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Luke

The knock wasn’t loud, but it made Tania jump. She glanced at me on the couch, then smoothed her skirt as she walked to the door.
I knew who it was. She’d told me earlier that Troy was coming by to study with her before the game. She said it casually while scrolling through her phone, like it was nothing, like it didn’t register that this was our apartment, that it was a Friday night, and that we already had plans.
But I didn’t say no.
The moment she opened the door, I saw how she changed, that little shift in her voice when she greeted him, the quick happy step back to let him in. Troy filled the doorway with a duffel bag slung over his shoulder, athletic hoodie pulled tight over his chest. He reached out and did that half-hug thing guys like him do, hand firm on her hip, which is when he caught my eye and gave me a nod.
“What’s up, man,” he said, kicking off his shoes and stepping inside like he’d been in there a dozen times. He looked around, then at Tania. “We good to hit those notes of yours before the game?”
She glanced at me, nervous. “Yeah, um, Luke’s just chilling. He’s cool.”
I gave a small nod. Troy turned to me, just to be sure. “That gonna be cool with you then, bro?”
“Yeah,” I said, quietly. “Why not?”
He smiled, satisfied. He looked back to Tania. “Alrighty then. Time for some home work.”
She led him to the little dining table by the window. It wasn’t set up for studying. There were no books out, just two waters and her laptop sitting closed. She pulled out a chair but he didn’t sit. He stood behind where she sat unzipping his hoodie and tossing it over the back of another chair, revealing a tight black t-shirt beneath. She watched him with her chin jutting crookedly and a creeping grin.
Then she laughed high and nervous and reached for her laptop. Her fingers hovered a second, then stopped when he leaned down behind her and murmured something close to her ear and chuckled.
I couldn’t hear it, but I saw the way her shoulders curled in, how her knees tilted together, how her cheek warmed as she looked down. She blushed even. I kept my eyes mostly on my own laptop on the other side of the apartment.
Troy’s hand rested on her lower back, just his fingers, just lightly. But he looked at me again like he was checking if I’d look up. I didn’t, not to the point you’d see me looking up.
She whispered something back to him and stood up. They were close now and she tilted her face up to him. She giggled nervously, but it was softer this time. Her hands came up like she didn’t know where to put them. Then his hands came to her hips.
They remained like that, not saying much beyond quiet murmurs, and not moving much either, but certainly not studying yet. The only sound in the apartment was the muted crowd noise from the basketball game on the TV over near me.
She was the one this time who looked over at me to check if I was watching.




Tania

Luke hadn’t said anything but I could feel the way his eyes glanced at us. I couldn’t look at him again, though, not while Troy’s hands were already on my hips, warm and solid, me not telling him to stop it.
I should’ve said something about studying, about how Luke was right there, about how we couldn’t to anything, but Troy did ask him, and Luke didn’t say no. I don’t know what I would’ve done if he did. When Troy got ideas in his head, there wasn’t much anyone could say to him. But this time, he was talking crazy.
He leaned in closer. “Don’t worry,” he said. “You just watch, I’m right and you know I am.”
My breath caught. I nodded before I could think better of it. I felt it in my chest when he smiled down at me. It wasn’t like anyone else’s smile, he always smiled like he knew exactly what he was doing.
He brushed my hair back behind my ear carefully like he was handling something delicate. Then he ran his thumb down the side of my neck and along my collarbone, stopping right at the top button of my blouse.
I was trembling already, but not from fear. My body was awake and keyed up and humming like I was balancing on something narrow. My knees didn’t feel steady. My stomach had that hollow, floating feeling, the one I used to get just before a first kiss.
I tried to look over my shoulder to check on Luke, but Troy touched my chin with his finger and steered my eyes back to him alone.
“It’s alright, he knows,” he said quietly.
The first button out, his fingers moved down to my second button and my heart pounded in my chest. He didn’t rush and he didn’t force it. He looked at me while he undid that one, too. I didn’t stop him. I couldn’t even raise my hands. I just stood there and let him open my blouse one button at a time, until the fabric parted and I could feel the cool air hit my skin.
“Don’t worry about him,” Troy murmured again, grinning. “He just has to tell me to stop, you know that.”
He bent down to kiss my shoulder, then lower, his mouth warm just above the cup of my bra. His hands came around my waist slipping underneath the loose fabric, fingers sliding along my sides. I could feel my breathing change, get faster, become harder to keep quiet.
I kept thinking about Luke, wondering what he was doing behind me, if he was staring or looking away, if his chest hurt the way mine did. Or if he was . . . God, I couldn’t think about it.
Troy’s lips grazed my sternum, and then he dropped to his knees right there in our apartment.
I gasped. His hands closed around my hips. He looked up at me from below, and then glanced sideways, towards the living room couch.
“You sure you’re still okay over there bro?” he asked again, his voice lower this time.
There was no reply behind my back.
“You still okay baby?” he murmured more quietly up to me.
I swallowed hard. I turned slightly, eyes skimming past the edge of the couch. Luke was still there, focused on his own work on his laptop, still watching I think only out the corner of his eyes.
I whispered, “Yes,” I said and I cleared my throat.
Troy said it would be an experiment. He said he knew guys like Luke. He said it would be fine with him, that I had to see it with my own eyes. But I didn’t think he meant right in front of Luke.
He grinned, then his hands slid down the back of my thighs and pulled me gently toward him.
I bit down on my lip and pressed my hand against the wall behind me. He leaned in and my head tilted back, eyes fluttering shut as he kissed the inside of my knee, then higher, and then higher still.




