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CHAPTER ONE


THE NEXT MORNING, Ben sat at his kitchen table, spooning cereal into his mouth as he glanced at his phone, the screen bright against the early light. The subject line "Connection Request!" felt both familiar and faintly daunting, like an overdue project update or a mysterious rash. He tapped it, and Ava's face appeared, radiating confidence and that intriguing something else that Ben still couldn't quite pin down. The dust on her LinkedIn profile was so thick it practically coughed, but the connection request was unmistakably recent. Ben tapped his chin thoughtfully, noticing that Michael was already connected. Somehow, even that didn't shock him. He hovered over the "Accept" button, his finger twitching in indecision before deciding that "later" was always a valid option.

By the time he reached the office, the usual morning chatter had settled into a low hum. His footsteps barely registered on the carpeted floor as he made his way through the maze of cubicles. Ben slipped into his corner, savoring the illusion of privacy it provided in the open-plan expanse. He powered up his desktop and set his backpack down with a sigh that sounded almost human.

"Ben." The voice sliced through his thoughts like a precision-guided missile. Richard, his boss and a perpetual source of tension, materialized at the edge of Ben's workspace. The project manager's eyes gleamed with the kind of intensity that suggested someone was about to be disappointed, and it was most likely Ben.

"Richard," Ben replied, striving for an air of calm professionalism and failing magnificently.

"I see Ava's called in sick." Richard’s tone was clipped, leaving no room for small talk or mercy. "Where are we with the onboarding documentation?"

"I thought," Ben began, words crawling out with all the grace of an amateur rock climber, "that those had already been shared?"

Richard's eyebrows did a little dance, moving up and down with the rhythm of disdain. "Not according to my email. They're not in the system."

Ben's mind raced back to the last few days, realizing with a sinking feeling that most of the files were on Ava’s work laptop. His pulse synced with the anxious tapping of his fingers on the desk. "I... can check again."

"Good," Richard said, his mouth stretching into something that might have been a smile if it weren’t so filled with expectation. "Sooner rather than later."

As Richard moved on, Michael's lanky frame appeared from around a corner, his grin threatening to split his face in two. He dropped into the seat opposite Ben's desk with the unrefined elegance of a collapsing bridge. "Heard Ava is sick," he said, voice low but gleefully conspiring. "But partially online and responding to messages."

Ben’s lips pressed into a thin line, a mute acknowledgment of the information.

Michael leaned back, hands laced behind his head, a picture of leisurely smugness. "Rich is riding you pretty hard, huh?"

"It's fine," Ben mumbled, eyes on his computer but thoughts trailing behind Richard like a lost puppy. "I'll get it sorted."

Michael shrugged, an exaggerated gesture that threatened to spill him onto the floor. "If you say so.“

Ben's brow furrowed, and his tapping intensified. He could feel the fabric of the office politics stretching uncomfortably around him, every thread tangled with implications he wasn’t ready to unravel.

Michael watched him, waiting for a reaction. "So, how're you gonna play this one, Benjamin?"

Ben had no answer, not one that made sense in this bizarre new context. He nodded, mostly to himself, and said, "I'll figure something out."

"Cool," Michael replied, standing up with a single fluid motion that suggested he might actually have working muscles somewhere under all that lank. "Catch you later."

Ben was left to the buzzing of his thoughts and the quiet chaos of his desk. It felt like the week had run a marathon and he was still tying his shoes. Maybe he was too cautious, too calculated. Maybe Michael's boldness was something he needed to channel, if only he could figure out how to survive it. He sighed again, and it sounded even more human than the first one.

Ava’s empty desk seemed to mock him with its neatness. He sighed and opened the company chat system, pulling up Ava's name and starting to type. He paused, reconsidered, then settled on a carefully noncommittal note: "Need docs for onboarding. Thanks." Ava’s reply came so fast that it seemed she’d been lurking in wait. "Is that all you want to ask me?" His ears went hot, as if Ava had somehow pinched them through the monitor. "I don't want to talk personal issues on this system," he typed back, aware that each click of the keys sounded as awkward as he felt. She responded with a scolding speed: "At least ask me how I'm feeling, I'm sick." Ben stared at the screen, tapping out a single, hesitant question before quickly hitting send.

The reply was almost instant. "I'm fine, I guess. My stuffed nose is giving me a headache," Ava wrote, followed by a stream of unhappy face emojis. Ben could almost hear the melodramatic sniffles in her voice. She sent over the documents with the cheerful efficiency of a workaholic from her sickbed. "Here are the files," she continued, adding, "I ran out of medicine, though. My parents are out of town, and I don't have many close friends here yet." Ben shifted in his chair, feeling the creeping embrace of guilt and obligation. His fingers hovered over the keys, a testament to his indecision.

"Would you mind picking up some aspirin on your way home?" The question dangled in front of him like a particularly guilty piñata. He squirmed in his seat before conceding defeat. "I can do that," he typed, his internal voice sounding far braver than he felt.

"You're a lifesaver!" Ava replied, showering him with virtual gratitude. She sent her address before logging off with the finality of someone who knew she’d gotten what she wanted.

Ben sat back, staring at the screen, the weight of the unexpected errand settling around his shoulders like an ill-fitting cloak. His mind raced with thoughts of cold remedies and socially awkward encounters. The tap-tap-tap of someone approaching jarred him from his thoughts.

"So, how's she doing?" Michael asked as he breezed past, his tone hinting that he already knew more than Ben would care to confirm.

"Fine," Ben mumbled, his face doing a great impression of a tomato. "Sick."

The day seemed to fly by, with little of note occurring except for Ben revisting the memory of him on his knees in the women's locker room, caught up in the moment with Ava's huge dick down his throat. Her final words about him swallowing her entire load next time lingered in his mind, leaving him torn. He felt a sense of dread at the thought, yet there was an undeniable allure to the taboo of the idea that he couldn't quite shake off.

He scrambled to shut down his computer, eager to escape the arena of office intrigue and Michael’s meddling comments.

The drive to the pharmacy was quiet, interrupted only by the rumble of his car and the persistent chorus of his own overthinking. He mentally ticked through the day’s events, replaying each awkward exchange in high-definition discomfort. The scene had been set for a routine workday, but somehow Ben had ended up with an evening shift as Ava’s errand boy. He could almost hear Michael's teasing: "You've got it bad, Ben." But did he? Ben didn’t know what he had, but he knew that Ava was something else entirely.


CHAPTER TWO


BEN WATCHED THE light turn from red to green and gripped the wheel a bit tighter than he needed to. It was a quarter past four, and he knew he had plenty of time to get there, but his mind still raced faster than his car as he headed down Park Avenue toward Ava’s parents’ house. He was surprised by the size of the homes, then again by his own surprise. The pharmacy where he’d picked up her aspirin was only five minutes from the office, and with a little bit of speeding, he made it in less than ten. The car cost him three months’ salary when he bought it, but even his best attempt at quick went out the window when he found himself in Ava’s neighborhood. The villas in this part of town must have cost millions.

By the time he got to her street, he was overthinking everything. Ava had asked him to drop off the pills because she was too sick to drive, but Ben couldn’t shake the idea that he should just leave them in the mailbox and avoid the chance of anyone spotting him in the first place. His indecision only got worse when he pulled up to the house. She’d called it her parents’ place, but this was basically a mansion. Three stories high, with an enormous front yard and a brick-paved driveway that was almost as big as his entire apartment complex. He parked near the garage, worrying about the neighbors and about Ava’s family, and tried to sneak toward the door.

Just as he thought he’d made it past the garage without anyone noticing, he caught the eye of a gardener who was busy mowing the lawn. The man nodded at him, and Ben gave a quick nod back, trying not to look too guilty about it. He turned his gaze back to the fancy house in front of him and nearly sprinted the rest of the way up the path. He didn’t know what her parents did for a living, but he was certain they didn’t have his worries.

The doorbell played a tune that echoed through the place, and Ben stared at the expensive woodwork while he waited. Even with a perfect resume and a decade of seniority, he didn’t know how long he’d have to save to get something like this. He was just starting to think about cutting his losses and heading back to the car when Ava pulled the door open. Her hair was messy, she was dressed in an oversized hoodie, and her nose was a little red, but she was still gorgeous. She leaned against the door frame, holding it slightly ajar.

“My hero,” she said with a playful smile. She wiped her nose with a tissue, sniffling, and looked at the bottle of aspirin in his hand like it was the best present anyone had ever brought her. He hesitated, nervous, but she was quicker than he was and snatched it before he could change his mind.

He shifted on his feet, feeling out of place. “I should probably—”

“Run off and leave a girl in her time of need?” she interrupted. “A real knight in shining armor.” She tilted her head and gestured inside the house. “Come on, you’re staying for dinner.”

He almost declined but saw the way her sweatpants shifted and hesitated instead. The invitation hung in the air, and she reached out to grab him by the hand before he could finish thinking of a reason to say no.

“Takeout,” she said. “Ordered enough for two. Consider it my way of paying you back.”

He shot a glance over his shoulder. The gardener was still nowhere in sight, and it seemed safe enough, but he couldn’t shake his doubt. “Your parents?”

“Not due back for a while,” she replied, laughing a little. “You really need to worry less.” She tugged him across the threshold, and he finally let her drag him inside.

There was a strange tension between them, and Ben wasn’t sure what to do with it. Last time they’d been together, he’d ended up with Ava’s dick in his mouth, but that was in the heat of the moment, back at the office, and this was different. He wasn’t sure if the tension was in his head, but it was making him feel off-balance, like he couldn’t tell if she had the same thing on her mind. It felt too intimate and too public at the same time. Ava was under the weather, and he should have let her rest, but she was still so incredibly hot, and a part of him was mad at how badly he wanted to repeat their encounter, even knowing he couldn’t. They walked through the foyer, and Ben was hyper-aware of the sound of their footsteps and of how her hand felt as it clasped his.

She stopped and took a breath, pulling him closer. “Don’t worry, I won’t take advantage of you until we’re back at work,” she said. Her tone was light, but her eyes told him she knew exactly what was going on in his head.

Ava gave his hand another gentle squeeze and moved into the kitchen. He let out a long exhale and followed, pretending not to be quite so relieved.

Her fingers wrapped around his, Ava pulled Ben through the house and past an entrance hall that had a chandelier almost as large as his car. They entered the kitchen, where the floors were polished marble, the cabinets were pure mahogany, and the countertop probably cost more than his computer setup. If this was her parents' place, then they had to be millionaires. He noticed that her hand was still gripping his, the hold almost insistent and possessive. She made good on her earlier remark, saying that she wouldn't take advantage of him until they were back at the office. Her laughter echoed through the cavernous space, playful and knowing. He almost laughed too, but it caught in his throat and came out as more of a cough.

Ava gave him a sideways glance, letting go of his hand to cross the kitchen. He rubbed the back of his neck, feeling the heat rise to his face, and tried to think of the right thing to say. She was taking it all in stride, but he couldn't imagine how he'd handle seeing her in the office again after today.

"I'm not sure it's a good idea," he managed to get out, "to, you know, repeat things. Not at work. What if we got caught? I could end up fired." He knew he sounded paranoid, but he couldn't help it.

She raised her eyebrows as if she'd expected a better argument. "I'm new, and even I can tell you worry too much. Who do you think would fire you, anyway?"

He hesitated, looking for a more convincing reason. "Well, it's just—"

"Just you caring too much about what people think," Ava interrupted. "Living up to other people's expectations is no fun, Ben." She crossed back to him and poked his chest with her finger. "Luckily, I don't do anything anyone's uncomfortable with."

"Right," he said, not entirely convinced.

"You'll see," she added with a knowing wink, then twisted open the aspirin bottle, tossing a pair into her mouth and washing them down with water from the tap.

He felt a little ridiculous standing there, so he moved deeper into the kitchen and let his eyes wander over its size and the way it seemed designed for the kind of dinner parties he’d only seen in movies. The ceiling was high, and he couldn't spot a single thing that looked like it came from a department store. Ava was this enormous question mark, so much less predictable than the code he was used to working with. She was rich, hot, and way out of his league. The doubt wouldn't go away, even though she was sick and looked like she was fresh out of bed, that she'd actually want him for more than a quick fling. The longer he stood there, the less sure he was of anything at all.

Ava caught him staring, and a sly grin formed on her lips. "Jealous of the kitchen?" she teased, pulling him back to the moment. She went to the stainless-steel fridge and retrieved several takeout containers, placing them on the marble counter in the center. She opened one of the boxes and looked at the contents with mild disdain. "I couldn't eat any of this," she said, gesturing at the food. "Go ahead, really."

"Uh," he started, uncertain, "are you sure?"

"Positive." She nudged a box in his direction, then turned and made her way toward the door, motioning for him to follow. "Come on. We'll eat in the living room."

He hesitated for a moment, then grabbed the food and went after her. He couldn't help but admire the way she moved, her sweatpants swaying as she walked. The more he tried not to focus on it, the more he did, and by the time they reached the living room, he was certain she was doing it on purpose.

The space was even bigger than the kitchen, filled with the kind of furniture he'd only seen in catalogues. It looked like there was more money in the carpet than he spent on rent each year. Ava threw herself onto a massive couch that could probably seat an entire basketball team, leaving him standing there, unsure of where to sit.

"You planning to eat standing up?" she asked, flipping on the TV.

He cleared his throat, sat beside her, and fumbled with the box before starting to eat. The food was still warm, and he hadn't realized how hungry he was until the first bite.

Ava changed the channels and settled on something. He wasn't sure if it was a game or highlights, but it looked like a lot of basketball. "Pretty good, right?" she asked, eyeing the food in his hands.

"It's great," he replied between mouthfuls, thinking it was better than anything he'd had in weeks.

"Really?" she said, feigning surprise. "Must be the fever, then." She rubbed her nose with the back of her hand and reached for a tissue, turning to face him. "I don't know if I should tell you this, but I'm probably contagious. You might want to run for it before you get sick too."

He looked at her, unsure if she was serious.

"Or," she continued, "you could stay and cuddle me." She sounded amused, and he couldn't tell if she was joking or not.

He stared at her, still trying to decide when she tilted her head with a grin. "Just because you move closer doesn't mean you'll get lucky, though."

Ben nearly choked on his food, his face heating up all over again. "That's not—" he began to say, but her laughter cut him off.

"You are so easy to embarrass," she teased, reaching for his arm and pulling him in. She shifted so that he ended up between her legs, sitting back against her. Her hold was surprisingly strong for someone who claimed to be sick.

"You're too good at this," he mumbled, trying to find a comfortable position as the last of the tension drained from him.

She wrapped her arms around his chest, tugging him a little closer. He could feel the length of her pressed firmly against his outer thigh, but he couldn't tell if she was doing it on purpose or if that was just her. She snuggled him close, her breath warm against his neck, and he let himself relax, even as the thoughts in his head raced faster than ever.

Ava's arms circled him, and he rested his head on her chest, listening to her heart play a fast rhythm against her ribs. He liked it and the faint smell of sweat that came from her clothes. It wasn't like him, but he didn't care. "When are your parents back?" he asked, his words muffled in her hoodie. "Couple of days," she said, giving him a playful squeeze. Ben allowed himself to melt into her. She asked him to reach for the tissues on the sofa table. As he got up to get them, his hand went to her leg, but it was a little off course and scraped her bulge.

"Sorry!" he blurted, the heat rushing to his face. He tried to pull away, but she locked her arms around him with surprising strength.

"Slut," she said, smirking.

The word jolted him. He looked at her with wide eyes, speechless. The way she said it was shocking, but something about it made him tingle. He was stunned enough to believe she meant it, even though she was laughing at him.

"I'm kidding," she added, tilting her head as she watched him fumble with a response. "Mostly."

He gave a nervous chuckle, trying to play along, but he couldn't shake how the word felt. "I should go," he said, feigning insult, and started to get up.

Ava grabbed his wrist, her hold firm and unwilling to let go. "Stay," she said, this time without the teasing tone. He hesitated, and she tugged him back down. "Sorry, okay?" She pouted a little, and her eyes were soft, pleading. "Didn't mean to scare you off."

He looked at her, then at the door, then back at her.

She gave him another squeeze. "Pretty please?"

Ben couldn't resist, not when she looked at him like that. He relaxed into her hold, and Ava's lips curled into a victorious grin. Her hand slid down his arm, lower, until it rested on his crotch, rubbing the fabric of his pants.

"Please," she repeated, a laugh in her voice. "Pretty please?"

He stiffened, but in an entirely different way, and let out a shaky breath. Ava kept rubbing him, feeling the bulge in his pants grow. "I owe you, remember?" she said. "You really didn't think I'd let you leave without paying you back, did you?"

She shifted, scooting him forward on the couch and making room for herself to sit in front of him. He watched her, stunned, as she unzipped him and took his dick out. It was already at almost full mast, and Ben's breath came quicker.

Ava tugged his pants to his ankles in one swift motion, and Ben had to grab the back of the couch to steady himself. He couldn't believe it. The whole thing felt surreal, and it only got worse when she wrapped her lips around his dick.

He bit his lip to keep from moaning too loudly. Ava was relentless, her mouth warm and wet around his shaft. She sucked him hard and fast, pausing for a moment to flash him a wry smile. "You should take notes," she said, then went back to it, her head bobbing up and down as Ben writhed.

He blinked, taking in the surreal scene unfolding before him. Ava, with her cascade of golden hair and eyes that sparkled like emeralds, was on her knees in front of him. Her plump, perfectly shaped lips were wrapped around his shaft, the pink tip of her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of his cock. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper, her eyes watering slightly as she gagged, then recovered, her breath hot and moist against his skin. Her lips, slick and shiny, slid over the engorged head, her cheeks hollowing out as she sucked.

He was losing it, hips bucking toward her. She had to hold him in place to keep him from going too wild. The sensation built inside him, a pressure ready to burst, and just when he thought he couldn't hold out any longer, Ava pulled back with a pop.

"Not yet," she said, almost a whisper.

He blinked, confused and aching, as she looked at his flushed face.

"Take off your pants," she told him. Her eyes darted to the sofa, then to the rest of his clothes, a silent suggestion that he undress all the way.

Ben fumbled with the pants around his ankles, desperate to do as he was told. He didn't care how ridiculous he looked. All he wanted was to finish what Ava had started, and he thought she was finally going to let him. He kicked his way out of his clothes and dropped back onto the couch, eager.

"Not like that," Ava said, grinning at how easily she wound him up. "On your knees."

He hesitated, unsure what she meant. She pointed, directing him to sit with his legs beneath him. His dick was still at attention, poking into the air, and Ava gave it a playful flick.

"This way," she added, as if it were obvious. She adjusted his position, making sure he knew what she had in mind. "You're gonna want to be like this."

Her own sweatpants shifted, the bulge beneath them struggling to stay in. Ben couldn't help but stare, even as she urged him to turn and give her room on the couch. He swallowed hard, anticipation and uncertainty buzzing in his chest.

Ben's knees sank into the plush cushions of the couch, his naked body exposed and vulnerable as he knelt sideways, dick pointing skyward like some absurd flagpole. His heart hammered against his ribs, and he could feel sweat beading along his spine. The rational part of his brain screamed for him to get up and leave, but the rest of him remained frozen in place, waiting to see what Ava would do next.

Ava positioned herself behind him, her breathing still slightly congested from her cold. He could feel the heat of her body against his back, the soft fabric of her hoodie brushing his skin. Her hand slipped beneath the waistband of her sweatpants, and he heard her breath catch as she began to stroke herself. Her other arm snaked around his waist, fingers wrapping around his erection with a gentle but firm grip.

"You like that?" she whispered, her breath hot against his ear as she gave him a few slow, deliberate strokes.

"Yeah," he managed, his voice barely audible. The sensation of her hand on him while knowing she was pleasuring herself just inches away made his mouth go dry.

Ava's hand left him, and he felt the couch shift as she leaned toward the small purse sitting on the table. She fished around inside it for a moment before pulling out what looked like a small tube of lotion. Ben stared at it, his brain taking a moment to process what he was seeing. When realization dawned, his stomach did a nervous flip.

"Is that...?" he started, unable to finish the question.

"Lube," Ava confirmed, her voice casual, as if she were simply stating the time. "Makes everything better."

Ben swallowed hard, his mind racing through the implications. Why would she need that unless she was planning to... He couldn't complete the thought, but the evidence was clear. His eyes darted toward the door, calculating the distance, wondering if he should make a break for it. But something kept him rooted in place – curiosity, maybe, or a deeper desire he wasn't ready to acknowledge.

"Lean forward," Ava instructed, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Get on your elbows."

He hesitated, his body tensing. "Why?"

"Just do it," she said, her voice dropping to a commanding tone that sent a shiver through him. She pushed against his back, applying pressure that surprised him. For someone who claimed to be sick, she was remarkably strong, her grip firm and insistent.

"I don't think—" he began, but she cut him off with another push, harder this time.

"Stop thinking so much," she said. "I know you want this."

