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Her New Girlfriend Wants Me



“I’m not going.”

Alex rolled his eyes so hard I could practically hear it from the driver’s seat. “You’ve been saying that for the past two weekends.”

I stared out the passenger window, arms crossed. The sun was dipping low behind the campus quad, casting everything in that warm, late-afternoon gold that made even the shittiest mood feel dramatic.

“I’m serious this time,” I muttered. “I’m not in the mood to pretend I’m fine around a bunch of people I barely know.”

“You don’t have to pretend anything. You just have to show up, drink a LaCroix you sober freak, and maybe talk to someone who isn’t me or your T.A.”

“Sounds exhausting.”

Alex snorted. “You know what’s exhausting? Watching you rot in our dorm like a Victorian widow because Brianna dumped you three months ago.”

“She didn’t just dump me,” I said flatly. “She dumped me, and then—within a week—posted a photo with some tall mystery chick wearing her hoodie.”

Alex shrugged. “Girls do that.”

“Yeah, but this one stuck. I knew Brianna was bi, but I never expected to get dumped for a chick. And now they’re, like, official. It wasn’t just some rebound.”

“Which is exactly why you need one.”

I turned to look at him. “Do you even know whose party this is?”

He grinned. “Luke’s place. That kid in my Comparative Lit class with the huge speakers and the tiny dog.”

I blinked. “That guy has a dog?”

“He posts about it constantly. Name’s Crouton.”

“Jesus Christ.”

Alex leaned back in his seat and gave me a sidelong glance. “Look, you don’t have to hook up with anyone. Just… be around people again. Get out of your head for a night.”

I sighed. “You always say that, and then twenty minutes in you vanish with some girl and I end up stuck talking to the one guy who wants to debate Kant over the snack table.”

“I won’t ditch you,” he said quickly, holding up a hand like he was swearing an oath. “I promise. I’ll stick around. Bros before… well. You know.”

I didn’t laugh, but I didn’t push him away either.

Truth was, I missed feeling normal. I missed having nights that weren’t just me scrolling through old messages and wondering if Brianna ever really loved me—or if she’d always been looking for something else. Something I couldn’t give her.

I picked at the sleeve of my hoodie, still not looking at him. “So who’s going to be there?”

Alex shrugged. “Usual crew. Some of Luke’s friends. Probably music majors, so you’ll feel smart by comparison.”

I smirked despite myself. “That’s mean.”

“It’s accurate,” he said. “You’ve got the GPA of a monk. You could coast through this semester and still get a research assistant spot. You just need to stop acting like one breakup erased your personality.”

“Maybe it did.”

Alex reached over and punched my shoulder—not hard, but enough to jolt me.

“Ow,” I muttered.

“Snap out of it. We’re going to this party. We’re going to sip non-alcoholic beverages like good little nerds. And you’re going to remember that the world didn’t end just because your ex moved on.”

I leaned my head back against the seat and closed my eyes.

Fine.

Just a party.

Just a few hours.

I could handle that.

Couldn’t I?
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I wasn’t even inside yet and I already regretted coming.

I could already hear the music thumping through the door. Laughter floated out through the windows. Soft, warm lighting spilled across the porch like a stage light. And there I was—alone, holding a can of sparkling water I didn’t even want, pretending I wasn’t counting how many people I might recognize.

A few months post-breakup and suddenly every gathering felt like a fucking performance review. Look who’s still single. Look who can’t hold a relationship. Look who got dumped for someone hotter. Gayer.

I stepped inside.

The house was gorgeous, of course. Hardwood floors, minimalist art, warm citrus-scented candles flickering beside bowls of chips that no one was touching. Solo cups sloshing their drinks and people toasting things I couldn’t hear. And in the middle of it all, dressed in her signature backless red top and gold hoops, was Brianna.

My ex.

She spotted me before I could turn back toward the door. Her grin was easy, casual. The same one that used to get me hard for no reason.

“Leo,” she said, gliding over and wrapping me in a hug. She still smelled like orange blossoms and mild condescension. “You came.”

I nodded. “Didn’t have an excuse not to.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You look good.”

“Yeah, well. Trying not to die on the inside.” I took a sip of my water to avoid saying something worse.

She tilted her head. “I want you to meet someone.”

Of course she did. And I already knew who it was. The trans woman she dumped me for. The last person on earth I wanted to meet.

Before I could say no, she turned and gestured to a woman standing just a few feet away. Tall. Stunning. The kind of stunning that stopped conversations. She had honey-brown skin, a long dark ponytail that fell over one shoulder like velvet rope, and full lips painted the softest mauve.

“This is Camila,” Brianna said. “Cam, this is Leo.”

Camila smiled like she already knew my name. “So this is the ex.”

Her voice was warm and cold at the same time, like espresso over ice.

My throat tightened. I nodded, polite but frozen. “Hey.”

She offered her hand. Long fingers. Black nail polish. Silver rings that caught the light. I took it. Her skin was cool and smooth. Her grip, firm.

“Nice to meet you, Leo,” she said. “Bri’s told me all about you.”

“Only the good parts,” Brianna added, winking. But of course, I didn’t believe her.

I forced a tight smile, trying not to notice the way Camila’s eyes didn’t leave mine. She had a look like she could undress you with it—and then judge what she found. Why was she staring at me like that anyway? She was dating my ex.

“We’re getting drinks,” Brianna said, glancing over her shoulder toward the kitchen. “Cam? Want anything?”