Luke

I could’ve said something, made it stop, maybe even just walked out. But I didn’t. I remained on the couch, hands on my laptop keyboard, eyes fixed on my screen. But I could see peripherally where Tania was standing. I couldn’t see everything from there, but I saw enough. I saw her legs shift, saw her knees wobble when he touched her. I saw the way she leaned back against the wall.
She was still wearing the same skirt she’d had on when I came home. I remembered thinking how good she looked in it. It was soft grey, barely mid-thigh, but right now, it looked shorter. The hem twitched as Troy’s shoulders moved. He was on his knees in front of her.
She wasn’t making noise, but her breathing was getting louder. She didn’t look at me anymore. She wasn’t even trying to act like this was still about studying.
I felt paralyzed. The room was filled by the squeak of sneakers and the constant arena music of the b-ball game.
Troy glanced over his shoulder again, his eyes falling on me like he was double-checking on me. I furrowed my brow and leaned into my laptop screen like I had a particularly knotty coding problem to unwind. He gave a small nod toward me and turned back to Tania. His steady hands guided her by the waist as he kissed her bared stomach, then her thighs, then in between. She gasped then covered her mouth with both hands.
I felt something turn over in my gut, sharp and hot. My chest went tight but I couldn’t say anything. Anger or arousal or something worse was twisting me up too tight. I didn’t know if it counted as betrayal if I didn’t stop it. Or if I didn’t want to stop it.
Tania had earlier started talking about me watching her do it with someone. We’d watched some show where something like that happened, and she told me how hot it made her.
I laughed it off at first, treated it like a joke. But she kept bringing it up. Finally, just to call her bluff, I told her, go ahead. I laughed at the idea that she would find someone cool with the idea of it. But she said she already had.
“You remember Troy? From that party?”
Of course I remembered Troy. Nobody forgets meeting guys like Troy.
“What if I invited him over like for a study night?” she said.
I laughed at the idea of it. But she kept on at me. “Would you let it happen?”
“I’m hardly going to leave the apartment!” I said and I laughed.
“He says you can stay,” she informed me.
I didn’t know how much they had already talked about it. But it felt like he already agreed.
“Remember how the guy in the show liked it?” she said.
“Tania, that was a show.”
“Troy says he knows guys who like it, that he’s done it like that before.”
I scoffed and looked away. But she stepped over in front of me, not letting it go. “You never know, right? Maybe it could be something you really like. That we really like.”
“I don’t think so.”
“But how do you know?”
I admitted I didn’t know for sure. She had said it often enough, I was actually beginning to wonder. Of course you think, what guy would like that? But it plays on your mind, it chews you up inside.
“Is Friday night good?” she said.
I gulped. They already had a day picked out. I wanted to say no, but by then, I was so confused by it, the idea had played in my mind so much, we even watched key parts of the show back again. I said okay, we can try it, whatever, you want to try it so bad. She actually clapped and yelped.
Now her heel stomped softly on the floor when he did something that made her twitch, her head tipping to the side, her mouth falling open. I couldn’t see Troy’s face anymore, her skirt was over his head, but I could see his shoulders moving slow and steady.
She whispered something barely audible and her hips rocked in his hands. Her panties were visible, stretched between her knees. I knew what he was doing. My heart was pounding mad.
But I grew hard, too. It happened before I could register it. My body had already made that choice without my input. My jeans grew too tight and I shifted, trying to adjust without moving, without being obvious about it.
The TV screen was still glowing, filling the room, fans roaring. But I could hear Tania’s breath catching, then breaking in a trembling moan.
I should’ve stood up. I should have turned the lights on. I should have said the experiment was over.
But I remained where I was, watching my girlfriend tilt her hips toward another man’s mouth, fingers clenching at the wall behind her, while he urged her legs apart and kept going at it he had all night.