Did he? Ben wasn't sure, but his body was responding as if he did. His breathing had become shallow, and despite his apprehension, his erection hadn't flagged in the slightest. He allowed himself to be guided forward until his face was pressed against the cushions, his ass raised in the air, knees spread wide on the couch. The position was humiliating, leaving him fully exposed, and yet he made no move to change it.

He heard the rustle of fabric behind him, followed by the soft whoosh of Ava's sweatpants flying through the air. They landed in a heap beside the couch, and Ben turned his head, looking over his shoulder to see what was happening.

The sight that greeted him sent a jolt of both fear and fascination through his body. Ava stood there, her hoodie still on but her lower half completely naked. Her cock was enormous, rigid and pointing directly at him like some kind of accusation. She had one leg planted on the couch cushion, the other on the floor, her stance wide and confident. Her hand worked a generous amount of lube onto her length, spreading it with slow, deliberate strokes.

"Wait," Ben said, panic rising in his chest. "I don't think I can do this. I've never—"

"Shh," Ava soothed, though there was an edge to her voice that brooked no argument. "It's just another way to feel good." Her free hand reached out to caress his exposed ass cheek, her touch gentle but possessive. "It'll sting a bit at first, but then it gets amazing. Trust me."

Trust her? They barely knew each other. This was madness. And yet, Ben remained in position, his face burning with shame and arousal.

"I really want to fuck you," she continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Been thinking about it since that day in the office."

Her hand moved from his ass cheek toward the cleft between them, a finger tracing down until it found his entrance. Ben flinched at the contact, the sensitive ring of muscle tightening reflexively.

"Never been touched here before?" Ava asked, though it wasn't really a question. She circled the tight pucker with her fingertip, applying gentle pressure but not yet pushing inside.

"No," Ben admitted, his voice muffled against the cushion. He'd never even considered it before. What did this mean about him? About his sexuality? The questions swirled in his mind, making him dizzy. Was he gay? Bisexual? Or was this just some kind of power dynamic that had nothing to do with orientation?

"Should we be doing this?" he asked, a last-minute plea for reason, for a way to back out without taking responsibility for the choice.

Ava laughed, the sound both melodic and cruel. "You already sucked my dick, remember? This won't make you any more of a faggot than you already are."

The word hit him like a slap, shocking and painful and somehow exciting all at once. Before he could process it or object, Ava moved closer, the slick head of her cock pressing between his ass cheeks. She began to grind against him, sliding her length up and down the crevice without penetrating, the lube creating a frictionless glide that sent unexpected sparks of pleasure through his body.

"Oh," Ben gasped, the sensation unlike anything he'd experienced before. Despite his fear, despite his confusion, his body responded with enthusiasm. His dick throbbed beneath him, harder than ever, and he found himself pushing back against her, wanting more contact.

Almost unconsciously, he bit his lower lip and lowered his head deeper into the couch cushions. His back arched slightly, tilting his ass higher, offering better access to his entrance. The part of his brain still capable of rational thought screamed at him to stop, to run, but his body had taken over, driven by a lust he hadn't known was possible.

"Oh yes," Ava breathed, her hand moving faster on her cock as she continued to grind against him. "That's it. Show me how much you want it."

And God help him, he did want it. The shame of that realization burned through him, but it couldn't overcome the raw, primal need that had taken hold of his body. He was hers to command, to use, and the thought filled him with a twisted kind of excitement that he couldn't deny.


CHAPTER THREE


THE BLUNT PRESSURE against his entrance made Ben's breath catch in his throat. Ava's firm grip on his hips kept him from squirming away as she positioned herself behind him, the slick head of her cock pressing insistently against the tight ring of muscle. His fingers dug into the couch cushions, bracing for what was to come, his mind spinning with equal parts fear and desperate curiosity.

"Ready?" Ava asked, her voice husky and thick with desire.

Before he could gather his thoughts into a coherent response, she pressed onward with determination. The pressure mounted swiftly, evolving from a soft, tentative nudge into a firm, unyielding demand for entry. Ben's jaw tightened, his teeth grinding together as a choked, involuntary sound slipped from his lips. His body instinctively resisted the unfamiliar intrusion. The sensation was entirely novel to him—a searing, fiery stretch that expanded outward, sending ripples of discomfort through his entire being.

"Relax," Ava whispered, her thumbs drawing small circles on his lower back. "You're too tense."

Ben desperately tried to follow her instructions, forcing his mind to command his muscles to unclench, but his body rebelled with a stubborn resolve. The pressure mounted with an unrelenting force, pushing against his resistance with unstoppable determination, until finally, something surrendered. The head of her cock breached the tight barrier of muscle, and Ben emitted a sound that was a raw blend of a sharp gasp and a deep, guttural moan, reverberating through the room.

"There we go," Ava said, reaching for the lube again. "Just need a little more of this."

She squeezed the bottle directly above where they were joined, and Ben felt the cool liquid sliding down his crack. It pooled around her cock, providing more slickness as she rocked her hips gently, not pushing deeper yet, just letting him adjust to the invasion.

The pain was overwhelming, radiating up his spine and making his legs tremble beneath him. His breathing came in short, sharp pants, and he found himself regretting his decision to let this happen. At the same time, there was something thrilling about being taken this way, about surrendering control so completely.

Ava placed her hands on either side of his hips, her grip firm and possessive as she began to push forward again, sliding deeper into him with agonizing slowness. Each centimeter of progress sent fresh waves of pain through him, but beneath it all, Ben could feel something else beginning to stir—a strange, unfamiliar pleasure that made his toes curl against the couch cushions.

The sensation jolted a memory to life, suddenly sharp and unmistakable in his mind. Once, back in his college days, he had been with a girl—an encounter marked by fumbling awkwardness, the kind that seemed to epitomize early adulthood. He had been the one positioned behind her then, observing her face twist with a blend of anticipation and pleasure as they moved together. Now, the tables had turned, and he found himself in a similar position of vulnerability, experiencing something new. The symmetry of it struck him, the perfect circular nature of the experience. But was this really how she had felt? The same tangled mix of vulnerability and arousal? His thoughts swirled, caught between empathy and an unsettling sense of unease.

His thoughts scattered like leaves caught in a gust of wind as Ava pushed deeper, her cock now fully inside him beyond the head, stretching him in ways he hadn't imagined possible. The sensation was an electric shock coursing through his body, both foreign and exhilarating. Ben inhaled sharply through his teeth, the sound a hiss of air escaping under pressure. His hands scrambled for purchase on the armrest of the couch, fingers curling tightly around the fabric as if it were a lifeline. The feeling was so intense, so overwhelming, that for a moment, he teetered on the edge of consciousness, the world around him blurring into a kaleidoscope of sensations.

"Should I stop?" Ava asked, her voice gentler now, though her grip remained firm on his hips.

Ben's pride warred with his discomfort. Stopping would mean admitting defeat, acknowledging that he couldn't handle what she could give him. But continuing? The pain was nearly unbearable.

"No," he managed to choke out, the word barely audible.

Ava paused, her cock pulsing inside him. "Are you sure? I can pull out if it's too much."

"No," he repeated, a little stronger this time. The pain was still there, but something else was building beneath it—a fullness that was beginning to translate into pleasure.

"Then tell me you want this," Ava demanded, her voice dropping lower. "Tell me you want me to fuck you."

Ben balked at the crudeness of the request, his face burning with shame even as his cock twitched between his legs. "I... I can't."

"Say it," she insisted, her grip tightening on his hips. "I want to hear you say it."

He closed his eyes, surrendering to the moment. "Fuck me," he whispered, the words tasting strange on his tongue.

"Louder."

"Fuck me," he repeated, defeated but aroused all the same.

Her grip on his hips tightened, fingers digging into flesh as she pushed herself deeper inside him. The slow, inexorable advance continued until she was halfway inside, and Ben felt as though he might split in two. His eyes closed tightly, tears gathering at the corners as the pain reached its peak.

In the distance, the buzz of a lawnmower started up, the mundane sound of suburban life continuing just outside these walls. The contrast was jarring—out there, normal life went on, while in here, Ben was being transformed, remade by Ava's cock inside him. The thought should have made him anxious, but in his current state, it only added to the surreal quality of the experience.

"You're so tight," Ava moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. "Your hole feels amazing around my cock."

Ben barely registered the words, lost in the overwhelming sensations coursing through his body. The pain had reached a plateau, a constant, burning presence that demanded all of his attention.

"I can't," he gasped, his voice breaking. "I can't take any more."

Ava's hand stroked his lower back, a gesture that might have been comforting if not for her next words.

"Poor baby," she mocked, her tone dripping with false sympathy. "Can't handle a real cock, can you? And I'm only halfway in."

The taunt stung, but before Ben could respond, Ava was moving again, applying more lube to her cock with one hand while keeping him firmly in place with the other. The cold gel dripped down his crack, a momentary relief before she resumed her relentless advance.

"Just a little more," she coaxed, pushing forward with more force now. "Almost there."

Ben felt the comforting warmth of her hips finally press firmly against his back, a clear indication that she was now fully sheathed inside him. The overwhelming sensation of being completely filled, stretched to his utmost limits, was both intense and electrifying, like a surge of energy coursing through him. His muscles quivered involuntarily, each fiber seeming to vibrate with a life of its own. His skin tingled as if charged with static electricity, and he struggled to adjust to the unfamiliar size. Each subtle shift she made sent a ripple of sensation cascading throughout his entire body, like waves crashing upon a shore, leaving him breathless and exhilarated.

"Stop," he pleaded, the word halfway between a command and a sob. "Please, just stop for a second."

To his surprise, Ava laughed, the sound vibrating through her body and, by extension, through his.

"You're adorable," she said, her tone almost affectionate despite the mocking edge. "But I think I know what might help. Let's try a different angle."

Before Ben could ask what she meant, Ava's arms wrapped around his waist, and she began to shift her position. With her cock still buried inside him, she maneuvered them both, sitting back on the couch and pulling him down with her. The movement sent fresh waves of pain through his body, but then, surprisingly, some of the pressure eased.

They ended up with Ben sitting in Ava's lap, his back to her chest, her arms around his waist, and her cock still deeply embedded inside him. The new position—reverse cowgirl, his brain supplied with a touch of hysteria—changed the angle of penetration, allowing him to take her more comfortably.

"There," Ava whispered, her lips close to his ear. "Now you can control the pace. Try lifting yourself up a bit with your legs."

Ben's limbs felt like jelly, but he understood the suggestion. With this position, he could decide how much of her to take, how fast, how deep. The realization was oddly empowering, a small concession of control in an act where he'd surrendered so much of it.

He tried to shift, tentatively raising himself an inch or two, then lowering back down. The movement sent a fresh wave of sensation through him, but this time, there was more pleasure than pain—a deep, unfamiliar feeling that made him gasp not in discomfort, but in surprise.

"That's it," Ava encouraged, her hands gentle on his hips now. "See? Better already."

The pressure inside him shifted from unbearable to something entirely different as Ben adjusted to the new position in Ava's lap. His breath came in shallow gasps, the initial pain giving way to an unfamiliar sensation that made his toes curl against the couch fabric. He blinked, surprised by the transition, by how quickly his body had gone from rejecting the intrusion to welcoming it.

"Better?" Ava whispered, her breath warm against his ear. Her hands rested lightly on his hips, no longer gripping with the same intensity, as if she knew she no longer needed to hold him in place.

"Yeah," Ben managed, the word catching in his throat. "It's... different."

Different was an understatement. In this position, with gravity doing most of the work, the pain had receded to a dull throb, overshadowed by a growing pleasure that radiated outward from where they were joined. Experimentally, he shifted his hips, rocking slightly from side to side, and gasped at the sensation of Ava's cock moving inside him, pressing against places he hadn't known were sensitive.

Ava's moan vibrated through her chest against his back, her fingers tightening momentarily on his hips. "Oh, that's good," she said, her voice thick with pleasure. "Do that again."

Ben complied, shifting his weight more deliberately, feeling the hard length of her move within him. His own cock, which had softened somewhat during the painful part of their encounter, began to stiffen again, responding to the novel sensations. His eyes rolled back slightly as he found an angle that sent a jolt of pleasure up his spine.

"See?" Ava said, a note of triumph in her voice. "Told you it gets better."

Ben's feet were planted on the floor, allowing him a small measure of control. Tentatively, he extended his legs, lifting himself ever so slightly. A few inches of Ava's cock slid out of him, and the movement created a friction that made him gasp. His thighs trembled with the effort of holding himself up, unused to this type of exertion.

"Put your feet on the couch," Ava instructed, her tone gentle but firm. "You'll have better leverage that way."

Ben hesitated, then lowered himself back down, taking her full length inside him again. The sensation of being filled so completely made him light-headed, but he managed to lift his feet onto the cushions, placing his hands on Ava's knees for support. In this new position, his knees pointed up toward the ceiling, his body fully exposed.

"That's it," Ava encouraged, her hands tracing soothing patterns on his thighs. "Now try again."

With his feet braced on the couch, Ben attempted to raise himself once more. His legs shook with the effort, muscles straining in ways they never had before. He managed to lift a few inches before his strength began to fail him, the unfamiliar position taking its toll.

Before he could lower himself, Ava's hands gripped his hips firmly. For a moment, she supported his weight, helping him hover above her. Then, without warning, she pulled him back down with surprising force. His ass connected with her thighs with a sharp, wet slap, her cock burying itself fully inside him in one swift motion.

The sudden fullness, the unexpected force, drew a sound from Ben that he barely recognized as his own—a high, feminine squeal that transformed into a deep moan of pleasure. The impact sent a wave of sensation through his entire body, a complex mixture of pain and pleasure that left him breathless.

"Listen to you," Ava said, her voice a blend of amusement and arousal. "Such a slut. You love this, don't you? Your ass feels incredible."

The words should have offended him, should have triggered some masculine defense mechanism. Instead, they sent a fresh surge of heat through his body, his cock twitching in response. Something about being spoken to this way, being reduced to a vessel for pleasure, bypassed his rational mind and connected directly to some primal part of his brain.

Without conscious thought, his hand moved to his erection, wrapping around it. The sensation was almost too much to bear—the fullness inside him, the firm pressure against some previously unknown spot deep within, the familiar feel of his own hand. One stroke was all it took. His orgasm hit him with the force of a physical blow, his body tensing around Ava's long mast as pleasure crashed through him in waves. White ropes of semen shot from him, arcing through the air and landing on the sofa table with audible splats. A moan tore from his throat, raw and unrestrained.

"My turn," Ava said, her voice tight with need as his movements slowed. Before Ben could recover from his climax, she thrust upward, using her hips to lift him off balance. The sudden movement forced him to throw his hands backward, grabbing the top of the couch to avoid falling onto her.

He found himself in a precarious position—his feet planted on either side of Ava's thighs, his back arched over her. His spent cock bobbed in the air, still leaking semen, and he felt Ava's length halfway inside him, pulsing with unfulfilled need.

As the waves of his orgasm subsided, a small measure of clarity returned to his mind. His gaze drifted across the room, and his heart nearly stopped when he realized that the living room featured a large section of windows facing the backyard. Their coupling was on full display to anyone who might happen to be outside.

He scanned the yard frantically, relief washing over him when he saw it was empty. Still, the possibility of being seen sent a jolt of panic through him. What if a neighbor decided to drop by? What if the gardener he'd seen earlier came around to the back?

"We should stop," he said, his voice thin with anxiety. "Someone might see."

"You're not going anywhere until I'm done," Ava replied, her voice husky with arousal.

Ben tried to move, to dismount, but his legs quivered violently beneath him, the aftermath of his orgasm and the unfamiliar exertion leaving them weak and unresponsive. Despite his concerns, Ava's cock still pulsed inside him, and to his shame, he found the sensation still pleasurable, even with the fear of discovery.

With a resigned sigh, he lowered himself back down, taking her full length inside him again. To ease the strain on his trembling legs, he lowered his knees to the seat of the couch, straddling her thighs more comfortably. This way, he could rise and fall with less effort, using the stronger muscles of his upper legs.

"Take your time, why don't you?" Ava said, impatience coloring her tone. She placed a hand on his lower back, pushing him forward expectantly.

Ben complied, lifting himself off her cock as much as the new position allowed, then lowering himself back down. The movement was easier now, his body more accustomed to the intrusion, the pain largely replaced by a growing pleasure that made him wonder why he'd ever resisted in the first place.

"That's better," Ava murmured, her fingers digging into the flesh of his hips as she guided his movements. "Keep going. Don't stop until I tell you to."

So Ben continued, rising and falling on her cock, each movement a little smoother than the last. Behind him, Ava's breathing grew heavier, her grip on his hips tightening as her own pleasure built. And despite his fears, despite the open window and the risk of discovery, Ben found himself caught up in the rhythm, in the strange, intoxicating pleasure of being filled, of being used, of surrendering control in a way he never had before.

Ben found a rhythm that worked for both of them, his thighs tensing and releasing as he rode Ava's cock with growing confidence. Each time he sank down, taking her full length inside him, a small gasp escaped his lips – not of pain anymore, but of a pleasure so intense it bordered on spiritual. His mind had gone gloriously blank, free from the constant worry about promotions and office politics and what anyone might think of him. There was only this moment, only the sensation of being filled completely, only the look of ravenous desire on Ava's flushed face beneath him.

"That's it," Ava encouraged, her voice thick with arousal. "Just like that."

The movement reminded him of riding a horse, something he'd done only a handful of times at summer camp as a kid. Up and down, up and down, a steady motion that required balance and strength he hadn't known he possessed. The slippery lube made each descent smoother than the last, and the wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, obscene and thrilling.

Ben's hands rested on Ava's knees, giving him the leverage he needed to maintain the pace. His shirt hung open, framing his bare chest, which glistened with a light sheen of sweat. He could feel a different kind of moisture on his inner thighs – Ava's precum, he realized, leaking from her cock and mixing with the lube as it ran down his skin in thin rivulets.

Ava's breathing grew heavier beneath him, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession. Her eyes were half-lidded, mouth slightly open, her expression one of pure ecstasy as Ben continued to work himself on her shaft. Her hands moved from his hips to his thighs, fingernails digging into his flesh hard enough to leave crescent-shaped marks.

"God, your ass feels amazing," she panted, her hips beginning to rise to meet his downward motion. "So fucking tight."

The crude language sent another jolt of arousal through Ben's body. His own cock, which had softened somewhat after his earlier orgasm, was now fully erect again, bouncing with each movement of his body. He hadn't expected to get hard again so quickly, but there was something about the way Ava filled him, the way her cock pressed against that spot deep inside him, that kept him in a constant state of arousal.

As Ben continued his up and down motion, Ava's grip on his thighs tightened. Her strength surprised him – for someone claiming to be sick, she had remarkable power in her slender fingers. She began to guide his movements more forcefully, pulling him down harder, faster, her hips thrusting upward with increasing urgency.

"Fuck, I'm getting close," she gasped, her face flushed with exertion and pleasure.

The lewd squelching sounds grew louder as their pace quickened, the excess lube creating a wet symphony that would have embarrassed Ben in any other context. Now, though, it only added to his arousal, a soundtrack to their coupling that seemed perfectly appropriate for what they were doing.

Ava's breathing became even more ragged, her movements more erratic. Ben could feel her prick pulsing inside him, growing impossibly harder as she approached her climax. Her hands moved back to his hips, fingers digging in with bruising force as she held him in place.

"Don't stop," she commanded, her voice strained. "Don't you dare stop."

Ben obeyed, continuing to ride her with renewed vigor despite the burning in his thighs. The effort was worth it for the way Ava looked beneath him – completely undone, her usual composure shattered by pleasure. Her head was thrown back against the couch, neck exposed, a thin sheen of sweat making her skin glow in the afternoon light.

Without warning, Ava's hands clamped down on his hips with surprising strength. She pulled him down hard, impaling him fully on her cock as a cry of ecstasy tore from her throat. Ben felt her entire body tense beneath him, her back arching off the couch as her orgasm hit her with violent force.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" she screamed, her voice echoing through the empty house.

The sensation that followed shocked Ben to his core. He felt Ava's cock pulse powerfully inside him, and then a rush of warmth as she began to ejaculate. It wasn't just a small amount, either – wave after wave of hot semen flooded his insides, filling him in a way he hadn't anticipated. The quantity was astounding, far more than he would have thought possible, and as she continued to pump into him, he felt some of it seeping out around her shaft, running down to pool on the couch beneath them.

The feeling was indescribable – being filled so completely, so thoroughly claimed by another person. Ben's eyes rolled back slightly, his own cock twitching in response despite having already climaxed earlier. He found himself moaning in tandem with Ava, their voices creating a duet of pleasure that seemed to reverberate through the entire house.

Ava's orgasm seemed to go on forever, her cock continuing to pulse and spurt inside him for what felt like a full minute. Each new wave sent another jolt of pleasure through Ben's body, his muscles clenching around her shaft reflexively. His own cock leaked pre-cum, dribbling clear, viscous drops.