“I’m good.” Camila’s voice didn’t shift. Didn’t even flicker. She didn’t take her eyes off me.

Brianna left us alone. Something about her leaving felt off. Like she’d been planning to leave all along.

Camila stepped in closer, just a bit. “You look like you didn’t expect to see me here.”

I shook my head. “I didn’t expect to see either of you. I hoped I wouldn’t anyway. No offense.”

Her eyebrow arched. “None taken. So? What are your first impressions? I’m sure you hate me a good deal right now.”

I swallowed. I wanted to hate her. I really did. And I should’ve. I mean, my girlfriend didn’t just dump me, she dumped me for a trans woman. “First impressions? You’re tall and pretty intense.” She was also gorgeous, but I didn’t tell her that. Partly because I felt weird noticing it.

She grinned. “You forgot intimidating.”

“I’m not intimidated,” I lied.

She laughed, soft and low. “Relax. I’m not going to bite.” Her eyes flicked down my body, then back up to meet mine again. “Unless you want me to.”

My mouth went dry.

“I’ve seen you before,” I said, trying to recover. It was the truth, though she hadn’t seemed quite as breathtaking in her photos as she was in person. “Online. I think Brianna had pictures. Or maybe... I don’t know.”

Camila leaned one elbow against the wall. “She show you the one in the green dress?”

I blinked. “Yeah.”

“That was a good night.” She studied my reaction like she was cataloging it. “You’re nervous.”

I shifted on my feet. “I didn’t expect to be… this close.”

“Mm.” She tilted her head. “Is that a problem?”

“No,” I said too fast.

Camila smiled slowly, like she already knew everything I wasn’t saying. “So you’re the one she used to argue with about pegging.”

I nearly choked on my drink.

“Don’t worry,” she said, amused. “She said you were sweet. Just... repressed.”

My jaw clenched. “She sure talks a lot about me, doesn’t she? Maybe she’s still not over me.”

“She didn’t leave you because she was over you,” Camila agreed. “She just wanted more and you weren’t man enough to handle that.”

I didn’t know where to look. Why was she talking to me like that? Was she this rude to everyone?

She was too close, too confident, too beautiful in a way that made me feel like I was naked already. Every inch of her said: I dare you. Every breath felt like a challenge.

And across the room, Brianna was watching us.

She was leaning against the wall with a fresh cup of cranberry sparkling water and a knowing smile. Not jealous. Not concerned. Just… expectant.

She wasn’t stopping this. She was enjoying it. What was their game? To kick me while I was down?

Camila leaned in, so close I could feel the warmth of her breath by my ear.

“Tell me something,” she murmured. “Do you think it bothers her? Watching us talk like this?”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t know. Why would it? It’s not like we’re flirting. You’re a—” I stopped myself. I didn’t know what was considered offensive or not.

She arched her brow. “A trans woman? You can say it.”

“Exactly. And I’m not into chicks with dicks.” Fuck. Now I knew I’d been offensive. But she didn’t seem deterred. It only seemed to fuel her.

“Maybe watching us chat turns her on. What do you think?”

She let that settle. I didn’t move.

Then she added, almost offhandedly, “I think she likes seeing you squirm.”

I turned my head. Our faces were inches apart. Fuck, why was she this close to me?

Camila’s eyes were a shade too sharp to be soft, but I couldn’t look away. Her mouth quirked. She could see the heat in my face. The way I was already hard, even if I didn’t want to be. Why was I hard? I would never sleep with a trans woman. And Camila wasn’t single anyway.

She stepped back, slowly. “Come find me later.”

And just like that, she walked off, leaving me in a haze of confusion. What was that? Find her later? For what? She was taken, by my ex, and I already told her I’m not inter her. But then…why was my dick hard?

I stayed frozen in place, sparkling water warm in my hand, my skin prickling with something I didn’t want to admit to.

Brianna caught my eye from across the room again.

She raised her cup in a silent toast. I had a feeling coming to this party was a huge mistake.
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“You won’t believe what just happened,” I said, dropping down beside Alex on the low couch near the window.

He barely glanced at me. Some girl in a lilac dress had just laughed at something he said, and he wasn’t about to turn away from that. I waited, hoping he’d shift his attention my way, give me a window to dump what was burning a hole in my chest.

Nothing.

“She’s Brianna’s girlfriend,” I said, a little louder. “Camila. The tall one. You’ve seen her, right?”

Alex gave a vague nod, eyes still on Lilac Dress. “Yeah, she’s hot.”

“She cornered me.”

That got a flick of his eyes, but not much more. “Cool, man.”

Cool?

I stood, brushing invisible dust off my jeans. My skin itched with nervous energy. I didn’t even know what I needed—validation? Permission? A fucking cold shower?

I turned to scan the room, but my gaze zeroed in too fast.

Camila was standing near the hallway, laughing with someone I didn’t recognize. Her head was tilted back slightly, lips parted, the glossy curve of her mouth catching the light. Her hand rested casually on her hip, one knee bent, one heel kicked out just enough to make her ass pop.

And God, that ass.

It was round and high, hugged perfectly by her tight black pants. They weren’t leggings, exactly, more like a silky stretch material that made it impossible not to notice every dip and curve. My stomach twisted.

That ass was all I’d get, if I did something with her. There was only one hole I could take—besides her mouth of course. My brain knew that, and yet…

My eyes stayed locked on her for a second too long.

