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"How's it going in there, honey?"

Damien's voice filtered through the door. I smiled at his tone. Where most men would have been impatient to leave, Damien was merely curious.

"I'm still getting dressed," I called, a thrill rising in my chest as I looked at myself in the mirror.

The mirror was a monstrosity. It was nearly as tall as I was with an ostentatious gilt frame that curlicued around the reflective glass like something from a fairy tale. The mirror was a bit too fancy for my liking, but my boyfriend's mother had given it to me as a gift..

Gazing at my reflection, however, I realized I was far from a fairy-tale princess. My red lace bra barely contained my full breasts while the thong panties left nothing to the imagination, showcasing every curve of my firm backside. It was a scandalous display for a proper young lady, but the thought of being ravished by a daring rogue in a trashy romance novel carried a certain appeal.

A delightful feeling of excitement coursed through me at the thought.  I pushed my hair back, letting it cascade down my back in waves of chestnut brown. Lifting my lipstick, an indecent shade of red, I meticulously outlined my plump, pouty lips.

With anticipation coursing through my veins, I reached for the form-fitting black dress hanging nearby. The fabric felt like liquid velvet as it slipped over my head and along the curves of my body. The dress hugged me in all the right places, accentuating my ample bosom and round bottom. As I admired my reflection, I reveled in being young, beautiful, and irresistible. I couldn't wait to show off at the club with my friends - and especially with Damien, my boyfriend.

"Not a princess," I thought, smirking at my wickedness.

As I finished slipping on my heels, the door to our bedroom opened, and Damien came into the room. His short sandy hair was neatly styled, and an expensive silk shirt perfectly complemented his somewhat thin features. His green eyes slowly slid over my curves and I felt a shiver run down my spine as his gaze shimmered with a combination of lust and adoration. His love for me was infectious, and I felt a burst of warmth in my chest as he stared at me in the mirror.

"Wow, Lila," he breathed. "You look absolutely stunning."

"Aww, thank you, baby!" I replied, my heart swelling with pride and a flash of lust at his reaction.

Damien crossed the room and wrapped his arms around me from behind, pressing his body against mine. I closed my eyes and basked in the warmth of his embrace, feeling his chest rise and fall with each breath. He leaned in and left a trail of tender kisses along my neck, eliciting a low moan of pleasure from me.

"Every time I see you," he whispered in my ear, "I can't help but fall more in love with you."

"Damien," I murmured, my voice thick with emotion. "You always know how to make me feel special."

"However," Damien murmured, his voice low and sultry in my ear. I turned to face him, a puzzled expression on my face. "Something's missing.

"I hope you’re joking!" I scoffed as I turned in the mirror, admiring the way the dress conformed to my round ass. “This dress is perfect!”

"It is," Damien said, I heard the faint rustle of fabric as he reached into his pocket. “But, I think you need one more thing.”

I watched Damien’s reflection as he carefully slid a sparkling silver chain around my neck. The metal, warmed from his pocket, settled onto my collar bone. It took him a moment to get the clasp fashioned, but I barely noticed as I admired the gorgeous heart-shaped pendant hanging in the hollow of my throat. It was expensive, the heart heavy and edged with tiny diamonds. The sight of it took my breath away.

"Damien, it's beautiful," I gasped, turning to embrace him tightly.

He held me close, his voice a tender whisper in my ear. "I'm so lucky to have you, Lila."

The warmth of his words filled me, and as I gazed at our reflection in the mirror, I couldn't help feel a surge of lust for the man who had just shown me such love. Damien recognized the look in my eyes and suddenly his hands were roaming over my body, his fingers deftly trailing along the curves of my hips and up the sides of my waist.

"Damien, stop!" I protested weakly, already feeling the heat building between my legs. "I don't want to wrinkle my dress."

"Don’t worry. I won’t wrinkle it," he murmured, his breath hot against my neck. With trembling hands, I braced myself on a low stool in front of the mirror as Damien lifted my dress. The necklace continued to sparkle, catching my eye as he stood behind me, his body pressed against mine. Our eyes locked in the mirror, and an overwhelming lust shot directly between my legs, making my pussy drip.

"Don't forget the condom," I murmured as Damien positioned himself behind me. Damien scooted to the bedside table while I trembled in front of the mirror, my lust rising as I watched him fumble the condom onto his cock.  A surge of frustration nagged at me, the ember of desire waiting to be fanned into flame.

Suddenly, I wanted Damien to wrinkle my dress. Hell, I wanted him to rip it off my body and fuck my pussy. I wanted him to leave me a shaken, bruised mess.

It was a feeling I had before, to be taken hard and rough, to be dominated by a strong man. Damien was a wonderful, loving partner, but sometimes a girl just needed to get fucked.

That time was now!

"Damien, get over here!" I cried. "I don't care about the dress anymore! Just fuck me hard!"

"Are you sure?" he asked with a slight frown. I felt a surge of frustration at his hesitation.

"Yes!" I moaned. "I want you to fuck me like a whore! Take that fucking cunt, baby!"

Damien flinched, my dirty words shocking him to his core. We had tried rough play before, and it always made Damien nervous, like he was going to hurt me. But, I wasn't a fucking China doll.

"Please, Damien! Fuck me!"

Damien nodded, his brow knit in concentration as he slid himself inside me; the sensation sending shivers shooting up my spine as I adjusted to him. I glanced up at the mirror, watching the necklace dancing across my collarbone as it caught the light. In the reflection, I saw raw desire etched on my face.

"Fuck me, you bastard!" I hissed, meeting his gaze through the mirror. "Harder, faster!"

But even as I urged him on, Damien held back, unwilling to really hurt me. He moved cautiously, thrusting gently as if afraid to unleash the full force of his lust. It wasn't enough–not for me, not tonight. I didn’t need him to be the kind, loving man I knew he was. I wanted him to take me, control me. Hell, I was bent over in front of him, begging for it.

How much more encouragement did he need?

"Spank me," I hissed, my eyes boring into his. I saw him hesitate and another flash of irritation ran through me. Finally, he raised his hand and brought it down on my ass with a half-hearted slap. It was nothing like the firm, commanding smack I craved.

"Harder," I begged, my voice pleading and desperate. "Please, Damien, I need it."

But despite my pleas, he couldn't bring himself to give me what I wanted. The tender love he felt for me, the desire to protect and cherish, held him back from fully embracing the more primal aspects of our lust.

As we continued to move together, the mix of love and desire swirled within me shifted, leaving me with a strange sense of dissatisfaction. My body hungered for more, but my heart ached for the gentle touch that only Damien could provide. I gave into my purer feelings, the throb of love in my chest punctuated by the heavy heart on the end of the chain bouncing against my collarbone. We had plenty of time for more rough sex. Right now, Damien wanted love and I could give that to him.

"I love you, Damien," I moaned, my eyes never leaving his face. "I love you so much!"

Damien's movements grew more frantic, I noticed beads of sweat forming on his brow, trickling down his flushed face. He bucked awkwardly, his breathing ragged and labored–a sure sign that he was about to come.

"Fuck, Lila!" he moaned, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his release.

A fleeting sense of regret washed over me. This had happened before - Damien reaching his climax while I remained unsatisfied, my body still craving that raw intensity I so desperately desired. But as I looked in the mirror, the glittering necklace around my neck caught my eye, and a rush of love welled up inside me. I couldn't deny the affection Damien held for me, and it was enough to make me want him just as much.

"Come for me, Damien," I urged, my voice breathy and full of longing. "Fill me up."

With a gasp, Damien succumbed to his lust, emptying himself inside the tight confines of his condom. I let out a moan as Damien finished, his cock finally slipping from my wet and throbbing cunt.

"Sorry, Lila," Damien apologized, panting heavily as he used a tissue to slip the condom, his seed neatly trapped in the trip, then threw his spent lust into the trash can by the bed. “You’re just so fucking hot!"

"Shh, don't worry about it," I reassured him. "We both enjoyed ourselves, and that's what matters."

But as Damien stepped away, the traitorous frustration nagged at the edges of my mind. Sometimes, I wished Damien could get past his love for me and fuck me so hard it left me breathless.

I grabbed a tissue from the nearby vanity and gently dabbed between my legs. The tissue rubbing against my still-sensitive flesh sent a shiver down my spine, reminding me of my unrequited lust.

"Are you ready to go?" Damien asked, watching as I repositioned my panties and smoothed my dress over my ass. I looked in the mirror. My makeup was perfect and my dress was smooth.

You would never know we just had sex, I thought, wistfully.

Then, I raised my fingers and brushed the necklace, its cool sparkle a stark contrast to the heat still coursing through my veins. I focused on the gleaming silver and willed my lust back down into a smoldering need deep inside my belly.

"Alright, let's go," I declared. I reached out and grabbed Damien's hand, the warmth of his palm forcing away the last my doubts.

There was plenty of time for sex later. For now, I was just going to be happy with the man I loved.
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We could see the flashing neon and the heavy bass long before we saw the club. I gripped Damien’s hand, forgetting about the steady hum between my legs as the lights and steady thump of the music surrounded us, pulling us into the dark confines of the dance floor.

"Let's find Katie and Luke," I said, my voice barely audible over the pounding beat. Damien nodded, his eyes scanning the room, guiding us through the sea of writhing bodies, the scent of sweat, alcohol and lust assaulting my nostrils.

"Over there!" I shouted, catching sight of Katie's blonde curls. Her body swayed seductively to the rhythm, her blue eyes alive with mischief as they met mine. Beside her, Luke leaned back in his chair, an amused smile playing on his lips as he watched his girlfriend dance with abandon.

"Hey, Lila!" Katie called, waving us over.

Damien and I joined Luke and Katie at the table. Luke had been Damien’s friend since high school and Katie and I had become fast friends since she started dating Luke. Luke was a little heavy where Damien was thin, but like my boyfriend he dressed well. Still, despite his age and his style, his face was still boyish.

“Damien!” Luke grinned and gave Damien a fist bump, then nodded at me gallantly. “Lady Lila. You look ravishing tonight.”

I giggled at Luke’s over-the-top gentleman act. Katie nudged him with her elbow.

“Oh, sit down, you lug. Lila’s pretty enough without you flirting with her.”

“Moi?” Luke said innocently. “Why, my dear, there is no one in this world for me except you.”

Despite his teasing smile, I noticed the blush in my friend’s cheeks as Luke lifted her hand and brushed his lips across her skin. When he sat down beside her, Katie snuggled her body into his bulk and chuckled softly.

“It looks like you got started without us,” Damien laughed and pulled out a seat for me. I sat down and he flopped in the chair beside me.

“Just one,” Katie said. “Look, we got you some too!”

I looked down at the shots, then eagerly scooped one up and held it in the air. Damien followed suit.

"Cheers!" Luke said, raising his glass. We all clinked ours together before throwing back the shots.

The alcohol burned down my throat, followed by a glowing warmth spreading throughout my body. I laughed as Katie and Luke shared a quick kiss, the pumping bass settling down upon me as the liquor did its work.

We danced and drank, getting lost in the music and each other's company. Two hours later, I slumped back into my seat, sweaty and tired from dancing. With each drink, the unrequited lust I had pushed down came back with a vengeance. I snuggled up against Damien and was about to suggest he take me home and fuck me when a sudden curse caught my attention.

Damien, his brow knit with anger, was looking over my shoulder. I turned to see what had gotten his attention.

A towering figure, with a solid and powerfully built frame, moved through the crowd like a predator on the hunt. His shaggy locks of jet black hair fell over his hooded eyes, giving him a dangerous look. The dancers instinctively parted for him, men were troubled and women were transfixed by his powerful presence.

It was as if he owned the place, and everyone knew it.

"Who's that?" I asked.

"His name is Max," Luke said across the table. "He and Damien have a... history."

"History?" I raised my eyebrows. “What kind of history?”

"Max used to pick on Damien and me all the time in high school," Luke explained. "Probably because our families are well off and Max's family was from... well, the other side of the tracks.

I turned my attention away from Max long enough to recognize the smirk on Luke’s face. It was a smile of smug superiority that I had never seen before.

“He was obviously jealous," Luke shrugged. “For whatever reason, Damien got the worst of it.”

I felt a pang of sympathy for Damien, but my curiosity about Max only intensified. What sort of man could inspire such fear in my boyfriend?

"Damien tried to stand up to him once," Luke continued, "after his father told him it was the only way to put an end to the bullying. But..."

"Enough, Luke," Damien cut in abruptly, his face flushed with embarrassment. I glanced at him, sensing his discomfort but still wishing for more information about this mysterious Max.

"Come on guys, let's just enjoy the night," Katie’s voice cut through the tension. "It's been two years since we graduated, and Max has other things on his mind now." She pointed towards a group of scantily clad women shamelessly jostling for Max's attention, their hips swaying seductively to the beat of the music. "See? He's got plenty of distractions."

I offered her a weak smile, feeling the weight of my curiosity bearing down on me like a ton of bricks. Damien looked at me, his green eyes searching mine for reassurance. I squeezed his hand gently, silently urging him to relax.

"Let's get some more drinks," he suggested, trying to shake off the tension that hung heavy in the air. "What do you ladies want?"