As the intensity of her climax began to subside, Ava's grip on his hips loosened. Her hands moved to his lower back, caressing the skin there with surprising tenderness. She looked up at him through half-lidded eyes, a satisfied smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

He watched intently as her sweatshirt had been drawn up to her neck, exposing her bare skin to the crisp air. Her hands flowed with a gentle, rhythmic elegance, embodying an incredible femininity that captivated him. Her fingers traced smooth, circular patterns with the grace of a dancer, emphasizing the soft curves of her form. As she glided over her perfectly shaped breasts, the movements were both delicate and intentional, highlighting her firm, inviting nipples. The sight was a testament to her alluring femininity, each motion a celebration of her natural beauty.

"Holy shit," she breathed, her chest still heaving with exertion. "That was... incredible."

Ben nodded, unable to form coherent words. His mind was still reeling from the intensity of what had just happened, from the strange and overwhelming pleasure of being filled with Ava's release. Despite the satisfaction evident in her expression, he couldn't help the panic that began to creep in at the edges of his consciousness. What if someone had heard them? What if they were discovered like this, naked and joined, with evidence of their activities leaking onto the expensive furniture?

As if reading his thoughts, Ava laughed softly, her hands continuing to stroke his back in soothing circles. "Don't worry so much," she said, her voice hoarse from screaming. "No one's going to catch us."

Ben wasn't so sure, but he found himself relaxing under her touch nonetheless. There was something about Ava that made him willing to take risks he'd never considered before.

"That was..." he began, then trailed off, unable to find the right words.

"Amazing? Mind-blowing? Life-changing?" Ava suggested, a teasing lilt to her voice.

"Yeah," Ben nodded, a small smile tugging at his lips. "All of those."

Ava's expression softened, a look of surprising vulnerability passing across her features. "You know," she said, her voice quieter now, "that was my first time doing that. Anal, I mean."

Ben blinked in surprise, looking down at her. "Really?"

She nodded, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. "Really. I've thought about it, obviously, but never actually... you know. Your ass felt amazing, though. Better than I imagined."

The admission sent a strange wave of pride through Ben's chest. He had been her first, just as she had been his. There was something oddly intimate about that, something that transcended the physical act they'd just shared.

"I should probably..." he gestured vaguely, indicating that he should dismount.

Ava nodded, though she looked reluctant to let him go. "Yeah, probably. We've made quite a mess already."

Carefully, Ben began to lift himself off her cock. The movement caused a fresh wave of sensation to travel through his body, making him bite his lip to suppress another moan. As the head of her still-hard penis finally slipped free, it landed with a wet slap against her stomach, glistening with lube and semen.

The sudden emptiness left a hollow, disorienting sensation, but what came after was even more startling. Deprived of the pressure from Ava's cock that had been keeping it contained, the vast amount of semen she had deposited began to escape in earnest. It surged from him in a heated torrent, cascading down his thighs in rivulets and splattering onto her exposed skin, the plush fabric of the couch, and even creating small puddles on the floor. The mess was considerable, far exceeding anything Ben had anticipated, and he could feel a flush of embarrassment creeping up his cheeks, the warmth spreading across his skin as he took in the chaotic scene.

"Oh god," he mumbled, mortified by the sight. "I'm sorry about the—"

"Don't worry about it," Ava cut him off with a wave of her hand. "The cleaning lady comes on Thursdays anyway. She's seen worse."

Ben wasn't sure if she was joking or not, but the casual way she dismissed his concern made him wonder about the kind of life she led. Did she often bring people back to her parents' house for encounters like this? The thought sent an unexpected pang of jealousy through his chest, which he immediately tried to suppress.

Ava sat up slightly, her cock still impressively erect despite her recent orgasm. As Ben stood over her, more cum leaking from his thoroughly used hole, she reached for her shaft and lifted it toward him. To his surprise, she began to run the head of it across his leaking entrance, as if painting herself with the escaping fluids.

"Look at you," she murmured, her eyes dark with renewed desire. "Still dripping with me. So fucking hot."

The crude words, combined with the teasing touch of her cock against his sensitive rim, sent a fresh wave of arousal through Ben's body. His own dick, which had begun to soften, twitched back to life, responding to her touch with embarrassing eagerness. He caught himself biting his lip, contemplating the unthinkable – sitting back down on her massive length, letting her fill him again despite the soreness that was beginning to make itself known.

Before he could decide, a sound from the front of the house froze them both in place. The unmistakable click of a door opening, followed by the sound of footsteps on marble flooring. Then, a woman's voice, clear and cheerful, called out:

"Honey, we're home!"

Ben's blood turned to ice in his veins. He looked over his shoulder at Ava, his eyes wide with panic. Her parents weren't supposed to be back for days – she'd said so herself. Yet here they were, apparently returning early, about to walk in on their daughter and her coworker in the most compromising position imaginable.

In that moment of sheer terror, Ben expected Ava to panic as well, to push him away and scramble for her clothes. Instead, a look of mischievous delight spread across her features. Before Ben could react, before he could even begin to move away, her hands shot out and grabbed his hips once more.

Despite his attempts to resist, Ben found himself being slowly lowered onto her thick cock, Ava's strength undeniable. The gradual insertion was a wet and deliberate invasion, drawing a shaky breath from Ben as he was filled once again. The insertion was a relentless, slick impalement, tearing a ragged gasp from his lungs as he was stretched and filled. His cum-soaked opening yielded with a lewd, sucking sound, a brutal symphony to his ears. His previously sensitized insides heightened the sensation, and he clenched his jaw tightly, struggling to suppress any sounds that threatened to escape.

She merely smiled up at him, her eyes gleaming with a dangerous excitement as the sound of footsteps grew closer. Her hips gave a small, deliberate thrust, pushing her cock even deeper inside him and drawing another stifled gasp from his throat.


CHAPTER FOUR


BEN'S EYES WIDENED in panic as the unmistakable sound of footsteps and muffled voices grew louder in the hallway. He remained frozen, impaled on Ava's impossibly large member, their bodies still joined in the most intimate way possible while the threat of discovery loomed ever closer. His heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped animal, and sweat beaded along his hairline, not from pleasure anymore but from the rising tide of absolute terror.

"Ava," he whispered urgently, his voice tight with anxiety. "Your parents—they're coming!"

Ava's eyes, which had been half-closed in pleasure just moments ago, snapped fully open. The dreamy expression on her face transformed into one of alarm as the reality of their situation crashed down on her. She glanced toward the hallway, then back to Ben, who was still seated firmly on her considerable endowment.

"Please," he hissed, placing his hands against her shoulders. "We can't—not like this."

A flash of disappointment crossed her face, but her eyes darted toward the hallway where the voices grew louder. She sighed, her breath warm against his neck.

"Fine," she whispered back, frustration evident in her tone. "Get off, quickly."

Ben nodded frantically, lifting himself with shaking thighs. As he rose, he felt the slow, torturous slide of her thick shaft leaving his body. The sensation would have been exquisite under different circumstances, but fear had dampened his pleasure, replacing it with an urgent need to avoid humiliation.

When her tip finally slipped free of him, a warm flood of her fluids trickled down his inner thighs. The evidence of their passion dripped obscenely from his stretched opening—thick, warm, and copious. Ben felt a flush of embarrassment mingled with the lingering pleasure as the sticky fluid made its way down his legs in rivulets, leaving cooling trails on his skin.

"Oh god," he muttered, looking around desperately for something to clean himself with.

Ava was already moving, her motions quick but clumsy as she pulled her sweatshirt back over her head. Her still-erect penis bobbed heavily between her legs, glistening with the remnants of their encounter.

"Here," she whispered, thrusting his boxers at him. "Put these on. Hurry!"

The voices were clearer now—a woman asking something about dinner, a man's deeper tone responding. Ben fumbled with his underwear, nearly losing his balance as he hopped on one foot, then the other, tugging the fabric up over his damp thighs. He winced as the cotton absorbed some of the wetness still leaking from him.

Ava's eyes darted around the room, settling on the large throw blanket draped over the back of the couch. "Get down," she ordered, grabbing the blanket with one hand while using the other to guide Ben to the floor.

Ben dropped to his knees, his muscles still quivering from their recent exertion. Ava quickly positioned herself on the couch, sitting primly with her legs slightly apart. She threw the blanket over her lap, extending it to the floor in a tent-like configuration.

"Under," she commanded, lifting the edge of the blanket.

Ben didn't need to be told twice. He scrambled beneath the fabric, finding himself in the warm, dim space between Ava's legs. The scent of their lovemaking was concentrated here—musky, salty, with the distinct tang of sex that seemed to cling to the air around them. The floor beneath his knees was slightly damp in places, evidence of their passion now presenting a new problem as he felt the wetness seeping through his boxers.

Above him, Ava adjusted the blanket, but Ben could see her dilemma immediately. Her erection, far from subsiding, was creating an unmistakable tent in the fabric—a monument to their interrupted pleasure that would be impossible to explain away.

"Ben," she whispered urgently, "my dick isn't going down. You need to help me hold it!"

He turned in the confined space, facing her now, and reached up to press her substantial member down against her thigh. Even through the fabric of her sweatshirt, he could feel the heat radiating from it, the persistent hardness a reminder of their unfinished business. His face was uncomfortably close to the source of his recent pleasure, and despite the danger, he felt a traitorous twitch of interest in his own groin.

The footsteps stopped just outside the room. Ben held his breath, pressing more firmly on Ava's erection, feeling it pulse against his palm. His knees stung where they pressed against the damp carpet, and the air under the blanket was growing warm and stale with their combined breaths.

"Ava, honey? Are you feeling any better?" A woman's voice—Ava's mother—entered the room before her footsteps did.

Ben felt Ava shift above him, adjusting her position to better conceal him. Her thighs tensed on either side of his shoulders.

"Yeah, Mom, I'm fine," Ava replied, her voice impressively casual despite the circumstances. "Just watching some TV."

"You still look flushed. Do you have a fever?" It sounded to Ben like her mother stood very few feet from the couch.

He remained utterly still, hardly daring to breathe. His right hand maintained steady pressure on Ava's erection, which showed no signs of flagging despite the precarious situation. With his face mere inches from it, the musky scent was overwhelming—a potent reminder of where it had been just minutes ago.

"I'm just warm under this blanket," Ava said, and Ben could hear the slight breathlessness in her voice. "The chills from earlier are gone."

"What's that smell?" her mother asked suddenly, and Ben felt his heart stop. "It's... strange in here."

Above him, Ava shifted nervously. "Oh, I, uh, spilled some of that protein shake earlier. The one with the whey protein? It smells weird when it dries."

Ben bit his lip to keep from making a sound, partly from anxiety and partly to suppress an inappropriate urge to laugh at Ava's quick thinking. The "protein shake" explanation wasn't entirely untrue, given what was still drying on the carpet beneath his knees.

"Hmm," her mother said, sounding unconvinced. "Well, open a window when you're feeling less... chilly. "By the way, Maria called the house phone earlier. Said she couldn't reach your cell."

The name hung in the air like an unexpected thunderclap. Ben felt his body tense involuntarily, his hand momentarily loosening its grip on Ava's erection. Maria. An ex-girlfriend. The piece of information slid into Ben's consciousness, rearranging his understanding of Ava in subtle but significant ways.

"Oh," Ava said above him, her voice carefully neutral. "Did she say what she wanted?"

"Just to check in, I think. You two haven't spoken in a while, have you?"

Ben felt the muscles in Ava's thighs tighten almost imperceptibly. Under the blanket, his mind raced with questions. An ex-girlfriend meant Ava had been in a relationship before—with a woman. Given Ava's unique anatomy, Ben suddenly wondered about the dynamics of that relationship. Had Maria known about Ava's penis? Had they been intimate in the same way he and Ava just were?

"Not since we broke up," Ava replied casually. "It's been like six months."

"She seemed nice," her mother commented. "Very driven. Like you."

Ben felt a strange warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as jealousy. The emotion surprised him; he had no claim on Ava, after all. They had only known each other for a short time, and their relationship—if it could be called that—consisted primarily of increasingly daring sexual encounters. Yet hearing about her ex-girlfriend made him acutely aware of how little he actually knew about Ava's life.

"She was okay," Ava said with a shrug that Ben could feel through the pressure of her thighs against his shoulders. "We just wanted different things."

"Are you sure you're feeling alright? You're sweating," her mother persisted.

"I'm fine, Mom, really. Just a little warm."

"Well, I'll let you rest then. Dad's making chicken for dinner if you feel up to joining us."

"Sounds good," Ava replied, her voice strained as Ben shifted slightly beneath the blanket, accidentally brushing against her sensitive tip.

"Don't stay wrapped up too long if you're overheating. And please do something about that smell." Her mother said on her way out of the room.

"I will," Ava promised.

Ben held his position, listening intently as the footsteps receded and finally disappeared down the hallway. Only when he heard a door close in the distance did he let out the breath he'd been holding. Beneath his palm, Ava's erection throbbed insistently, apparently unaffected by the stress of their near-discovery.

"Maria?" he whispered, the name escaping his lips before he could consider whether now was the appropriate time to ask.

Above him, Ava sighed. "Not now, Ben," she murmured, her voice tired but still thick with unresolved desire. "We almost got caught with your ass full of my cum. Let's deal with one crisis at a time."

Ben nodded, though she couldn't see him. She was right, of course. They were still in danger of discovery, still half-dressed, still surrounded by the evidence of their passion. Yet the name Maria now lodged in his mind like a splinter—small but impossible to ignore, a reminder that there was much about Ava Green that remained a mystery to him.

As Ava's mother's footsteps faded down the hallway, Ben remained crouched in the dim cave of the blanket, his heart still racing. The name "Maria" echoed in his mind like a sharp note in an otherwise harmonious melody. Six months. Ava had dated a woman named Maria for who knew how long, and they'd broken up six months ago. The information settled uncomfortably in his chest, an unnamed weight that pulled at him even as his body remained acutely aware of Ava's proximity, her scent, and the undeniable evidence of her desire still pressed against his palm.

"Is she gone?" he whispered, his voice barely audible even in the close confines of their hiding place.

"Yeah," Ava replied, her voice low. "But they're still in the house."

Ben nodded, though she couldn't see him. His mind was elsewhere, tumbling through questions he hadn't considered before. An ex-girlfriend. Ava dated women—or at least one woman. What did that make him in her eyes? Was he just a curious deviation from her usual preferences? An experiment with a different anatomy?

Under the blanket, his fingers still rested on her erection, the heat of it pulsing against his skin. Despite his sudden emotional turmoil, his body responded to that contact, to the memory of how she had felt inside him just minutes ago. His own arousal stirred again, complicated by his new uncertainty.

"You okay down there?" Ava asked, concern tinting her whisper.

"Yeah," he lied, swallowing against the dryness in his throat. "Just... Maria?"

There was a pause, the kind that expands to fill all available space. Ben felt the muscles in Ava's thighs tense slightly.

"Not exactly the time to discuss my dating history," she muttered, shifting her weight on the couch. "But yes, Maria. She was my girlfriend for about a year."

A year. The information sank into Ben like a stone in water. A year was serious. A year meant shared holidays, meeting families, building routines together. A year wasn't casual. Had Maria known about Ava's cock? Had they been sexually intimate? The questions swirled in his mind, creating a strange cocktail of jealousy and insecurity.

"Did she...?" he began, then stopped, unsure how to phrase it.

"Yes, she knew about my dick," Ava answered the unfinished question, a hint of defensive edge in her whisper. "And yes, we had sex. Can we please not do this right now?"

Ben nodded again, pointlessly. He was suddenly, acutely aware of the absurdity of their situation—him crouched under a blanket between her legs, still half-dressed, discussing her ex-girlfriend while her parents moved about elsewhere in the house. And yet, the situation itself was part of what troubled him.

Their encounters had been furtive, rushed, and public. The storage room. The women’s locker room. Now her parents' living room. Was that what this was to her? The thrill of the forbidden? Was he just an exciting way to pass the time until someone more suitable—someone like Maria—came along?

He looked up, though he could see nothing but the underside of the blanket and the faint outline of Ava's body. Her erection hadn't subsided, still pressing insistently against his hand. Whatever her emotional investment might be, her physical desire was undeniable.

And wasn't his the same? Despite the doubts swirling in his mind, his body responded to her proximity, to the musky scent of their interrupted passion that still hung in the air beneath the blanket. His pulse quickened as he registered the smooth skin of her thighs on either side of him, the feminine curves that contrasted so starkly with the male appendage he was currently restraining.

The truth was, Ava was leagues beyond anyone he'd ever been with before. She was beautiful, confident, ambitious—everything he admired but struggled to embody himself. The miracle wasn't that she might eventually move on; the miracle was that she'd shown interest in him at all.

He felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as not just jealousy now, but determination. If this was temporary—this strange, intense connection they shared—then he would make it memorable. He would ensure that when she did eventually move on to someone more suitable, more like Maria, she would remember him.

With new resolve, Ben moved his hand, no longer merely restraining her erection but curling his fingers around it deliberately. He heard the sharp intake of breath above him as he slowly stroked upward, feeling the silky skin slide beneath his palm.

"Ben," she whispered, surprise evident in her voice. "What are you—"

"Shhh," he murmured, continuing the slow, methodical movements of his hand. "Your parents might hear."

He felt a twitch beneath his fingers, her body responding to his touch and perhaps to the danger their situation still presented. Emboldened, he leaned forward in the confined space, his face now inches from her considerable length. Her unique scent was stronger here—a complex mixture of feminine sweetness and masculine musk that he found inexplicably intoxicating.

"We shouldn't, right?" Ava whispered, but her hand slipped under the blanket to rest on his head, her fingers threading through his hair in contradiction to her words.

Ben didn't respond verbally. Instead, he extended his tongue, tracing a slow, deliberate path along the underside of her shaft from base to tip. The taste was salt and skin and the lingering evidence of their earlier coupling. He felt another tremor run through her, heard the softest gasp from above the blanket.

Her thighs, smooth and feminine, pressed against his shoulders as she shifted position, subtly opening herself more to his attention. The contrast fascinated him—the undeniably female curves of her body paired with this equally undeniable male appendage. It was a contradiction that had captivated him from the moment he'd discovered her secret, a unique complexity that no one else he'd been with had possessed.

Ben's newfound determination pulsed through him like an electric current. The revelation about Maria had sparked something primal—a desire not just to please Ava, but to imprint himself in her memory. His technique might be unpracticed, learned more from videos than experience, but what he lacked in skill he made up for in enthusiasm as he worked his mouth along her considerable length with growing confidence.

In the dim space beneath the blanket, Ben tried to recall the pornographic videos he'd watched late at night, the ones featuring acts he'd never admitted to enjoying. He remembered the techniques that had seemed most effective—the swirling tongue, the hollow cheeks, the perfect suction that made performers' eyes roll back. Though he'd never performed these acts himself, he'd been on the receiving end enough times to know what felt good.

He pulled back slightly, his lips wrapped around just the head of Ava's cock. His tongue circled the ridge where shaft met tip, applying firm pressure to that sensitive underside where nerve endings clustered. Ava's sharp inhale above him confirmed he'd found the right spot. Encouraged, he brought one hand up to wrap around her base, creating a tight ring with his thumb and forefinger that he moved in counterpoint to his mouth.

"God," Ava whispered, her voice barely audible. "Where did you learn to do that?"

Ben didn't answer—couldn't answer with his mouth so thoroughly occupied—but he felt a flush of pride warm his cheeks. He bobbed his head lower, taking more of her impressive length into his mouth. The stretch was considerable. His jaw ached pleasantly with the effort of accommodating her girth.

Above him, Ava's thighs trembled on either side of his shoulders. Her fingers tightened in his hair, not directing but simply holding on as if she needed an anchor against the rising tide of pleasure. Ben focused on breathing through his nose, relaxing his throat as he'd seen actors do in videos, trying to take her deeper with each downward motion.

The musky scent of their earlier coupling still clung to her skin, mingling with the clean sweat of renewed arousal. It was an intoxicating mixture—distinctly Ava, distinctly them. Ben found himself growing hard again in his boxers, his own desire rekindling despite having climaxed not long before. There was something uniquely arousing about pleasuring her this way, about feeling her powerful reaction to his touch.

He established a rhythm, alternating between deep, engulfing strokes and focused attention to her sensitive tip. Each technique elicited different responses—a sharp gasp when he flattened his tongue against the underside of her shaft, a stifled moan when he sucked firmly at just the head, a tremor through her entire body when he hummed low in his throat, creating vibrations that traveled through her length.

Without warning, a copious amount of precum surged from Ava's tip, filling Ben's mouth with its slick warmth. The unexpected volume caught him off guard; he pulled back, spluttering and coughing, some of the fluid escaping down his chin in pearly rivulets.

"Shhh!" Ava hissed urgently, her hand clamping over his mouth through the blanket. "They'll hear you!"