I imagined it. Not just the idea of bending her over, but the reality of what that meant. The heat of her body. The feel of her pushing back into me. Her voice over her shoulder, smug and low, telling me to go deeper. I clenched my jaw.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

I turned and headed into the kitchen.

The short distance gave me a moment to collect myself. I grabbed a cold can and popped the tab, taking a long sip. My reflection stared back at me in the microwave door—tense jaw, flushed cheeks, eyes too wide.

Maybe I could avoid her the rest of the night. Maybe I should leave altogether. I was trying to make up my mind when steps sounded out behind me.

Then I felt her.

Not a touch but a presence. She came in through the back hallway, quiet, confident. I didn’t need to turn around to know it was her. Something in the air changed, like static before a storm.

I kept my eyes on my drink.

“Didn’t take you for the shy type,” she said, stepping beside me at the kitchen counter.

“I’m not shy.”

Camila smiled. “Then why do you keep looking at me like you’re not supposed to?”

My throat tightened. “I wasn’t—”

“Oh, come on.” She leaned in, her perfume curling around me like smoke. “You keep staring, then looking away. Staring again. Like you’re afraid you’ll get caught.”

“I’m not.”

“Sure.” Her voice dropped an octave, velvet and heat. “Then look me in the eye, Leo.”

I did.

Bad idea.

Her gaze pinned me where I stood. Dark lashes, golden-brown irises, and a hint of something cruel behind that knowing smile. Not cruel like malicious—cruel like she enjoyed watching me squirm.

“I didn’t mean anything,” I said. My voice came out too soft, too guilty.

She reached out and casually brushed her fingertips down my forearm, like she was smoothing out my skin or lighting it on fire. “You keep saying that. But your eyes keep telling me different.”

I couldn’t breathe.

She leaned in closer, just enough that her lips nearly grazed my ear. “Tell me, Leo,” she whispered, “have you ever imagined what it’s like?”

“What?”

“Getting fucked by a girl like me. Letting someone else take control. Letting someone push past all that posturing and just… use you.” She pulled back slowly, dragging her fingers away from my arm. “No?”

“I don’t—” My mouth was dry. “That’s not—” Fuck. I had imagined fucking her, sure, but this? Letting her fuck me? That hadn’t even crossed my mind. And yet…the idea made me harder than anything else had in my life.

But not only was she trans, she was my ex’s new girlfriend. She was off limits in so many ways it made my head spin.

“Not your thing?” she asked sweetly. “Or not what you’re supposed to want?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but her hand trailed up my chest, just briefly, as she stepped even closer. Her body nearly touched mine, the press of her breasts brushing my shirt, her lips just a breath away again.

“You’re hard,” she murmured.

I flinched. “No, I’m not.”

Camila gave a soft laugh. “Don’t lie. It’s cute, though. You keep trying to convince yourself this isn’t happening. Like your body’s not already giving you away.”

I felt fevered. My ears burned. I took another sip of cider just to keep my hands busy.

She watched me over the rim of my cup. Her eyes dropped to my lips. “I’d love to put those lips to use.”

“I—what?”

She didn’t answer. Just smiled.

The kitchen was too quiet. Or maybe everything else had faded away. I couldn’t hear the music anymore, couldn’t remember what I’d even come in here for. I just knew I couldn’t move, because she hadn’t let me yet.

Then I heard the unmistakable click of heels on tile.

I turned and saw Brianna walking in. Her curls were pinned back now, her lips glossy, and she looked radiant. Relaxed. And smiling.

Not surprised. Not even annoyed.

She looked at Camila. Then at me. Her eyes dipped to where Camila’s fingers still grazed my wrist.

My stomach dropped.

But Brianna just sipped from her cup and said, “You two okay in here?”

Camila didn’t move away. She just tilted her head and said, “We’re great.”

Brianna’s smile twitched, like she was trying to hold back something far more amused than concerned. “Good.”

I couldn’t take it. I mumbled something—I didn’t even know what—and slipped past them both, the cider still clutched in my hand.

My heart pounded as I pushed out into the hallway, then the living room, but it didn’t help.

I wasn’t sure what I was running from—Camila’s touch, Brianna’s smile, or the part of me that wanted more.

Maybe all three.

I told myself I just needed air.

Not outside—there were too many smokers out there, too many chances to get cornered by someone I didn’t want to talk to. I didn’t want conversation. I didn’t want music. I didn’t want the looks. The kitchen had been a mistake. That whole moment with Camila was a mistake. Or at least, I needed it to feel like one.

The hallway upstairs was quieter. The hum of conversation below turned into a distant blur behind the thump of my own pulse. I found a guest room. The door was cracked, lights were dimmed. A spare bed was made up neatly with someone’s overnight bag in the corner and soft light pooling through gauzy curtains. It smelled like clean like fresh laundry.

I stepped inside and closed the door gently behind me.

Just a break. A few minutes. I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the floor, trying to slow my breathing. My drink was still in my hand, condensation dampening my palm.

Camila’s voice was still in my ear. The heat of her body. That look in Brianna’s eyes. She wasn’t mad. She wasn’t even surprised. She wanted it. Them, me—whatever this was becoming. I had a suspicion that this was somehow Brianna’s way to push me into the things I never agreed to in our relationship. By showing me how much I really wanted them.

But I didn’t, or so I told myself. Just like I didn’t want them then. But fuck, since our breakup, I was horny all the time. Maybe that’s all this was. I was ready to fuck anyone.