"Sounds great, babe," I replied. "Surprise me."

Damien and Luke nodded at each other before heading to the bar, leaving me alone with Katie at the table. I tried making small talk, but I was itching to ask her for more details. Damien had always seemed so self-assured and I wanted to know what could make my boyfriend, rich and handsome as he was, so upset. But, before I could pump Katie for information, her expression suddenly shifted.

"Uh-oh,” Katie muttered suddenly."Look who's coming this way."

My heart pounded like a jackhammer, my body vibrating with fear as I turned and saw Max approaching us, his predatory gait reminiscent of a shark circling its prey. My breath caught in my throat, and my hands trembled in my lap.

"Hey there, ladies," his voice was a low growl, dripping with charm and menace in equal measure. His piercing grey eyes bored into mine, and I shivered involuntarily, feeling the heat of his gaze rake over my body like a physical caress.

"Hi," I choked out, attempting to feign indifference as I brushed off his advances. But my heart betrayed me, hammering furiously against my ribcage.

“Hey,” Katie said, deflecting Max’s attention. Max turned his intense gaze on my friend and Katie’s smiling confidence slipped and her cheeks flushed pink. She opened her mouth to speak, but Max's attention turned back to me, as if sensing my weakness.

“So, are you girls alone?”

Katie cleared her throat, trying to regain her composure. "Actually, we're here with our boyfriends," she replied, gesturing to where Damien and Luke were waiting at the bar.

Max's gaze flickered towards them and I felt a shiver of fear lance up my back as a flash of recognition glimmered in those cold, gray eyes.

"Well, well,” he laughed. "What a small world."

His attention turned back to me, and his eyes widened in surprise as if he was seeing me for the first time. My body shivered involuntarily as I fought against the powerful attraction I felt towards Max. It was a primal urge that spoke to my submissive side, buried deep within me.

"You must be Damien’s girl, " Max murmured, his voice low and silky smooth. "He’s a lucky guy, but I wonder... Does he even know what to do with you?"

My mouth went dry, and I struggled to find my voice, my mind racing with alcohol, fear, and desire. It was if he his gaze had pierced my skin and exposed the throbbing heart of my desire. I had to stop this, but all I could do was sit there, caught in the crosshairs of Max’s lust as he bent forward to whisper in my ear.

“Want to feel what you’ve been missing?”

The promise in his words shot down my spine and lanced deep between my legs, my already throbbing pussy weeping tears of desperate lust. If I turned, I could brush my lips across his mouth. Part of me wanted to do that, just to see what this man, this powerful, dangerous, man would do.

“Get the fuck away from my girlfriend, Max!”

Damien’s voice cut through the haze, and I snapped back to reality. I flinched away from Max’s hot breath and saw Damien standing in the crowd, his face twisted in an expression of rage I had never seen before.

Max didn’t immediately react to my boyfriend’s anger. Instead, he flashed me a knowing smile, then stood up languidly.

"Ah, look who finally showed up," Max drawled. His predatory gaze locked onto Damien, and I felt a surge of protectiveness for my boyfriend, although I couldn't deny the dark thrill that coursed through me as Damien squared off against the larger man. "Is your girlfriend here for you, or is she just after Daddy's money, Harrington?"

Damien flinched, Max's words striking like venom-tipped arrows. I gasped, instinctively reaching for the delicate necklace encircling my throat - a gift from Damien, and a symbol of both our love and his wealth.

"Fuck you, Max," Damien spat, his voice trembling with barely contained rage. His green eyes, usually so warm and loving, now blazed with an unsettling fire. Though he was smaller and thinner than Max, there was something in his expression that betrayed a fierce determination.

"Wait! Damien, please let’s just go—" I began, but my plea was cut off by a glare from Damien. I could practically feel the waves of humiliation and rage radiating off him.

"Aw, does wittle Damien need his girlfriend to defend him?" Max taunted, taking a step forward, closing the already minimal gap between them. His gray eyes were cold, unrelenting steel, and I found myself simultaneously terrified and thrilled by his sheer power.

"Leave her out of this," Damien growled. "This is between you and me."

"Is it though?" Max countered, a wicked smirk playing on his lips. "Seems to me like your pretty little girlfriend has been giving me quite the look all night long." He turned his piercing gaze to me, and I felt my cheeks flush with a mixture of shame and arousal.

"Stop it!" I cried, finally finding the words I should have used earlier. "Just leave us alone!"

"Make me," he challenged.

In a moment of heated rage, Damien lunged forward, shoving Max with all the force he could muster. The larger man stumbled back into the table, surprised by the sudden attack. But Max quickly regained his composure, his eyes narrowing into dangerous slits as they locked onto Damien.

"Is that all you've got, Harrington?" Max taunted.

I sat there, my heart pounding in my chest as if it were trying to escape my ribcage, watching helplessly as the two men squared off. I wanted nothing more than to run and leave behind this night that had taken such a dark and confusing turn. But my body refused to cooperate, held captive by the twisted allure of the scene unfolding before me.

"Damien," I whispered, my voice betraying the desperation I felt, "please, just walk away. Nothing good can come from this."

"Stay out of this, Lila," Damien growled, his eyes never leaving Max's. I knew I should be afraid for him, but something inside me stirred at this rare display of dominance.

I saw Max's eyes narrow, his lips curling into an icy smile. Suddenly, his powerful arm shot forward, fist connecting with Damien's face in an explosion of raw force. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed in my ears, and for a moment, the music and laughter around us faded into silence.

"Damien!" I cried out, watching as he crumpled to the floor, a swell of fear and panic rising within me. The dancing couples stopped, their movements stilled as they turned to watch the drama unfolding before them.

"Get out of the way, Lila," Max growled, his voice low and threatening. But instead of cowering, I stepped between him and Damien, my body trembling with a mix of fear and that traitorous, smoldering lust. My hands reached up involuntarily, fingers grazing the granite muscles of Max's chest beneath his thin shirt. The heat of his skin burned through the fabric, searing my fingertips like a brand.

"Stop. Please..." I whispered, my eyes locked onto his. They were stormy grey pools of violence, pulling me in with their magnetic force. The intensity of his gaze was unnerving, but it was that intensity that sent a shiver of desire down my spine. The dancing had stopped and the surrounding crowd watched with bated breath, their collective anticipation matching my own.

"Fine," Max spat, his voice low and dangerous. He glanced down at Damien, who was still sprawled on the floor, clutching his eye. "Lucky you got your girlfriend to fight your battles for you, Loser." With a final smirk, Max turned and stalked off into the crowd, leaving me standing there, my heart pounding in my chest.

My mind raced, struggling to reconcile the fear coursing through my veins with the undeniable surge of lust that Max's presence had ignited within me. This was wrong; Damien was my boyfriend, the one who loved me, who showered me with affection. But there was something about the way Max had dominated the scene that spoke to the primal heat I had buried inside me.

Suddenly, I remembered Damien. I turned and saw he was still on the floor, surrounded by a group of people gawking at his body sprawled on the floor. A few of them had pulled out their phones and were recording my boyfriend’s humiliation.

"Damien!" I cried and knelt down beside him, reaching out my hands to help him up. But he swatted them away, his face flushed with shame and anger. He looked around at the crowd, all eyes now on him.

"Leave me alone!" he hissed through gritted teeth. The sound lanced through me like a thousand needles, a sharp contrast to the heated yearning that had been ignited moments before.

"Please, let me help you," I begged, but Damien only shook his head, struggling to his feet. He pushed past me as he stumbled toward the exit with desperate speed. I hesitated for only a moment, then followed, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions as I raced after him through the chattering sea of bodies.

"Wait!" I called out, but my words were swallowed by the whispered voices of the club-goers. My chest tightened with each step, the weight of guilt and longing intertwining to form a heavy knot in the pit of my stomach. My heart went out to Damien, but another primal creature stirred inside me and that bitch was only thinking of one thing.

Max.
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Ifound Damien in the living room, crumpled and broken on our couch. I stared, horrified, at Damien’s face. His eye was swollen shut and blood dripped from his nose like crimson tears.

Concern surged through me, drowning out the lingering echoes of desires that Max had ignited inside my body.

"Oh my God, Damien!" I breathed, rushing to him, my fingers trembling as they brushed against his bruised cheek. "Are you OK?"

He jerked away from my touch, a snarl twisting his usually gentle features.

"Of course I'm not OK!" he spat.

"What can I do?" I asked.

"You've done enough."

"What's that supposed to mean" I asked, but a sense of dread clawed at my heart,

"Why were you talking to Max?" he said. "I saw the way you looked at him."

"Damien, you're crazy!" I exclaimed, my thoughts swirling like a storm. So he had seen the spark leap between me and his bully. Or, was he just projecting his shame onto me? "I was scared! He came over to me, it's not like I wanted it."

"Is that so?" Damien snapped, pain and humiliation dancing in his emerald eyes. "You seemed awfully cozy with him."

"Damien, please," I pleaded, but Damien looked away from me, a drop of blood hanging in the end of his nose then falling, falling, falling, finally splashing against the cream fabric of the couch.

I took a deep breath, my chest heaving as I tried to quell the tempest raging within me. Damien's anger was like a live wire, snapping and sparking with dangerous intensity.

No, I thought. I couldn't allow myself to be drawn in. His anger was the bait and the more I spoke, the more the trap would close in around me.

"Fine," I murmured, biting back the hurt and guilt that threatened to choke me. "I'm going to get you some ice for your face." I turned on my heel and strode towards the kitchen, determined to put some distance between us before the situation spiraled out of control.

As I retrieved the ice from the freezer, I pressed my palms against the cold surface, willing the icy chill to seep into my veins and extinguish any remaining sparks of lust that Max had ignited within me. It wasn't real, I told myself. I didn't want Max, not really. It was just the aftermath of the earlier unsatisfying sex; the hunger for something more, something rougher, something primal.

I clenched my hands around the ice, feeling the cold burn into my skin, and prayed that it would be enough to stop this nonsense before it went any further.

"Here," I said softly, reentering the living room and offering the ice to Damien. He took it wordlessly, cradling it against his swollen eye and along the bridge of his nose. I sat down beside him, watching as the frosty pack numbed his pain, and hoped it could do the same for the painful break that had come between us.

"Damien," I whispered, reaching out and gently traced the contours of his bruised face. His eyes softened and the fire of his anger dimmed.

"I must have looked so weak," he confessed, his voice cracking. "I'm sorry I ran away from you."

"Damien!" My heart reached out to him. "You don't have to apologize. I love you, and what happened at the club doesn't change that."

I leaned in and pressed my lips against his forehead, infusing the kiss with all the reassurance and tenderness I could muster. My full breasts grazed his hand. His vulnerability had been exposed like a raw nerve that needed numbing. He reached up, his hands trembling as he massaged my breasts through the thin fabric of my dress. A shiver of electricity made my skin tingle.

His need for reassurance matched my desire to repair our broken connection. Smiling, I gently pulled down the straps of my dress and lowered my lacy bra, revealing my hardened nipples to him.

"Damien," I whispered, inviting him to take what he needed from me. He leaned in, his lips wrapping around one nipple as he suckled, his touch desperate and needy. The pent up desire within me fanned into flames again, my body responding to the intimate contact between us.

As Damien continued to feed on my ample bosom, I dropped my hand to his crotch, hoping to stoke the fires of his arousal. But when I felt him, he was frustratingly flaccid, unable to become erect despite his desperation. Disappointment surged through me, but I did my best to hide my frustration, knowing that Damien needed me now more than ever.

“I’m sorry,” Damien’s voice hitched, stifling a sob against my breast. "I'm just too tired and... and it hurts."

"Shh, it's okay," I murmured and stroked his sandy hair. "I'm here for you, no matter what."

My body ached with an unsatisfied desire for the second time that night, but I ignored the throbbing heat between my thighs, determined to be there for my boyfriend in his time of need.

I stood up and held out my hand. Damien placed his fingers in mine and I helped him up. I wrapped an arm around him and led him to our bedroom.

The room was dimly lit, the bedside lamp casting harsh shadows across Damien's battered face as I laid him on the bed. The air in my lungs was heavy, weighed down by a mixture of unspoken desires and the bitter tang of defeat. My heart ached for him, my love for this man who had tried so hard to protect me and failed made me ache.

An image of Max’s gray eyes flashed in my mind, followed by the echo of his fist meeting Damien’s face. An unwanted shiver of excitement ran up my spine.

I forced myself to focus on Damien's comfort, my fingers finding his shirt buttons with ease. He looked at me gratefully, vulnerability shining in his eyes. As I undressed him, revealing his bruises and scrapes, I kissed each wound with a silent promise to heal him.

"Thank you, Lila," Damien whispered, his voice barely audible above the soft rustle of fabric as I guided him onto the bed. "I don't know what I'd do without you."

His words cut through me like a knife, the guilt I felt over my attraction to Max gnawing at the edges of my conscience.

"Shh, just rest," I cooed, pushing the traitorous thoughts aside as I pulled the covers up to his chin. "I'll take care of you." And as I watched Damien drift off to sleep, lulled by the soothing tones of my voice, I prayed that the lust within me was banished, if only for a little while..