Ben nodded against her palm, his eyes watering slightly as he swallowed what remained in his mouth. The taste was distinct—slightly bitter but not unpleasant, with a thickness that lingered on his tongue. When she removed her hand, he whispered, "Sorry. Wasn't expecting so much."

A soft chuckle escaped Ava. "Yeah, that happens when I get really turned on," she murmured. "You okay?"

"More than okay," Ben replied, already leaning forward again, drawn back to her like a magnet. His tongue darted out to clean the escaped fluid from his chin, a gesture that made Ava's breath catch audibly.

With renewed purpose, Ben returned to his task, now aware of what to expect. He worked her shaft with increased fervor, one hand stroking what his mouth couldn't accommodate while the other gently massaged her balls, feeling them tighten with her building arousal. His movements grew more enthusiastic, his head bobbing steadily under the blanket, which began to shift with his motions—up and down, forward and back, the fabric pulling taut then slackening in a rhythm that matched his oral ministrations.

"Ben," Ava groaned, her voice barely above a whisper but thick with need. "That's—god, that's so good."

The praise spurred him on. He hollowed his cheeks, creating stronger suction as he moved, feeling her twitch against his tongue in response. The blanket shifted more noticeably now, sliding with each motion of his head. A corner slipped off Ava's shoulder, letting in a shaft of afternoon sunlight that illuminated particles of dust floating in the warm air around them.

Neither noticed the slipping cover. Ava's head had fallen back against the couch, her eyes closed in pleasure, her lower lip caught between her teeth to stifle her sounds. Ben was lost in his task, focused entirely on the feel of her in his mouth, the taste of her on his tongue, the subtle signals of her building climax—the tightening of her thighs, the quickening of her breath, the increased flow of precum that he now swallowed eagerly.

The danger of discovery, which had seemed so immediate just minutes before, faded to a distant concern. The house could have caught fire around them and neither might have noticed, so consumed were they by the intense connection forming between them in that moment.

"I'm close," Ava warned, her fingers tightening in his hair. "So close, Ben."

The blanket slipped further as her hips began to make small, involuntary thrusts upward, meeting Ben's downward movements. The fabric now covered only his back and her lap and his head movements clearly visible beneath the tented material. Neither registered this change, too far gone in their shared pleasure to notice such details.

Ben redoubled his efforts, his jaw aching pleasantly with exertion. He took her as deep as he could, feeling her press against the back of his throat, then pulled back to focus on the sensitive head, his tongue swirling around the tip before plunging down again. His technique was less refined now, driven more by instinct and desire than by conscious thought. What he lacked in skill, he made up for in enthusiasm—a fact that seemed to be driving Ava wild above him.

"Oh god, Ben, I'm going to—" Ava's warning cut off into a sharp, bitten-back cry as her body tensed. Her cock pulsed powerfully against his tongue, and the first hot jet of semen filled his mouth with startling force.

Ben wasn't prepared for the sheer volume. It came in rhythmic spurts, flooding his mouth faster than he could swallow. He tried to keep up, his throat working continuously, but some escaped, running down his chin in thick white rivulets. The taste was stronger than the precum had been—saltier, more complex—and there was so much of it.

As Ava's orgasm peaked, her hips bucked upward involuntarily, pushing her cock deeper into Ben's mouth. The blanket fell away entirely, sliding to the floor with a soft whisper of fabric. Neither noticed its absence, too caught in the throes of their shared climax. Ben's eyes had closed in concentration, focused on swallowing the seemingly endless flood while continuing to pleasure her through her release.

It was the slight change in the quality of light that first registered in Ben's peripheral awareness. A shadow where there shouldn't be one, a sense of movement beyond the window that faced the couch. His eyes opened slowly, still hazed with arousal and effort.

The window. The large, uncovered window that looked out onto the garden.

And there, framed in that window like a figure in a nightmare, stood a man. Not just any man—the gardener, his pruning shears frozen mid-cut as he stared in undisguised shock at the scene before him. His mouth hung slightly open, his dark eyes wide with disbelief, his weathered face locked in an expression of stunned fascination.

Ben felt his entire body go cold, then hot, then cold again. Time seemed to stop, stretching the moment into an eternity of horror. He remained frozen, Ava's still-pulsing cock in his mouth, her semen visibly filling his cheeks and dripping down his chin. His eyes, wide with shock, locked with the gardener's across the impossible distance that suddenly seemed far too small.

Above him, Ava must have sensed the change in his posture, the sudden rigidity in his body. Her fingers, which had been gently stroking his hair, stilled.

"Ben?" she murmured, her voice still thick with post-orgasmic haze. "What's wrong?"

Unable to speak, Ben shifted his gaze upward, silently communicating his distress. Something in his expression must have registered because Ava turned, following the direction of his earlier stare.

"Oh my god," she gasped, her body going as rigid as his when she spotted the gardener—Manuel.

For several heartbeats, the tableau held—Ben kneeling between Ava's legs, his mouth full of her release; Ava half-reclined on the couch, her softening cock still exposed; Manuel at the window, pruning shears suspended in midair, his expression cycling through shock, confusion, and something harder to define—a mixture of embarrassment and curiosity that made Ben's skin crawl.

The spell broke when Ben instinctively swallowed, his throat bobbing visibly as he gulped down a significant amount of Ava's spend. The movement seemed to snap Manuel out of his trance. The gardener's face flushed a deep crimson, the color visible even through his sun-weathered complexion. His lips pressed together in a thin line, and he took a step backward, clearly intending to retreat.

Ava's reaction was instinctive and utterly perplexing. Rather than pulling away or covering herself, she thrust forward, pushing her cock deeper into Ben's mouth in what seemed like a protective gesture—as if by hiding more of herself inside him, she could somehow undo what Manuel had already seen. The motion sent another small pulse of semen onto Ben's tongue.

The surge of fluid made Ben cough reflexively, a choked sound that would have been comical in any other situation. Some of Ava's release escaped the corners of his mouth, running down his chin in thick, unmistakable rivulets. His eyes watered from the effort of containing his cough while maintaining the awkward position.

Outside, Manuel took another step back, his gaze dropping to the ground in belated courtesy. But the damage was done. He had seen them—seen Ava's unique anatomy, seen Ben's eager acceptance of it, seen the intimate moment that should have been theirs alone. There was no taking it back, no explanation that could normalize what he had witnessed.

"Oh fuck," Ava whispered, her voice tight with panic. Her hands moved belatedly to cover herself, pushing Ben away with more force than she likely intended. "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck."

Ben fell back onto his heels, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, which did little to remove the evidence of their encounter. His chin glistened with Ava's release, his lips swollen from exertion. He turned back toward the window, but Manuel had disappeared, leaving only the sway of recently disturbed shrubs to indicate he had been there at all.

"He saw us," Ben stated unnecessarily, his voice hoarse from his recent activities.

"I know that!" Ava snapped, then immediately softened her tone. "Sorry, I just—fuck, this is bad. This is so bad."

Ben glanced down at his state—kneeling on the floor, wearing only his boxers, evidence of their activities clearly visible on his face and in the wet patch spreading across the front of his boxers where his own arousal had peaked untouched during Ava's climax. A hysterical laugh threatened to bubble up from his chest. Bad didn't begin to cover it.

"What do we do?" he asked, reaching for the fallen blanket to offer some belated coverage.

Ava took the blanket with shaking hands, wrapping it around her lower body. Her cock, now softening, disappeared beneath the fabric, but the memory of it—and of Manuel seeing it—remained vivid in Ben's mind.

"I don't know," she admitted, her voice small. "I don't fucking know."

Outside, they heard the distant slam of the garden shed door. Manuel was putting away his tools—or perhaps gathering new ones. Either way, he remained on the property, a walking reminder of their exposure, a potential messenger who could shatter Ava's carefully maintained privacy with a single conversation.

Ben felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as fear—not just for himself, but for Ava. For what this exposure might mean for her. For them, if there even was a "them" beyond these stolen moments of passion.

As the reality of their situation settled over them, Ava's hand found Ben's, gripping it tightly. Her palm was slick with nervous sweat, her fingers trembling slightly against his. In that silent contact was a question neither dared voice aloud: Where did they go from here?

The answer hung between them, as uncertain as the consequences that awaited beyond the sheltering walls of Ava's home.


CHAPTER FIVE


THE FRONT DOOR of the Green family's estate opened with a creak that seemed unnaturally loud in the afternoon stillness. Ava's hand pressed firmly against Ben's lower back, guiding him toward the exit with unmistakable urgency. Her eyes darted over her shoulder toward the garden where Manuel had been pruning the roses just minutes earlier. Ben stumbled forward, his legs still wobbly, his mind foggy with the lingering haze of what had just transpired on her parents' living room couch.

"You should go," Ava whispered, her breath warm against his ear. "Like, right now."

Ben nodded dumbly, his fingers still struggling with the buttons of his shirt. Three remained undone, exposing a patch of chest that felt clammy in the cool air. The fabric clung to his skin where his own release had left a damp, cooling stain. He was acutely aware of the sticky sensation between his legs, an intimate reminder of Ava's presence that wouldn't fade for hours.

"I'll text you later, okay?" Ava said, already inching the door closed between them. Her blonde ponytail was slightly askew, the only evidence of their frantic coupling. "Promise."

"Yeah, sure," Ben managed, the words catching in his throat. "Later."

The door clicked shut with a finality that left him standing alone on the porch steps, adrift in the pristine quiet of the neighborhood. Birds chirped from the sculpted oak trees lining the circular driveway. A sprinkler whirred to life three houses down, the gentle hiss of water on manicured grass absurdly normal compared to what had just happened.

Ben ran his fingers through his disheveled hair, a futile attempt to restore order. His glasses sat crooked on his nose, and he adjusted them with shaking hands. The same hands that had gripped the decorative throw pillows of the Green family couch while Ava had positioned herself behind him, her surprising anatomy leaving little room for misunderstanding about who was in control.

His keys slipped from his fingers as he tried to unlock his car, the metal clattering against the concrete driveway. Ben bent to retrieve them, wincing at the unfamiliar soreness that radiated through his lower body. He glanced back at the house—a sprawling two-story Tudor with perfectly trimmed hedges and a three-car garage. It looked exactly like what it was: the home of successful people who would be horrified to know what their daughter had just done to her coworker of two weeks on their imported Italian leather sofa.

Inside the safety of his Honda Civic— that suddenly seemed to scream "ordinary" amid the BMWs and Audis that populated this neighborhood—Ben gripped the steering wheel and exhaled slowly. His reflection in the rearview mirror showed flushed cheeks and wide eyes behind his glasses. He barely recognized himself.

The car's engine hummed to life, and Ben backed out of the driveway with more haste than caution. As he navigated the winding streets of The Oaks, he watched the Green residence grow smaller in his mirror until it disappeared around a curve. The houses here all shared the same aura of casual wealth—stone facades, circular driveways, and names like "Windermere" or "Oakmont" displayed on discrete plaques near the mailboxes.

He passed a woman walking a pair of matching bichon frises, her tennis outfit blindingly white in the afternoon sun. She nodded politely, and Ben returned the gesture automatically, wondering what she would think if she knew. If any of them knew. The thought made his stomach twist, not entirely unpleasantly.

At the neighborhood exit, a large stone archway marked the boundary between this enclave of privilege and the regular world Ben inhabited. He paused at the stop sign, watching a gardener's truck enter, tools rattling in the bed. The man behind the wheel looked tired, his skin browned by the sun.

For a moment, Ben pondered how Manuel had witnessed him through the large picture window of the Greens' living room. He saw Ben swallowing Ava's cum, and it could lead to serious repercussions for her if Manuel decided to inform her parents. He hoped not.

The car behind him honked, jarring Ben back to the present. He waved an apology and accelerated through the intersection, leaving The Oaks behind. The perfectly maintained flower beds and symmetrical trees gave way to strip malls and gas stations as Ben merged onto the main road, heading home.

His phone remained silent on the passenger seat, the screen dark. Ben resisted the urge to check it while driving, knowing there wouldn't be a message yet. The intimacy they had shared seemed absurd in contrast to how little they actually knew about each other.

The distance growing between him and Ava's house felt symbolic somehow, as if Ben were driving away from a dream into reality. But the physical sensations lingering in his body were undeniably real—pleasurable and confusing and extremely shameful all at once. His hands were numb on the steering wheel, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as something more complicated than guilt. Something that felt dangerously like hope. But what exactly was he hoping for?

The sunset painted the highway in shades of amber and gold as Ben headed home, his knuckles white against the steering wheel. Traffic moved in fits and starts around him, but he barely noticed, too caught in the hurricane of his thoughts. He'd left Ava's parents' house twenty minutes ago, but the memory of her hands gripping his hips, her breath hot against his neck as she pushed into him, remained vivid enough to make his skin prickle with conflicting waves of desire and unease.

"Was that just a thrill for her?" he muttered to the empty car, his voice sounding foreign in the confined space. The dashboard clock blinked 6:47 PM. Not even six hours ago, he'd been at his desk reviewing code. Now, he was driving home with the ghost of her presence still physically evident in the most intimate way possible.

Ben cranked up the air conditioning despite the cool evening air filtering through his partially opened window. The chill against his skin helped ground him in reality, pulling him back from the feverish memories that threatened to overtake his rational mind.

Her mother mentioned Maria, he reminded himself, tapping an anxious rhythm against the steering wheel as he merged onto the freeway exit. Apparently she’s into women.

She had been involved with someone named Maria, and it appeared to be a serious relationship. Enough to last a while and for her to check in on her, even though it ended.

Ben's mind replayed fragments of their encounter in chaotic succession. Ava's confident smile as she unbuckled his belt. The surprising strength in her slender arms as she positioned him exactly how she wanted.

A horn blared, and Ben jolted back to awareness, realizing he'd been drifting into the next lane. He corrected his steering with a jerk and waved an apologetic hand to the driver he'd cut off.

The traffic light ahead turned red, bringing his car to a stop. On the sidewalk to his right, a couple walked hand in hand, leaning into each other with the easy familiarity of a long-established relationship. The woman laughed at something her partner said, her head tipping back in genuine amusement. Ben watched them, a hollow ache forming in his chest. That was what he wanted—that comfortable certainty, that knowledge that tomorrow and next week and next year, they'd still be walking together, hands entwined.

"What would Ava even call this?" he asked his reflection in the rearview mirror. His hair was still mussed, and a faint red mark peeked above his collar. Not a relationship, surely. They'd hardly known each other for two weeks.

And then there was her calling him a “faggot”. The word had struck him like a physical blow at the time, though he hadn't protested. In the moment, although shocking, it had admittedly turned him on. However, in hindsight, he feared what it meant about him, being comfortable with that.

Sitting quietly in his car, he reflected on how Ava was gradually revealing her inclination for sexual dominance. He had already wrestled internally with accepting that she had a penis, so her dominant nature seemed like it was all part of the deal. But what was he gaining from it? Looking back, he realized he had allowed her to do whatever she pleased with him. He was the one doing everything she wanted. Despite his reservations and the inner turmoil she stirred within him, he had to admit that he relished every facet of her dominance. If love were part of the equation, he would be content, but he seriously doubted that it was. Especially considering her past and the obnoxious absence of the message she promised.

"What does that make me?" he whispered, suddenly aware of how little he knew about himself. He'd dated women—normal, uncomplicated relationships that had ended for normal, uncomplicated reasons. He'd never questioned his sexuality, his desires. Until Ava had bent him over that imported Italian leather couch and shown him a pleasure he hadn't known existed.

The light changed, and Ben accelerated, his mind still churning. What would his mother say if she knew? The thought made him physically cringe. Mom with her church groups and her carefully maintained appearance of suburban normalcy. She'd been supportive when his college roommate had come out, but this—this was different. This wasn't about who he loved but about what had been done to him. What he had allowed, encouraged even.

His phone lay silent on the passenger seat. Ben glanced at it for the fifth time in as many minutes, irrationally hoping to see Ava's name appear on the screen. But of course, there was nothing.

"What would Ryan say?" he wondered, thinking of his best friend since high school. Ryan with his football jerseys and his string of girlfriends and his slaps on the back that conveyed masculine approval. The mental image of trying to explain to Ryan what had happened—that Ava had been born different, that she had taken Ben in a way he'd never imagined being taken—made his stomach twist with anxiety.

Ben adjusted the air conditioning again, turning the fan higher despite the goosebumps already forming on his arms. The cool air couldn't erase the memory of heat—Ava's body pressed against his back, her breath on his neck, the startling intrusion that had quickly transformed from discomfort to something else entirely.

As his exit approached, Ben checked his phone one last time. The screen remained dark, reflecting the deepening twilight outside. Whatever had happened between them hung in limbo now, undefined and unacknowledged. He hadn't imagined the connection between them. But maybe that connection meant something entirely different to her than it did to him. Maybe for Ava, with her preference for women, he was just an experiment. A novelty. A thrill heightened by the risk of discovery in her parents' house.

"Two weeks," he reminded himself, signaling for his exit. Two weeks was nothing. Certainly not enough time to be feeling the hollow ache that had settled in his chest, or the persistent hope that his phone would light up with her name. He admitted it felt desperate.

The lock on Ben's apartment door stuck slightly, as it always did when the weather turned cooler. He jiggled the key with practiced patience until the mechanism relented with a familiar click. Inside, everything waited exactly as he'd left it that morning—the stack of technical manuals on the coffee table, the single unwashed mug in the otherwise empty sink, the gentle hum of his refrigerator cutting through the silence. The orderliness should have been comforting, but tonight it felt like a museum of a life that no longer quite fit.

Ben dropped his keys in the ceramic bowl by the door, a habit so ingrained he performed it without thought. His feet carried him automatically to the refrigerator, where his wall calendar hung, secured by magnets shaped like programming language logos. His eyes found Friday’s date immediately, the box containing his own neat handwriting: "Dinner with Melissa – 7:30 PM."

He ran his finger over the words, sensing the subtle groove his pen had left on the paper. Melissa Hargrave. Although they hadn't met face-to-face, her profile and their initial conversations seemed promising. He intended to cancel the date due to the incident with Ava at the Christmas party, but it had slipped his mind.

Now, standing in his kitchen with the ghost of Ava's touch still lingering on his skin, that date felt like a plan made by a different person entirely.

Ben opened the refrigerator and extracted a bottle of beer, the glass cool against his palm. He twisted off the cap and took a long drink, leaning against the counter as he surveyed his apartment. The space reflected his personality with almost painful accuracy—methodical, uncluttered, everything in its designated place. The bookshelf held technical manuals and science fiction novels arranged by height. His laptop sat centered on the desk by the window, closed and aligned parallel to the edge. The single houseplant, a resilient pothos his mother had given him when he moved in, thrived despite his occasional neglect.

On the wall above his couch hung a framed family photo from his sister's wedding three years ago. His parents stood on either side of him, his mother's hand resting proudly on his shoulder, his father's smile slightly stiff but genuine. They looked like what they were: a normal, middle-class family with conventional expectations and traditional values.

"What would you think of me now?" Ben murmured to their frozen images, taking another sip of beer.

He set the bottle down and pulled his phone from his pocket, navigating to the dating app where he'd connected with Melissa. Her profile photo showed her at some outdoor concert, her expression caught mid-laugh, her slightly curvy figure wrapped in a Star Wars t-shirt. Exactly the type of woman he'd always thought he should end up with—kind, funny, sharing his interests, uncomplicated.

His thumb hovered over her profile, the glow of the screen illuminating his face in the dimly lit apartment. After a moment's hesitation, he switched to his text messages, scrolling through recent conversations—his sister asking about Mom's birthday present, his friend Ryan suggesting they catch the game this weekend. No Ava.

He returned to the kitchen, finishing his beer in several long swallows. The calendar stared back at him, Melissa's name a reminder of the path he'd expected to follow. The conventional path. The uncomplicated path. But the thought of sitting across from her making small talk about favorite movies while pretending this afternoon had never happened, felt suddenly impossible.

Ben walked to the bathroom, flicking on the light and confronting his reflection in the mirror. He looked the same—same rectangular glasses, same slightly disheveled dark hair, same lean build in a now-rumpled button-down shirt. But something in his eyes had changed, as though Ava had rewired something essential inside him during those frantic minutes on her parents' couch.

He started unbuttoning his shirt, the same shirt Ava had partially unbuttoned hours earlier, her fingers deft and certain. As the fabric parted, he could see the faint red marks where her hands had gripped his hips, ephemeral souvenirs of their encounter. He shifted his weight, acutely aware of the lingering sensation between his legs, the sticky ghost of Ava's release still seeping from him.

The raw evidence of their intense encounter was both exhilarating and intensely embarrassing. In that moment, he had given himself over entirely to the unexpected ecstasy, to Ava's assertive guidance, and to the sensations that were completely new to him. He felt the undeniable thrill of her power as she fucked him in the ass, her movements deliberate and unyielding. The taboo nature of their union was electrifying, and he reveled in the discovery of pleasure in this uncharted territory. The experience left him breathless and eager for more, craving the dominance and the unrestrained enjoyment that had awakened a new facet of his desires.