I rubbed my eyes with one hand and tried not to think about the way Camila smelled, or the way her fingers had brushed my wrist. I tried not to remember how my cock had twitched when she leaned in close. That wasn’t supposed to happen. I wasn’t supposed to like it.

The doorknob clicked behind me.

I turned just in time to see Camila slip in and close the door behind her. She didn’t knock. Didn’t ask. She just entered like she belonged there.

Then she closed it.

My stomach dropped.

“What are you doing?” I asked, rising halfway to my feet.

She didn’t answer. She just shut the door with a soft click, then leaned back against it, her arms folded across her chest. She looked... amused.

I stood fully, heart hammering. “Camila. Seriously.”

Her head tilted. “Seriously what?”

“I—I just needed a minute. I’m not trying to do anything. I’m not—”

She pushed off the door and walked toward me.

I backed up a step.

“You’re not what?” she asked. “Interested? Turned on? Staring at my mouth every time I talk?”

“I didn’t—”

“Leo.” Her voice softened, but it didn’t lose any power. “Sit down.”

I didn’t move.

Camila took another step forward, then reached out and pressed two fingers to my chest. Not hard, not aggressive. But firm.

“Sit,” she said again.

I sat.

The bed creaked softly under my weight. She stayed standing, close enough that I had to tilt my head to look up at her.

“You’re shaking,” she said.

“I’m not.”

She reached down and took my hand. My fingers twitched in hers. She brought it to her chest, over her sternum. Her skin was warm. Steady. She kept her eyes on mine.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” she said.

“Then why are you here?”

Camila smiled slowly. “Because Brianna told me you needed this.”

My stomach flipped. “What does that mean?”

She let go of my hand and began to unfasten her earrings, setting them gently on the dresser beside her.

“She said you never did anything kinky. That you were too wrapped up in control to enjoy yourself. That you spent half your time trying to possess her without satisfying her needs. She needed more and she thinks you need more too. You’re just afraid to admit it.”

“That’s not—”

“She said you used to joke about trying new things,” Camila continued, “but the second anything got real, you’d shut down. That your curiosity scared you.”

I swallowed, hard. My jaw locked.

“She said,” Camila added, stepping between my knees now, “that you need someone who doesn’t scare easy.”

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t think. The smell of her perfume was already in my head again—amber and spice, something bold and warm.

“Brianna—she told you all that?”

Camila nodded. “And she said something else.”

“What?”

“She said I could do what I wanted with you.” Camila smiled again. “If I thought you could handle it.”

I stared at her. “She said that?”

“Word for word.”

I looked away, but she reached down and gently turned my chin back toward her.

“You don’t have to say anything. I already know you want it. I’ve seen this before.”

I tried to laugh. It came out cracked and dry. “Seen what?”

Camila’s hand slid down, fingertips brushing the inside of my thigh. “That look. Right there.”

She pushed my legs apart, just slightly, and stepped between them fully. I could feel her body heat now, the soft tension of her thighs against my knees. She leaned forward and braced her hands on either side of me, trapping me on the edge of the bed without ever actually holding me down.

“You’re terrified,” she whispered. “And so fucking hard it’s painful, isn’t it?”

I didn’t answer.

She tilted her head. “Do you want me to stop?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it. I should have said yes. I should’ve stood up and walked out. But my cock throbbed inside my jeans, and I could feel my pulse in my throat.

Camila leaned in, her lips barely brushing the shell of my ear.

“That’s what I thought.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, my fists clenching the edge of the comforter beneath me.

She didn’t touch me again. Not yet. She just stood there, close enough to keep my whole body buzzing, like her presence alone was enough to pin me down.

“You’ve been staring at me all night,” she said, “but you still can’t admit what you want.”

“I don’t want—”

“Me?” she asked, cutting me off. “Or the part of me you’re not supposed to?”

I opened my eyes. Her gaze was molten, burning right through me.

Camila reached down and trailed her fingers along my belt. She didn’t unfasten it. Just let her knuckles graze my hardness.

“I could make you come without even taking your clothes off,” she whispered.

My cock twitched against the inside of my zipper.

“You don’t even know what it would feel like,” she said, so quiet it was almost cruel. “Letting go. Letting me take over.”

I was panting now. Embarrassed by it. Ashamed of the heat rolling through my body, of the way my hips betrayed me, shifting toward her without permission.

She smirked.

Then she stepped back.

The sudden distance made me dizzy.

Camila walked to the mirror above the dresser and ran her fingers through her hair, smoothing it back. She adjusted her top and glanced at her reflection, then looked at me through the glass.

“You’ve got ten seconds to leave,” she said. “Or I do what I want.”

I didn’t move.

Not because I didn’t want to.

Because I didn’t know what I wanted anymore.

Camila turned around slowly. Her eyes dragged over me—my red face, my parted lips, my cock straining against my pants.

She smiled.

“Then I guess we’re done waiting.”
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I didn’t move. Couldn’t move.

Camila stood in front of me like she was daring me to speak. Her arms were loose at her sides now, but everything about her posture said power. She hadn’t laid a hand on me since she stepped away from the bed, but somehow I felt more exposed than ever.

“You’ve got a lot going on in that head,” she said softly. “I can practically hear the panic.”

I shifted on the mattress. “This isn’t—”

She cut me off with a single raised finger. “Don’t waste your breath with lies.”

“I’m not lying.”

She took a slow step forward. “Then stand up and prove it.”

My legs felt like rubber. Still, I stood. Not out of defiance, but something closer to instinct.