However, Max haunted my every thought, his cruel grin and gray eyes stalking me through the shadowy recesses of my mind. I woke with a start, my body slick with sweat and my pussy throbbing with need, the erotic images from my dreams still vivid in my memory. Damien lay beside me, his breath slow and even as he continued to sleep.

"I’m sorry," I whispered, the shameful heat of my lust burning like a brand on my soul as I slipped out of bed and tiptoed into the living room. The apartment was silent, the only sound was the distant hum of traffic outside our window. And it was there, surrounded by the memories of what had transpired earlier that evening, that my thoughts returned to Max.

I couldn't help but recall the way his fist had collided with Damien's face, the sheer power and dominance he exuded as he laid my boyfriend low. And as much as I hated myself for it, the thought sent a shiver of desire down my spine.

As I settled on the couch, my gaze fell upon a single drop of blood from Damien's nose on the fabric. I absentmindedly rubbed at the spot, a wave of pure lust throbbing between my legs. My other hand dropped between my legs, searching for a way to relieve the pressure that had been building inside me all night. Closing my eyes, I imagined Max's fist hitting Damien’s face, then that same hand was on my body. I massaged my breast, imagining it was Max, my nipples rock hard as desire took over my will.

This is so wrong! I thought, but the shame of mentally cheating on Damien intensified my need instead of quelling it. It was a strange paradox, the thrill of giving into the man that had dominated my boyfriend sending a violent pleasure shooting through my nerve endings.

"Ah... Fuck!" I moaned, biting my lip to stifle the sounds that threatened to betray me. My fingers traced slow circles around my swollen clit, teasing myself with the tantalizing thought of Max's rough touch as I slipped two fingers inside my slick pussy. I could almost feel his firm grip on my hips, the weight of his muscular body pressing me into the couch, his hot breath against my ear as he whispered filthy promises.

Want to feel what you’ve been missing?

"Fuck, yes," I gasped, my breath quickening as I brought myself closer to orgasm, my mind consumed by the forbidden desires that Max had awakened within me. I imagined the hard smack of flesh on flesh as he spanked my ass, the raw power and dominance he exuded as he took complete control of my trembling body. And as my arousal reached a fever pitch, I couldn't help but wish that it was his cock, one I imagined was long and thick, plunging into me instead of my fingers.

"Please, Max..." I begged in a desperate whisper, my body quivering with need as I thrust my digits deeper and faster, the sound of my wetness filling the silence of the darkened living room. The knowledge that my boyfriend slept just steps away, oblivious to my betrayal, sent a thrill through me that pushed me to the brink.

My pleasure was building when the image of Max's hand connecting with Damien's face flashed through my brain. The meaty thwack, like a sledgehammer against a frozen side of beef, reverberated through my body. The force of the memory ignited a primal fire within me, and my body convulsed as I reached my peak in a frenzy of desire.

"Fuck!" I cried out, my voice barely more than a strangled whimper as my climax tore through me, sending wave after wave of ecstasy crashing over my trembling body. My pussy clenched and spasmed, as if trying to milk an imaginary cock, before finally leaving me breathless on the couch.

My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, the remnants of pleasure still coursing through my veins like lightning. My face flushed with embarrassment and shame, my eyes darting to the spot where Damien's blood stained the fabric. The sight sent another jolt of lust through my core, making me shudder.

"God, what am I doing?" I whispered to myself, as I slowly adjusted my clothes, pulling my panties into place and straightening my skirt. I knew that what I had just done was wrong, but with one of the most powerful orgasms still echoing inside me, I couldn’t summon up the energy to feel guilty. I was completely spent.

Taking a deep breath, I rose from the couch and stumbled to the bedroom, praying that Damien was still asleep and unaware of my sinful actions. As I entered the dimly lit room, I saw his body nestled beneath the covers, his breathing slow and even. Relief washed over me.

"Damien," I whispered softly, reaching out to touch his arm, seeking some kind of reassurance. He stirred slightly, but didn't wake. I slipped back under the covers and curled up beside him. “I’m so sorry.”

Damien couldn't hear my apology, but the words calmed me. I was sorry about my thoughts and the powerful orgasm I had achieved while thinking of my boyfriend's bully. As I drifted off into a blissful, dreamless sleep, I made a vow to myself that I would never, ever think about Max again.

If only it were that easy.
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The morning sun seared through the blinds, casting stripes of light onto my skin as I woke up, feeling a strange mix of guilt and determination. I took a deep breath, the thoughts of Max and my mental betrayal easier to brush off in the cold light of day.

I turned to look at Damien. His eye was still swollen, and there was a spot of blood on his pillow. My mind tried to conjure up another spot of blood on the couch in the living room, a spot that had touched off a wave of uncontrollable lust, but I forced the memory from my mind.

Today was about Damien, my sweet, loving boyfriend who did everything in his power to make me happy. My resolve hardened; I needed to put the shit with Max behind me and focus on him.

I reached out and gingerly laid my palm against his cheek, careful not to touch the livid bruise. Damien stirred and his one eye opened, blinking a few times as he tried to focus on me.

"Morning," Damien whispered, his voice ragged.

"Good morning," I smiled down at him and Damien responded. His one good eye sparkled with warmth, the black eye he'd gotten from Max marring his otherwise perfect face. The sight of it made my stomach churn with guilt.

"Did you sleep well?" he asked, reaching out to stroke my arm.

"Uh, yes.” It was the truth. After the orgasm on the couch, I was too exhausted to dream.

"Good." Damien smiled sleepily, and I leaned in for a kiss. It was gentle and precisely what I needed.

We got up and went downstairs. My eye was drawn to the dark spot of dried blood on the couch. Damien seemed not to notice, or if he did, he ignored it. I followed suit, burying the shame that clawed at my insides. If Damien was going to ignore the evidence of the fight, then I would ignore the fight inside my body. Together, we could heal each other.

"Damien, how about we go out for breakfast?" I suggested.

"Sounds perfect," he said, taking my hand and giving it a gentle squeeze. As we left the house, I made a silent vow to focus on our love and banish any thoughts of Max from my mind.
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A FEW WEEKS PASSED, and Damien's black eye was nearly healed. Likewise, any lingering attraction I felt towards Max had dulled into a slight ache, like a healed bruise on my heart.

The only thing that still marred our relationship was the fact that Damien and I hadn't been intimate since that night with Max. A chasm had formed between us, fueled in part by my guilt and Damien's insecurities. My boyfriend seemed frightened, as if initiating sex might stir up the feelings of defeat and shame he had experienced the night of the fight.

I longed to repair my boyfriend’s shattered self-esteem, but didn’t know how. So, when Damien mentioned a party that Luke and Katie were attending, I saw it as the perfect opportunity to have some fun and, hopefully, rekindle our passion.

"Let's go!" I said. "I think we could both use a fun night out."

"You know, it does sound fun," he replied, his old, easy going smile returning to his face. "We can meet up with Luke and Katie there."

The night of the party arrived, and I switched out my black dress for a new red one I had charged on Damien’s credit card. The crimson fabric hugged my curves and my black bra pushed up my ample cleavage with a hint of black lace peeking out of the top. I wanted to look irresistible for Damien, boosting his confidence hoping that tonight would be the night we'd finally break our dry spell.

Finally, I added the heart-shaped necklace around my neck, feeling a sense of relief at the familiar weight. I looked in the mirror and brushed my fingers across the sparkling heart resting in the hollow of my throat.

“Perfect,” I said to the girl on the mirror.

As we pulled up to the luxurious mansion where the party was being held, my breath caught in my throat. It was built in the style of a French chateau, with a vast bank of windows that looked down up the city. The richness of the place reminded me of what I had with Damien–a lifestyle I never could have imagined before we started dating. A small voice inside me whispered I couldn't risk losing him; I needed to prove my devotion, to leave no doubt in his mind that I was his and his alone.

"Wow, this place is incredible," I murmured, taking in the opulent surroundings as we walked through the door.

"Luke's friends really know how to throw a party," Damien laughed, wrapping an arm around my waist.

The main room was huge, a bar dominated one side of the area, while the middle had been cleared to provide a dance floor. Somewhere in the shadows, a DJ spoke over a loudspeaker, announcing the next few tracks as the music thumped and rolled over the crowd.

The group itself was a fine sampling of the rich kids in the city, all dressed in the latest styles. I looked down at my dress and silently thanked Damien for letting me use his card to buy something that would allow me to fit in with his wealthy friends.

"Hey, you two!" Katie called from across the room, waving us over. Her vivacious energy was infectious, and I felt a genuine smile spread across my face for the first time in weeks.

"Come on, Lila!" Katie shouted, grabbing my hand and pulling me towards the dance floor. "Let's show these boys how it's done!"

As we danced and laughed, the tension between Damien and me seemed to melt away. I felt free, unburdened by the guilt that had been suffocating me for weeks. For a few blissful hours, I allowed myself to forget about Max and focus solely on the man I loved.

"Damien," I whispered into his ear as we swayed to the music, "I want you to know how much I love you."

He smiled down at me, his green eyes filled with warmth and affection. "I love you too, Lila," he murmured, pulling me closer until our bodies were pressed tightly together.

I vowed tonight I would put an end to our intimacy drought and show Damien just how deeply I cared for him. My imagined transgressions didn’t matter. My love for Damien was strong enough to weather any storm that might come our way.

The bass from the music thrummed through my veins, mixing with the alcohol and sending a warm buzz throughout my body. I could feel Damien's hands on my hips as we danced, his touch both comforting and invigorating. The room was a whirl of colors and movement, and for a moment, I allowed myself to get lost in the sensation of it all.

"Hey," Katie pulled me aside between dances. Her wide eyes went even wider as she pointed across the room. "Isn't that...?"

My heart lurched as I followed her gaze, finding Max leaning against a wall, his inscrutable gray eyes locked onto mine. My pulse quickened, anger flashing in my chest as I saw the smug bastard that had cast a shadow over my beautiful life.

What was he doing here? The thought entered my mind that he was stalking me, but that was ridiculous. He didn’t even know me.

How had he even managed to get into this party?

As if reading my thoughts, Max turned to a svelte blonde in an expensive dress. He whispered something to her, and she threw back her head and laughed, exposing her long neck that sparkled with a jade necklace which probably cost more than the house I had grown up in. I instinctively raised my hand to the necklace Damien had given me. A flash of something hot burned through me and I recognized the flush of jealousy even as I tried to smother it. He wasn't here for me or Damien, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t be trouble.

"Stay here," I told Katie, my voice barely audible over the thumping music. "I need to... I need to talk to him."

“Are you sure?” Katie asked.

“I can handle him,” I said, my confidence spoiled by the shot I grabbed from a nearby table and threw back in one gulp. The liquor burned going down, but it helped make the anger inside me hot enough to quell the other conflicting emotions.

“Don’t tell Damien,” I said. “Just tell him I went to the bathroom.”

Katie nodded hesitantly, concern etched on her face, but I didn't wait for her approval. Pushing through the crowd, I strode towards Max with purpose, anger and fear fueling my steps. But as soon as I got close, he turned and disappeared down a hallway. I followed him, the crowd’s noise receding at my back.

Max stood at the foot of a spiral staircase. Even in the shadows I could feel his gray eyes moving over my body. He flashed me a smug smile, then climbed up the steps, clearly expecting me to follow him.

I hesitated for only a moment before ascending after him, my heart pounding in my chest. What if we were caught? What would Damien think? But I couldn't back down now. I needed to stop Max from ruining everything.

At the top of the stairs, I found Max waiting in a small, dimly lit loft. The noise from the party below seemed distant, muffled by the plush carpet underfoot. He stood in the shadows, half-hidden from view, his eyes glinting dangerously in the low light.

"How’s your boyfriend’s face?" Max asked, his voice smooth and mocking.

"Stay away from us," I warned, trying to keep the tremor out of my voice. "I don’t want any more trouble."

"Or what?" He stepped closer, his imposing figure looming over me. "What are you going to do if I don't?"

My mind raced, searching for a solution to the impossible situation before me. I was trapped, vulnerable to Max's physical dominance. I couldn't fight back, but I also couldn't give in. Sensing my confusion, Max stepped in, wrapped an arm around my waist and smashed my soft curves against his hard body. Fuck! He was even stronger than I had imagined! Before I could fight back, Max seized my chin in his rough fingers and pulled me into a bruising, penetrating kiss,

His lips were like a wildfire, consuming me with an intense heat that left every nerve in my body throbbing. Against all reason and self-control, I couldn't resist the pull towards him, my body melting against him. The taste of him was addictive, coursing through my veins like a potent drug, and with each kiss, I knew I was surrendering more of myself to him. Despite the warning bells going off in my head, I couldn't deny the overwhelming desire for more of him.

Suddenly, the reality of what I was doing washed over me, fighting against the lust building in my core. I pushed against the granite muscles of Max’s chest, forcing my mouth to disengage with him, his tongue taking one last lap across my teeth before I puledl away.

Without thinking of the consequences, my hand lashed out and connected with Max’s cheek. The hard smack echoed in the small loft. Max's head turned from the force of the blow, but a second later, he looked back at me, a twisted smile playing on his lips.