But enjoyment wasn't enough, not for him. Not if this was just some experiment for Ava, a thrill amplified by the risk of discovery, a novelty that would wear off once the newness faded. He was on that dating app for a reason. He wanted a deeper connection. Something that could lead to a lasting relationship. He wasn’t willing to settle for being someone’s boy-toy.

"We need to talk," he said to his reflection, his voice firmer than he expected. "About what this means. About what she wants."

Because despite knowing her for only two weeks, despite the confusion and slight shame that colored his memories of their encounter, Ben couldn't deny the connection he felt with Ava. It wasn't just physical attraction—though that was undeniably present—but something in the way she looked at him when he spoke, as if she was actually listening. Something in her smile when she caught him watching her across the office.

Ben turned on the shower, the pipes groaning briefly before water began to flow. Tomorrow, he decided as steam began to fill the small bathroom. Tomorrow he would find a way to talk to Ava privately. To ask her what this meant to her. To tell her that while he didn't regret what had happened, he needed to understand where it might lead—or if it would lead anywhere at all.

As he stepped under the hot spray, letting the water wash away the physical traces of their encounter, Ben knew with unexpected clarity that he couldn't pretend this afternoon hadn't changed something fundamental. For better or worse, Ava Green had disrupted the careful order of his life, and no amount of hot water could wash away that truth.


CHAPTER SIX


HE'D BEEN CHECKING for messages from Ava every twenty minutes since waking at 5 AM, each time feeling a fresh wave of disappointment when he found nothing waiting for him. The memory of yesterday's encounter played in his mind with embarrassing clarity, making each glance at his phone a reminder of his fixation.

The coffee in his mug had gone cold, untouched as he'd refreshed his messages again and again. Nothing. Not even a casual "feeling better" or "talk later." The silence felt deliberate somehow, a statement about what had happened between them—or worse, what it hadn't meant to her.

"Maybe she's embarrassed," he muttered to himself, though even as the words left his mouth, he knew they weren't true. Ava didn't seem capable of embarrassment. She'd been so confident, so commanding as she positioned him on that expensive couch, as she entered him with a certainty that made his breath catch even now, recalling it.

The drive to work offered little distraction from his churning thoughts. Traffic moved in its usual stop-and-go rhythm, his fellow commuters staring blankly ahead or typing on phones mounted to their dashboards. Ben's fingers itched to reach for his own phone, to draft a message to Ava—something casual yet inviting, something that might prompt her to respond.

"You'd be messaging her first," he reminded himself, hands tightening on the steering wheel. He was getting tired of his desperation.

An itch. The clinical euphemism made him wince, trivializing what had been the most intense sexual experience of his life. The memory surged back with physical force—the pressure of Ava inside him, the unfamiliar fullness that had transformed quickly from discomfort to pleasure so profound it bordered on spiritual. It had been his first time being penetrated that way, a revelation he couldn't have anticipated.

And God help him, he'd loved it.

His face burned in the privacy of his car as he recalled the sounds he'd made, desperate and needy, when she hit that spot inside him he hadn't known existed. How he'd begged her not to stop, his dignity forgotten in the overwhelming rush of sensation.

A horn blared behind him, and Ben realized the light had turned green. He accelerated through the intersection, forcing his mind away from the memory of yesterday's pleasure and back to the present dilemma.

He had a date with Melissa on Friday. Sweet, uncomplicated Melissa with her Star Wars t-shirts and her earnest laugh.

Should he cancel? It seemed unfair to Melissa to go through with it when his thoughts were so consumed by someone else. But there was no guarantee that Ava wanted anything beyond their physical encounters. In fact, everything pointed to the opposite conclusion.

The doubt gnawed at him as he parked in the company lot. Ava might be gorgeous, witty, and mind-blowingly good in bed, but was she girlfriend material? Did she even want to be? Their relationship so far seemed based primarily on Ava's apparent kink for semi-public sex—first in the office storage room, then the gym locker, then on her parents' couch where they'd been caught by the gardener. What kind of foundation was that for something real?

The office was already humming with activity when he walked in, nodding to familiar faces as he made his way to his desk. His eyes automatically sought out Ava's workspace, only to find it empty, her computer dark. Still out sick, then.

He was setting up his laptop when a coffee cup appeared at the edge of his desk, followed by Michael's lanky frame folding into the visitor chair.

"Thought you might need this," Michael said, pushing the cup closer. "You look like death warmed over, man."

"Thanks," Ben mumbled, taking a grateful sip of the hot liquid. He turned to his computer, quickly closing the chat window with Ava's profile picture that he'd automatically opened upon logging in.

Michael's eyebrows rose slightly, a knowing smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "Looking for our absent colleague? Any word on when she'll be back?"

"No idea," Ben replied, too quickly. "Why would I know?"

"Whoa, defensive much?" Michael laughed, leaning back in the chair. "You don't need to be so protective about liking her, man. Just chill out."

Ben concentrated on aligning his notebook perfectly with the edge of his desk, avoiding Michael's knowing gaze. "I'm not being defensive. I just don't know anything about when she's coming back."

"Sure, whatever you say." Michael shrugged, then added casually, "That dress she wore was quite something, huh? Quite revealing."

Ben felt his stomach twist with an unexpected pang of worry. "What do you mean?"

"Well, it’s just-" Michael paused, his head tilting slightly as he studied Ben's face. "It showed more than what the other women were wearing."

The blood drained from Ben's face. What did Michael mean by that? Did he know about Ava's schlong? Was it common knowledge around the office? Or was this just Michael being Michael, making suggestive comments without any real substance behind them?

"Speaking of work," Ben said, changing the subject with all the subtlety of a freight train, "did you finish the database migration Richard asked for? He mentioned wanting an update in this morning's meeting."

Michael held his gaze for a moment longer, something like disappointment flickering across his features before he nodded and stood. "Yeah, it's done. I'll send you the documentation."

As Michael walked away, Ben released a breath he hadn't realized he was holding. He sipped his coffee, which suddenly tasted bitter despite the cream and sugar. The day stretched before him, empty of Ava's presence but filled with questions he couldn't answer—about her, about himself, and about what exactly he'd gotten himself into.

The morning crawled by with excruciating slowness. Ben stared at his monitor, the lines of code blurring together as his mind drifted repeatedly to his phone, which remained stubbornly silent. By noon, he'd crafted and deleted six different messages to Ava, each attempt sounding either too casual or embarrassingly needy. The cursor on his screen pulsed steadily, a digital heartbeat more reliable than his own, which seemed to stutter every time a notification sound came from anywhere in the office.

He forced himself to focus on debugging the authentication module, though his thoughts kept wandering back to the memory of Ava's hands gripping his hips, her breath hot against his neck. The intensity of the experience made his regular coding work seem impossibly mundane by comparison. How was he supposed to care about syntax errors after what they'd shared?

His phone buzzed on the desk, and Ben lunged for it with embarrassing eagerness. Surprise washed over him when he saw Melissa's name instead of Ava's.

"Hey," Melissa had written. "Any chance we could move our date to tonight instead of Friday? My friend's having a last-minute birthday thing and I'd really like to make both if possible. Totally understand if not!"

Ben stared at the message, oddly relieved by the simplicity of the exchange. No complex power dynamics, no earth-shattering revelations about his sexuality, just a straightforward request from someone who seemed genuinely nice.

"Tonight works," he replied after a moment's consideration. What else did he have to do except sit at home waiting for a message that might never come? "How about Vittorio's? It’s close to my work Around 7?"

Her response came quickly, a cheerful affirmative accompanied by a smiling emoji. Ben set his phone down, feeling something like resignation settle over him. Maybe this was for the best. Melissa represented the kind of uncomplicated relationship he'd always thought he wanted. The safe choice. The normal choice.

He was halfway through his sandwich when the company messenger app pinged. The notification showed Ava's name, and Ben nearly choked in his haste to click on it.

"Hey, sorry for radio silence. Just realized I don't actually have your phone number. Been wanting to text but had no way to reach you!"

Ben blinked at the message, relief and embarrassment washing over him in equal measure. All morning he'd been judging her for not reaching out, jumping to conclusions, and it hadn't even occurred to him that they'd never exchanged personal numbers. He felt a twinge of shame for assuming the worst of her.

"No worries," he typed back, his fingers clumsy with sudden excitement. "I didn't think of that either."

The cursor blinked for several seconds as he debated what to say next. Should he mention their encounter? Reference the date he'd just arranged with Melissa? Before he could decide, another message from Ava appeared.

"So... your number? Unless you prefer to keep things strictly professional, of course." The winking emoji that followed made his stomach flutter.

Ben typed his number without hesitation, hitting send before he could overthink it. The familiar knot of uncertainty tightened in his chest. What about Melissa? Their date was only hours away. But the thought of ignoring this connection with Ava felt impossible now that she'd finally reached out.

"BTW," Ava wrote, "yesterday was incredible. Especially the thrill when Manuel caught us. Did you feel it too?"

Ben's face flushed hot as he glanced around the office, suddenly paranoid that someone might be reading over his shoulder. He typed quickly, "Let’s not talk about that at work."

A thumbs-up emoji appeared instantly, followed by silence. For a moment, Ben thought he'd offended her, but then his personal phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number.

"Better? Now I can tell you how hot it was when you swallowed my load while Manuel watched. That poor man quit this morning. Guess we were too much for him! Parents still clueless though."

Ben nearly dropped his phone. Manuel had resigned? The realization that their actions had cost someone their job sent a wave of guilt crashing over him. Yet beneath the guilt, an unwelcome thrill surged through his body as he recalled the gardener's shocked expression and the way Ava had continued to pulse in his mouth despite—or perhaps because of—being discovered.

"We can't do that again," he texted back. "Too risky. What if it had been your parents who walked in?"

"God, you're such a prude," came Ava's immediate response. "That's half the fun. The possibility of getting caught."

Ben frowned at his phone. Were they fundamentally incompatible? He craved connection, stability, a relationship that could exist in the light of day. Were these forbidden encounters the basis of their connection?

"We need to talk about this, face-to-face." he typed.

The response took longer this time. "Sure, we can talk. When I'm feeling better. Looking forward to seeing you tomorrow, I hope? 😘"

The casual tone of her response left him unsure how to proceed. Was she dismissing his concerns, or genuinely open to discussing their relationship? The kiss emoji suggested interest beyond just physical gratification, but the brevity of her message provided little real insight into her intentions.

Ben set his phone down, running a hand through his hair in frustration. Every interaction with Ava left him more confused than before. He was undeniably attracted to her—not just her body with its fascinating contradictions, but her confidence, her wit, her intelligence. Yet he still couldn't tell if she saw him as a potential partner or merely a convenient playmate.

And now there was Melissa, waiting for him at Vittorio's in just a few hours. Sweet, uncomplicated Melissa. Shouldn't he at least explore that possibility before diving deeper into whatever tempestuous thing was developing with Ava?

The practical part of his brain, the part that organized his sock drawer by color and kept his code meticulously commented, argued that going on the date with Melissa was the sensible option. After all, it was just a first date—hardly a commitment. He could meet with her, enjoy a pleasant evening of normal conversation, and still have his talk with Ava tomorrow.

"One step at a time," he murmured to himself, tucking his phone into his pocket. He'd go on the date, keep it light and friendly, and resolve things with Ava afterward. It was the responsible approach. The mature approach.

So why did it feel so much like hedging his bets?

Ben's thumb hovered over Ava's message, the blue light of his phone screen illuminating his furrowed brow. He'd been staring at those cheerful words—"Looking forward to seeing you tomorrow"—for nearly ten minutes now, composing and discarding potential responses in his head. Nothing seemed right. Everything was either too eager, revealing the depths of his infatuation, or too casual, masking his genuine feelings behind a wall of feigned indifference. How had talking to a woman become so complicated? The answer, of course, lay in the events of yesterday afternoon, in the way Ava had claimed him so completely that he could still feel the ghost of her presence inside him, a phantom sensation that made him shift uncomfortably in his chair.

He set the phone face-down on his desk and rubbed his eyes beneath his glasses. The rational part of his brain—the part responsible for clean code and organized living spaces—urged him to pursue something conventional. A relationship with clearly defined parameters, mutual respect, shared values. The kind of partnership his parents had modeled, where major decisions were discussed over dinner and conflicts resolved through calm conversation.

But then there was Ava, with her dazzling smile and and her appetite for risk. The way she looked at him across the office with those knowing eyes. The way she'd commanded his body yesterday, awakening sensations he'd never experienced before. The memory of her wonderful prick—there was really no other word for it—filling him so completely that he'd forgotten his own name for a moment.

Could he have both? The stable, loving relationship and the mind-bending physical connection? Or were those things fundamentally at odds with each other?

And more importantly, what did Ava want? Her messages gave him whiplash—intimate one moment, casual the next. She seemed to revel in the risky, public nature of their encounters, while Ben found himself craving something deeper, something that could exist beyond stolen moments and secret trysts.

Ben sighed and returned to his coding task, pushing thoughts of both women to the back of his mind. The authentication module wouldn't debug itself, and losing himself in the clean logic of code was preferable to the messy emotions swirling through his chest.

He was so absorbed in his work that he startled when his phone alarm buzzed. 6:00 PM already. He needed to leave now if he was going to meet Melissa at 7:00. Where had the afternoon gone?

"Heading out?"

Ben turned to find Michael leaning against his cubicle wall, arms crossed over his chest and apparatnly working late as well. "Yeah, I have plans."

"Hot date?" Michael's tone was teasing, but something in his expression seemed forced.

"As a matter of fact, yes," Ben replied, packing his laptop into his bag with perhaps more focus than the task required.

Michael raised an eyebrow, his smirk taking on a knowing quality that made Ben's skin prickle with irritation. "Anyone I know?"

"I doubt it. Her name's Melissa. We matched on a dating app."

"A dating app? Casting a wide net, ay?" Michael's laugh grated on Ben's already frayed nerves.

Ben zipped his bag with more force than necessary. "We seem compatible."

Michael's smile faltered slightly, his expression shifting to something Ben couldn't quite identify. Disappointment? "So not Ava, then?"

The direct mention of her name sent a shock through Ben's system, like touching a live wire. "What? No. Why would you—"

"Just asking." Michael shrugged, but his casual posture seemed deliberately constructed now. "Thought you two had a thing."

"We work together," Ben said flatly, slinging his bag over his shoulder. "That's all."

Michael's gaze was too knowing, too penetrating. "If you say so."

"I do say so." Ben stepped past him, the need to escape this conversation suddenly overwhelming. "Have a good night, Michael."

He felt Michael's eyes on his back as he walked away, a prickle of awareness that followed him all the way to the elevator. What did Michael know? What had he seen? The paranoia that had been simmering since their earlier conversation bubbled up again, making Ben's palms sweat as he punched the lobby button.

The early evening air was crisp as Ben walked the six blocks to Vittorio's. He'd decided to leave his car in the office parking garage; a glass of wine with dinner would be nice, and the walk would give him time to clear his head before meeting Melissa.

The restaurant came into view, its brick façade warm in the glow of string lights that crisscrossed the outdoor seating area. Ben spotted Melissa immediately, standing by the entrance in a navy dress that complemented her curves. Her hair was pulled back in a simple ponytail, and she wore minimal makeup, her natural beauty unobscured by artifice. She looked exactly like her profile pictures—no filters, no deception. The honesty of it was refreshing.

"Ben!" she called, waving as she spotted him approaching. "I worried I had the wrong place for a minute."

"Sorry to keep you waiting," he replied, genuinely contrite. Her smile was warm, reaching her eyes in a way that made them crinkle at the corners. It was a nice smile, the kind that invited trust.

"No problem at all. I just got here myself." She gestured toward the entrance. "Shall we?"

The hostess led them to a small table near the back, cozy without being cramped. Melissa settled across from him, her movements graceful and unhurried. There was something refreshingly straightforward about her, a quality Ben appreciated after the emotional whiplash of his interactions with Ava.

"So," Melissa began after they'd ordered drinks, "you're a software developer? What kind of projects do you work on?"

The question was simple, unloaded, asked with genuine interest. Ben found himself relaxing as he explained his current project, the words coming easily. Melissa listened attentively, asking follow-up questions that demonstrated real understanding of the technical challenges he described.

"That actually sounds fascinating," she said, and the sincerity in her voice was unmistakable. "I've always been interested in how authentication systems work, especially with all the data breaches we keep hearing about."

"What about you?" Ben asked, taking a sip of his water. "You mentioned you work in accounting?"

Melissa nodded, launching into a surprisingly engaging description of her role in a tech startup's finance department. Her enthusiasm for her work was evident in the way her hands moved animatedly as she spoke, punctuating her points with graceful gestures.

Ben found himself genuinely enjoying the conversation. There was an ease to their interaction, a natural flow that required no anxiety-inducing analysis of subtext or hidden meaning. Melissa was exactly what she appeared to be—intelligent, kind, interested in the world around her.

His phone buzzed on the table between them, the screen lighting up with a notification. Ava's name appeared above a preview that simply read "Thinking of you..." followed by an eggplant emoji.

The sight of her name sent a jolt through Ben's body, a pavlovian response that made his heart rate quicken. He tried to ignore it, to focus on Melissa's words as she described a challenging project she'd recently completed. But his eyes kept darting to the phone, drawn by a magnetic force he couldn't seem to resist.

"...so I ended up having to rebuild the entire spreadsheet from scratch," Melissa was saying, her hands tracing patterns in the air to illustrate her point.

"That sounds incredibly frustrating," Ben replied, hoping his response made sense in context. He couldn't quite recall what she'd been saying, his attention fractured by the presence of Ava's message.

His phone buzzed again. Another notification from Ava.

Almost without conscious decision, his hand reached for the device. "Sorry," he murmured to Melissa, who paused mid-sentence. "Just need to check this quickly. Might be work."

It was rude, he knew. Inexcusably rude to check his phone while Melissa was speaking. But some compulsion stronger than courtesy drove his fingers as they swiped to unlock the screen.

The image filled his display instantly, leaving no room for misinterpretation. Ava had sent a selfie, alright—not of her face, but of her erect penis, massive and unmistakable, with a text beneath it that read "Missing this yet?"

Ben's mouth fell open, a sharp intake of breath audible even over the ambient restaurant noise. His eyes widened behind his glasses, fixed on the explicit image that now dominated his screen. A rush of heat flooded his face, equal parts mortification and unwanted arousal.

Across the table, Melissa's words trailed off as she registered his expression. "Ben? Is everything okay?"

The phone suddenly felt radioactive in his hand, its screen displaying Ava's beast with painful clarity. He fumbled to turn it face-down on the table, nearly knocking over his water glass in the process. The image burned in his retinas like an afterimage of the sun – impossible to blink away.

"Sorry, just... work," he stammered, his mouth dry. "They're having some issues with the authentication module I've been working on."

Melissa's expression softened with understanding, though a hint of doubt lingered in her eyes. "On a Wednesday night? Sounds like a demanding place."

"The servers don't care what day it is," Ben replied, attempting a laugh that sounded hollow even to his own ears. He sipped his water, trying to wash away the lump in his throat. "Sorry about that. You were saying something about rebuilding a spreadsheet?"

"Oh, right." Melissa picked up her story again, her hands resuming their graceful gestures as she described the accounting disaster she'd salvaged last month.

Ben nodded at appropriate intervals, making a concentrated effort to focus on her words. But his thoughts kept circling back to Ava's message like debris caught in a whirlpool.

"...and that's when I discovered the formula error that had been throwing everything off," Melissa concluded, taking a delicate sip of her wine. "Sorry, I'm rambling about spreadsheets. Not exactly riveting dinner conversation."

"No, it's interesting," Ben insisted, and was surprised to find he meant it. There was something refreshing about Melissa's straightforward passion for her work, her unguarded enthusiasm for solving problems. No hidden meanings, no power plays, just genuine interest in her field. "I like how you approach problems systematically. It's similar to debugging code."

Melissa's smile was warm, lighting up her face in a way that made Ben momentarily forget about his phone lying face-down between them. "That's exactly it! Everyone thinks accounting is just numbers, but it's really about finding patterns and solving puzzles."

Their entrees arrived, steaming plates of pasta that smelled divine. The conversation flowed naturally as they ate, moving from work to movies (they shared a love of science fiction), to books (she was currently reading the same fantasy series he'd finished last month). Every so often, Ben's gaze would drift to his phone, but he resisted the urge to check for additional messages.

His hands were numb around his fork, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as guilt. Here he was, enjoying a pleasant dinner with a kind, intelligent woman who seemed genuinely interested in him, while another woman's explicit image lingered in his mind. What kind of person did that make him?

"Earth to Ben," Melissa waved her hand playfully. "You drifted off there for a second."

"Sorry," he said, setting down his fork. "Just thinking about that work issue."

Her expression turned sympathetic. "Must be a big problem if it's distracting you this much. Do you need to step outside and make a call?"

