever.”

Steve raised an eyebrow. “That’s reassuring.”

“We’re having a pool party on Saturday. I’ll unlock you before everyone arrives.”

“How generous.”

“The cage might be visible under your swim trunks.” She lightly tapped one metal bar with her fingernail. “I don’t particularly want Amy asking why my boyfriend has steel wrapped around his cock.”

Steve imagined Amy discovering exactly what Megan had done to him. Heat climbed into his face.

“No. Neither do I.”

“I’ll put it somewhere safe during the party, then lock you back up after everyone leaves.”

“You’ve already planned that far ahead?”

“Of course.” Megan smiled down at him. “I have responsibilities now.”

“You make it sound as though you’ve adopted my cock.”

“At four point eight inches, it is rather adorable.”

Steve shook his head, but another attempt at an erection stirred inside the cage. The metal immediately resisted it, transforming arousal into a strange, insistent pressure.

Megan noticed his expression.

“Is it hurting?”

“No. Just tight.”

“If that changes, use the emergency key and tell me.”

“I know.”

“Promise?”

Steve looked at her. Beneath all the teasing, she was genuinely checking.

“I promise.”

“Good.”

She kissed him once more, this time keeping it brief. The unpleasant taste of his cum still lingered faintly on her lips, but Steve kissed her back anyway.

Megan stood and disappeared into the bathroom. A moment later, he heard the shower start.

“Get dressed and let yourself out, please, babe,” she called through the partially open door. “I need a quick shower, and then I’m going straight to sleep.”

Steve looked down at the cage.

“You’re sending me home like this?”

Her laugh carried over the sound of running water.

“That is rather the point.”

“And I don’t see you again until Saturday?”

“No.”

“That’s two days.”

“I know how calendars work, Steve.”

He heard the bathroom door beginning to close.

“Megan?”

The door paused.

“What?”

Steve glanced at the key enclosed in the sealed envelope beside his clothes. “Nothing. Good night.”

Her voice softened. “Good night, baby. Message me when you’re home—and remember that locked little cock belongs to me.”

The door clicked shut.

Getting dressed proved more awkward than Steve expected. The cage changed the way everything sat inside his boxers, and he had to adjust himself several times before cautiously pulling up his jeans. Even then, the weight of the metal remained impossible to ignore.

He slipped the emergency key into his wallet and left Megan’s house.

The walk home normally took less than ten minutes. That night, it felt much longer.

Every step caused the cage to shift slightly beneath his clothes. It wasn’t painful, but the cool metal ring and unfamiliar weight kept drawing his attention back to what had happened. Anyone passing him on the sidewalk would have seen an ordinary man walking home after spending the evening with his girlfriend.

None of them could possibly have guessed that his cock was locked in a steel cage and that the key hung between his girlfriend’s breasts.

Steve was still struggling to process how dramatically his life had changed in less than two weeks.

He was dating Megan—the girl he had wanted since they were teenagers. That part should have felt like a fantasy fulfilled. Yet almost nothing about the relationship resembled the fantasies he had spent years constructing.

He had imagined seeing her naked. He had imagined her beneath him, pulling him closer and begging him to fuck her. He had imagined long nights of unrestricted sex after all those years of friendship and frustrated desire.

Instead, he had seen little more of her body than he might have at the beach. She had enjoyed several orgasms from his mouth while carefully rationing his pleasure. She had measured his cock, compared it with her exes, taken control of when he was allowed to masturbate and now locked his penis in a cage.

And somehow, he had agreed to all of it.

Steve gave a quiet, disbelieving laugh as he reached his front door.

He had become the definition of pussy-whipped. The irony was that the only pussy he had been allowed anywhere near was the pussy Megan pressed against his face.

Once inside, he undressed and examined the cage beneath the bathroom light. The skin around it looked normal, and nothing felt pinched. He tested the ring cautiously, remembering Megan’s instructions. It was secure but not painful.

The sealed emergency key waited in his wallet if he needed it.

Knowing he could unlock himself should have made the arrangement feel less powerful. It didn’t. Breaking the seal would mean admitting to Megan that he had used it. Unless something was genuinely wrong, Steve already knew his pride—and his desire to please her—would keep the envelope closed.

He climbed into bed and switched on the television, hoping a movie would distract him.