She circled me slowly, her fingertips trailing just short of touching, hovering near my elbow, brushing the back of my neck, making my skin prickle.

“Straight men don’t look at me like that,” she whispered behind me. “They don’t twitch every time I breathe too close.”

I turned to face her. “It’s not—"

“Don’t pretend you’re not interested. You’re hard.” Her eyes dropped to the front of my jeans. “Again.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

She stepped closer until the toe of her boot nudged mine. Her scent—something dark and expensive—swam into my brain again.

“You’re thinking too hard. Trying to sort the math out in your head. ‘I like girls. She’s a girl. But she has a cock, so does that make me—’ What?” She tilted her head. “Gay? Bi? Dirty?”

“I don’t know what this is,” I admitted.

“It’s your body telling the truth while your mouth keeps lying.” She pressed one manicured finger to the bulge in my jeans. “You want me to stop?”

“I don’t know.”

“Wrong answer.”

She stepped back, pointing to the bed. “Sit.”

I obeyed without hesitation. The part of me that was supposed to walk away had gone quiet.

“Take off your pants.”

My throat went dry. “Camila—”

She crossed her arms. “You heard me. I said: take. Off. Your pants.”

I reached for my belt.

Every motion felt like a test. Like my hands weren’t mine anymore. I unbuckled slowly, lowering my zipper, trying not to notice how loud it sounded in the quiet room. My jeans slipped down over my hips, pooling around my ankles.

Camila didn’t smile. She just watched.

“Boxers too.”

My face flushed hot. “Why?”

“So you stop pretending this isn’t happening.”

I hesitated.

“Or,” she added, “I could take a picture. Send it to Brianna. Let her see how much her ‘straight’ ex likes showing off for me.”

My stomach dropped. “Please don’t.”

Camila’s smile finally returned, slow and satisfied. “Say it again.”

“Please. Don’t tell anyone.”

She walked over and cupped my chin in her hand. Her grip was gentle but firm.

“Good boy.”

The words hit me like a jolt. My cock throbbed against the front of my boxers.

She stepped back and nodded once.

I pulled my underwear down.

The cool air hit my skin and my cock sprang free, already stiff. Already betraying me.

Camila let her gaze drag over me like she was appraising something she’d already bought.

“You’re leaking,” she said, voice soft and cruel. “You don’t even need me to touch you, do you? Just a little voice and some pressure and you’re ready to come all over yourself.”

I burned with humiliation.

She walked closer and knelt in front of me, fully clothed. Her top clung to her curves. Her leather pants shimmered under the low lamp light.

“I’m not even naked,” she said, brushing the back of her hand along my thigh, “and you look like you’re ready to explode.”

Her fingers grazed the underside of my cock.

I groaned.

“Sensitive,” she said, like a diagnosis. “No wonder Brianna left you frustrated.”

I flinched.

“She told me everything,” Camila murmured. “Said you never finished inside her. Said you couldn’t look her in the eye when she brought up toys. Said you’d rather jerk off in the shower than let her see what you really liked.”

My breath hitched. “That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?”

She licked her thumb, then circled the head of my cock with it. I gasped.

“You like it a little rough, don’t you? A little mean?”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

Her fingers wrapped around me. Not tightly. Just enough to tease. She stroked me slow, lazy, like she was playing with a new toy.

“You ever have a girl do this before?” she asked. “Talk down to you while she jerks you off?”

My mouth opened. Closed.

“I didn’t think so.”

I could feel the heat coiling low in my belly already. My thighs trembled. She kept her strokes light, her pace maddening.

“You want to come for me?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

She stopped.

I whimpered before I could catch it.

Camila looked up at me with mock sympathy. “Poor baby. Can’t even keep it together.”

I started to lean forward, desperate for more, but then—

The door opened. I froze.

Brianna stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. Camila didn’t move.

My stomach twisted into knots. I fumbled for my jeans, but Camila caught my wrist and held it still.

“Stay,” she said.

I looked at Brianna. She didn’t look shocked. She didn’t look angry. She smiled.

“Don’t stop on my account,” she said, crossing the room and settling into the chair against the far wall, legs crossed, hands folded in her lap like she was watching a show she’d seen before.

“Bri—” I started, but my voice cracked.

Camila turned to look over her shoulder. “He was just about to beg.”

Brianna nodded. “I figured. He’s always such a slow burn.”

Camila looked back at me. “Well?”

My throat tightened. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think.

But my cock throbbed, still painfully hard, still glistening from her touch.

“Please,” I said. “Please don’t stop.”

Camila smiled. “Please what?”

I wanted the bed to swallow me whole. But Brianna was watching. Camila’s grip was still light on my shaft. My body was humming.

“Please… make me come,” I whispered.

Camila leaned forward and kissed the inside of my thigh.

“Good boy.”

She started stroking again, this time firmer. The shame, the heat, the humiliation—it all blurred into one dizzying need.

I didn’t look at Brianna.

I couldn’t.

But I could feel her eyes on me.

And maybe, in some fucked-up corner of my mind, I wanted her to watch. Wanted her to see me lose control. See what Camila could do to me.

Camila’s strokes got faster. Her voice got softer.

“You’re going to come for me. You’re going to do it while your ex watches. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

My hips lifted off the bed.

My stomach clenched.

I came hard, thick and fast, spilling over Camila’s hand, my thighs shaking, breath catching in my throat. I moaned—humiliated, overwhelmed, ruined.

Camila milked me through it, her hand slow now, drawing every drop from me.

When it was over, she stood and wiped her hand on a tissue from the nightstand.