"Feisty," he remarked, clearly unfazed by my attempt to put some distance between us. "I like it."

Anger flared within me, fueled by my conflicting emotions. I swung my hand again, intent on striking him a second time, but Max's hand shot out, capturing my wrist in midair.

"First one's free," he taunted, his grip on my wrist firm but not painful. "But if you really want to play rough, I'm more than happy to oblige."

My breath hitched as the implications of his words sank in, and I realized that despite my best efforts to resist him, a part of me was drawn to the raw power and dominance Max exuded. It was intoxicating in a way that Damien's gentle love could never be, and I found myself torn between the two men who had so completely captured my heart and my body.

"Max, please," I whispered, praying that he would release me from this torment before it was too late to turn back.

The heat of Max's body enveloped me as he pulled me back into his rough embrace, the primal desire in his grip reigniting the lustful flames within me. I couldn't fight it any longe–this powerful man who had humbled my boyfriend, leaving Damien so weak he couldn't even fuck me. But Max could. He wanted to, and he was willing to take me, right here, right now.

"Please," I begged, though I knew I didn't mean it. My heart raced as I felt his fingers slide up my thigh, pushing my dress higher with every passing second. The sound of the party below seemed to fade away, replaced by the pounding of my blood in my ears.

"What’s this?" Max whispered, his breath hot against my neck as his fingers found their way between my legs. “You’re already wet.”

“Oh no!” I moaned, but it was too late. As his fingers slid aside the delicate fabric of my panties, a shiver ran through my body in anticipation. The cool air hit my wet and swollen folds and I arched my back, my body betraying me with its eagerness. With a roughness that took my breath away, he plunged his fingers deep between my sensitive lips, forcing me open. I gasped at the sudden invasion, but my body quickly adjusted to the pain, replaced by the overwhelming need that coursed through me. I moaned helplessly as he plumbed the depths of my slick tunnel, each thrust brought waves of intense pleasure that left me weak and trembling in his arms.

"Max...I can't..." I tried to protest, but my words were little more than a moan, drowned out by the desire coursing through my veins. Max's touch sent electric pulses of pleasure coursing through my body, causing me to writhe and moan uncontrollably. I clutched at him, surrendering completely as he guided me to the edge of a powerful climax. The memory of Damien falling to the floor hit me like a punch at my peak and, just like my boyfriend, I succumbed to Max’s power.

“Oh, God!” I cried as the illicit pleasure washed over me. “Fuck!”

I sank my teeth into the firm flesh of Max’s shoulder, dimly aware of the party downstairs, of my boyfriend downstairs, no doubt looking for me as I came on his bully’s fingers. My body jerked out the last of its pleasure leaving me twitching on Max’s fingers like a fish on a hook.

"See?" he chuckled and held up his hand, grinning as the proof of my lust dripped off his fingertips. "I knew you wanted it, you little slut." He guided me over to the bed, bending me over the mattress as he continued to taunt me. "I knew you were only with that loser for his money!"

"No, I love him!" I moaned, but even to my own ears, my words sounded hollow and unconvincing. The necklace Damien had given me as proof of that love swung hollowly against my collarbone, its power gone.

Max pulled me close, his breath hot in my ear as he pressed something huge and throbbing against the crack of my ass.

"Are you sure you love him?" Max hissed, and I realized with a dawning horror that it was his enormous cock pressing insistently against me. The line between love and lust blurred even further, and I knew I was teetering on the edge of a precipice from which there could be no return.

"Max, please—" I begged, but my pleas went unheard as he gripped my panties in one hand, yanking them roughly. The elastic bit into the soft flesh of my thighs, sending a sharp jolt of pain racing through my body. With another forceful tug, the flimsy fabric tore, and Max flung the scrap of red lace onto the bed.

"Shhh," he growled, his voice dark and dangerous as the massive head of his cock pressed against my swollen slit, teasing me with the promise of his girth. "I'll make you forget all about that little bitch, Damien."

With a single brutal thrust, he drove his enormous cock inside of me, stretching me to my limits and beyond. Agony radiated from my core, every nerve ending alight with the searing pain of being filled by something so huge, so powerful, so utterly consuming.

“Oh, God!” I screamed. “You’re too big!"

“Hush, slut!” Max growled, wadded up the scraps of my panties and shoved the damp fabric into my mouth.”You don’t want your boyfriend to hear that, do you?”

I whimpered, my body a twitching live wire on the throbbing spear of his cock. I could never have imagined his size, even in my wildest dreams.

Just when I thought I couldn't bear the pain any longer, something shifted. The agony melted to ecstasy, my body yielding to Max's dominating presence. My cunt gave way, stretching to accommodate his thick cudgel, welcoming him, embracing him, as if recognizing its true master. It was as though my body had been waiting for this moment, craving it even while my mind fought against it.

"Fuck, Lila, you feel so good...so tight," Max groaned as he continued to pump into me, each thrust driving me closer to the edge of sanity. “Harrington must have a tiny little dick!”

His words burned into my brain, fueling my desire, the intoxicating mix of pleasure and pain blurring the line between right and wrong, love and lust. The necklace, the symbol of Damien's love, hung limply from my neck as Max's girth continued to stretch me. I felt as if I was being split in two, every nerve ending ablaze with a mixture of pain and pleasure. The sensation was nothing like what I had ever experienced before with Damien. My body trembled beneath Max, my legs shaking with each deep thrust.

"You like that, don't you, Lila? You love how it feels, don't you?"

I couldn't deny it any longer. The way Max filled me, stretched me, dominated me - it was everything my body had secretly craved but never dared to admit. As he continued to hammer into me, I could feel him reaching places inside that Damien had never touched. My entire world seemed to narrow down to the delicious friction between our bodies, the growing heat and pressure building within me, threatening to consume me entirely.

I moaned around the panties in my mouth and, when that didn’t work, I nodded my head. The tears rolling down my cheeks were no longer from the pain, but from the intense shame and burning pleasure of being fucked by a real man.

“I knew it! I knew you were too good for that loser!”

I cried out, my screams muffled by the panties in my mouth as his words drove my lust to its highest peak. It felt as though my body was being taken apart and reassembled, piece by piece, under the relentless pounding of his cock. In that moment, there was no doubt in my mind that I belonged to him, that I was utterly and irrevocably his.

It was only then, as I teetered on the edge of climax, that I realized the horrifying truth: Max wasn't wearing a condom. Panic seized me, and I spat the ruined panties from my mouth, desperate to make him understand. "Max, wait! You can't come inside me...I'm not on the pill!"

"Too late for that now, sweetheart," he growled, his thrusts only growing harder and more insistent as he approached his own release. "You wanted this, remember? Now you’re going to get it!"

"Please, Max!" I sobbed, tears streaming down my face as I realized the full consequences of my actions. "Please don't come inside me!"

Max grunted, shoving my face into the pillow with one powerful hand. My muffled screams were barely audible as he continued to ruthlessly plow into me, showing no mercy even as my body convulsed from the orgasm that had been building for two weeks. I bit down hard on the comforter, desperately trying to stifle my moans of pleasure and pain.

"Take it, Lila," Max growled. "You know you love being fucked like a little whore!"

As much as I wanted to deny it, my body betrayed me. The overwhelming pleasure pushed me over the edge yet again, and I couldn't help but surrender to the sensations as another orgasm rocked through me. My legs shook uncontrollably, twitching in time with Max's relentless thrusts. I hated myself for enjoying it so much, for giving in to this man who had hurt the man I loved.

"Please... I can’t take anymore!" I gasped, my voice weak and barely audible. But Max ignored my words and continued to drive his cock deep inside me.

Finally, when I thought I couldn't take anymore, Max pulled me off the bed and onto the floor. I was spent, my body limp and unresponsive. I could only watch in a daze as he waved his massive cock in front of my eyes, taunting me with the realization that I had somehow fit that monster inside me.

"Open your mouth," he commanded, using his thumb to pry apart my lips. As his cock wedged between them, I tasted the salty tang of my juices mixed with his pre-cum. It was intoxicating, revolting, and strangely arousing all at once.

"Suck it, slut!" Max grunted, gripping my head tightly as he fed his cock deeper into my mouth. My jaw opened and my lips stretched taut around his wet, pulsating flesh. I couldn't help but think about how big he was compared to Damien–how everything about Max was more potent and intense.

"Fuck yeah!" Max growled. "Don’t waste a fucking drop, slut!"

My heart pounded as I looked up at him, feeling the weight of my betrayal like a stone in my chest. But even as shame filled me, a part of me knew that to refuse Max now would only make things worse.

I tightened my lips around the tip of his cock, my eyes locked on Max as the powerful man gave in to his orgasm, throwing his head back and letting out a satisfied groan that resonated deep in my chest. I had just a moment to feel a lewd sense of accomplishment for giving him pleasure when the first pulse of hot, thick jizz flooded my mouth. The salty cum hit my taste buds with a sharp intensity. It was a stark contrast to Damien's thin, bitter seed that I had become accustomed to. My throat instinctively clenched, fighting against the powerful liquid as it threatened to flow further down. It quickly filled my mouth, boiling against my tongue in a swampy stew that overwhelmed my senses.

“Show me," Max commanded, and despite everything, I obeyed. I opened my pink lips and showed Max the thick load he had given me. I gurgled deep in my throat and a big bubble of cum popped, the sticky liquid splashing my upper lip.

“Good, girl!” Max cooed, swiping the cum from my lip and wiping it off into my bubbling hole to join the rest of his load. “Now, if you don’t want your loser boyfriend to see my cum you better swallow every... fucking... drop!”

It was as if my body had become disconnected from my mind, no longer under my control. I swallowed once, but it wasn't enough; more of Max's cum bubbled over my tongue, a seemingly endless pool of heat and salt.

"Swallow it all!" he ordered, his grip on my hair tightening. Another swallow, another desperate attempt to keep up with the flood. As I gurgled on the thick, hot liquid, my throat aching from the strain, I realized I had never felt more humiliated–or more alive.

Inside, I raged at myself for allowing this to happen, for letting lust overpower my love for Damien. But beneath that anger, buried deep within my darkest thoughts, I wondered if this wasn't what I truly wanted–to be dominated, to be used, to be forced to confront the hidden desires I had long suppressed.

With each swallow of Max's cum, I felt those desires intensify, the darkness inside me growing stronger as the warmth of his cum spread through my belly. And as the last drops trickled down my throat, I craved more–not just of Max, but of the power he wielded over me.

"Is this what you wanted, Lila?" Max asked, his voice dripping with cruel satisfaction as he finally released my head. "To be fucked by a real man?"

I couldn't answer him - not with words, at least. But as I looked down at the floor, my cheeks stained with tears and my body still trembling from the intensity of my orgasms, I knew I could never go back to the way things were before.

"Look at me," Max commanded, his cold, gray eyes locking onto mine. I couldn't escape the intensity of his gaze, and a shiver ran down my spine as I realized just how far I had fallen. This man, this overpowering force, had turned me into something unrecognizable–a slave to my lust.

"How much do you love your boyfriend now, slut?" he laughed, his words cutting through me like a knife. I could feel the hot sting of tears welling up in my eyes as I tried to choke back a sob. It was a question I couldn't answer, not with the shame and guilt that weighed heavily upon me.

"Please, no more..." I whispered, barely able to form the words. But Max only smirked, his cruel satisfaction evident as he zipped up his pants and prepared to leave me there, broken and alone.

"Make sure and give Harrington a big kiss for me!" he called over his shoulder, his laughter echoing through the luxurious loft. And as the door slammed shut behind him, I was left to confront the truth of what I had become.

It wasn't just the physical act that had betrayed Damien, but the way I had given myself over so completely to Max–the way I had reveled in the pleasure he brought me, even as it tore apart everything I thought I knew about myself. I wanted to believe that love would be enough to save me from this darkness, but deep down, I knew that the line between love and lust had been blurred beyond recognition.

"God, what have I done?" I whispered to myself, my voice trembling as I tried to make sense of the chaos that now surrounded me. But there was no comfort to be found in the shadows of the loft, only the lingering taste of Max's jizz and the cold, unforgiving truth of my betrayal.
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The last tremors of my orgasm drained from my body as I stumbled to the bathroom and checked my makeup. The swampy taste of Max was still on my tongue, but for all the tears and sweat produced by his powerful fucking, I looked remarkably good. No one could guess that I had just cheated on my boyfriend with the guy he hated.

Or that I had experienced the best sex of my life.

My legs were still weak as I stumbled back to the party. I found Damien chatting with Katie and Luke. The room seemed to blur around me, a cacophony of laughter and music fading into the background as I approached them. Katie's blue eyes met mine, her brow furrowed with concern, but I simply nodded to her–a silent plea not to ask questions.

"Hey, baby," slurred Damien, his words thick with alcohol. His eyes scanned me up and down, his pupils dilated with drink and, to my horror, lust. My pulse raced as I realized Damien wanted to have sex with me. The idea my boyfriend was only going to get sloppy seconds filled me with guilt tinged with fear. After all, my pussy felt like a fresh bruise from being so thoroughly fucked by Max.