The offer was so considerate that Ben felt a fresh wave of guilt wash over him. "No, it's nothing that urgent. Just annoying timing." He attempted a smile that felt more like a grimace. "I'm having a really nice time with you."

"Me too," Melissa replied, her cheeks coloring slightly. "This is definitely better than most first dates I've been on. Usually, I'm counting the minutes until I can escape."

They shared a laugh, and for a moment, Ben felt the weight of his conflicted feelings lift. Dessert came and went, along with another glass of wine for each of them. By the time the check arrived, Ben had almost – almost – managed to push thoughts of Ava to the back of his mind.

Outside the restaurant, the evening air had cooled considerably. Melissa pulled her light jacket closer around her shoulders, her breath forming small clouds in the chill.

"I'm parked just around the corner," she said, gesturing down the street. "This was really nice, Ben. I'd like to do it again sometime."

"I would too," Ben heard himself say, and realized with mild surprise that he meant it. Despite the interruption, despite his complicated feelings for Ava, he had genuinely enjoyed Melissa's company. She was everything he'd always thought he wanted – kind, intelligent, uncomplicated. The safe choice. The normal choice.

He hesitated, then leaned in for a cordial hug. The brief contact was pleasant, warm, nice – but it didn't send electricity coursing through his veins the way Ava's touch did. It didn't make his heart race or his mind spiral into territory he'd never considered before.

"Goodnight, Ben," Melissa said, her smile soft in the streetlight. "Text me?"

"I will," he promised, watching as she walked away, her figure receding into the darkness.

Once she was out of sight, Ben finally allowed himself to pull out his phone. Ava’s hard dick was still there, in all its glory.

He slipped the phone back into his pocket without responding, unable to choose just yet, and turned toward the parking garage where his car waited.


CHAPTER SEVEN


THE NEXT DAY, Ben hurried through the office doors twenty minutes late, his laptop bag knocking awkwardly against his hip as he navigated the maze of desks. The morning traffic had been a nightmare – an overturned truck on the highway had transformed his usual thirty-minute commute into nearly an hour of stop-and-go frustration. He'd spent the crawl alternating between rehearsing what he might say to Ava when he saw her and trying to decide whether to text Melissa as he'd promised. By the time he'd reached the office parking garage, he'd accomplished neither.

His path to his desk took him past Ava's workspace, where a burst of color caught his attention. A lavish arrangement of lilies and orchids sat prominently on her desk, their perfume detectable even from several feet away. The bouquet was professionally arranged, wrapped in purple tissue with a silk ribbon – not the kind of casual flower arrangement one might pick up at a grocery store.

Ben's steps slowed as he passed, his eyes scanning the desk for a card or some indication of who had sent them. Ava herself was nowhere to be seen, her computer monitor dark, her chair empty. A strange pinch of jealousy twisted in his gut, quickly followed by confusion. Had someone else sent Ava flowers? Another ex he didn't know about? The thought was unexpectedly painful.

Michael sat at the neighboring desk, headphones on, fingers flying over his keyboard. Ben tapped him on the shoulder, forcing his expression into casual curiosity as Michael looked up.

"Hey, what's with the flowers?" Ben asked, gesturing toward Ava's desk.

Michael removed his headphones, his expression brightening with the prospect of office gossip. "You haven't heard? Ava got accepted into the graduate program."

"Graduate program?" Ben echoed, his eyebrows rising.

"Yeah, you know, the company's fast-track thing for promising employees." Michael leaned back in his chair, clearly enjoying being the bearer of news. "Mia Sanders herself came down to deliver the flowers and give her the official offer this morning. Ava's in a meeting with HR now, sorting out the details."

Ben's mind raced to process this information. The graduate program was highly competitive – a two-year rotation through various departments, with mentorship from senior executives and a guaranteed position upon completion. Most candidates applied months in advance, underwent multiple rounds of interviews, and even then, only three or four were selected each year.

"I thought the selection process happened back in January," Ben said, setting his laptop bag on his desk. "And acceptances went out in March."

Michael shrugged, spinning his chair to face Ben fully. "That's what makes it weird, right? Suddenly there's an extra spot, and it goes to the new hire who's been here all of, what, a couple of weeks? Mia seemed pretty insistent about it, from what I overheard."

The implication hung in the air between them. Why would the VP personally deliver flowers and an unexpected offer to a junior employee? What made Ava special enough to bypass the normal selection process?

"Well," Ben said carefully, "the company needs talented people. Ava's obviously good at what she does." The words felt hollow even as he said them, accompanied by a sick feeling of suspicion that he didn't want to examine too closely.

"Oh, she's talented for sure," Michael agreed, a hint of something like admiration in his voice. "Still, it's unusual. Most of us have to wait years before getting considered for that program."

Ben nodded, unsure how to respond. He'd been at the company for three years and had considered applying to the program himself next cycle. Now, inexplicably, Ava had leapfrogged over countless more experienced employees.

"Anyway," Michael continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial level, "how was your date last night? With the accounting girl?"

Ben blinked at the abrupt change of subject. "Melissa? It was... nice. She's nice."

"Nice?" Michael repeated, raising an eyebrow. "That's the best you can do? 'Nice' is how you describe your grandmother's cookies, not a date with a hot accountant."

Ben shrugged, unpacking his laptop to avoid Michael's probing gaze. "It was a first date. We had good conversation. The food was great. We're probably going to see each other again."

"Probably?" Michael pressed. "So it wasn't love at first sight, then?"

"Is it ever?" Ben countered, becoming uncomfortable with the interrogation. His feelings about Melissa were complicated enough without having to articulate them to Michael, of all people.

Michael opened his mouth to respond but was interrupted by movement at the entrance to their section. Ava strode in, wearing a dark pencil skirt that hugged her curves and a cream-colored blouse that contrasted beautifully with her skin. Ben could see she was practically glowing, her steps light with barely contained excitement.

She reached her desk and spotted the flowers, her expression softening into a genuinely surprised smile. She touched the petals reverently, then reached for the small envelope nestled among the blooms. As she read the card, her smile widened, and Ben felt that familiar tug in his chest.

Ava glanced up, her eyes meeting his across the office. For a brief moment, the bustle and noise of the workplace seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of them connected by an invisible thread of tension. She raised an eyebrow, a subtle acknowledgment that sent heat rushing to his face. Then she turned her attention back to the flowers, breaking the spell.

Ben swallowed hard and forced himself to look away, focusing instead on powering up his laptop. He tried to summon thoughts of Melissa – sweet, uncomplicated Melissa who laughed at his jokes and shared his interest in science fiction. But the memory of Ava's explicit photo from the night before kept intruding, along with the phantom sensation of her hands gripping his hips, her cock hilted inside him.

He needed to talk to her – really talk to her – about what was happening between them. About whether it could be more than just stolen moments of intense physical connection. More than just her using him for the thrill.

Yet as he watched her from the corner of his eye, arranging the flowers on her desk with obvious pleasure, he couldn't help the flutter of excitement at the thought of seeing her alone again.

Ben was deep in a debugging session, his focus narrowed to the lines of code on his screen, when he sensed someone approaching. The faint scent of jasmine preceded Ava, and he knew it was her before he even looked up. She leaned her hip against his desk, the fabric of her pencil skirt pulling taut across her thigh, and shook an empty coffee mug in a silent question. Her smile was bright, almost conspiratorial, as if they shared a secret – which, Ben supposed with a flush of heat, they certainly did.

"Coffee break?" she suggested, her voice casual, as though last night's explicit message and their previous encounters had never happened.

Ben glanced around the office nervously, checking if anyone was watching their interaction. Michael was mercifully absent from his desk, but a few heads had turned at Ava's arrival. The graduate program news had clearly made its way through the office grapevine, and she was now the subject of even more attention than usual.

"I—" Ben began, then cleared his throat. "Sure."

"Relax," Ava said, her smile widening a fraction. "Coffee won’t kill you."

Heat crept up Ben's neck at the double meaning in her words. He stood, smoothing his shirt needlessly, and followed her toward the kitchen area. Her stride was confident, unhurried, while he felt like every step he took was being scrutinized. Was he walking too close to her? Not close enough? Did his face reveal the turmoil of emotions her presence triggered in him?

The kitchen was mercifully empty when they arrived. Ben moved to the coffee machine, hyperaware of Ava's proximity as she reached past him for a clean mug from the cabinet. Her arm brushed his, and they felt a spark – static from the dry air, but it jolted them nonetheless. Or perhaps it was just Ben who felt it, this electric awareness that hummed between them like a live wire.

An awkward silence settled as the coffee machine gurgled and hissed, filling the small space with the rich aroma of freshly ground beans. Ben shifted his weight from one foot to another, searching for something safe to say.

"Congratulations on the graduate position," he finally offered, watching the dark liquid stream into the carafe. "That's a big deal. You must have really impressed Mia."

Ava's expression remained neutral, though something flickered in her eyes – pride, perhaps, or satisfaction. "Thanks. It was unexpected, but apparently my freelance work caught her attention. The position needed someone with both technical and design skills."

"Well, you're certainly qualified," Ben said, meaning it despite his lingering questions about the unusual timing. "Your portfolio was impressive."

"I appreciate the recommendation," Ava replied, her gaze meeting his directly.

"It was nothing," he said, somewhat uncomfortable with the implication. "Just the truth."

Ava's lips curved into a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Speaking of truth," she said, her voice dropping a notch, "how was your date last night? With the accountant?"

The abrupt change of subject caught Ben off guard. He fumbled with the coffee pot, nearly spilling the hot liquid as he poured some into his mug. "How did you know about that?"

"Michael mentioned it," Ava said with a casual shrug, though her eyes remained intensely focused on Ben's face.

Ben processed this information, realizing that Michael must have told Ava about his date before he'd even arrived this morning. The thought of them discussing his personal life made him uneasy. "It was fine," he said neutrally, adding cream to his coffee to avoid her gaze.

"Just fine?" Ava pressed, taking the pot from him and filling her own mug. "Hope I didn't interrupt with my... message."

A coworker entered the kitchen area, nodding a greeting as he headed for the refrigerator. Ben felt his face heat up, acutely aware of how their conversation might sound to an outsider, even though Ava's words were carefully innocent.

"It was poor timing," Ben admitted quietly, stirring his coffee with more attention than the task required. "We were in the middle of dinner."

Ava's eyebrows rose slightly, a flicker of amusement crossing her features. "Oops," she said, not sounding sorry at all. "Did she see it?"

"No," Ben said quickly, glancing at their coworker, who was thankfully focused on rummaging through the refrigerator. "But it was... distracting."

"That was the idea," Ava replied, her voice a near whisper now. She leaned closer, ostensibly to reach for the sugar container, her breath warm against his ear. "Did you think about it for the rest of the night?"

The truth was he had. Even while enjoying Melissa's company, the image of Ava's explicit photo had lingered in his mind, accompanied by memories of their previous encounters. The day on her parents' couch. The storage room at the Christmas party. Each moment had been burned into his memory with an intensity that made his pulse quicken even now.

"We should talk," Ben said, keeping his voice low as their coworker closed the refrigerator door and headed back toward the main office. "After work."

Ava studied him for a moment, her expression unreadable. Then she nodded, a single decisive movement. "Okay. I'll be working late anyway."

"That works," Ben agreed, relieved she hadn't dismissed the suggestion.

She stirred a packet of sugar into her coffee, her movements precise and controlled. "I have plans after, though, so we'll need to keep it relatively brief."

The casual mention of her "plans" sent another unwelcome flare of jealousy through Ben's chest. Was she meeting someone? Going on a date of her own? He had no right to feel possessive, especially after his dinner with Melissa, yet the emotion rose unbidden.

"Of course," he managed, lifting his mug in a small gesture of acknowledgment. "Wouldn't want to keep you."

Ava's smile returned, a slow curve of her lips that held more confidence than warmth. "Good," she said, taking a sip of her coffee.

As they walked back to their respective desks, Ben couldn't help but wonder what she meant by that. Was she genuinely interested in clearing the air between them, or was this just another opportunity for her to toy with him? Either way, he had the day to figure out exactly what he wanted to say to her – and what he wanted from whatever this was between them.

The office emptied slowly, like a theater after a matinee, people trickling out in ones and twos until only a handful remained. Ben checked the time on his computer – 5:52 PM – and saved his work, though he'd accomplished little in the past hour. His thoughts had been too preoccupied with the upcoming conversation, rehearsing what he might say to Ava, how he might explain the confusion of emotions she stirred in him. He'd settled on honesty as the best approach, difficult as it might be to articulate the contradictory pull he felt toward both her and the simpler life Melissa represented.

From his desk, he could see Ava still working, her fingers moving efficiently over her keyboard, her expression one of focused concentration. A few minutes ago, she had gathered some items from her desk drawer and disappeared in the direction of the restrooms. Ben assumed she was freshening up before their talk, maybe removing her makeup after a long day at the office.

The minutes ticked by – 5:55, 5:58, 6:03. Ben's anxiety grew with each passing moment. Had she changed her mind? Left through another exit to avoid him entirely? He was considering checking the women's restroom when movement caught his eye.

Ava strode down the hallway toward her desk, but she was transformed from the professional vision she'd been all day. She wore form-fitting black spandex leggings that clung to every curve of her legs, paired with a neon pink sports bra that left her midriff completely exposed. A thin black athletic jacket hung open over the ensemble, doing almost nothing to conceal the outfit beneath. Her blonde hair was styled in a neat bun, staying perfectly in place with each confident step.

But what truly seized Ben's attention, what made his mouth go dry and his pulse quicken, was the unmistakable bulge running down her left thigh. The tight spandex concealed nothing, instead accentuating the size and shape of it in a way that was impossible to ignore. She had made absolutely no effort to hide or minimize it – quite the opposite, in fact. It was almost as if she'd deliberately chosen the most revealing outfit possible.

Ben felt his face flush as he tried and failed to look anywhere else. His body's immediate response to the sight was both embarrassing and undeniable. He shifted in his chair, grateful for the concealment his desk provided.

Ava reached her desk and began packing her things into a sleek gym bag. She glanced in his direction, her expression unreadable. "Ready for our talk?" she asked, her tone casual, as if she weren't standing there practically half-naked in the middle of their workplace. "We can chat while we walk to the parking garage."

"Right. Yes," Ben managed, fumbling to close his laptop and gather his belongings. His fingers felt thick and uncooperative, his coordination deserting him under her steady gaze. He knocked a pen to the floor and bent to retrieve it, using the moment to compose himself.

By the time he straightened, Ava had slung her bag over her shoulder and was already moving toward the exit, clearly expecting him to follow. The sway of her hips in those leggings was hypnotic, drawing his eyes despite his best intentions.

They reached the elevator in silence, Ben trailing a half-step behind. She pressed the button for the parking level, and the doors slid closed, sealing them into the small space together. The elevator began its descent, the soft hum of machinery the only sound between them.

Ben cleared his throat, suddenly finding it difficult to remember the carefully prepared words he'd been rehearsing all afternoon. Ava's outfit was a distraction he hadn't anticipated. The proximity of her body – so much of it exposed – made coherent thought all but impossible.

"You're going to the gym?" he finally asked, the question sounding absurd even as it left his mouth. Of course she was going to the gym. Why else would she be dressed this way?

Ava raised an eyebrow, a bemused expression playing across her features. "Well noticed, detective," she replied, the sarcasm in her voice gentle rather than cutting. "That's generally what these clothes are for, yes."

Ben's hands were numb around the strap of his laptop bag, but he felt a warmth in his chest, an uncomfortable heat that he recognized as desire. "Right," he said, forcing his gaze up to her face. "I just—I mean, it's a bit—" He gestured vaguely at her outfit, unable to articulate that the way her leggings displayed her long dick was making it impossible for him to concentrate.

Ava crossed her arms, her posture straightening slightly. The movement pushed her breasts together beneath the sports bra, creating another visual that Ben struggled not to stare at. "A bit what? Revealing? That's rich, coming from you. If I recall correctly, you've seen a lot more than this already."

"That's different," he said, his voice lower than he intended. "That was private. This is... public."

"Is it the public part that bothers you?" Ava asked, her head tilting slightly. "Or the fact that others might notice what you already know about me? What you seemed to enjoy quite thoroughly several times before, I might add."

Ben swallowed hard, the elevator suddenly feeling several degrees warmer. "That's not—I didn't mean—"

"You know," Ava continued, her voice softening slightly, "after what happened in the locker room, I thought you'd made your choice. I certainly wasn't expecting to hear you'd gone on a date with someone else." There was a hint of something vulnerable beneath her confident exterior, a flash of hurt quickly concealed behind a mask of casual indifference.

The elevator doors slid open at the parking level, but neither of them moved immediately.

"We haven't even discussed what... this is." Ben said, the defensiveness in his voice surprising even himself.

"No," Ava agreed, stepping out of the elevator. "We haven't. That's why we're having this conversation, isn't it?"

Ben followed her into the dimly lit parking garage, the conversation already taking a direction he hadn't planned for. Somehow, in his mind, he'd been the one who would be asking the questions, seeking clarity about Ava's intentions. Instead, he found himself on the defensive, explaining his actions to a woman whose confidence was as intimidating as it was attractive.


CHAPTER EIGHT


THEY WALKED IN silence for several steps, their footfalls echoing in the cavernous parking garage. The fluorescent lights cast harsh shadows that danced around them as they moved, the atmosphere as stark and unforgiving as the conversation they were about to have. Ben took a deep breath, willing himself to be honest – with Ava and with himself. This wasn't about Melissa or Maria or societal expectations. This was about the undeniable pull he felt toward the woman beside him, and the complicated feelings her unique identity stirred within him.

"Look," he began, his voice reverberating slightly in the concrete space, "I'm incredibly attracted to you, Ava. That's not the issue here."

She glanced sideways at him. "Then what is the issue? Because you seemed pretty into me on my parents' couch, and then suddenly you're dating someone else."

"The issue is that I'm still adjusting to... this." He gestured vaguely toward her, immediately regretting the ambiguity of the movement. "Not just your anatomy, though yes, that's part of it. But also how dominant you are during sex. How you take control, how you..." He trailed off, memories of their encounters making his face flush even in the cool garage air.

"How I fuck you?" Ava supplied bluntly, her eyes fixed on him. "That's what you're having trouble with? Because you certainly weren't complaining when my cock was inside you."

Ben winced at her direct choice of words, glancing around despite the garage being empty except for rows of silent vehicles. "That's just it. I didn't expect to enjoy it as much as I did. I've never been with a... I've never had that experience before."

Ava's pace slowed, her expression softening from defensiveness into something more contemplative. "So you liked it, but you're freaking out because liking it challenges your perception of yourself?"

The assessment was so accurate that Ben couldn't help but nod. "Something like that," he admitted. "It's not just about your body. It's about what enjoying it says about me."

They reached a concrete support pillar, and Ava paused, turning to face him directly. The harsh overhead lighting cast dramatic shadows across her features, accentuating the determined set of her jaw. "It doesn't say anything about you except that you can recognize pleasure when you experience it. Bodies respond to stimulation, Ben. It's biology, not some grand statement about your sexual identity."

Ben considered this perspective, finding it simultaneously reassuring and oversimplified. "It's more than that, though. I need to understand better what this is between us. That's why I wanted to ask about Maria."

Ava's eyebrow rose fractionally at the name. "What about her?"

"You two were together for a while. I'm just trying to understand your... preferences." The word felt inadequate for what he was really asking, but he couldn't find a better one.

Ava began walking again, her steps measured and thoughtful. Ben fell into pace beside her, waiting for her response.

"Maria was my first serious relationship," she finally said, her voice softer than before. "We met in college, started dating junior year, and were together until about six months ago."

"What happened?" Ben asked, then immediately backtracked. "Sorry, that's probably too personal."

A sad smile flitted across Ava's face. "No, it's fine. She got a job offer in Seattle, and we tried long-distance for a while, but eventually decided to end things." She shrugged, the movement causing her jacket to slip slightly off one shoulder. "It was mutual and relatively amicable, as these things go."

They turned down another row of cars, moving deeper into the garage. Ben gathered his courage to ask the question that had been burning in his mind. "So you prefer women?"

Ava's laugh was unexpected, a bright sound that echoed off the concrete walls. "Until recently, yes. Women have been my only real preference. Which is why this—" she gestured between them, "—has been such a surprise."

"A surprise?" Ben echoed, trying to process what she was saying.

"Yes, Ben, a surprise." She stopped walking again, turning to face him fully. "I wasn't expecting to be attracted to a man, especially not a somewhat uptight programmer who seems perpetually flustered around me. Yet here we are."

The admission sent a warm current through Ben's chest. The knowledge that his attraction to her was equally unexpected on her side somehow made it feel more significant, less like he was just a convenient experiment.

"I have to ask," he said, forcing himself to maintain eye contact despite the distracting outline still visible through her leggings. "How much of your interest in me depends on the thrill of public places? The risk of getting caught? Because that's not something I'm comfortable with long-term."