Then she looked at Brianna.

“He’s a mess.”

Brianna laughed softly. “Told you he’d be fun.”

My cock was still twitching, even after I came. Even after Camila wiped me down like she was finishing a job. Even after Brianna uncrossed her legs in that chair by the wall and gave me the kind of smile I wasn’t sure I’d ever forget.

I felt raw. Flushed and exposed, half-naked with my jeans still bunched around my ankles. My chest rose and fell in shallow, unsteady breaths. I should have gotten up. I should have pulled my pants back on, wiped the sweat from my temples, and left.

But Camila didn’t tell me I could.

She turned to Brianna instead, like I wasn’t even in the room.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Brianna tilted her head thoughtfully. “Definitely than I expected, but he’s always been messy on the inside as well. He never knows what he wants, or he never lets himself have it anyway.”

My heart raced. How could Brianna suggest I ever wanted any of this? But even as I questioned it, a small part of me knew better. A small part of me knew I was more attracted to Camila than I ever wanted to admit. Her body didn’t bother me, I only believed that it should.

But something told me that after tonight, I wouldn’t be able to deny it any longer.

Camila stepped toward the center of the room. She looked calm. In control. Her clothes were still perfectly in place—tight black top, second-skin leather pants, glossy lips untouched. My cum had dried against my stomach and thighs, and she looked like she hadn’t broken a sweat.

“I think he likes being told what to do,” Camila said, walking a slow circle around me. “That’s why he used to argue with you so much. He wanted you to push harder.”

Brianna let out a soft laugh. “He never wanted a girlfriend. He wanted an owner.”

“That what you wanted, Leo?” Camila asked. She didn’t even look at me. She stood by the dresser now, removing her shoes. “Someone to tell you what you are allowed to want?”

I shook my head. But my hands were clenching the sheets.

“Stand up,” she said.

I stood.

Camila turned toward me slowly, then looked to Brianna. “You’re going to love this.”

She walked over to me, close enough that I felt her breath on my cheek. Then she stepped back just enough to give me a view.

“Touch yourself.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said. “Stroke your cock for us.”

“I—I just came—”

“I didn’t ask if you were ready.” She leaned in close, her voice sharp. “I said touch yourself.”

Brianna crossed her legs the other way, settling in like she was watching her favorite movie.

I glanced at her, then back at Camila.

My hand trembled as I reached for my cock.

It wasn’t even fully hard yet. But it twitched as my fingers wrapped around it again. Still sensitive, still slick with leftover cum. I started to stroke it slowly, shame rising in my chest like a tide I couldn’t stop.

Camila began to strip.

First, she peeled off her shirt—slowly, teasingly—revealing a black lace bra underneath that barely contained the soft weight of her breasts. Her skin was smooth, her shoulders gleaming under the soft light of the room.

“Brianna told me how you used to fantasize,” she said, letting the shirt fall to the floor. “About being watched. About getting caught. About begging.”

I shook my head, but my cock was thickening in my grip.

“She said you had a thing for being embarrassed. You’d say no to everything in bed, but jerk off later to the same things you refused to do with her.”

“That’s not—”

“She said you used to come to the idea of her fucking someone else. That you’d make jokes about her taking charge, but you always got weird when she actually tried.”

I moaned, involuntarily. My fingers were slick with pre-cum.

Camila unbuttoned her pants.

She slid them down slowly, one inch at a time, revealing a matching lace thong that barely hid the thick outline beneath. Her cock was already half-hard, stretching against the fabric, unmistakably present.

“You ever jerk off thinking about what it would be like?” she asked. “To get on your knees? To taste someone like me?”

I looked away. I couldn’t admit it. Not with Brianna watching. Not with Camila standing over me, cock swelling in black lace like a weapon.

But my hips rocked forward. I couldn’t help it.

Brianna chuckled. “He’s leaking again.”

Camila stepped out of her pants and stood there in her heels, her bra, and that bulge.

“On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request.

I sank down, heartbeat thundering in my chest. My cock throbbed between my legs. My face burned hotter than it ever had.

Camila stepped forward and slowly hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong. She pulled it down over her thighs, then let it fall to the floor, revealing herself fully.

Her cock was beautiful—long, thick, flushed and heavy, the head already glistening.

She gripped the base lightly, guiding it toward my lips.

“You’ve never done this before, have you?”

I shook my head. “No.”

Brianna shifted in her seat, voice lazy. “He’s always been scared of what he wanted.”

Camila cupped my chin. Her cock brushed against my cheek, hot and soft and commanding.

“Open.”

I did.

The tip slid past my lips, just barely. I could taste her. Warm, salty. My tongue fluttered nervously.

She didn’t thrust. She just let it rest there, the weight of it sitting on my tongue.

“Look up.”

I looked.

She smiled. “Good boy.”

I moaned against her.

Brianna spoke from behind me. “Told you he’d suck cock like a natural.”

Camila chuckled and slid a little deeper.

My lips stretched around her shaft. My jaw ached. My mind scrambled to keep up with what I was doing—what I was letting happen.

She fucked my mouth slowly, holding my head in place with one hand, the other resting casually on her hip. Every inch she gave me felt like a test. My throat tightened. My spit dripped down my chin.

And through it all, Brianna watched.

Her voice was soft now. “You’re not the man I thought you were.”

I moaned again, cock leaking onto the hardwood floor. I wanted to argue. I wanted to say I was still him—that this didn’t mean anything. But Camila's cock was in my mouth. Her fingers were tangled in my hair. I was kneeling between her thighs, and everything inside me screamed yes.