Could I even have sex with Damien after that?

"Hi," I murmured, my voice barely audible above the hum of the party.

Before I could say anything else, Damien pulled me close. His hands gripped my waist tightly as his lips crashed against mine. The kiss was sloppy and wet, fueled by drunken lust. Clearly, Damien had taken my words to heart and enjoyed himself.

I wished I could do the same. But as Damien’s tongue explored the depths of my mouth, my breath hitched. Damian must be tasting the remnants of Max's cum on my tongue, and the thought sent my mind reeling. It was wrong, so very wrong, but instead of guilt or shame, I felt a shiver of lust tremble through my body.

"God, Lila," Damien murmured against my lips. "Seeing you walk back in here... I don't know what came over me."

I smiled and hugged him tightly, feeling the overdue guilt threatening to explode in my chest. I felt drunk, not on alcohol, but on sated lust. My multiple orgasms on Max’s cock seemed so unreal, yet my body could still feel the bruising pleasure, even as my mind tried to rebel against it.

I rested my head on Damien’s shoulder and, as if to drive the reality of my situation home, I saw Max. He was standing across the room, his eyes on me, a cruel smirk on his face. He raised a drink to me and I gasped.

“You OK?” Damien asked and turned his head towards Max.

“Yes!” I yelped and stopped Damien from turning, pulling him into another sloppy kiss. I shoved my tongue into his mouth, forcing whatever was left of Max’s cum down his throat.

It didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered was getting Damien out of the party and preventing him from seeing Max.

"I want you,” I breathed against his lips. “Let's go home."

"Really?" He pulled back to look at me, his eyes wide with surprise and desire. "I mean, yeah, let's go."

I led him away from the dance floor, casting one last furtive glance at Max. He was still smiling, as if he could tell what I was doing. My heart thumped in my chest and I felt his cold gray eyes on me long after we’d left the party.
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"GOD, LILA, YOU HAVE no idea how much I want you right now," Damien breathed as he stumbled into the bedroom. Once inside, he pulled me to him clumsily, a drunken rogue wanting to ravish his bride.

God! If he only knew who had ravished me...

I shook the traitorous thoughts from my head, deciding that, in his drunken state, Damien was in no mood to play the confident rogue. If I wanted him to wash away the memory of Max’s body, I would need to take control.

“You want me?” I chuckled, stepping back even as I pushed him down onto the bed. He landed in a drunken sprawl, his eyes looking up at me like an eager puppy. The look sent another knife of guilt in my heart. “Show me.”

My hands fumbled with the buttons of my blouse, my confidence slipping as my mind involuntarily compared Max's dangerous need against Damien's loving expectation. If Max were here, he would be ripping off my clothes and taking what he wanted. My heart raced as I undressed, revealing my body to Damien, but thinking of his bully.

"Hey, what happened there?"

Damien said, concern etching his features as he caught sight of a livid bruise on my hip. A memory of Max gripping my hips tightly as he pulled my ass backward, spearing me on his massive rod, flashed through my mind. I had been so focused on the pain of him stretching me wide open; I hadn’t registered the other marks of his lust he may have given me along the way.

"Ah, it's nothing," I lied smoothly. "I hit a doorknob in the bathroom because I was drunk."

Damien's eyes lingered on the bruise for a moment longer before he accepted my explanation with a nod. I closed the distance between us and kissed him fiercely, tasting the remnants of Max’s cum and the bitter tang of guilt on my tongue.

I tore at his clothes, growling theatrically as I stripped him bare. The more I focused on revealing Damien’s form, the more I remembered Max’s larger, thicker body. When I finally pulled his pants down over his hips, his cock sprang free, hard and dripping with lust. I had never thought of Damien's cock as small, but compared to the monster Max had shoved inside me, my boyfriend was a child. The comparison filled me with guilt, and I desperately sought to banish those sinful thoughts from my mind.

"Damien, please," I begged as I clung to him. "I need you! Now!"

"Of course, baby," he murmured, but instead of fucking me he kissed down my chest, his mouth gently nuzzling my breasts.

Desperation clawed at me, a wild and untamed beast that demanded satisfaction. I needed more from him if he was going to banish the memories of Max from my mind. I reached over his body and pulled a condom from the side table, suddenly realizing how absurd my actions were. I was making my boyfriend wear a condom even though his bully had fucked me raw only an hour earlier! It was just another example of how rooted in my mind I was with Damien versus the mindless lust I had experienced with Max.

I watched as Damien fumbled drunkenly with the condom, my frustration growing. My body burned with need, craving the intensity of pleasure that Max's rough fucking had provided. Unable to bear the wait any longer, I snatched the thin rubber from Damien's grasp and sheathed him myself, my hands trembling with a mixture of lust and fear.

"Fuck me," I begged him, my voice raw and hungry. "Please, Damien, I need you."

His eyes, clouded with alcohol and desire, met mine for a moment before he rolled me over and flopped on top of me, his hips humping desperately against my body. I moaned, not from pleasure but from the frustrating absence of it; I could barely feel Damien's cock inside me! The only sensation I felt was a dull ache in my pussy, a dismal echo of the harsh fucking it had endured under Max's huge cock.

The thought sent a shudder through me–did Max break me somehow?

My mind raced, seeking some semblance of control over my own traitorous desires. But even as Damien thrust into me, every movement merely reminded me of the powerful force that Max had been. I closed my eyes, trying to focus on the man who loved me, but the ghost of Max haunted my thoughts, taunting me with memories of our illicit encounter.

"Ugh... Lila..." Damien grunted, and I watched his face twist into a paroxysm of pleasure. How long had it been? One, maybe two minutes? The lack of reaction in my body only made my despair more intense as Damien’s body tensed, his hips humping desperately against my pelvis as he emptied his balls into the protective sheath of his condom. The disappointment settled heavily in my chest, a bitter chaser to the cocktail of guilt and desire that filled me.

"Damien," I whispered, my voice thick with desperation. "Go down on me, please. I need to feel your mouth on me."

Damien blinked a few times but, still caught up in his own bliss he complied eagerly. I closed my eyes as his tongue lapped at the wetness between my thighs. My mind filled once more with memories of Max's cock inside me. The sensation of my boyfriend's tongue lapping at the same hole that his tormentor had fucked only an hour earlier sent a shiver down my spine, a perverse thrill that mingled with my shame.

Max, you bastard! I thought, unable to banish his name from my mind even as Damien tried his best to bring me pleasure. The sensation of Damien's eager tongue bumping my swollen clit intensified as memories of Max's powerful thrusts invaded my thoughts. My body responded to the wicked combination of shame and lust.

"Damien... oh, God... yes," I moaned, my fingers tangling in Damien's sandy hair, guiding him to the perfect spot that would send me over the edge. He worked diligently, spurred on by my reactions, completely oblivious to the erotic storm that raged within me.

Max... oh, fuck, Max! Giving into my traitorous thoughts. I felt Max's rough hands on me, how he'd fucked me with such ferocity that it left me breathless. Sensing my impending climax, Damien sucked my throbbing clit into his mouth, sending electric pleasure coursing through me.

And even though it was Damien’s mouth on my throbbing center, it was Max’s words in my mind.

I'll make you forget all about that little bitch, Damien!

"Ah, fuck!" Max’s words echoed through my brain as I screamed, my entire body convulsing as a powerful orgasm tore through me. A torrent of ecstasy flooded from within, drenching Damien's face, my lust squirting onto his eager tongue. The intensity of the climax left me gasping for air, every nerve ending pulsating with the aftershocks of unparalleled pleasure.

"Wow, Lila, that was incredible," Damien said, flopping down next to me, a cocky smile plastered across his glistening face. "I've never seen you squirt before!"

"Y-yeah," I stammered, forcing a smile as my heart pounded in my chest.

Poor Damien, I thought. You really thought I came like that for you?

"Come here," Damien murmured, interrupting my ugly thoughts. He kissed me softly, tenderly–an act so different from the rough passion I'd experienced earlier with Max. I couldn't help but feel guilty. Thinking of my boyfriend's bully fucking me while he was eating me out felt like more of a betrayal than cheating on him.

As I lay beside Damien, a storm of emotions brewed inside me. The line between love and lust had blurred, threatening to tear apart my once perfect world. I clung to Damien–the one constant in my world. Suddenly, my phone pinged and I sat up, startled. Damien stirred in his sleep, but didn't wake up.

I reached over to the bedside table and picked up my phone. I had a message from an unrecognized number. I clicked on the message and an image appeared that made my heart freeze in my chest.

I reached up and touched my bare neck. It was only then that I realized the necklace was no longer there. Which made sense, because in my hand I was holding an picture of the same necklace dangling from a huge, rock hard cock. I swallowed as I followed the small chain from the diamond studded heart to the warm branch of flesh. I knew that cock. It was the same cock I had sucked. It was the same cock that had fucked me within an inch of my life.

I moaned, a pitiful bubbling sound in the back of my throat. Max had my necklace and I knew there was only one way to get it back.
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Istood before the worn, scarred door and hesitated before knocking. The old apartment building smelled slightly of mold and stale beer, a stark contrast to the luxury apartment where I lived with Damian. My heart pounded with a mix of anticipation and guilt as I raised my hand to knock, knowing even as my knuckles came down on the old wood that I shouldn’t be here.

The door opened, and I was face to face with the looming figure of Max. He was wearing a tank top which showed off his thick biceps and the granite muscles of his chest straining at the fabric. Despite the hatred I felt for him, the primal animal inside me screamed.

"About time," Max smirked and leaned against the doorframe. “I didn’t think you’d come.”

“I shouldn’t have,” I said. “Now, give me the necklace.”

I didn't know how Max had gotten my phone number, but it didn't matter.  Damien had been too drunk and turned on to notice it was missing, but that wasn't going to last forever. “Sure.” He stepped aside and gestured for me to enter. Come on in.”

I froze. Once I entered, I would be at his mercy. I should just leave, block his number, and enjoy the life I was building with Damien. Max noted my hesitation, his piercing gray eyes making me shiver.

"Or, I could just find Damien and give him the necklace," Max grinned.

A shiver of fear ran up my spine. I couldn't let him tell Damien! How would I explain that?

Finally, I stalked past him. I caught a whiff of Max's musky scent and it stirred up the deep ache he had left inside me.

"Nice place," I said sarcastically, trying to ignore the fire churning in my core. I glanced around the dingy room. It was nothing like the tastefully decorated penthouse Damien and I shared. But somehow, that made it even more appealing. Being trapped in a dingy apartment with Max, the man who tormented my boyfriend, called to the masochistic side of me.

"Thanks," he chuckled, shutting the door behind us. "It serves its purpose." The subtle innuendo hung thick in the air between us, a silent acknowledgement of the lust that pulled me to him like gravity.

"Max, puh... please," I stammered, my voice shaky and uncertain. "I need the necklace."

"Is that really why you're here?" he asked, his eyes boring into mine. "Because of the necklace?"

My breath caught in my throat at the question, the weight of it drowning out the pounding of my heart. I closed my eyes, trying to find solace in the darkness, but all I could see were the memories that had been haunting me all week: Max's strong hands gripping my hips, his lips bruising my skin, the raw power of his dominance driving me to the brink of ecstasy.

A bead of sweat trickled down my spine as I stared into Max's eyes, the intensity of his gaze trapping me like a deer caught in headlights. My body trembled with an uncontrollable need to touch him, but my mind screamed for me to leave and never look back.

"Yes," I said, my voice quivering with barely contained emotion. "I came here... to end this. Whatever it is between us."

"Is that so?" he replied, his lips curling into a wicked grin that sent shivers down my spine. He stepped closer, invading my personal space and making it impossible to ignore the heat radiating from his body. I could feel my resolve melting away under his predatory gaze.

I thought he might kiss me right there at the door. Instead, he reached down to a small bowl on a table by the door. He lifted something small and glittering in his hand, dangling the heart-shaped pendant in front of my eyes.

"Y-yes," I stammered, and reached out to grip the necklace only to have Max pull it away like a cat toy.  "Please, just give it to me!"

"I will, Lila," Max whispered, his voice low and seductive as he leaned in even closer, his breath hot against my ear. "Just tell me one thing. When you're in bed with Damien, do you think about me?"

I stopped, the question hanging heavy in the air, charged with lust. Max’s eyes bored into me as if searching out my deepest secrets. I remembered the feeling of my orgasm as Damien rooted between my legs, his efforts fine, but the memory of Damien pushing me over the edge.

Still, I couldn't admit it, not even to myself.

"Answer me.”

His tone was low and dangerous. My heart raced with fear and excitement as I struggled to find the courage to speak. But my lips remained sealed, unable to confess the truth that burned inside me.

"Interesting," he murmured, his smirk widening as he recognized my hesitation for what it was - a challenge. "Seems like you're not quite ready to let go, are you?"

My breath hitched as I struggled to maintain my composure, knowing that I was teetering on the edge of a precipice from which there would be no return. I could feel the heat of Max's body pressing against me, the intoxicating scent of his cologne filling my senses and making it impossible to think clearly.

"Max, please," I whispered, my voice barely audible as I fought against the desire that threatened to consume me. "Please..."