Tania

I didn’t know my legs would shake like that. It was like I’d forgotten how to stand. Every time his mouth moved lower, I felt something unravel further inside me.
Troy was in no hurry. He moved so slow it made my breath catch on every move of his mouth. I kept my hands on the wall pressed flat, trying not to fall over. My knees brushed against his shoulders.
I tilted my head to the side and saw Luke over there. He still hadn’t moved. He was still in that same spot on the couch, hands out of view, sitting so still I couldn’t tell if he was frozen or just entranced, waiting to see what would happen next.
Something about that, him sitting there while I let this man do that to me, it made my heart pound harder.
I was so wet I was scared Troy would say something, embarrass me, or worse, that Luke would notice. I wasn’t supposed to like this as much as I did. I’d invited Troy to study, that was the story we said we’d use. That was the plan. But the second he came through the door and touched me I was his for the night and I couldn’t think straight anymore.
And now, as he kissed me higher, his mouth open and warm against the inside of my thigh, I leaned forward, barely balancing. My skirt was bunched at my hips. I didn’t plan it this way, but now it felt like I had. Troy pushed his face into me like he knew exactly how much I needed it, and I choked on a breath and pressed harder against the wall.
He pulled back for half a second. “You want it?”
I nodded before I could stop myself. My voice came out too high. “Yes please.”
Troy stood, letting his hands trail up my body as he rose up against me. When he reached my chest, he cupped me through my bra and kissed my temple. I leaned into him, dizzy and completely exposed. He reached behind me and unclasped my bra, letting it slide down my arms. I didn’t cover myself. I was still breathing too fast to think straight.
He turned my face toward him with one hand on my jaw. His thumb brushed my lower lip before he pulled back and unbuttoned his jeans. I saw the way he looked past me, over my shoulder and toward Luke.
He didn’t say anything this time and neither did I.
I dropped to my knees because I knew it was what he expected, what he wanted now. I couldn’t believe what I was doing though, but I couldn’t stop. My hands reached for his waistband, tugged it down. His body was so warm, so solid, and my fingers were so clumsy from nerves. I opened my mouth before I had the nerve to change my mind.
I went for it and didn’t look back.




Luke

The sound of her knees hitting the floor was clear but soft, almost careful. She knelt in front of him and for a second I thought maybe she was hesitating, that maybe she’d stop.
But she didn’t. She reached for him like she knew what she wanted, even if her hands shook thinking about it.
I could barely see Troy’s face, but his posture said enough. He stood relaxed, one hand resting on the back of her head as she leaned forward. I heard the rustle of fabric. Then nothing more than the quiet rhythm of her breath and the occasional shift of his stance as she moved on him.
My heart thudded heavy and low. I should’ve looked away. This wasn’t something a boyfriend was ever supposed to witness. But I couldn’t stop watching. The image of my girlfriend on her knees in front of the guy, her skirt bunched up around her waist, her blouse open, her bra hanging limp around her waist, her hair tucked behind her ear, that image locked me in place.
He stroked her hair with a slow pull of his fingers down to her shoulder. She moved with it, adjusting her angle, and her hands came up to his hips for balance. I could see the side of her face now. Her lips fell parted, jaw working, cheeks flushed deep. I saw him hold her head and slide himself entirely through her mouth, and I saw her throat bulge.
I had no idea if she remembered I was still here. Maybe that was the part that held me in place, her forgetting I was there somehow making me physically not actually there. She hadn’t looked back to check if I was still okay with it. But if she did look at me now, I didn’t know what kind of expression she’d find.
She let out a soft, muffled moan. Her shoulders rose with a sharp breath. Troy didn’t say a word, he just stood there letting her do all the work now, watching her and sometimes glancing toward me without any expression on his face, his cock deep in my girlfriend’s mouth.
My whole body felt tight and not just in my chest. I felt like I couldn’t move without something showing, my hands, my breathing, the fact that I was getting harder every time she made that deeply muffled sound in her throat.
She moved faster on him now. Her hands gripped his thighs harder. Her back arched into him more. There was no more talk about study notes or the game. They weren’t just fooling around, they were really doing this, and with me sitting right here, watching every second of it.
I couldn’t speak. I didn’t even try. My mouth went dry and my palms went damp against my jeans.
Troy’s hand slid to the back of her neck. She let him guide her, slow and steady, never breaking her rhythm. She looked up at him briefly, but she never once looked over at me.