Camila pulled out slowly, wet and gleaming.

“You’re not in control,” she said, stroking herself once over my face. “You never were.”

And I believed her.

My jaw ached. My throat was raw. I could still taste her—salt, heat, and something that had absolutely no business making me hard again.

I sat back on my heels, panting. My chest heaved with every breath. My cock was already rising again, despite the fact that I’d just come not even ten minutes ago. I didn’t understand it—how I could still want, still ache, still tremble beneath their gaze.

Camila stood over me, her cock slick, heavy, gleaming. She didn’t touch me again. Not yet. She just watched me squirm.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Your mouth is red. Your thighs are soaked. You’ve been on your knees for how long now? And you still haven’t had what you really want.”

I swallowed. My legs shook.

Brianna was still in the chair by the wall. She hadn’t moved. Just kept her legs crossed and her chin resting in her palm, her eyes trailing up and down my body like I was something she used to own. Maybe still did.

“Tell me what you want,” Camila said.

I looked at the floor.

She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t have to. “Leo.”

I looked up. Her eyes were locked on mine, hard and steady.

“I want... I don’t know,” I said.

She stepped forward. Her cock bobbed in front of me, heavy and full. “Wrong answer.”

“I—I want you.”

“That’s not enough. Be specific.”

“I want your cock.”

She tilted her head. “Where?”

I flushed, heat surging through my face. “Inside me.”

“Louder.”

I hesitated.

“Say it,” she said. “Or you don’t get it.”

I felt every part of myself twist. It wasn’t just lust anymore. It was surrender. It was something deeper, messier, uglier. It was the realization that I hadn’t been in control of anything—not when Camila kissed me, not when Brianna brought her over, and certainly not now.

I looked straight at Brianna.

And I said it.

“I want Camila to fuck me.”

Brianna smiled.

“Where?” Camila asked again, voice low.

I closed my eyes. “In my ass.”

“Say it while you look at her.”

My gaze snapped back to Brianna. My stomach churned with humiliation, but my cock was impossibly hard. It pulsed against my thigh, desperate and aching.

“Please,” I whispered. “I want her to fuck me in the ass.”

Brianna’s eyes lit up. She didn’t say anything. She just smiled.

Camila walked behind me and leaned in close, her hands gripping my hips.

“Then bend over,” she said, breath warm against my neck. “Now.”

I moved without thinking. I draped myself over the bed, chest against the mattress, arms fisted in the sheets. My knees dug into the edge of the rug, my ass high, open, trembling.

I heard the sound of a foil wrapper, the slick slide of lube, the shift of air behind me.

Then her fingers—wet, strong, unapologetic—pressed between my cheeks.

“Relax,” she murmured, one hand spreading me wider. “You’re going to want to feel everything.”

I gasped as she circled my hole, teasing, slippery, slow. My whole body jolted when she pushed one finger inside, firm and deep. It felt strange, foreign, hot.

“You’re so tight,” she said. “This is going to feel like too much. That’s the point.”

Another finger joined the first. I whimpered into the mattress. My cock throbbed, untouched, leaking into the sheets.

I couldn’t stop shaking.

And then—she lined up.

The head of her cock pressed against me, warm and slick and terrifying.

I held my breath.

“Breathe, Leo,” Camila said.

And she pushed in.

I cried out. The pressure was immense, stretching, splitting, overwhelming. My whole body tensed, then trembled.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Oh god—”

“That’s it,” she purred. “Take it. Take every inch.”

She moved slow, but relentless. Deeper. Deeper. I felt full. Owned. Like there was no part of me she didn’t touch.

When she bottomed out, I let out a whimper.

And Brianna, from her chair, murmured, “That’s the sound I was waiting for.”

Camila pulled back, then thrust in again. Harder this time. My whole body jolted.

She set a rhythm. Deep, dragging strokes that rocked me into the mattress. Her hands were firm on my hips, holding me steady as she used me. My cock throbbed beneath me, untouched but painfully swollen.

“You’re clenching,” she said, almost admiring. “You don’t even know how good you feel, do you?”

I moaned.

She slammed into me harder.

My back arched.

“You wanted this the whole time,” Camila whispered. “Even when you said you didn’t. Even when you pretended you were too good for it. But look at you now.”

Her cock pounded into me, slick and heavy, claiming me with every thrust. My moans got louder. Desperate.

“Please,” I gasped. “I can’t—I’m gonna—”

“Not yet.”

She held me in place, grinding her cock deeper. My cock throbbed against the mattress, dripping with pre-cum.

“Beg,” she said.

I whimpered. “Please let me come. Please.”

“Louder.”

“Please! I—I need it. I need to come. Please let me—”

She slammed into me one final time, and I shattered.

I came untouched, cock twitching violently against the sheets, thick ropes spilling beneath me. My whole body seized, pleasure blinding, overwhelming, sharp. I cried out as I came, muscles locking, vision white.

Camila fucked me through it, her rhythm faltering just slightly as her own moan echoed low and guttural behind me.

She didn’t stop until every drop was inside me.

When she pulled out, I collapsed onto the bed, my legs shaking, my hole aching, my mind spinning.

I couldn’t move.

I couldn’t speak.

I was sticky and sore and humiliated and undone.

And then I felt fingers in my hair.

Brianna.

She knelt beside the bed and brushed the damp curls from my forehead.