"Fine!" he shrugged. "Go, then."

Max’s smile was cold and cruel. My body throbbed with need, reaching out to him with my pulsing heat. But, Max didn’t move, his body relaxed as if he didn’t care.

“What do you want from me?" I whimpered.“

"The truth," Max growled and  gripped my shoulders. He turned me to face the door and pinned me to the scarred wood, reaching down and pulling my skirt over my ass.

"Max, please!" I mewled. “Just give me the necklace!”

Max leaned forward, pressing his hard body against me. He held up the necklace, dangling it in front of my nose.

“You mean this?” he hissed, his hot words burning my ear.

"Yes!"

"Ok," Max grunted and shoved his hard body against me, pinning me against the door. Then, to my horror, he put the cool chain around my neck and fastened it in place. "There, all better."

"Oh, God!" I moaned as Max lifted my skirt and slapped my ass hard. The blow stung, but as quickly as the pain flowed through my body, it was followed by the warmth of lust building between my legs. Fuck! I was dripping!

Max grunted happily, reading my body language, the hunter inside sensing my submission. He dropped behind me, his hard fingers digging into the fleshy globes of my ass. My protests died on my lips as he hooked his fingers around the waistband of my panties. He dragged them down over my round buttocks, his warm breath teasing my ass. It was as if he was trying to prove a point - that even on his knees; he was still the one in control.

My body couldn't help but tremble as his warm breath caressed the swollen lips of my exposed sex, sending shivers down my spine. His tongue danced across my sensitive folds, tasting me for the first time, exploring every inch with delicate precision. I gasped as he slid a finger inside me working in concert with his talented tongue flicking and teasing my clit in a way that made me ache for more.

He stopped licking long enough to dig his fingers into my hips, forcing me to turn with my back to the door. I looked down at his cold eyes and cruel smirk, moaning as he dove back into my sopping cunt.

The sensations were electrifying, his skilled mouth and tongue sending jolts of ecstasy pulsing through my entire body. My back curved against the door, my hips grinding rhythmically, desperate for more of his practiced touch. Every nerve in my body was on fire as I surged towards an overwhelming climax, my cries of pleasure becoming increasingly uninhibited with each passing moment.

"Tell me, Lila," Max murmured, slowing down his masterful licking. The edge of my orgasm slipped away from me. "When you're with Damien, do you think about my cock inside you?"

"Max..." I moaned, my mind reeling from the intensity of his touch. I tried to force my clit onto his tongue, but Ma refused to let me escape the question. Then, when I had collapsed against the door, his tongue lashed against my throbbing clit, driving me to the edge of release.

"Answer me," he demanded.

“I can’t... please!” I begged, but Max was merciless. He held back his tongue and fingers, keeping me close to the edge, but no matter how I mewled, he refused to give me release.

“Tell me the truth, Lila. Tell me you think about my cock when you’re with your loser boyfriend!”

It was so wrong, but the pressure of my lust, a lust that had been building to this moment was too much to resist. My mind reeled with guilt and lust, but lust won out.

"Yes! Yes! I think of you when I'm with Damien!"

My betrayal complete, Max dove forward and ravaged my clit and pussy with an unbridled hunger. His tongue and lips worked in perfect harmony to plunge me into a dizzying vortex of pleasure. My body trembled and shook with each wave of ecstasy that crashed over me, the guilt and shame only adding fuel to the fiery passion burning within me. I grasped onto his dark hair like a lifeline, pulling him closer as my body convulsed with uncontrollable lust.

Still trembling from the intensity of my orgasm, I collapsed onto the filthy floor of Max's apartment, tears streaming down my face as the shame and pleasure warred inside me. My chest heaved with each ragged breath, my heart pounding in my ears as I tried to come to terms with the magnitude of what I'd just done.

"Look at you," Max said, his voice dripping with contempt. "You think you came here to break things off, but this is what you really wanted, isn't it?"

Standing over me, he slowly unbuckled his belt, his eyes never leaving mine. As he drew his pants down, revealing his massive, throbbing cock, a gasp escaped my lips–he was so much larger than Damien, every vein pulsing with raw power. He stepped closer, his erection just inches from my face, and then slapped it against my cheek, leaving a trail of pre-cum across my skin.

"Admit it," he growled, holding himself out of reach as I instinctively leaned forward, trying to take him into my mouth. "You need a real man. Who is that? Tell me, Lila."

"You!" I cried, unable to resist the pull of his dominance any longer. "I need you, Max!"

"Good girl," he purred, rewarding me by sliding his cock between my lips. The taste of him filled my mouth, salty and intoxicating, as I wrapped my tongue around the head, desperate to please him. He grabbed the back of my head, guiding me as I took him deeper, inch by glorious inch.

"See how easy that was?" he taunted, his voice laced with triumph. "This is where you belong, on your knees, sucking my cock like the needy little slut you are."

His words sent a shudder of shame through me, igniting a dark, primal hunger that I'd never felt before. I wanted nothing more than to serve him, to worship his superior manhood and surrender myself completely. As I took him deeper, fighting the urge to gag as he filled my throat, I couldn't help but compare him to Damien–how small and weak my boyfriend seemed compared to Max's raw power and dominance.

"More, Lila. Now, move your tongue," Max instructed, pushing me to take even more of him into my eager mouth. Then, he groaned. "That's it, slut. You're learning fast!"

I moaned wetly around his cock, his lewd words fueling my hunger. His masculine musk surrounded me, drowning out all other thoughts and sensations as I focused solely on pleasing him, each bob of my head bringing me closer to the edge. The knowledge that I was betraying Damien only made me more desperate to give myself to Max, to let him claim me as his own.

"Take it all, Lila," Max commanded, his voice thick with lust. "Show me how much you love Damien now!"

Tears pricked my eyes, the shame too much to take. The only way to fight was to suffocate myself with his flesh, to let the throbbing length of his cock to burn everything else away.

I impaled my face on his flesh, swallowing him down until my lips met the base of his shaft. My eyes watered from the strain and the anguish. But the pain was irrelevant, a small price to pay for the chance to prove myself to this powerful, dominating man and for the thoughts of my boyfriend from my brain.

“Fuck!” Max groaned as he pulled his cock from my mouth. I coughed up drool and pre-cum, mewling through the bubbles as spit dripped off my chin. “That is so fucking hot!”

Max rolled his fat cock over my face, rubbing spit over my face until I felt like I was glazed. When he laid the pulsing belly of his cock on my lips, I gave it a bubbly kiss as if showing my appreciation for his superior manhood.

“I knew you wanted it,” he growled, slapping his meat wetly against my cheek. “You ever suck Damien’s cock like that?”

“No,” I moaned, and it was the truth. I had never let any man gag me with his cock or treat me like a slut. But for Max I was suddenly willing to debase myself and so much more.

“Good girl,” Max murmured, and I felt his words deep in my core. So degrading, but I wanted that degradation. I wanted to be his good girl for this powerful man, even if it meant he would keep giving me pleasure.

Max's powerful hand gripped my hair, and he pulled me to my feet, his eyes burning into mine with a lustful intensity that made my knees weak. He led me towards the dirty couch in his small apartment–a stark contrast to the luxury Damien and I shared. It was fitting, I thought, that this filthy, well-worn piece of furniture would be the scene of our sinful union.

"Get on your fucking knees," Max growled, forcing me down onto the dingy cushions. My necklace bumped lightly against my collarbone just like it had when Max first fucked me. I thought of Damien. Poor Damien, at home waiting for me while his bully swabbed the fat head of his cock against my quivering slit. The smell of sweat and sex hung heavy in the air, and I knew there was nothing else to do but give myself to this powerful, dominating man.

"Please, Max," I whined, my voice shaking with need. "I... I want you inside me."

"Say it," Max growled, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself behind me. "Tell me what you really want!"

"Fuck me," I moaned, desperate for the feel of him within me. Then, with a burst of inspiration, I cried, "Fuck me hard and make me forget Damien!"

"Oh, you are a dirty, little whore!" he purred, and then, without warning or ceremony, he thrust into me, filling me completely with his massive length. I cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure, the sensation of being stretched so wide by his cock both overwhelming and exhilarating.

"Look how easily I fill you up, Lila," Max taunted as he fucked me, his movements rough and animalistic. "You were made for a real man like me, not that pathetic excuse for a boyfriend."

His words were a knife, slicing through my defenses and shredding any remaining doubts. They ignited a fire within me, driving me to crave him even more. And as Max's body cock savaged the inner walls of my cunt, I surrendered to the raw intensity of his lust. Waves of mind-numbing pleasure crashed over me, obliterating any thoughts of my necklace, or Damien. My entire being was focused on my all-consuming need for Max. It was so wrong but, in that moment, nothing else mattered except for this undeniable connection between us.

"Max," I gasped, feeling the building pressure within me. "It’s... it’s so GOOD!"

"Tell me who's better, Lila," Max demanded, his grip on my hips tightening as he continued to fuck me with a ferocity that left me breathless. "Admit it. Admit that I'm the one you want more than anything else."

"Y-yes," I panted, my body trembling with anticipation. "You're better than Damien... I love your cock more than him."

"Good girl," Max growled, and those words stroked the pleasure centers of my brain even as his cock stoked the fires inside my core. With a final, brutal thrust, he forced me over the edge, my orgasm crashing through me like a tidal wave. The intensity was unlike anything I'd ever experienced–a perfect blend of pleasure and pain that left me gasping for breath.

I fell forward on the dirty couch, my face buried in the stained cushions as I convulsed in pleasure. I screamed, my cries incoherent as the blessed bliss forced all thoughts of Damien from my head. There was nothing left except for Max’s burning cock and the explosive euphoria of being fucked, body and soul, for the first time in my life.

As the white-hot bliss slowly faded away, I collapsed onto the couch, my body spent and my mind reeling. What had I done? How could I face Damien after this? But even as guilt threatened to consume me, it couldn’t compete with the throbbing ache of lust running through my body.

SLAP! The sharp pain of Max's hand hitting my ass jolted me back to the present. He pulled out of me, his cock still hard and throbbing with desire. "You thought that was it, didn't you?" he taunted, a wicked grin spreading across his handsome face.

"Max, please..." I whimpered, my body aching for more even as my mind screamed at me to stop. I knew what he wanted – for me to become his completely, in every way imaginable.

With a primal roar, Max grabbed my hair and pulled my head up, forcing me to look into his piercing gray eyes. "Open your mouth, Lila," he commanded. Obediently, I parted my lips, knowing he wanted the same pleasure he had given me. And, if humiliating me turned him on, who was I to fight it?

Max stroked himself rapidly, then growled, the sound touching that primal, submissive creature inside of me. In a white-hot blast, his jizz splashed across my face in thick, gooey ropes. He pulled back and aimed another slash of hot cum across my chest, aiming at that sparkling target my boyfriend had given me. The heart-shaped pendant.

It was so degrading, so shameful, but I no longer cared. Max deserved to mark me, and I deserved to be treated like a whore. The feeling only made my humiliation, and pleasure, more intense.

The warm, sticky fluid coated my flushed cheeks, splattering across my parted lips and trickling down my chin in a tantalizing dance. A mixture of my desire and shame mingled together in an intoxicating cocktail of emotions, leaving me dizzy and breathless. The heady scent of cum hung thick in the air, filling my senses and heightening every sensation. My body trembled with a mix of pleasure and guilt as Max’s jizz bubbled up from my nose and lips.

"Look at you," Max gripped my chin and lifted my face to look at him. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be mine?"

I nodded, my face flushed with a mix of pleasure and shame as I gazed up at him, blinking through the cum stinging my eyes. My body was still trembling from the intensity of his fucking, my heart pounding wildly in my chest.

"Max," I whispered, my voice barely audible amidst the tumult of my conflicting emotions. "Why are you doing this to me?"

"Because I can," he replied, his smirk returning as he wiped a dollop of cum from my cheek with his thumb. "And because you love it."

I couldn't deny the strange sense of satisfaction that coursed through me, knowing that I had fully embraced my darkest need and pleased my boyfriend's bully. A real man.

"Remember this moment, Lila," Max reached forward and lifted my necklace. I focused on the heart pendant and saw that it was now glazed with Max's slimy jizz. "Whenever you're with Damien, remember who fucking owns you."

As he released me and walked away, I slumped to the floor, my mind reeling with what I'd just done and the power Max now held over me. Despite the shame and guilt that threatened to consume me, I knew one thing for certain–I couldn't resist him.

And maybe, deep down inside, I didn't want to.
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Isat on the floor for a few minutes, the taste of Max’s cum lingering on my tongue. The streaks of jizz on my face thickened as I fumbled to gather my sodden panties. My heart hammered in my chest, the desperate rhythm echoing the deep throb of humiliation in my soul. I needed to get out of there, to run as far away from Max as I could.

"Wait, Lila," Max's voice broke through my desperation and I looked up to see him reenter the room, a warm, damp towel in his hands. The sight of his chiseled body, still glistening with sweat from our earlier activities, reminded me of the lewd betrayal I had indulged in so willingly.