Tania

I was still on my knees when he pulled me up.
He didn’t say anything, he just reached down, cupped my arms, and lifted me like I weighed nothing. My legs were unsteady and I clung to him. His chest was warm through his shirt and I could feel his heart beating fast.
He kissed me soft like he knew I was spinning. Then he turned me toward the table.
“Bend over,” he said quietly.
I hesitated, but for just a second. I wasn’t sure if I could, but Troy wanted me to. My knees shook and my head was buzzing, but I stepped closer to the edge and placed my palms flat on the table. It was cold against my skin. I could see the little puddle from one of the water glasses and the flickering light from the candle making shadows shift across the wall.
I didn’t look behind me but I didn’t have to. I could hear him.
He stepped closer, his hands sliding up the backs of my thighs, then under my skirt. I bit down on my lip and arched my back up. My chest was bare. The table was hard. My breath was loud in my ears.
He leaned forward over me, one hand flattening against my lower back, the other gripping my hip.
And then he paused. “You still good?” he murmured, low enough that I almost didn’t hear him.
I nodded quickly. “Yes.”
He didn’t start right away. He remained there for a second, just holding me in place, letting me feel the weight of him behind me, pressed so close I could tell exactly how much he wanted this.  I knew he was going to take me. My fingers curled against the wood. I didn’t dare speak. I didn’t want to break whatever was happening.
And then he moved. The sound I made was loud and I clenched my glassy eyes and covered my mouth with my hand. My head dropped between my arms and I gasped. My whole body jolted like he’d lit something up inside me. I clenched around him, my thighs twitching, and he held my hips and did it again. He entered me so deeply I could feel him pushing my insides.
Behind us, the TV flickered. I could feel Luke’s presence like heat against my skin, even though he still hadn’t moved or spoken. I didn’t know if he was still watching, if he could remain watching what was happening,  but inside, I hoped he was.
Troy set a rhythm, a measured and patient pace. His grip on my waist was firm. He pulled me back into him each time and he jolted me deep inside. My knees kept giving out but he didn’t let me fall. My cheek pressed against the cool surface of the table and my mouth opened trying to stay quiet but failing more and more.
My whole body was flushed. He pulled back on my hips and plowed me, hitting bottom. He pulled on my hair and my face lifted up, teeth clenched, eyes shut, and he rammed me harder. I gripped the edge of the table under me and felt him penetrate me to the core. The table legs skidded on the floor. I pushed my eyes to their corners and saw Luke’s eyes flicker with the light from the screen.




Luke

She bent over for him like she’d done it before. I knew it, it wasn’t their first time, I could tell.
It was like she already knew how to give herself up like that to him, hands flat on the table, back arched, legs parted just enough. Her hair spilled forward and caught the candlelight, and her skirt was hiked so high I could see the way Troy held her hips like he owned her.
I couldn’t look away. Every motion from him pulled her farther from the girl I knew. She gasped like she wasn’t trying to hide it anymore, and her knees kept dipping down like she couldn’t stay upright.
But she never said stop and never even slowed down. If anything, she pushed back into him more with every thrust, her arms bracing, her breath hitting the tabletop in shallow, broken waves.
The sounds filled the apartment now, wet, rhythmic, and completely unashamed. I’d never heard her like this, not even at the best of times.
He wasn’t treating her like something delicate and she wasn’t resisting. She opened for him. She let him adjust her legs, let him pull her back harder by her hair, let him drive into her like her body had already been given to him. Her fingers slipped on the surface and he caught her with one hand on the middle of her back and steadied her without missing a beat.
And still, she hadn’t looked at me. There was something vicious about that. Not cruel, but real. She wasn’t asking for forgiveness and he wasn’t seeking permission. She’d made the move and now she was letting it happen, not just in front of me, but completely outside me. I was here, but I didn’t matter, not to this, not anymore.
I adjusted myself again. I was aching now, hard and pressed tight against the inside of my jeans. My chest was tense like I was holding my breath. My mouth was open and my hands remained clasping in my lap, fingers digging into my jeans and through my pockets.
Troy leaned forward, his hand sliding from her hip to her shoulder. He pulled her up against his chest, still inside her. Her head tilted back and rested on his shoulder, her eyes fluttering. He kissed her neck slow, almost tenderly, then reached down between her legs with his other hand.
She moaned long and loud, legs shaking.
I swallowed. My whole body buzzed.
He kept her there like that, one arm around her ribs, the other working on her down lower between her legs. Her mouth fell open again. She barely made a sound this time, just a shudder, a long exhale, her knees flopping.  He held her and whispered something I couldn’t hear into her ear.
She nodded and he started moving in her again.




Tania

I’d never felt anything like it. Not just the way Troy moved or the way his hands knew exactly where to be on me, but the way I stopped thinking about what any of it meant. My head had gone quiet and my body had taken over, all instinct and pulse, every nerve lit up, every breath harder to hold.
He held me tight against him, his arm across my chest, his mouth near my ear. I could feel him inside me and still somehow wanted more. His other hand slid between my thighs again and didn’t stop this time. The second he touched me there, my knees fell apart.
He didn’t let me fall. I pressed back against him harder, needing it now, needing him to keep going. The rhythm wasn’t fast. It was the pressure, the way his fingers circled and pressed me while he moved inside me, like every part of me was his to control.
I wasn’t quiet anymore and I couldn’t be. My voice broke when I whispered his name. My hips jerked forward and back, lost in the pattern he was giving me. I was past shame. My body was his, and I didn’t care who knew it.
I looked up and saw Luke. He was still there, still watching, still motionless. But his face wasn’t blank anymore. His mouth was tight, his eyes were dark, his legs were spread. He wasn’t hiding that he was hard. I couldn’t tell if he was angry or turned on or both, but I held his gaze for a few seconds longer.
And then I turned away. Because Troy grabbed both my wrists and pulled them behind my back like he wanted all of me. He bent me forward again, chest to the table, arms pinned in his grip.
He leaned over and kissed my spine. “Don’t move,” he said into my hair.
He pulled back and entered me again, deeper this time. I gasped and moaned so loud I knew the neighbors would hear, but I didn’t care. His hips hit mine over and over, his movements controlled and relentless, each time harder than the last.
I felt like I was breaking open. My body was tight and trembling and my legs were shaking so badly I couldn’t keep my feet flat. But Troy just kept going, holding my wrists, driving into me and not stopping, not slowing, like he could feel how close I was.
When it hit, it was sharp and hot and unbearable. I cried out into the table, my legs giving out, arms pinned behind me, my body pulsing around him so hard I thought I’d collapse.
But he didn’t stop. He let me ride it out, and then he pulled me upright again, wrapping both arms around my chest.