“You could’ve just said you wanted this from the beginning,” she murmured. “It’s not like I didn’t already know.”

I blinked at her, throat tight.

She smiled, soft and knowing. “Maybe next time,” she said, “we won’t have to fuck it out of you.”

Camila got dressed and then they left, the door clicking shut behind them.

No goodbyes. No reassurances. Just the soft swish of Brianna’s skirt, the deliberate click of Camila’s heels on hardwood, and then silence.

I lay there, half-curled on the mattress, my skin cooling and sticky, my muscles trembling with the aftermath. The sheets smelled like sweat and lube. My face was damp. I wasn’t sure if it was tears or just the heat of being wrung out like that—taken, used, stripped down to the raw nerve of who I actually was.

I didn’t rush to get up. Part of me didn’t know how to move.

The silence pressed down for a while. No music from the party downstairs. No footsteps in the hall. Just the quiet thrum of my own pulse and the strange, aching emptiness that followed the most overwhelming orgasm of my life.

Eventually, I sat up.

Every muscle protested. My ass ached, sore in a way that felt... grounding. Not painful. Just proof. A physical echo of what I’d let happen—what I’d begged for.

My pants were crumpled near the edge of the bed. My boxers were still twisted on the floor. The room looked like something had been hunted in it. And I’d been the thing on all fours.

I bent down, slow and stiff, and gathered my clothes. I didn’t put them on yet. I just folded them in a neat pile beside me on the bed, then stood and walked barefoot across the room to the window.

I unlatched it and pushed it open.

The night air hit me like a balm—cool, clean, soft against my skin. I leaned on the sill with both hands and let the breeze spill over my bare chest, my neck, my damp face. The trees outside rustled quietly. Somewhere in the distance, I heard a car roll by.

I hadn’t said no.

That was what kept circling in my mind. I hadn’t begged them to stop. I’d begged for more.

Everything I’d felt—every shameful, humiliating wave of heat that had flushed through me tonight—it wasn’t something they made me do. I had agreed. Camila had just encouraged it. Peeled me back like she knew what was waiting underneath. And Brianna? She hadn’t tried to protect me from it. She’d sat there and smiled like she’d been waiting for this version of me to finally show up.

I touched the windowsill with one hand, grounding myself.

My cock twitched again, soft but sensitive, still reacting to the phantom memory of Camila’s voice, her weight behind me, the sound of her breath against my ear as she filled me deeper than anyone ever had.

God.

I didn’t even know if I was straight anymore.

But maybe that wasn’t the point.

Maybe the point was that I’d spent my whole life pretending I didn’t want anything I couldn’t control. That I didn’t want to surrender. That the ache in my chest when Brianna used to tease me, or the way I lingered too long on certain photos online—that none of it meant anything.

Camila knew better.

She didn’t break me. She showed me what I looked like when I wasn’t trying so hard to be unbreakable.

And I respected the hell out of her for it.

There was a kind of integrity in how she carried herself. No shame. No apology. Just power, earned and wielded like she’d built it with her own two hands. She didn’t demand I respect her. She made me want to.

I let out a breath and looked up at the stars.

The breeze cooled the sweat drying on my back. I was still sore. Still marked. Still vulnerable in every possible way. But I wasn’t falling apart anymore.

I wasn’t scared.

I wasn’t confused.

I felt… quiet. The kind of quiet that comes after a storm, when you realize your house is still standing but something inside it’s been rearranged.

I ran a hand through my hair and let the air wash over me again.

Eventually, I’d pull my clothes back on. I’d go downstairs. I’d see them again—Camila with her knowing smirk, Brianna with her eyes that never missed anything.

But for now, I just stood there, naked in someone else’s guest room, and let the truth settle.

I liked what she did to me.

And I wanted more.
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I didn’t expect to see them again.

I had managed to avoid them that night. I definitely did not expect to see them two weeks later, sitting across from me at a café like this was a normal catch-up and not the aftermath of me being wrecked in a guest room while my ex watched.

Camila wore sunglasses and a linen shirt unbuttoned low enough to tease. Brianna sipped her oat milk latte like she hadn’t smirked at me while I begged to be fucked.

I stirred my iced coffee, hands restless. I wasn’t sure if I felt more awkward or turned on. Probably both.

“You’ve been quiet,” Brianna said.

I looked up at her. Her lipstick was darker than I remembered. It matched the edge in her voice. “You invited me to coffee,” I said. “I didn’t expect it to come with… both of you.”

Camila smiled faintly. “We’re a package deal now.”

Brianna leaned forward. “We just wanted to see how you’re doing. You left the party like something had changed.”

I swallowed. “Something did change.”

Camila removed her sunglasses. “You regret it?”

I didn’t answer right away.

I thought about sitting at the window afterward. The way the air felt on my skin. The ache I carried in my body for three days. The way I still dreamed about her voice.

“No,” I said. “I don’t regret it.”

They both nodded, like they already knew.

“I’ve never felt anything like that before,” I added.

Camila tilted her head. “And?”

“And… I think I want to feel it again.”

The table went quiet.

Brianna was the first to smile. She reached across and placed her hand on mine—casual, warm, steady.

“Maybe this time,” she said softly, “you’ll be honest from the beginning.”

Camila leaned back, stretching her long legs. “And maybe this time,” she added, “you won’t wait for permission.”

I felt something flicker in my chest. Not fear. Not guilt.

Anticipation.

I met their eyes. Both of them.

And I nodded. I was ready.
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