"Max, I can't—" I began, but he silenced my protests with a gentle touch, pressing the warm towel to my flushed face. He wiped away the evidence of our lust–tears, sweat, and cum–with a tender touch that was completely at odds with his usual domineering manner.

"Look at me, Lila," he commanded softly, meeting my gaze with his stormy gray eyes. "You're so beautiful."

As if drawn by an irresistible force, our lips met, first with a hesitant gentleness that soon gave way to a fiery hunger. I moaned into his mouth, each passionate kiss igniting a heat deep within me.

Without a word, Max broke the kiss and stood up, his towering presence commanding my attention. His smile was gentle, devoid of the cruel smirks I expected from him. I tried to decipher his game, but as I gazed upon his glistening naked body and the slumbering snake of a cock between his legs, I found myself unable to resist. Anticipation coursed through me like wildfire, overriding any lingering doubts in my mind. As if entranced, I placed my hand in his.

"Come with me," he murmured, his voice low and seductive.

He led me into a dingy bathroom, the cracked tiles and stained walls doing nothing to diminish the electric tension between us. Max's touch remained gentle as he helped me undress, his fingers tracing every curve and crevice of my body, leaving a trail of shivers and desire in their wake.

"Let me look at you," he murmured, his gaze raking over my naked form. I couldn't help but feel a rush of desire as his eyes lingered on my breasts, my firm round bottom, and the damp curls between my thighs.

"Max, please..." The words spilled from my lips, my voice breathy and thick with need.

"Shh, beautiful Lila," he replied, his hands continuing their exploration, teasing my sensitive nipples into hard peaks and slipping lower still to explore the bruised folds of my sex. I moaned at the expert touch, my body trembling with anticipation.

"Does that feel good?" he asked, pressing two fingers deep inside me, causing me to gasp and arch my back.

"Y-yes!" I stammered, lost in the sensation of his touch.

"Good," Max grinned, his expression shifting ever so slightly, a hint of his darker side slipping through. "There's more where that came from."

"Wh-what do you want from me, Max?" I whispered, my thoughts a chaotic whirl of lust and confusion.

"Everything, Lila," he answered huskily. "I want every last inch of you."

Max's powerful fingers left my body, and I felt an emptiness that was both terrifying and thrilling. But before I could dwell on the feeling, he gently took hold of the delicate chain around my neck, and with a swift motion, removed the heart-shaped necklace that Damien had given me. The metal glinted softly in the dim light of the dingy bathroom as Max placed it in the back of the toilet. For the first time, I felt completely exposed, my skin a blank sheet of paper ready for Max to leave his mark.

"Max," I whispered, my voice barely audible, "what are you doing?"

"Shh," he replied, his eyes locked onto mine. "You're mine now, Lila." The words should have repulsed me, but they only stoked the fire burning within me.

Without breaking eye contact, Max reached over and turned on the shower. Steam soon filled the small room as the warm water cascaded over our bodies, beads of moisture running down the defined muscles of his chest, pooling at the waistband of his jeans.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his gaze traveling over every inch of my bare flesh. "So fucking beautiful."

"Wh-why are you doing this?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to make sense of the situation. "I... I shouldn't be here."

"Because you want me," Max replied with a wicked grin. "And because Damien can’t give you what you really need."

His hand moved to the soap dish, lifting a bar of soap and lathering it between his hands. The scent of lavender filled the air as he stepped closer, his body mere inches from mine. I watched, transfixed, as his soapy hands reached for me, tracing the contours of my breasts, my hips, my thighs. The gentle touch sent shivers racing through me, and I couldn't help but let out a soft moan.

"See?" he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. "You want this just as much as I do."

His words echoed in my mind, taunting me with their brutal honesty. As much as I wanted to deny it, I knew deep down that he was right – a part of me craved the raw passion and power Max exuded, even if it meant betraying Damien.

"Please," I whimpered, my body trembling with desire. "I need to get home. Damian—"

"Shh,” His words were soft, but they echoed through my being, igniting the insatiable desire that I had thought was satisfied by our earlier intimate encounter. Yet, the craving only grew stronger within me, unquenchable and relentless. “You did such a good job of taking care of me. Now, let me take care of you.”

With deliberate slowness, Max washed me, his strong fingers gliding across my flesh, leaving trails of slick bubbles in their wake. Each stroke of his hand against my body was like a brand, searing his mark deep into my very core. The soap slid over my breasts, Max's calloused fingertips expertly circling my nipples, coaxing them into hardened peaks that cried out for more. My breath hitched, and I could feel the wet heat growing between my thighs, an undeniable sign of my lust for this man who should have been a stranger, an enemy. "Damien doesn't deserve you," he murmured, his voice oddly soothing despite the low, dangerous tone. "He can't satisfy you. Not like I can." Guiding my hand to his own chest, Max encouraged me to feel the rippling muscles beneath his wet skin that spoke of a primal strength Damien could never possess. "I want to claim you, Lila, to own every inch of you, inside and out."

My mind screamed in protest, reminding me of my love for Damien, but my body betrayed me, yearning for the dominance Max offered. The mingling of fear and excitement pulsed through my veins, and that hunger in my belly grew until it was all I could feel. Gone was the timid girl who had once been content with gentle caresses and whispered sweet nothings; in her place stood a woman on the brink of surrender, drawn to the dark seductive power of her boyfriend’s bully.

"Max..." I moaned, the sound raw and needful as I arched my back, offering myself up to him like a willing sacrifice. The water cascaded down the lush curves of my breasts, its warmth a stark contrast to the chill that gripped my heart. I knew that by giving in to this temptation, I was crossing a line that could never be uncrossed, betraying not only Damien but also myself. And yet, in that moment, all I wanted was to drown in the depths of Max's lust, to feel his power and control washing over me like the hot spray of the water.

"Max," I breathed, my voice barely audible above the sound of the falling water. "I want... I need..."

"Show me, Lila," he murmured, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made me shiver. "Show me what you need!"

As if guided by an unseen force, my hand slid down between our bodies, reaching for the one thing that could quench the burning desire within me. I wrapped my fingers around Max's cock, lathering it with soap as my grip tightened. Each stroke of my hand made his girthy shaft throb, his hardness growing beneath my touch.

"Fuck, Lila," Max groaned, his breathing ragged and uneven. "You have no idea what you're doing to me."

His words ignited a fire inside me, giving me a taste of the power I held over him. For once, I was the one in control, the one dictating the course of our pleasure. And I reveled in it.

"Oh, God!" I moaned, my strokes becoming more deliberate and focused. "You’re so big!"

Max's eyes darkened with lust, and he gripped my hips tightly, pulling me closer to him. Our bodies pressed together, the heat between us palpable as the water continued to pour down on us.

“Bigger than Damien?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. Shame flared hot and hard in my chest, but I ignored it. “You are so much bigger!”

“Fuck! That is so hot!” Max growled. “Tell me more.”

“Oh, Jesus!” I whined, my hand pumping the lathered length of his cock, relishing the feel of his flesh in my hand, pulsating with obscene heat. “You are so big! And you fuck me better than Damien ever could.”

I’m sorry, Damian, I said to myself, the desire I felt far outweighing my guilt. It’s true.

My hand moved faster as I sensed Max’s growing need. The words were as much of a turn on as my hand, his mastery over Damien as important as his domination of my body. This was his kink, to be the alpha male and force me to give in despite my love for my boyfriend. It was so wrong, but Max’s lust was infectious, fanning the flames of my desire.

"Get on your knees, slut," Max’s gray eyes locked onto mine and the power I'd felt moments ago slipped away as he pulled back on my wet hair and inexorably guided me to the floor.

I sank down onto my knees, the cool tiles pressing into my skin as the warm water continued its steady flow. My gaze remained fixed on Max's throbbing cock, so close now that I could feel the heat radiating from it. My mouth watered at the anticipation of tasting him, feeling him fill me in a way Damien never could.

"Open your mouth, baby," Max instructed, a hint of urgency in his tone. “Show me how much you want me.”

Without hesitation, I parted my lips and took him inside, the warmth of his skin against my wet mouth igniting a fiery sensation. My tongue eagerly swirled around the tip of his cock, savoring the mixture of soap, water, and his salty pre-sum. As I bobbed my head, my lips formed a tight seal around him, taking him deeper and deeper with each stroke. I could feel the pulse of his heartbeat against my lips, his breaths becoming more ragged as my movements intensified. Every sense was heightened - the slickness of the water, the musky scent of his cock, and the taste of him on my tongue.

"Fuck, Lila," Max groaned, his hands tangling in my wet hair. "You're getting so good at sucking my cock."

His praise sent a thrill through me, igniting a newfound sense of confidence. My mouth was an instrument of pure pleasure, eagerly worshiping every inch of Max's cock with a renewed fervor. The sensations flooding my taste buds drove me wild: the tangy scent of soap lingering on his skin, the hot water cascading over us, and the distinct, salty taste of his cum all mingled together in a cocktail of lewd lust.

I couldn't get enough, my lips and tongue dancing along his length with a desperate hunger. I rolled the meaty length of him over my face as the steam from the shower enveloped us, adding to the heat of my adoration. My whole body quivered with desire as I gave myself completely to him, lost in the intoxicating act of making this bastard happy.

"Take it all, slut," he urged, his voice strained as I attempted to accommodate his girth. My jaw stretched wide, drool spilling from my lips as I choked myself on his flesh, eager to please him. Max's grip tightened in my hair, his hips thrusting forward in rhythm with my mouth. "Damien doesn't even know what a whore he has for a girlfriend, does he?" he growled. My cheeks burned with a mix of shame and pride, but I couldn't deny the intoxicating effect his words had on me.

Max tensed and I pulled his cock out of my mouth, stroking it hard and fast, waiting for the bath of hot cum I knew was waiting for me. Max let me stroke him, his body reaching the very edge of release, and I my need rose with him, an empathetic response to his lust intensified my hunger.

Just when I thought he was going to cum, Max howled and pulled his cock from my hands. He grinned down at me, his teeth gritted with desperation as I realized just how much strength it was taking to hold himself back.

“Nice try, Lila,” Max grunted and with each word, he slapped my face with his thick cock, bouncing it over my lips and nose, rolling it, wet and sticky, over my cheeks.

"Max," I gasped, my breath hitching in my throat as the thick heat of his manhood beat against my cheeks. It felt like a brand, marking me as his possession, and I moaned softly at the thought.

"Stand up," he commanded. His eyes were filled with a mixture of satisfaction and hunger, and I shuddered under the weight of his gaze. He pushed me over the side of the shower, my hands planted on the toilet seat, and I caught sight of my glazed necklace winking at me from the back of the toilet.

"This is my pussy now," he whispered, his voice dark and dangerous as he shoved his cock deep inside of me. The force of it stole my breath, leaving me gasping and clinging to the edge of the toilet for support. A twisted sense of surrender coursed through me as I realized that I'd crossed a line, one that could never be uncrossed.

How could I crave the touch of this man? What did that say about me?

"Please, Max," I whimpered, my voice barely audible above the roar of the water cascading down around us. I wasn't sure what I was begging for–an end to this torment, or for him to push me even further into the darkness.

"Tell me you want more," he demanded, his breath hot against my ear as he continued to pump his cock inside of me, each thrust a reminder of the power he held over me. I hesitated, my mind reeling with confusion, but my body betrayed me, quivering with need.

"More," I whimpered, the word slipping from my lips like a prayer. He chuckled darkly, and I knew I was well and truly lost, consumed by lust and teetering on the edge of oblivion.

Max's throbbing shaft plunged into me, tearing through my tight walls and igniting a fiery sensation that consumed my body. My mind reeled with the intensity as each thrust pushed me to the brink of madness, the excruciating pleasure melding with a fierce desire to consume him entirely. My greedy cunt clung to his pulsating flesh, determined to claim every inch of him in a frenzy of lust and need.

"Look at your necklace," Max commanded, forcing my head up with a rough hand gripping my hair. The glittering chain seemed to taunt me as it lay tangled in filth, a reminder of the betrayal I was committing. "Tell me, Lila, am I better than your boyfriend?"

His voice was laced with cruel amusement, but behind it was an undeniable hunger for my submission. As if to punctuate that need, he slammed even harder into me, his thick cock battering at my bruised core. I hesitated, torn between loyalty to Damien and the lust that threatened to consume me whole.

"Y-yes," I finally admitted, shame and desire warring within me. My confession spurred Max on, his hips slamming into me with renewed vigor and causing my breasts to bounce wildly with each brutal impact.

"Say it louder."

"YES!" I screamed, my voice echoing off the dingy bathroom tiles. The intense pressure building within me finally reached its peak, and I shattered, my orgasm ripping through me like wildfire. My entire body shook, and I felt my legs give way beneath me.

But Max caught me before I could fall, effortlessly lifting me up and cradling me in his arms. He carried me over to the sink, and I wrapped my trembling legs around his waist as he positioned himself at my entrance once more.

"Ready for more?" he murmured, his eyes dark and predatory.

"Please," I begged, my need for him was all-consuming. “More.”

He didn't hesitate, shoving his cock back inside me without warning. I gasped at the sudden invasion, my nails digging into his muscular shoulders. With each powerful thrust, he forced my back against the cool mirror, our eyes locked together in a fierce battle of wills.