Luke

She came hard, there was no mistaking it, the way her body collapsed forward, her sharp cry, the way her legs trembled and her back arched deeper under his hands. I'd never seen her like that. Never heard that sound come out of her.
And he held her through all of it. Troy didn’t act surprised. Didn’t ease off. If anything, he looked steadier now, like this was the moment he’d been waiting for, the moment when she gave him everything and didn’t take a single glance back to see how I was handling it.
I felt locked in place. Not just physically, but emotionally. Something cracked inside me, but not in the way I expected. It didn’t hurt exactly, but it burned, a low, hot throb deep in my chest.
He pulled her up again, arms wrapped around her middle. She hung from him like her body didn’t belong to her anymore. Her head lolled back onto his shoulder. Her arms hung limp. I saw her chest rising and falling fast.
Troy whispered something in her ear. I couldn’t hear, but she nodded. Then he walked with her hanging on his arms, facing forward, toward the bedroom.
He didn’t drag her. He didn’t rush her. He walked casually like anything about this was normal. He hand one arm around her waist, the other around her shoulders, and he guided her down the short hallway that led to our bed. She didn’t resist and she didn’t even turn her head to see me.
They disappeared behind the half-closed door. The light inside flickered on casting a narrow beam across the dark carpet. I could still see her silhouette as she stepped out of her skirt completely, her blouse already half-off. Troy’s shirt hit the floor next, then his jeans.
I sat there breathing hard, aching.
Down fell her bra, then her panties, this his shorts, everything in a scattered heap on our bedroom floor.
The sounds started again, but slower this time, and softer. The bed creaked and I heard her voice, quiet and pleading. I heard his, lower and murmuring like reassurance. I couldn’t make out the words, but the tone made my throat tighten.
I stood up from the couch. For the first time in over an hour, I moved. I didn’t walk to the door, though, and I didn’t yell. I didn’t stop anything.
I went to the kitchen. My legs felt like they didn’t belong to me. I opened the cabinet, poured myself a glass of water. My hands were trembling, but I drank it back.
Behind me, through the hallway, I could hear my girlfriend. The rhythm between them was picking up again, the sound of flesh smacking flesh, her voice rising in pitch and volume.
I braced my hands on the counter and I listened to my girlfriend being taken by another man in our bed, louder now, more insistent, while something inside me, something deep and quiet, started to transform.




Tania

I didn’t know how we made it to the bedroom. Troy’s hands were everywhere, steady and firm, guiding me like I’d forgotten how to walk. I was floating, still pulsing inside. My legs were no good, but he never let me drop. He just took me, one step at a time, into the bedroom I shared previously only with Luke.
And then he kept going. He undressed me, took the rest of my clothes off like they were his to remove, his fingers slow but sure, brushing along me skin that felt hypersensitive now. My arms rose for him. My body opened. I didn’t think anymore, I let it all happen.
He undressed completely, too. My chest was tight and my throat was dry. I couldn’t believe how wet I was, how badly I wanted this. Even after what we did in the kitchen, I didn’t want it to be done.
Troy sat at the edge of the bed and pulled me onto his lap. I straddled him instinctively, knees sinking into the mattress, arms over his shoulders. Our faces were close, breath against breath, and for the first time since this whole thing started, I hesitated.
“I’ve never…” I whispered to him.
He looked at me carefully, his hand cradling the back of my neck. “Never what?”
“It’s my boyfriend’s bed.”
He leaned in, lips brushing my jaw. “We’re doing it.”
That was all he said. He guided me down onto him with both hands. I gasped, shocked again by the size of him, by how full I felt going down on him. I clung to him, my body tightening, trying to adjust to his size.
He didn’t rush me, he just held me still and let me settle. My thighs trembled and I leaned into his shoulder, breathing fast, my forehead damp.
When I moved, slow and tentative, he groaned low into my ear and held my hips in place. “That’s it baby,” he murmured.
I rocked on him again, a little more sure this time.
The bed creaked beneath us. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me now, helping me find his rhythm. I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out too loud. But my body didn’t care about noise or shame or who was down the hall. It just needed more.
His mouth was on my collarbone, then my chest, then my tits. I kissed his neck, gasping between his movements, clawing at his shoulders as I rode him faster.
I thought about Luke then. Only for a second, though, just enough to picture him in the other room hearing this, knowing exactly what we were doing in his bed. And it made something twist up hard inside me.
I moved faster on Troy. He groaned and lay back, pulling me down with him. I followed him pressing my hands into his chest, grinding him hard, my body fully in control now.