Ava considered the question, her head tilting slightly as she formulated her response. "The public aspect was definitely a catalyst," she admitted after a moment. "There's something about the risk that heightens everything. But that's not all this is, at least not for me."

"What is it, then?" Ben pressed, needing more clarity.

"It's many things," Ava said, resuming their walk at a slower pace. "It's the way your mind works – how you approach problems methodically but still find creative solutions. It's the kindness you show to everyone in the office, even Michael with his terrible jokes." A small smile curved her lips. "It's how completely unaware you are of your own appeal, which is somehow both frustrating and endearing."

Ben absorbed her words, surprised by the depth of observation they revealed. "And the dominance? Taking control during sex?"

A faint blush colored Ava's cheeks, barely visible in the harsh lighting. "That's actually new for me," she admitted. "I've never been particularly dominant with previous partners. Something about you brings that out in me."

"What do you mean?" Ben asked, genuinely curious now.

Ava shook her head slightly. "I'm not entirely sure. There's something about your reserved nature that makes me want to push you out of your comfort zone. To see what's beneath all that careful control." Her eyes met his, unexpectedly vulnerable. "And when you respond to it – when you let yourself go completely – it's incredibly powerful. Addictive, even."

The honesty of her admission struck Ben deeply. He'd been so focused on what their encounters meant about him that he hadn't considered how they might be affecting her. The thought that he might be offering her something unique, something she hadn't experienced before, shifted his perspective in unexpected ways.

"I didn't realize," he said softly.

"Well, now you do," Ava replied, her usual confidence returning. "So let me ask you something: is it just the unusual nature of my body that's bothering you, or is it something else?"

Ben thought carefully before answering, knowing that his response mattered – perhaps more than any he'd given before. "It's not your body," he said finally. "It's my reaction to it. To you. I've never felt this intensely about anyone, and it scares me how quickly you've become important to me."

Ava's expression softened, genuine surprise flickering across her features. "Important to you," she repeated, the words seemingly new and unexpected to her ears.

"Yes," Ben confirmed, surprised by his own candor but unwilling to take it back. "And that's why I needed to understand what this is. Whether it's just physical for you, or if there could be more."

They had reached his car now, the familiar shape of his Honda a grounding presence in the surreal landscape of their conversation. Ava stopped a few feet away, her gym bag shifting on her shoulder as she considered his words.

"I don't know exactly what this is," she said finally, her voice uncharacteristically tentative. "But I know it's not just physical. Not for me."

A weight lifted from Ben's chest at her words, replaced by a cautious hope that made his next breath come easier than any had in days.

They stood beside Ben's car, the moment stretching between them like a thread pulled taut. Ava shifted her gym bag to her other shoulder, her exposed midriff catching the fluorescent light as she moved. The parking garage was eerily quiet save for the distant hum of the ventilation system, creating a pocket of privacy that made their conversation feel both intimate and strangely disconnected from the world outside.

"I can't guarantee where this might go," Ava said, breaking the silence that had settled between them. "I'm not in the business of making promises I might not keep. But I won't rule anything out either." Her eyes met his with unflinching directness. "I like you, Ben. More than I expected to. And I like this new side of myself you've helped me discover."

Ben nodded, processing her words. It wasn't a declaration of love, but it was honest – refreshingly so after the confusion of the past weeks. "I appreciate the honesty."

"To be completely transparent," Ava continued, "I hadn't really considered you romantically at first. You seemed so confused about my body, so uncertain about what you wanted, that I assumed you were just curious. Experimenting." She adjusted the strap of her gym bag, a small gesture that belied the importance of her words. "But the way you responded to me... it wasn't just physical curiosity. There was something more there."

"There was," Ben confirmed quietly. "There is."

A small smile played at the corners of Ava's mouth. "Ironically, my parents would be thrilled if I dated a man. They've always struggled a bit with my preference for women – not in a hostile way, but in that concerned parent way where they worry about my life being more difficult than it needs to be." She rolled her eyes, though the gesture held more affection than annoyance. "But here's the thing, Ben: if we're going to do this, you need to stop the confused straight guy routine."

Ben opened his mouth to protest, but Ava raised a hand, silencing him.

"I mean it. I've spent my whole life dealing with people's confusion about who I am. I won't be with someone who's ashamed of being attracted to me, who needs to compartmentalize their desire or rationalize it away." Her voice took on a harder edge, though her eyes remained soft. "If you want me, you need to want all of me. Not despite what's between my legs, but including it. I'm a package deal."

The challenge in her words hung in the air between them. Ben realized this was the ultimatum he'd sensed coming – not delivered with cruelty, but with self-respect. Ava knew her worth, knew what she deserved, and wouldn't settle for less. It was one of the things he admired most about her.

"You're right," he said, surprising himself with how easily the admission came. "I've been so caught up in what all this means about me that I haven't considered what my uncertainty might feel like to you. I'm sorry for that."

A silence stretched between them, filled with the ambient sounds of the parking lot—distant car doors closing, the rustle of leaves in the light breeze. Ben's eyes traced the contours of her body in the formfitting gym clothes, the soft curves and subtle strength. The outfit accentuated everything feminine about her.

"I like your outfit," he said simply, surprising himself with the candor.

Ava glanced down at herself, then back up at him with a wry smile. "Yeah, I know you do."

Something in her tone—knowing, confident, yet tinged with vulnerability—made his heart race. This was Ava at her most authentic, laying her cards on the table without pretense or seduction. Just a woman asking for honesty, for acceptance.

"Look," she said, adjusting her gym bag again, "I'm heading to the gym. I need to work out some stress. If you want to ask me out on a real date—dinner, a movie, something normal people do—I'll say yes. But the ball is in your court now, Ben."

She turned to walk away, raising a hand in a casual wave over her shoulder. "See you tomorrow."

Ben watched her retreating figure and the confident sway of her hips. His mind raced with the implications of her words, the clarity she had offered. What was stopping him, really? Social expectations? Fear of being judged? Or something deeper—a fear that once the novelty wore off, he wouldn't know how to build something real with her?

The truth settled over him like a revelation: he could have both. The mind-bending lust and the deeper emotional connection. The physical thrill and the relationship built on mutual respect. It wasn't an either-or proposition. It never had been. The only real obstacle was his willingness to face whatever stigma might come with dating someone like Ava—and suddenly, that price seemed trivial compared to what he might gain.

"Fuck it," he muttered to himself, then raised his voice. "Ava! Wait!"

She paused, turning halfway to look back at him, her expression guarded but hopeful. Ben found himself suddenly breathless, not from exertion but from the weight of the moment, the knowledge that whatever he said next would irrevocably change the course of both their lives.

Ben's feet carried him across the asphalt before his brain could second-guess the decision. He moved with purpose, his heart hammering against his ribs, propelled by the sudden clarity that had washed over him moments before. Ava stood watching his approach, her gym bag dangling from her fingertips, her eyes cautious but unmistakably hopeful as she waited to hear what had made him call out after her.

"Do you want to get a bite to eat?" he asked when he reached her, the words tumbling out before he could overthink them. "After your workout, I mean. Or before. Whenever you want, really. Or did you have plans?"

A smile tugged at the corners of Ava's lips, small at first, then blooming into something that transformed her entire face. "Are you asking me on a date, Ben Jennings?"

"Yes," he said, surprising himself with his lack of hesitation. "A real date. No offices, no couches, no parents walking in. Just you and me and food."

Ava's eyes sparkled with amusement. "Come here."

Ben took a step toward her, then another, until they stood mere inches apart. Her smell was intoxicating and something uniquely her—a scent he'd caught hints of during their previous encounters but never fully appreciated until now.

"Closer," she murmured, tilting her head up toward his, her intentions unmistakable.

He leaned in, his glasses sliding down his nose slightly as their lips met. The contact was electric—soft at first, a gentle pressure that quickly evolved into something more urgent. Her lips parted beneath his, inviting him deeper, and Ben felt himself falling into the kiss with an enthusiasm that surprised him.

Ava's free hand came up to cradle the back of his neck, her fingers threading through his hair with gentle insistence. Their tongues met in a dance of exploration, slick and warm, the taste of her—minty with an underlying sweetness—entrancing him. Saliva mingled as the kiss deepened, their breaths becoming shallow and synchronized.

Without conscious thought, Ben's hand drifted downward, finding the growing bulge in her tight gym pants. He cupped her through the fabric, feeling her hardening against his palm. A thrill ran through him at the contradiction—the soft femininity of her lips and the unmistakable evidence of her arousal pressing against his hand.

Ava made a small sound of pleasure into his mouth, then mirrored his action, reaching between them to palm his own growing erection through his work slacks. The pressure of her hand was perfect, confident in a way that made his knees weak. Her thumb traced the outline of him through the fabric, teasing at the head in a way that made him groan into her mouth.

Their tongues entwined more deeply now, exploring, claiming. Ben felt surrounded by her—her taste, her touch, her scent filling his senses until nothing else registered. Ava's breath came hot and fast against his lips, a soft sigh escaping her as his tongue delved deeper into the warmth of her mouth. He felt her tense slightly as his fingers explored her length through the thin fabric of her gym pants, noting how it strained against the material, how it pulsed beneath his touch.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily, a thread of saliva momentarily connecting their lips before breaking. Ava's eyes were dark with desire, her pupils dilated until only a thin ring of blue remained. Ben suspected he looked equally affected, his glasses slightly fogged from the heat of their exchange.

His hand continued its gentle exploration, tracing the impressive outline of her erection through her pants, when suddenly Ava's palm landed on his wrist with a light slap.

"Dinner first," she said, her voice husky with desire despite her words of restraint. "Otherwise you'll never get to know my mind—just my dick."

Ben laughed, startled by her frankness even after everything they'd shared. His gaze dropped involuntarily to the sizable bulge now plainly visible in her workout pants.

"Doesn't look like your mind is the only thing that's interested," he teased, gesturing toward the evidence of her arousal.

Ava glanced down at herself and rolled her eyes, though her smile remained. "I can skip the workout today," she said. "Honestly, I'm actually hungry. For food," she clarified with a playful emphasis.

"I know a burger place not far from here," Ben suggested, reaching for her hand and threading his fingers through hers. The simple contact felt unexpectedly intimate after the raw passion of their kiss—a different kind of connection, but no less powerful. "They make the best sweet potato fries in the city."

"Burgers?" Ava's face lit up with genuine excitement. "God, yes. I've been craving something greasy and terrible for my body all week."

They walked hand in hand toward his car, a comfortable silence settling between them. The ordinary act felt extraordinary somehow—walking openly together, their connection visible to anyone who might pass by. No hiding in closets or under blankets. Just two people, drawn to each other, beginning something real.

When they reached his Honda, Ben unlocked the passenger door for her before circling to the driver's side. As he settled behind the wheel, he noticed Ava shifting uncomfortably in her seat.

"Problem?" he asked, inserting the key into the ignition.

Ava gestured toward the prominent bulge in her pants. "This is getting uncomfortable. I should change before we go." She reached for her gym bag in the back seat. "I was going to do it in the locker room, but..."

"Do it here," Ben suggested, surprising himself with his boldness.

Ava's eyes widened slightly, then narrowed with interest. She bit her lower lip, a gesture that sent a fresh wave of desire through him. "What if someone sees us?"

"Well," Ben replied with a newfound confidence, "in that case, I'll have to help hide it by sitting on it."

A laugh bubbled up from Ava's throat, genuine and uninhibited. "You're terrible," she said, but she was already reaching for the waistband of her pants, lifting her hips slightly to work them down her legs.

The confined space of the car made the task awkward. She twisted and shifted, her legs bending at uncomfortable angles as she struggled to remove the tight fabric. Ben watched, transfixed, as she revealed first her pale thighs, then the black briefs that failed to fully contain her excitement.

With a final tug, she freed herself from the pants. Her erection, no longer constrained, slapped audibly against her stomach. The sight was mesmerizing—the delicate femininity of her thighs contrasting with the unmistakable masculinity of her arousal.

She reached for her gym bag to extract a pair of sweatpants, but before she could, Ben's hand moved of its own accord. His fingers wrapped around her length, feeling the heat of her, the hardness, the subtle pulse of her heartbeat.

"I thought we were going to eat first," Ava murmured, though she made no move to stop him.

She was magnificent—long and thick, the head glistening with evidence of her arousal. Ben's thumb circled the sensitive tip, spreading the clear fluid that welled there. More appeared almost immediately, testament to her excitement.

"The food can wait," Ben replied, his voice barely audible over the thundering of his own heartbeat in his ears. His fingers explored her length with growing confidence, learning what made her breath catch, what made her hips lift slightly off the seat.

Ava's head fell back against the headrest, her lips parting slightly as Ben's thumb continued its slow circles around the sensitive head of her cock, gathering the precum that flowed freely now. The intimacy of the moment—the vulnerability in her expression, the trust implicit in her surrender to his touch—struck him with unexpected force.

This was what he wanted, he realized. Not just the physical thrill, but this connection. This permission to see her, all of her, without pretense or performance. And for her to see him the same way.

"Ben," she whispered, her voice thick with need.

"Yes?" he asked, his hand still moving in slow, deliberate wet strokes.

"The food can definitely wait."


CHAPTER NINE


BEN LOWERED HIS head, his mouth watering with anticipation as Ava's erection stood proudly before him in the confined space of his Honda. The dome light cast shadows across her pale skin, highlighting the contrast between her feminine thighs and the unmistakably masculine part of her that had come to fascinate him so completely. His glasses slipped slightly down his nose as he leaned forward, his breath hot against her sensitive tip.

"God, you're beautiful," he murmured, the words escaping before he could consider their weight.

Ava's fingers threaded through his hair, gentle yet insistent. "Less talking, more sucking," she encouraged, her voice betraying a vulnerability beneath the bravado.

Ben needed no further prompting. His lips parted, taking her substantial girth into the wet heat of his mouth. The taste was clean but distinctly Ava – slightly salty with an underlying sweetness that seemed metaphoric for the woman herself. He moaned softly against her flesh, the vibration causing her hips to twitch upward.

"Fuck," Ava gasped, her head falling back against the headrest. Her fingers tightened in his hair, not directing but simply holding on as the sensation overwhelmed her.

The car suddenly felt too small, too hot. The windows began to fog with their combined breath as Ben worked his tongue along the underside of her shaft, tracing the prominent vein that pulsed with her quickening heartbeat. He established a rhythm, taking her deeper with each downward motion, retreating only to swirl his tongue around the sensitive crown before plunging back down again.

Ava's breathing grew ragged, her thighs tensing on either side of Ben's shoulders. "That's it," she encouraged, her voice a breathless whisper. "Just like that."

Ben felt a surge of pride at her response. He was still new to this, learning the contours of her body, discovering what brought her the most pleasure. But her reactions – the subtle arch of her back, the stifled moans she tried to contain – told him he was doing something right.

A bead of precum leaked from her tip, coating his tongue with its slick warmth. Ben swallowed, eager for more, quickening his pace as Ava's hips began to move in small, involuntary thrusts.

"Ben, wait," she gasped suddenly, her hand pressing against his forehead, gently pushing him back. "I'm getting close."

He looked up, his lips glistening with saliva, his glasses slightly askew. "That's kind of the point," he replied with a hint of confusion.

Ava laughed, the sound strained with restrained desire. "I don't think your Honda's upholstery will appreciate what happens next." She gestured toward her considerable erection, still wet from his attention. "I tend to... well, there's a lot. And it's not exactly easy to clean up."

"Oh," Ben said, sudden understanding dawning on his face. The memory of their previous encounters flashed in his mind – the surprising volume of her release, how it had filled his mouth beyond capacity. "Right."

"Rain check?" Ava suggested, her eyes dark with promise. "Let's grab some food and continue this at your place instead."

Ben nodded, reluctantly straightening up in his seat, wiping precum away from his lips with his sleeve. His own arousal pressed uncomfortably against his work slacks. "We agreed on burgers, yes?"

"Hell yes." Ava reached for her gym bag in the back seat. "But I should probably change into something less... revealing for public consumption."

She extracted a pair of gray sweatpants and a loose navy sweatshirt from her bag. The car's confined space made changing a challenge, especially with her erection still standing at attention. She wiggled, contorting herself awkwardly as she tried to pull the sweatpants up her legs.

"Having trouble?" Ben asked, unable to hide his amused smile as he watched her struggle.

"Cars aren't exactly designed for impromptu wardrobe changes," Ava replied dryly, lifting her hips to pull the sweatpants over her ass. The movement pressed her head against the roof of the car, causing her to wince. "Especially not Civics."

Ben watched, entranced, as she managed to cover her lower half. The loose sweatpants did little to hide the bulge of her arousal, but at least she was decent enough for public viewing. Next came the sweatshirt, which she pulled over her head in one fluid motion, momentarily revealing the pale expanse of her stomach and the underside of her sports bra.

"Enjoying the show?" she asked, catching his stare as her head emerged from the neck of the sweatshirt.

"Immensely," Ben admitted, no longer feeling the need to hide his appreciation. His hand found hers across the center console, their fingers intertwining with natural ease.

The drive to the burger place passed in comfortable conversation, punctuated by stolen glances and the occasional squeeze of joined hands. The mundane act of driving together felt strangely significant – a normal, couple-like activity they hadn't yet shared.

"So tell me more about this graduate program," Ben said as they navigated through evening traffic. "What exactly does it involve?"

Ava's face lit up with genuine excitement. "It's basically a fast-track to a permanent position. Two years rotating through different departments, working directly with different teams." She tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, a gesture that struck Ben as endearingly human. "Honestly, I still can't believe they picked me. Most people apply for months, go through multiple interviews..."

"They recognized talent when they saw it," Ben replied, meaning it sincerely. Whatever questions he might have about the unusual timing, Ava's skills were undeniable.

"That's sweet of you to say," she said, squeezing his hand. "But I know your recommendation helped. Mia mentioned that specifically."

Ben's chest warmed at her acknowledgment. "I just told her the truth – that you're brilliant at what you do."

They arrived at the burger joint, a hole-in-the-wall place with neon signs and a reputation for the best sweet potato fries in the city. The parking lot was surprisingly empty for a weeknight, a stroke of luck Ben silently thanked the universe for.

As they walked from the car to the entrance, Ava's hand found his again. The casual intimacy of the gesture wasn't lost on Ben – they were officially in public now, not hiding in closets or under blankets. Anyone could see them together, see the way they leaned into each other's space, the undeniable connection between them.

Inside, the scent of grilled meat and frying potatoes filled the air. They approached the counter, Ben stepping forward to order. Before he could speak, Ava moved behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist and pressing herself against his back. He felt the unmistakable pressure of her arousal against his ass, firm and insistent even through their layers of clothing.

"I'll have two—" Ben's voice cracked as Ava shifted against him, deliberately increasing the pressure. He cleared his throat, trying again. "Two double cheeseburgers, please. And, um, two orders of sweet potato fries."

The cashier, a bored-looking teenager with blue hair, barely registered their presence beyond taking the order. "For here or to go?"

"To go," Ben managed, while Ava's hands slid dangerously close to his waistband.

"Drinks?"

"Two Cokes," Ava answered over Ben's shoulder, her voice perfectly normal despite the provocative position. "And could we get some extra napkins?"

Ben felt a rush of heat at the implication of those extra napkins. His imagination supplied vivid images of what would happen once they reached his apartment, of what those napkins might be used to clean up.

Their food arrived in a paper bag spotted with grease, promising delicious satisfaction inside. The drive to Ben's apartment was charged with anticipation, the scent of burgers filling the car but doing nothing to diminish the hunger they felt for each other.

"I just realized," Ava said as they neared his complex, "I'll need you to drive me to work tomorrow morning."

Ben glanced at her, raising an eyebrow. "That's a bit presumptuous, isn't it? Assuming you're spending the night?"

Ava's smile turned predatory, a flash of teeth in the dim car. "Oh, I'm definitely spending the night, Benjamin." Her hand landed on his thigh, fingers inching upward toward his crotch. "I plan to fuck you all night long, until you forget your own name."

The words sent a shiver down Ben's spine, a mingling of nervousness and arousal that settled low in his belly. All night long. The prospect was both terrifying and thrilling in equal measure.

"I'll set an early alarm," he replied, his voice hoarse with anticipation as he pulled into his assigned parking space.

The elevator doors slid closed with a soft hiss, sealing Ben and Ava into the small metal box that would carry them to his apartment. The paper bag of burgers dangled from Ben's fingers, their greasy aroma filling the confined space. He glanced at Ava, who had changed into loose sweatpants and a sheatshirt in the car, though her hair remained in its neat workout bun. The privacy of the elevator seemed to electrify the air between them, making the short journey to the fifth floor feel impossibly long.

Ben punched the button for his floor, and as the elevator lurched upward, Ava closed the distance between them. Her lips found his with a hunger that made his knees weak. The paper bag crinkled as his grip tightened, his other hand instinctively finding the small of her back, pulling her closer. Their bodies pressed together with an urgency that had been building since the parking garage.