"Who owns you, Lila?" Max growled, his voice thick with lust. I could feel the heat of his body pressed against mine, branding me as his.

"Y-you do!" I murmured, my resistance crumbling under the weight of my own desires.

"Never forget it," he warned before claiming my lips in a searing kiss that left me breathless and wanting more.

Panic surged through me as the reality of the moment hit home. Max's powerful body was pressed against mine, pinning me to the cold mirror, his raw cock buried deep inside me. I clawed at his back, my nails leaving red scratches on his skin, but he didn't seem to notice or care.

"Max, please," I sobbed between gasps for air, my voice thick with desperation. "You can't... you can't cum inside me!"

"Then tell me to stop," he growled, his eyes locked on mine, unyielding and intense. "Tell me to stop, Lila, and I'll never touch you again."

His words hung heavy in the air between us, like a dark cloud threatening to swallow me whole. My mind raced, a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. If he came inside me, there would be no coming back from this betrayal–not just to Damien, but to myself. And yet, here I was, wrapped around him like a vine, desperate for his power.

"Please," I whispered, unable to say anything more. My heart pounded in my chest, drowning out all coherent thought. All I could focus on was the feel of him inside me, poised to give me another world-shattering orgasm that threatened to consume me completely.

Max stared into my eyes, searching for something–some sign of resistance, some flicker of refusal. But none came. And as our bodies moved together, driven by a primal need that defied logic and reason, I knew I had made my choice.

"Fuck it," I breathed, surrendering to the storm raging within me. "Don't stop, Max! Cum inside me! I need it!"

Without hesitation, Max slammed into me with a ferocity that left me breathless. The force of his thrusts pushed me harder against the bathroom sink, the cold porcelain biting into the flesh of my thighs. Our eyes locked onto each other, his gaze burning into mine as if he could see straight into my soul. It was both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Take it all, Lila," he growled between gritted teeth, his forehead pressing against mine. His hands gripped my hips so tightly I knew there would be bruises later, but I didn't care. All I wanted was him–every inch of him–claiming me completely.

I felt my body tightening around him, my orgasm building like a tidal wave threatening to consume me. The sensation of Max's thick, unyielding cock pounding into me, filling me up, was more than I could bear. My mind refused to consider the consequences of our actions, only focused on the raw, primal pleasure coursing through me.

"Max...oh God, Max!" I cried out as the first powerful spasms of my climax rippled through me. Never had I experienced such an intense connection with someone during sex–not even Damien, the man I claimed to love.

"Fuck, Lila..." Max groaned in my ear, his own climax drawing near. I could feel his cock swelling inside me, growing even larger as it prepared to release its molten load. "You're mine now!"

"Yes, Max!" I panted, clinging to him as my body shook with ecstasy. "Please... make me yours!”

As if in response to my desperate plea, Max tensed, his powerful arms pulling me closer against his slick, sweat-covered body. With a guttural groan, he exploded inside me, filling me with his seed in a hot, pulsing torrent that seemed to go on forever.

The sensation of Max's cum flooding my womb was enough to send me over the edge once more, and we cried out in shared ecstasy. For the first time, I experienced coming together with a man–and it wasn't with Damien.

As our bodies slowly came down from the high of our climax, I knew that something had changed between us. I had willingly given myself to Max, betraying not only my boyfriend but also my sense of self. The question remained–could I ever find my way back?

Max was immune to my turmoil. His lust slaked, his cruel smirk returned to his lips. He reached over and plucked my sticky necklace from the back of the toilet, gripped my hand, and pushed the cold metal into my palm.

“Now you can go home to your boyfriend, Lila,” Max chuckled. “When you’re with that rich little bitch, remember who you really want.”

I stifled a sob, the guilt and shame rising like a gorge in the back of my throat. I wanted to deny it, to scream at him he was wrong, but I couldn't find the strength within me. At that moment, my body still ached for Max's touch, craving the sensation of his powerful hands exploring every inch of me. My soul yearned for the connection we shared, intense and primal, unlike anything I had ever experienced.

Max gave me that knowing smile, as if he could read every thought in my head. Without another word, he left me trembling on the counter, his cum bubbling out of my gaping pussy, a damning reminder of just how much I allowed him to take.
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The sun cast a warm glow over the dashboard as I slid into my car, a stark contrast to the chill I felt inside. My heart raced, the taste of lust lingering on my lips like the sweetest poison. I heard a buzzing and searched for my phone amidst the disheveled contents of my purse and, upon finding it, noticed the screen was filled with messages from Damien.

"Hey, Lila, are you okay?"

"Please call me when you get this."

"Getting worried now."

My chest tightened as guilt gnawed at my insides, and I realized again just how deeply I had betrayed him. Each message felt like an accusation, each word a reminder of my treachery. I hesitated, then dialed his number, trying to stifle the tremor in my voice.

"Damien? It's me," I said when he answered. "Sorry, my phone died while I was out shopping. Just got back to my car."

"Thank God, Lila," he said with relief. "I've been so worried about you. Are you alright?"

"Y-yeah, everything's fine," I lied, my voice catching as I remembered Max's hands gripping my hips, his body dominating mine. His cock pulsing out his hot seed into my defenseless pussy.

A shiver ran down my spine, a wicked thrill accompanying the memory.

"Alright, well, hurry home, okay?" Damien said. "I miss you."

"Okay," I murmured, feeling the weight of my deception grow heavier. "I'll see you soon."

[image: ]

THE MOMENT I WALKED through the front door, Damien enveloped me in a warm embrace. "I missed you!”

"Me too," I lied, my heart constricting as I Damien’s hands brushed down my body, touching the places his bully had already explored.

"I was so worried," Damien murmured against my lips, drawing me into a deep, passionate kiss. His gentle touch made my skin tingle, but it lacked the intensity that had set my entire being alight earlier. Despite this, I felt a yearning to please him, a need to assuage my guilt by giving him something I had once denied. “I need you.”

I felt a thrill of fear constrict my chest as Damien’s hands slid down to my ass, pulling me against him. I imagined rather than felt his cock pressing against my belly.

He wanted to have sex! Right now, after Max had so thoroughly fucked me not once, but twice and left his cum deep inside me. The idea of it was so wrong, but I didn't know what else to do as Damien pulled me towards the bedroom. After fucking his bully, it didn’t seem right to refuse him, but I didn’t even know if I could have sex with him after my pussy had been stretched and bruised by Max’s powerful body.

"Wait," I whispered, pulling away from him as we neared the bed. "Let me do something for you first." I sank to my knees before him, my eyes locked on his as I reached for the buttons of his pants.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his eyes pathetically eager. My God! How long had it been since I had put my mouth on his cock? I had never really enjoyed it until Max had shown me how good it felt to give a powerful man pleasure.

I tried to shake off the thought of Max as I unzipped Damien’s pants, but I couldn't help but think of how good it felt Max's huge cock had filled my mouth, the thickness stretching my lips and forcing me to gasp for air. Damien's cock was delicate in comparison, a fragile reminder of the gentle love he offered.

Wrapping my lips around him, I took Damien's length easily. He barely reached the back of my throat. The difference was stark, and I craved Max's brutal dominance even as I sought to please Damien.

"God, Lila," Damien moaned, his fingers tangling in my hair. "I've never -" He cut off with a sharp gasp as I swirled my tongue around his tip, using the things I had learned with Max to render my boyfriend speechless.

My mind raced with conflicting emotions as I worked Damien's cock, love battling lust, submission vying with the desire for control. I knew I was betraying him, but the exhilarating thrill of deception fueled my actions, driving me to take him deeper, faster, desperate to prove that I could be everything he wanted and more.

"Baby, I'm close," Damien warned, his breath hitching as my mouth moved over him.

"Do it, baby! Cum in my mouth!” I urged, then swallowed his cock again, trying to shove it down my throat. The times I had let Damien cum in my mouth could be counted on one hand, and my eager plea forced him over the edge. With one final, desperate groan, Damien jerked and his cock squirted out his lust onto my tongue.

The taste of Damien's cum coated my tongue, a thin and bitter flavor compared to the rich, syrupy jizz Max had filled my mouth and cunt with just hours before.

Damn! I thought. Even Max’s cum is better than Damien’s!

My emotions and desires clashed and surged within me as I gazed up at Damien, his eyes hazy with pleasure. The air was heavy with the musky scent of sex and sweat, adding to the intensity of the moment.

"God, Lila... that was... I'm sorry," he stammered, cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "I couldn't hold back."

"Shh," I said, wiping my mouth, my guilt threatening to overwhelm me. "It's okay." He was apologizing to me? If only he knew I had just fucked his bully. Twice. And let him cum inside of me, something I had never allowed Damien to do.

"Are you sure?" Damien asked, concern etched across his handsome face. "I didn't mean to be so quick."

"Really, it's fine," I lied, swallowing hard. A part of me wanted to confess everything, but the thought of losing Damien kept me silent. Instead, I forced a smile, trying to reassure him. "You were amazing."

Damien hesitated for a moment before pulling me into his arms, his body warm and comforting against mine. "Thank you," he whispered, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. "I love you, Lila."

"I love you too," I murmured, my voice cracking under the weight of my deceit. How could I betray someone who loved me so wholly and completely? And why did the memory of Max's rough hands, his dominating presence, still make my heart race?

As the conflicting emotions whirled inside me, I was dimly aware of Damien leading me to the bed. He laid me down, and finished undressing me. I moaned with a combination of guilt and lust as Damien gently nuzzled my breasts and worked his way down to my belly, unknowingly soothing the bruised places his bully had so thoroughly conquered.

As Damien's lips brushed against the inside of my thigh, I tensed, suddenly aware of the sticky remnants of my earlier encounter with Max. My heart stopped as I imagined Damien discovering the evidence of my betrayal.

"Wait," I whispered, placing a hand on his head to stop him. "You don't have to."

"Are you sure?" Damien asked, concern evident in his voice. "I just want to take care of you." The echo of Max's words sent a shiver down my spine, and for a moment, I felt torn between desire and guilt.

Despite my hesitation, I nodded, giving into the wicked temptation that now consumed me. As Damien lowered his head between my legs, I bit my lip, wondering if he could taste the remnants of another man's seed.

Can he taste Max's cum? I asked myself silently, The feeling of Max’s cock spurting out his load into me flickering through my mind. Is Damien eating his bully's sperm in an eager attempt to please me?

The thought was unexpectedly thrilling, sending jolts of arousal through my body. I moaned softly as Damien's tongue explored my sticky folds; the sensation magnified by the twisted knowledge of my infidelity.

I couldn't believe that I was enjoying this, that I was allowing my boyfriend to taste me while thinking of his bully coming inside. That even now Damien must be swallowing Max's cum intensified my betrayal, but the guilt only fueled the fire within me, making every lick and suck from Damien feel even more intense.

I arched my back and moaned as he found just the right spot, sending waves of pleasure throughout my body. My mind was spinning with conflicting emotions - love for Damien, lust for Max, and a deep sense of shame and betrayal.

But as I felt myself reaching the edge of ecstasy, I couldn't bring myself to stop or tell Damien what was really going through my mind. In that moment, all my self-control had vanished under the overwhelming need for pleasure.

And then it happened–the pressure building deep within me erupted, my body convulsing in a violent, squirting orgasm that drenched Damien's face in my juices the same way his bully had covered my face in cum just hours earlier. The thought touched off another, smaller orgasm and my hips bucked, thrusting my pubic bone into Damien’s face as I squirted another wave into his cheeks and chin.

"God, Lila!" Damien gasped, eyes wide and his face dripping. “I’ve never seen you come that hard before!

I knew the truth–it wasn't his touch alone that had brought me to the edge. It was the thought of him unknowingly sharing in Max's dominance, swallowing his rival's sperm as he sought to please me.

"Damien, I..." I panted, trying to catch my breath, unable to articulate the swirling emotions within me. Love, guilt, and lust tangled together, leaving me breathless and aching for more.

"Shh," he whispered, wiping my juices off with the back of his hand before pressing a tender kiss to my lips. "It's okay. I love you."

I tasted the intoxicating blend of Max's cum and my own juices as Damien pressed his lips to mine, his tongue darting into my mouth with a hunger that caught me by surprise. The sensation sent a shiver down my spine, the forbidden excitement of my secret betrayal making every touch feel electric.

"God, Lila," Damien breathed against my skin, his hands roaming up and down my body, exploring every curve and contour. "You're so amazing."

"Thank you," I whispered, my heart pounding in my chest as I reveled knowing that I had successfully deceived him. My lustful adventures with Max had brought me to places I never knew existed, and now I could bring those experiences back to the man who thought he owned my heart. It was exhilarating, empowering, and utterly addictive.

We lay there, our bodies tangled together, both seemingly content with the evening's events. But deep within me, I knew the truth–my heart was torn between love and lust, my body a battleground for dominance and submission.

But how long would it last? How long could I straddle the line between two worlds, giving myself to one man while craving the touch of another?

The thought gnawed at me, even as Damien's arms held me close, his gentle kisses promising a future that felt increasingly uncertain.
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