Luke

I didn’t go back to the couch. I remained in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, arms folded tight across my chest. I could still hear them faintly but unmistakably through the bedroom door, the rhythm, the sounds she made.
I closed my eyes but it didn’t help. I could still see it all, the way she looked up at him on her knees. The way she moaned when he bent her over the table. The way she didn’t hesitate when he took her down the hall. She was gone the moment she let him touch her, and I let it happen.
I didn’t said a word, didn’t stop a thing. I sat there while my girlfriend fell apart under someone else’s touch. Part of me wanted to be furious. Another part wanted to go in there and rip her away from him.
But I didn’t move. Something deeper, something darker, was keeping me rooted here. I wanted to know how far she’d go with this thing. Well, I got my answer.
I didn’t want to imagine it anymore. I wanted to hear it. I wanted to see it, all of it. I wanted to know if she begged him, if she begged his name, if she whispered things to him. I hated that I wanted to know it, but I did. I knew they were doing it behind my back the first time she brought the whole thing up.
The bedroom door was still cracked open. It was not enough to see everything, but enough to hear everything. The bed squeaked faster now. Her voice hitched more. Then a long gasp, high and drawn out, that made my body clench.
I was so hard. I still didn’t touch myself, not yet. I stood there letting the sensation of it flood me. Shame, heat, jealousy, arousal, all of it twisting into something I didn’t know what it was. I kept my eyes on that narrow strip of bedside golden light cutting the hallway, like maybe she’d come walking back through it, hair messy, face flushed, body marked by what they’d done, and I wondered what she’d say.
Would she pretend nothing happened? Would she cry? Would she come over to me, put her hands on my chest, and whisper that she still loved me.
Or would she just smile, quiet, satisfied, and unashamed?
I didn’t know what scared me more.
The noises behind the door built again, her breath rising, his voice low and rough. The rhythm stuttered. She cried out loud and not muffled at all this time. She didn’t care how loud she got now.
She was finishing again with him in our bed.
The silence that followed was thick. There were no voices and no movement, just the quiet settling of bodies after something final.
I stayed where I was because I didn’t need to see it.




Tania

I collapsed onto him, breathing hard, skin flushed and damp. Troy’s chest rose and fell beneath me, steady but slower now, like he could go again soon. His hands stayed on my back, not moving, just there.
I couldn’t move. My whole body felt melted and spent. My thighs still twitched with aftershocks running through me in waves I couldn’t control. My hair stuck to my cheek. My mouth was dry. I had a giddiness in my that felt like I was going to burst out laughing any moment.
I blinked at the ceiling then turned my head and stared at the door. It wasn’t fully shut. I could still see a sliver of hallway through it, including the edge of the cabinets in the kitchen, the candlelight still flickering somewhere beyond it. The TV was still on, the pretense of the game still being played, but I didn’t hear footsteps. That meant Luke hadn’t left.
He was still out there and still listening. I swallowed, my throat pulling tight. I knew how I didn’t keep my voice down.
My chest ached, but not from regret nor from guilt. I didn’t feel clean, but I didn’t feel dirty either. I felt powerful. I felt changed.
I had wanted all of it. And now I wanted to know what Luke had heard, what he thought, what he saw. I wanted to know what he felt while I gave my whole body to another man ten feet away from him. I wanted to see his face. Would he now know me and Troy’s little secret?
Troy’s voice was low against my neck. “You still with me?”
I nodded, cheek against his shoulder. “Yeah, of course.” I curled around him and kissed him and licked him.
He shifted beneath me then gently nudged me to sit up. I rose straddling his lap, and he brushed hair out of my eyes. He didn’t say much and he never needed to. The way he looked at me told me exactly what he wanted.
I leaned in and kissed him one more time, then slid off his lap and stood up.
My legs were weak and my body buzzed. I walked across the room without bothering to dress. I didn’t try to cover myself. My hands hung at my sides and the cool air prickled across my skin.
I reached the door, paused, took a breath, and I opened it.
The hallway was darker now. The candle had burned low. The light from the TV cast dull colors across the walls. I stepped out fully exposed, heart hammering even as my face remained calm.
Luke was standing by the kitchen counter. He turned toward me when he heard the door open, but he didn’t speak and he didn’t flinch when he saw me come out naked and thrashed.
Our eyes locked and neither of us looked away. He didn’t move toward me and I didn’t move toward him.
I just stood there, bare, used, and fully alive in a way I hadn’t ever felt, and I just waited to see what he’d do or say now, after the “experiment” was over.