"God, you're driving me crazy," he murmured against her mouth, his hand sliding lower to cup her ass through the soft fabric of her sweatpants.

Ava responded by deepening the kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth with deliberate, teasing strokes. Ben's fingers kneaded the firm muscle of her backside, gradually working inward. His middle finger traced the cleft between her cheeks, pressing the fabric into the divide, seeking the heat that radiated from her most intimate places. Ava gasped into his mouth as his finger approached her anus through the layers of clothing, her body arching instinctively toward his touch.

"Ben," she whispered, the single syllable heavy with desire.

His glasses had fogged slightly from their shared breath in the confined space, but he didn't care. All that mattered was the sensation of Ava against him, her unique body responding to his touch in ways that still surprised and delighted him. His finger pressed more insistently, circling the puckered opening he could feel through her clothes.

The elevator chimed abruptly, startling them both. The doors slid open with the same mechanical hiss that had sealed them in, but now it felt like an intrusion. They sprang apart, Ben's hand retreating to a more innocent position as he smoothed his rumpled shirt. Ava tucked a stray hair behind her ear, her cheeks flushed with a combination of embarrassment and lingering desire.

An elderly couple stood waiting to enter the elevator, their expressions politely neutral though their eyes held a knowing gleam. Ben nodded a greeting as he took Ava's hand and led her out, the paper bag of food swinging awkwardly at his side.

"Evening," he managed, his voice higher than normal.

The couple murmured responses as they shuffled into the elevator, the doors closing on their curious glances. Ben squeezed Ava's hand, and they shared a silent, breathless laugh as they headed down the hallway toward his apartment.

They had almost reached his door when another door opened further down the corridor. Ben's neighbor emerged, a man in his mid-thirties with perpetually disheveled hair and an equally disheveled beagle puppy straining at its leash. Ben had exchanged pleasantries with him a hundred times but could never remember if his name was Rick or Nick.

"Hey, man," the neighbor called, his eyes immediately taking in Ava with unconcealed interest.

"Hey," Ben replied, fumbling with his keys as Ava pressed closer to his side.

The neighbor's gaze drifted downward, and his eyebrow rose almost imperceptibly as it landed on the unmistakable bulge in Ava's sweatpants. She shifted her stance, crossing one leg slightly in front of the other and leaning more heavily against Ben's arm, her hip angled away from the neighbor's line of sight.

"Nice night," the neighbor commented, his expression a mixture of surprise and something harder to define—curiosity, perhaps, or reassessment.

"Definitely," Ben agreed, finally wrestling the correct key into the lock. "Have a good walk."

Without waiting for a response, he pushed the door open and ushered Ava inside, closing it firmly behind them. They stood in the entryway for a beat, staring at each other in the sudden quiet of his apartment.

"Do you think he noticed?" Ava asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Oh, he definitely noticed," Ben replied, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

Ava's hand flew to her mouth, but it couldn't contain the burst of laughter that escaped her. "Oh my god, his face!"

Ben's own laughter bubbled up, mingling with hers in the dim light of his apartment. The tension that had briefly gripped them dissolved into shared mirth, a conspiratorial joy that felt intimately theirs.

"I should probably be more careful about that," Ava said, gesturing vaguely toward her crotch once their laughter had subsided. "It's just, you get me so worked up."

As she spoke, she reached up and pulled the elastic from her hair, letting the blonde waves cascade over her shoulders in a movement so quintessentially feminine it made Ben's breath catch. The contrast of this gentle gesture with the hard evidence of her arousal beneath her sweatpants created that now-familiar sense of contradiction that he found increasingly, inexplicably erotic.

"I like that I have that effect on you," Ben admitted, setting the bag of burgers on the small table by the door.

Ava's smile turned predatory as she closed the distance between them again. Their fingers brushed, and they felt a spark – static from the dry air, but it jolted them nonetheless. Her hands found his chest, pushing him gently back against the door as her mouth claimed his once more. The kiss was deeper now, more urgent, fueled by the brief separation and the thrill of their near-exposure in the hallway.

Ben's hands tangled in her loose hair, reveling in its silky texture as Ava's fingers wandered lower, finding the button of his pants and working it open with practiced ease. The zipper followed, its metallic rasp unnaturally loud in the quiet apartment. Her hand slipped inside, cupping his erection through the thin cotton of his boxers.

"You're so hard already," she murmured against his lips, her voice husky with desire. "Just from kissing me?"

"From everything," Ben admitted, gasping as her fingers squeezed him gently through the fabric. "From the way you look, the way you smell... the way you taste."

Ava hummed with pleasure at his words, her other hand sliding beneath his shirt to trace patterns across his stomach. His muscles twitched beneath her touch as her fingers journeyed upward to brush across a nipple.

"Should we eat first?" she asked, the playful glint in her eye belying the innocence of her question as her hand continued its exploration inside his pants. "The burgers will get cold."

Ben's gaze flicked to the forgotten takeout bag on the table, then back to Ava's flushed face. Without hesitation, he reached out and swept the bag to the floor, the paper crinkling as it landed.

"What burgers?" he replied, his hands finding the hem of her sweatshirt and sliding beneath to cup one firm breast.

Ava laughed, the sound transforming into a soft moan as his thumb brushed across her nipple. "I was hoping you'd say that."

They stood by the door, locked in a heated embrace, their bodies pressed together as if magnetized. Ben's hand explored the soft fullness of Ava's breast beneath her shirt, his thumb circling her nipple until it pebbled against his touch. She moaned into his mouth, her hand working increasingly insistent strokes over his hardness through his boxers. They were testing each other, each movement a challenge, each caress a question: who would surrender to pleasure first?

Ava's free hand wandered lower, cupping Ben's ass through his work slacks, kneading the flesh with hungry fingers. Not to be outdone, Ben slid his hand from her breast down to her sweatpants, palming the prominent bulge that strained against the soft fabric. Her erection felt impossibly hard beneath his touch, radiating heat that penetrated the material separating them.

"Jesus, Ava," he breathed, breaking their kiss as his fingers wrapped around her girth through the sweatpants. "You're so hard for me."

A flush spread across Ava's cheeks, pleasure mingling with something like pride in her eyes. She tightened her grip on the back of his neck, pulling him down into another kiss that was more possession than affection. Her tongue pushed past his lips, claiming his mouth with deliberate, probing strokes that mimicked another intimacy altogether.

Without warning, Ava dropped to her knees before him, her hands dragging down his body as she descended. She looked up at him through her lashes, a predatory smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"I need to taste you," she said, her voice a husky command rather than a request.

Ben could only nod, his words evaporating in the heat of anticipation. Ava hooked her fingers into the waistband of his slacks and boxers and yanked them down in one fluid motion. His erection sprang free, bobbing slightly with his quickened pulse. She pushed the clothing down further until it bunched around his ankles, effectively trapping him in place.

Her hands slid up his thighs, her touch feather-light and maddening. Ben leaned back against the door for support, his legs already trembling with anticipation. Ava's breath was warm against his sensitive skin as she leaned closer, but she didn't touch him yet. Instead, she reached for the hem of her sweatshirt and pulled it off in one smooth movement, releasing her small, perfect breasts to the cool air of the apartment.

Ben's breath caught in his throat. There was something profoundly erotic about the sight of Ava kneeling before him, topless, her blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders, her eyes dark with desire. The juxtaposition of her feminine upper body with the unmistakable hardness still confined in her sweatpants created a tableau that sent a surge of blood to his already aching erection.

"You're beautiful," he managed, the words inadequate for the rush of emotion that filled his chest.

Ava's smile softened momentarily before returning to its earlier hunger. She leaned forward, maintaining eye contact as her lips parted to take him into her mouth. The initial contact was almost unbearably intense—her lips warm and soft as they wrapped around the sensitive head of his cock. Ben's head fell back against the door with a soft thud, a groan escaping him as she took him deeper.

Her technique was masterful, her tongue swirling around the tip before flattening against the underside of his shaft as she took him deeper. She established a rhythm, her hand working in concert with her mouth, creating a continuous sensation that made Ben's toes curl inside his shoes. Her lips tightened on the upstroke, applying perfect pressure just beneath the head before relaxing as she descended again.

Ben's hands found their way into her hair, not guiding but simply needing to touch her, to ground himself in the overwhelming pleasure she was creating. The wet sounds of her ministrations filled the apartment, punctuated by his increasingly ragged breathing and occasional moans when she hit a particularly sensitive spot.

"Ava," he gasped, feeling the telltale tightening that signaled his approaching climax. "I'm getting close."

Rather than pulling away, Ava responded by slowing her pace, her movements becoming more deliberate. She reduced the depth but increased the suction, her lips forming a tight seal just behind the ridge of his glans while her tongue performed lazy circles around the sensitive tip. Her hand continued stroking the base of his shaft with steady, firm pressure.

The change in technique prolonged his plateau, keeping him balanced on the knife's edge of orgasm without allowing him to fall over. Ben's fingers tightened in her hair, his hips making involuntary, aborted thrusts that she easily controlled with her free hand on his hip.

When she finally allowed him release, it was by taking him deeper again while humming a low note that vibrated through his entire length. The combined sensations pushed him past the point of no return, his climax rushing through him with an intensity that made his vision blur at the edges.

"Ava, I'm—" he tried to warn her, but the words dissolved into a moan as the first pulse of his orgasm hit.

She maintained eye contact as she received his release, her throat working visibly as she swallowed each spurt without hesitation. The sight was intensely erotic—her blue eyes locked on his, her lips stretched around his pulsing cock, her expression one of satisfaction bordering on smug as she took everything he had to give.

As the intensity subsided, Ava gradually slowed her movements, coaxing the last tremors from him with gentle suction before finally releasing him with a soft pop. A satisfied smile spread across her face as she wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb.

"Not bad," she said, rising gracefully to her feet. "But I'll show you what a real load of cum feels like."

The promise in her words sent an aftershock of pleasure through Ben despite his recent release. She pulled him into another kiss, and he could taste himself on her tongue—a faintly bitter salt that should have repulsed him but somehow didn't.

Ava broke the kiss and stepped back, her hands moving to remove his shirt, tugging it over his head with impatient movements. When they were both equally naked from the waist up, she fixed him with a commanding stare.

"Bedroom," she ordered, her voice low and firm. "Now."

Ben kicked off his shoes and stepped out of the puddled fabric of his pants and boxers, then took her hand and led her down the short hallway to his bedroom. The mattress creaked softly as he sat on the edge of the bed, looking up at Ava who remained standing before him, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths of anticipation.

His hands moved to the waistband of her sweatpants, his fingers hooking beneath the elastic. He looked up at her, seeking confirmation, and she nodded, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. With a smooth motion, he pulled the sweatpants down, revealing that she wore nothing underneath.

Her penis sprang free, released from its confinement, and slapped audibly against Ben's cheek in a moment that should have been awkward but instead sent a renewed tingle of arousal through him. He found himself face-to-face with the impressive length that had filled his mouth in the parking garage, his hand on her parents' couch, and his ass in their most recent, mind-blowing encounter.

It was beautiful in its own way—thick and straight, with prominent veins running along its considerable length. The head was a deeper pink than the shaft, glistening with the evidence of her arousal. It pulsed visibly with her heartbeat, projecting from her body at a slight upward angle that suggested its weight and rigidity. From this close perspective, Ben could see every detail—the subtle ridge where the glans met the shaft, the slit at the tip weeping clear fluid, the taut skin stretched over her impressive girth.

"Make it wet," Ava instructed, her fingers tangling in his hair, gently but firmly guiding his face closer.

Ben wet his lips, then leaned forward and spat directly onto her cock, watching as the saliva coated the head and ran down the shaft in glistening rivulets. He wrapped his hand around the base, feeling the heat and hardness of her as he spread the moisture with slow, deliberate strokes. The size was still somewhat intimidating—his fingers couldn't fully encircle her girth, and the length extended well beyond his grip.

After a minute of this preparation, Ben leaned forward and took the head into his mouth, his lips stretching to accommodate her size. The taste was clean with a faint muskiness that was uniquely Ava—not unpleasant, but distinctly different from his own flavor that had lingered on her lips earlier. He worked his tongue around the sensitive ridge, causing Ava's breath to hitch above him.

"That's it," she encouraged, her voice strained as he took her deeper, her fingers tightening in his hair. "Use your tongue more."

Ben complied, flattening his tongue against the underside of her shaft as he took more of her into his mouth. He couldn't accommodate her entire length—she was simply too big—but he compensated by working his hand in rhythm with his mouth, creating a continuous sensation from base to tip.

Ava's hips began making small, involuntary thrusts, seeking more depth than he could comfortably provide. After a particularly eager push forward that made him gag slightly, she pulled back, her expression apologetic for a brief moment before transforming into something more determined.

"Enough," she said, gently but firmly pushing him back onto the bed. "I can't wait for your ass any longer."

With unexpected strength, Ava grabbed Ben's ankles and pushed them upward and apart, exposing him completely. The cool air of the bedroom kissed his most private places as she positioned him how she wanted him—vulnerable, open, ready. Ben felt a momentary flash of embarrassment at being so exposed, but it dissolved quickly beneath the heat of Ava's hungry gaze. She placed his right leg on her shoulder, the intimate contact of her smooth skin against his calf sending shivers down his spine.

"Ava," he breathed, his voice catching as she took her cock in hand and guided it toward his entrance. The blunt head pressed against him, hot and insistent, making him acutely aware of her substantial size. "Go slow, please. You're... you're really big."

The uncertainty in his voice wasn't fear but a practical concern—they'd done this before, but the memory of that initial stretch, that burning intrusion that gave way to pleasure, was still vivid in his mind. Ava nodded, her expression softening for a moment though the predatory hunger never left her eyes.

"I'll be gentle," she promised, though the way she licked her lips suggested her patience had limits. She spat into her palm, then stroked the saliva along her length, coating it with makeshift lubrication. The sight of her hand sliding up and down her impressive cock, spreading the wetness that made it glisten in the dim light of his bedroom, sent a rush of heat through Ben's body.

Ava repeated the process, gathering more saliva in her mouth before letting it fall directly onto his exposed anus. The warm wetness made him gasp, his body twitching at the intimate contact. Her fingers followed, spreading the moisture around his puckered entrance, then pressing one digit slowly inside to prepare him.

"Relax for me," she murmured, working her finger in gentle circles, gradually loosening the tight ring of muscle. "Just like before."

Ben took a deep breath, consciously relaxing his body as Ava removed her finger and positioned herself more firmly between his legs. She bent her knees slightly, dropping her hips to align the head of her cock with his prepared entrance. One hand braced his leg against her shoulder while the other guided her length to press more firmly against him.

"Ready?" she asked, her breath coming faster now, her chest flushed with arousal.

Ben nodded, his own breath shallow with anticipation. "Yes."

Ava pushed forward, the pressure building as the head of her cock sought entry. There was a moment of resistance, his body instinctively fighting the intrusion, then a sudden give as the tip pushed past the tight ring of muscle. Ben yelped, a sharp pain shooting through him despite the preparation.

"Stop, stop," he gasped, his hands flying to her hips to halt her progress.

Ava froze immediately, concern washing over her flushed features. "Too much?"

"Just... give me a second," Ben managed, focused on his breathing as his body adjusted to the invasion. After several deep breaths, the initial pain subsided, replaced by a fullness that wasn't entirely unpleasant. "Okay, try again. But use more spit."

She withdrew carefully, making him wince as the head of her cock slipped free. More saliva followed, a primitive but effective lubricant that she applied liberally to herself and to him. When she pressed forward again, the additional wetness made the entry smoother, though no less intense.

This time, Ben's body yielded more readily, accepting the head of her cock with less resistance. Ava moved with exquisite control, making small, shallow thrusts that worked her deeper by increments. Each forward motion pushed a fraction more of her considerable length inside him, stretching him gradually until he felt stuffed full, his breath coming in short, gasping pants.

"Oh god," he moaned as she reached approximately halfway, her thickness creating a burning stretch that walked the knife's edge between pain and pleasure. "That's... that's so deep."

"You're taking me so well," Ava praised, her own voice strained with the effort of restraint. A fine sheen of sweat made her skin glow in the soft light, droplets forming along her hairline and between her small breasts. "Does it feel good?"

"Yes," Ben admitted, surprised by how true it was. The initial discomfort had transformed into something more complex—a fullness that pressed against places inside him that sent sparks of unexpected pleasure through his nervous system. "Deeper. Please."

The request seemed to ignite something in Ava. Her eyes darkened with desire, her lips parting in a smile that was almost feral. "Fuck, I love how much you want my cock. Love fucking you in the ass."

The crude words made Ben flush, but they also sent a jolt of arousal through him that manifested in his own cock twitching against his stomach. Ava noticed and laughed, a throaty sound of triumph as she gripped his hips more firmly and pushed deeper, her pelvis finally making contact with his ass as she hilted herself fully inside him.

They both moaned at the sensation of complete connection. For a moment, she remained still, allowing him to adjust to her full length. Then she began to move in earnest, drawing back until just the head remained inside before driving forward again. Each thrust created a wet, slapping sound as her hips met the flesh of his ass, the obscene soundtrack to their coupling punctuated by their increasingly vocal pleasure.

"Harder," Ben urged, surprised by his own boldness. "I can take it."

Ava needed no further encouragement. She increased both pace and force, her hips pistoning against him with enough power to shift the mattress beneath them. Sweat now ran freely down her temples and between her breasts, which bounced with each powerful thrust. The concentrated effort of fucking him showed in the taut muscles of her abdomen and the fierce determination in her eyes.

"I love your fat cock," Ben gasped, the words spilling from him without conscious thought. "Love how you fill me up."

"Fuck yeah," Ava responded, her rhythm faltering briefly at his words before resuming with renewed vigor.

Without warning, she shifted position, lowering herself onto him while maintaining their connection. The movement pushed his knees nearly to his ears, folding him almost in half as she covered his body with her own. Her weight pinned him to the mattress, the new angle allowing her to penetrate him even deeper than before. The position was simultaneously vulnerable and intimate—she surrounded him completely, her scent filling his nostrils, her breath hot against his face as she kissed him deeply.

Her breasts pressed against his chest, slick with perspiration that made them slide across his skin with each thrust. Their bodies moved together in a primal rhythm, the borrowed lubrication of saliva and pre-cum creating obscenely wet sounds that filled the room. Ben's hands found her ass, urging her deeper, his fingers digging into the flesh as she drove into him again and again.

Their kiss grew messier, more desperate, as their passion mounted. Ava's breathing became increasingly ragged, her thrusts more erratic—signs Ben now recognized as her approaching climax. The knowledge that he could bring her to this point, that his body could provide her such pleasure, filled him with an unexpected pride.

"I want you to come inside me," he whispered against her lips, the words a revelation even to himself. "Please, Ava. Fill me up."

She groaned in response, her movements growing frantic. "I'm close," she panted, her forehead pressed against his, their sweat mingling. "So close. You want it?"

"Yes," Ben insisted, capturing her mouth in another kiss that swallowed her mounting cries of pleasure.

With a final, deep thrust, Ava's body went rigid against him. Her cock pulsed powerfully inside him as the first jet of her release erupted, flooding his insides with hot, wet heat. The sheer volume was astonishing—far more than any biological male could produce—and it kept coming, pulse after pulse filling him beyond capacity until it had nowhere to go but out, seeping around her still-throbbing shaft and onto the bedsheets below.

"Ben," she gasped, his name a prayer on her lips as her orgasm continued. With each new spurt, she pushed back inside him, extending her pleasure and his, creating sloppy, wet sounds that should have been obscene but somehow weren't.

As the intensity of her climax began to subside, Ava collapsed fully onto him, her body trembling with aftershocks, her cock still buried deep inside him though gradually softening. She sought his mouth again, her kisses gentler now, almost reverent, as copious amounts of her cum continued to leak from where they were joined, creating a warm, spreading puddle beneath them.

"That was..." Ben began, but words failed him. His body felt used in the best possible way, pleasantly sore and thoroughly claimed.

"Yeah," Ava agreed, understanding his meaning without needing the words. She brushed a sweat-dampened strand of hair from his forehead, the tender gesture a stark contrast to the raw intensity of moments before.

They lay together in comfortable silence for several minutes, their breathing gradually returning to normal, their bodies cooling in the aftermath of passion. Eventually, Ava shifted, causing a fresh trickle of her semen to escape as she carefully withdrew from him.

"So," she said, a mischievous glint returning to her eyes as she looked down at the mess they'd made of his bed. "I could really eat a burger right now."

Ben stared at her for a beat before they both dissolved into laughter, the absurd comment perfectly breaking the intensity of the moment. She collapsed beside him, her body shaking with mirth, and he turned to catch her in another kiss, tasting the salt of their exertion on her lips.

"Me too," he admitted when they finally parted, feeling lighter than he had in years. "Though I think I need a shower first."

Ava's finger traced a lazy pattern through the cooling evidence of their passion on his stomach. "Shower together?" she suggested, her smile promising that their evening was far from over.
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