The first tolerable option was a familiar horror film. Steve had only been watching for a few minutes when an attractive actress stepped into a shower. He knew the scene was supposed to build toward her murder, but before the killer appeared, the camera lingered on her topless body beneath the water.

Steve felt the first involuntary stirring between his legs.

His cock began to swell.

It barely had room to expand before it pressed firmly against the end of the cage. The sensation was immediate and startling—not the stabbing pain he had feared, but a hard, unyielding pressure that intensified with every beat of his pulse.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

He shifted beneath the covers, trying to find a more comfortable position. That only made the metal move against him and brought another surge of arousal.

Steve grabbed the remote and turned off the television.

Darkness filled the room.

He closed his eyes and tried to empty his mind, but that merely gave his imagination space to replay the evening: Megan in the red bikini top, her pussy grinding against his tongue, the key disappearing between her breasts and the taste of his own cum on her lips.

The cage tightened again.

“Baseball,” Steve whispered to himself. “Think about baseball.”

He began mentally listing players and batting averages. When that failed, he tried remembering old game scores. Gradually, the pressure eased and his cock softened inside its confinement.

Steve reached for his phone. A message from Megan was already waiting.

Home yet?

He typed back.

Just got in. The cage definitely works.

Three dots appeared almost immediately.

Good. Sleep well, little guy.

Steve stared at the message, uncertain whether she meant him or his cock.

Probably both.

He placed the phone facedown and tried baseball again.

Saturday suddenly felt a very long way away.
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Taken By An Older Man: A Young Couple's Slide Into Submission

It was never meant to go this far. In fact, it was never meant to even come close.

All it was meant to be was a bit of a tease. Emily was just meant to tease her neighbor Bill, the handsome older guy who used to smile as he watched her running. It was meant to be a bit of fun, something to keep her boyfriend Tom on his toes. After all, his cock seemed to get harder and harder the more she teased Bill.

But now, as Emily’s head bobs up and down on Bill’s massive cock, Tom can’t help thinking he should put a stop to this. He shouldn’t keep watching. He shouldn’t let her. He shouldn’t be rock hard as he watches.

But those words just don’t come out. For some reason Tom just watches as Emily waits for him to say stop, wishing the whole time that he doesn’t.

This is how Emily was Taken by an Older Man

Her Little Cum Slut: A Husband's Journey of Brutal Cuckold Discovery

My name is Andrew Richards, and this is the true story of how I became my wife’s eager little cum slut cuckold.

It started innocently enough — just a normal, loving marriage that slowly caught fire. What began with my wife asking me to clean her up after I came too quickly turned into something much darker… and far more addictive.

Before long, I was licking another man’s cum from her freshly fucked pussy.

Then came the strap-on. The denial. The humiliation.

And finally… the night twelve men used my wife while I served them all.

I’m not gay. I’m not even bisexual. The thought of sucking cock or taking it up the ass used to do nothing for me. But when Jessica tells me to drop to my knees and open my mouth… when she laughs and calls me her pathetic little cum slut while I gag on a thick black cock… I obey.

Because pleasing her is the only thing that matters now.

This is the raw, explicit confession of how my beautiful wife awakened the submissive cuckold hiding inside me — and how I learned to love every single degrading, humiliating, and intensely arousing second of it.

This is how I became Her Little Cum Slut.

Vacation Cuckold: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Exposed On Vacation

It started as an innocent coincidence — a free vacation giveaway that promised sun, luxury, and quality time for Luke and his stunning wife, Emma.

A few harmless questionnaires. A weekend screening in Vegas. Nothing serious.

Until the questions turned intimate.

Until they were shown images of Emma paired with well-hung black men… and Luke felt himself getting inexplicably hard.

Until Emma discovered that the thought of being taken by superior black cock awakened something deep, hungry, and long-suppressed inside her.

What began as a simple getaway quickly spiraled into something far more dangerous and addictive. A private Caribbean island where the rules were simple: white wives would be pleasured by big black bulls while their husbands watched… and learned their new place.

By the time they returned home, Emma was no longer the reserved wife and mother she once was. She was liberated. Insatiable. And Luke? He had become something he never imagined — a willing, panty-wearing cuckold who now craves the sight of his beautiful wife being stretched and filled in ways he never could.

But the island was only the beginning.

The real adventure — and the real temptation — is just getting started.
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