Luke

She didn’t say anything when she came out. She stood in the hallway naked and flushed, her skin marked by everything he’d done to her. Her hair was tangled, her chest was rising and falling with even and slow breaths, and her thighs were trembling. She didn’t cover herself, not even a little.
She looked at me like this was not some mistake she had to explain, like this was who she was, and I was the one who had to decide what came next.
I remained by the counter, my arms fallen at my sides. I felt hollow. Something inside me had settled down, something had become clear.
We stared at each other with the space between not so wide, only ten feet, maybe less. But it felt like miles.
She walked toward me in unhurried steps, not seductively, but sure, like she knew I wasn’t going to turn away, like she wanted me to see what she’d become. When she reached the counter, she stopped.
She placed both palms on the countertop, her fingers spread wide, steadying herself.
I looked at her body to take in what had happened. She didn’t flinch from my slow gaze, and her eyes stayed locked on mine. She wasn’t ashamed and she wasn’t apologizing.
I walked around the counter and when I reached her, I stopped inches away. Her chest brushed mine with every breath. I could smell the sweat on her skin, feel the heat radiating off her body. Her mouth parted slightly and her lashes dipped.
I reached out and touched her waist lightly with just my fingertips and she closed her eyes.
I moved my hand up her side, along her ribs, then cupped her face. She leaned into it, not like she was sorry, but more like she was testing whether I’d still take her this way.
I kissed her soft and long, not angry and not desperate. She kissed me back with a trembling exhale against my mouth. When she pulled back, her eyes opened again, and I saw it, all of it. Everything she’d felt tonight.
“So what now?” she asked in barely a whisper.
I pressed my forehead to hers and slid my hands down her back and I held her.
She had given herself to someone else and I’d watched her come apart for him. And now, standing here in the aftermath, I didn’t feel like I’d lost something as much as I felt like I had something no one else could ever fully take. Because she came back to me and I never let her go, not fully, not being in the same room, or at least outside the door.




Tania

His arms around me didn’t feel the same. They weren’t angry and they weren’t desperate. They were firm, warm, and full of something that scared me more than punishment ever could: acceptance.
I expected tension and distance. Maybe some hard questions, maybe a cold shoulder or a demand for explanation. I didn’t expect him to step into me, press his forehead against mine, and hold my bare body like I was still his.
I could barely breathe. “I thought you’d hate me,” I whispered.
Luke didn’t let me go. “I don’t,” he said, quiet and steady.
My eyes stung from everything, from being seen, from being watched through all of it, and from being still pulled into his chest like I was something worth keeping.
“I let it happen,” I said.
“I know.”
“You didn’t stop me.”
“No.”
We weren’t looking for meaning or for blame anymore. We both knew what we’d done and neither of us was pretending it could be undone.
He ran a hand slowly down my back from the nape of my neck to the small of my spine, then paused. “Did you want it?” he asked.
I didn’t look away. “Yes.”
He nodded, his jaw tight, but not in pain, just processing something. Then he took a breath.“Did he take something from me?”
The question was hard. I felt it in my chest before I could think of the answer. I knew what he meant, something about who we were, and whether any of that had changed.
“No,” I said, and I really meant it.
He studied me, his eyes searching mine for cracks, for lies, for doubt. But he didn’t find any. I saw the tension in his throat when he swallowed again, the heat still buried behind his quiet.
He leaned in closer, his mouth touching mine, but just barely.
“You’re mine,” he said.
I pressed into him, let my arms rise slowly around his shoulders, and I held him the way he’d held me earlier, fully, quietly, like I wasn’t trying to take anything back, but I wasn’t giving anything else away either.
His hand slid down my hip, then paused at the curve of my thigh. I thought I’d feel guilt. Or shame. Or maybe some distant emptiness. But I didn’t.




Luke

She didn’t flinched when I said it. “You’re mine.”
She didn’t argue, didn’t tease, didn’t try to soften it. She heard it, took it in, let it settle. And then she wrapped her arms around my shoulders like she understood what I meant.
She’d given her body to someone else tonight, every part of it. I’d seen how freely she moved for him, how open she became with him. But when it ended, when the heat had cooled and the silence returned, she came out of that room and walked toward me, not back to the couch, not into the bathroom to cover herself, but to me.
And she let me touch her, to show me I still had her.
My hands moved over her bare skin again, slower now. No heat behind them. Just weight and steadiness and a kind of silent acknowledgment of everything we’d both let unfold.
I tilted my head down and kissed her firmer this time. Her lips opened to mine. She pressed into me with a soft hum, and I felt the way her body relaxed, still warm, still sore, still alive.
I tasted it in the way she moved against me, not just what she’d done, but what it had meant to her. The release, the rush, the sheer audacity of it.
I didn’t resent it. I envied it. Because I hadn’t touched her like that, not with that confidence, and not with that edge. I’d always held back, too gentle, too unsure, always waiting for some signal. And she’d always needed more, needed to be claimed, to be pushed, to be wanted out loud.
And tonight, someone else had done it like that.
My hands settled at her hips. I pulled her in tighter and she gasped from the change in me.




Tania

I didn’t expect it to feel like this. Standing naked in front of him, my body marked by another man, still tingling from everything we’d done, I thought Luke might shut down. I thought maybe he’d pull away, or worse, pretend it hadn’t happened. But he didn’t flinch. He didn’t ask for an explanation. He pulled me in like I still belonged in his arms.
And I did. It wasn’t confusion in his eyes, it was clarity. Something had settled inside him, something that didn’t need answers or apologies. He’d seen every part of me tonight, every sound and twitch and gasp, and somehow, he was still here, holding me like I was more his than ever.
I didn’t think that would arouse me again, but it did.
The shame I’d been bracing for never came. What came instead was the quiet power of knowing I could be completely unfiltered, fully undone, and still wanted by him, still chosen.
I leaned into his chest feeling his hands move slowly over my skin. He was still fully dressed, and I was still bare, but for once I wasn’t the one who felt exposed.
I kissed him again and he kissed me back deeper this time, and I felt the tension in his body shift from restraint to something else. His hands took me in with confidence I hadn’t seen from him before.
He didn’t touch me like I was fragile anymore. His hands moved from my back to my hips, then around to the curve of my ass. He squeezed me. His other hand came up to cradle my jaw. His thumb brushed the edge of my mouth.
He stepped back enough to reach down and undo his belt. I watched, breathing shallow, as he slid it through the loops.
I stepped closer, hands finding his waist. I tugged gently at the hem of his shirt and looked up at him.
“Let me,” I whispered.
He raised his arms and I peeled his shirt over his head. I dropped it behind us, then ran my hands up his chest, slow, learning him again.
I pushed his jeans down his hips and sank to my knees because I wanted to do something for him, for us.
His hand touched my hair and I looked up. The way he stared down at me, tight-jawed, silent, aroused, told me exactly what I needed to know.




Luke

Her hands were steady.  She wanted this to do this to give me something real, something she hadn't given him.
When she dropped to her knees in front of me, it wasn’t surrender, tt was an offering. It was the kind of gesture that didn’t try to fix what couldn’t be undone, but said, I still see you. I still want you.
I took it. Not with words, but with my hands on her face, my fingers in her hair, my body pulsing so hard it hurt. I looked down at her, knees on the floor, thighs pressed together, mouth partly open, her body still flushed from what Troy had done to her, and still visibly spent. And yet somehow, impossibly, she was still hungry.
The moment her mouth touched me, my hands clenched harder in her hair. My knees nearly gave out. I had no idea how she had anything left in her, but what she gave me wasn’t just physical. It was focused, a rhythm she controlled, one that forced me to stay right there, held in her mouth, made helpless.
I watched the way she moved, the way her lips stretched around me, the way her breath warmed the inside of my thighs.  I knew that nothing about tonight had broken us.
I guided her rhythm now. She didn’t pull back, she didn’t gag or struggle. She kept eye contact as long as she could, and when she couldn’t anymore, she pressed deeper, hands wrapped around my hips, mouth tight.
My stomach knotted. I wasn’t going to last, not with the way she moved on me, not after everything I’d seen, not after holding myself back while another man took her so completely.
I tried to pull away, to warn her, give her the choice, but she didn’t let me. She held me there and took everything.
And when she finally pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, she sat back on her heels and looked up at me without blinking.




Tania

I stayed on my knees a moment longer. I wanted to see how he’d look at me now, after everything. My chest rose in shallow breaths. My thighs were sore.
Luke didn’t say anything right away. He looked wrecked, shirtless, flushed, eyes dark with everything he’d held in for the past hour. He reached down, fingers soft at my jaw, and lifted me gently to my feet.
I stepped back and walked to the bedroom without a word, not bothering to gather my clothes. He followed, silent and steady.
Troy was gone. The bed was messy, the sheets tangled. I climbed in and rolled onto my back, legs parted.
Luke stood at the foot of the bed and look down at me with something between awe and hunger. He climbed in slowly, moved between my legs, and kissed my inner thigh.
And then he held himself there, staring up at me, palms flat on my hips, his cock brushing my entrance. Babe?” he said.
I swallowed and nodded up at him, encouraged him, comforted him. I could tell he was trying to say something, and I gave him the time he needed.
“What is it, Luke?” I whispered.
He took a long time to find his tongue, then he said, “Fuck, that was awesome!”
I exhaled sharply, but the way his eyes popped wide, the way his grin spread over his face, the laugher erupted out of me with no control.
He tried to enter me but slipped sideways and fell on his back. We both pulled up our knees and clutched our guts rolling side to side and laughing hard enough to hurt.
He grabbed me and tried to enter me again, but this time I squealed with pain and through tears of trembling laughter, told him I was way too sore for another one tonight, I was too fucked-out. That made us both laugh too hard all over again and we struggled to drag me and my poor body to the bathroom where we showered together and kept erupting in more laughter all the way back to bed.
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