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Chapter 1: A New City, A New Start
Austin, Texas

I stepped out of the Lyft and into the heat — not the dry, lazy kind we had in California, but something heavier. Wetter. It clung to your skin and wrapped itself around your waist like fingers trying to unzip your jeans.

Downtown Austin buzzed in a way I hadn’t expected. Tech kids in Allbirds shuffled past kombucha cafés and glassy co-working offices with names like “Frame” and “Patch.” My new life was somewhere inside one of those buildings.

I adjusted my tote and took a breath. White shirt, tucked into high-rise jeans. Simple gold hoops. A soft nude gloss. First impressions counted, even if my thighs were already sticking together and my nerves were fluttering like crazy.

LiveFrame Technologies.
That was the name on the brushed metal sign above the revolving doors.

First job. First apartment. First time completely alone.

I stepped inside.



The office looked like a Pinterest board — matte concrete floors, hanging Edison bulbs, fake ivy crawling down the corners, and beanbags that were somehow still ironic. A girl with lavender hair and tiny stars tattooed along her collarbone handed me a badge.

“Orientation’s in the Fireside Room. Cold brew’s to the left. And if you’re more of a matcha girl, there’s a tap for that too.”

“Thanks,” I said, even though I didn’t hear half of what she said. My ears were ringing a little. That happened when I was nervous.

There were already people seated — some fresh-faced like me, others clearly jaded, mid-twenties, already bored of the startup grind. I slid into a seat near the back and exhaled slowly. A few deep breaths. I could do this.

That’s when I heard the coffee machine hiss. Then gurgle. Then curse.

“Shit,” someone muttered near the corner.

I looked up.

And that’s when I saw him.



He was tall. Broad shoulders. Warm, dark skin. Buzzcut hair that gleamed under the office lights. His fitted grey tee stretched tight across his back, sleeves pushed up just enough to reveal arms that had seen a gym — and not just for the selfies. He looked like the kind of guy who fixed things. Broke them first, maybe. But definitely fixed them better than they were before.

He was standing in front of the office coffee machine, frowning.

I stood up without really thinking and walked over, pretending like I needed coffee too.

“Is it broken?” I asked, brushing my hair behind my ear.

He turned. His eyes flicked to mine — not in a sleazy up-and-down, but direct. Assured. That kind of look that tells you he knows how attractive he is, and he’s not going to apologize for it.

“It’s temperamental. Like most things in this building.” His voice was deep — almost a growl. “You from California?”

I blinked. “How’d you know?”

He smirked. “The way you said ‘broken’ like the world owed you better coffee. That, and the shoes.”

I looked down. White sneakers. Still spotless.

“You caught me,” I said, smiling. “Vanessa.”

He offered his hand. Big, warm. The kind of grip that made you feel like your fingers were smaller than they actually were.

“Jason. Backend dev. Welcome to LiveFrame, California.”

I laughed — soft, a little breathless.

“Thanks. First day. First job.”

Jason’s eyes lingered just a second too long on my lips.

“I remember that feeling. Butterflies in your stomach, sweating through your shirt, pretending to care about health benefits.”

I bit my lip. “Exactly.”

“You’ll be fine. Just don’t let them rope you into a beer pong game on your first Friday. It never ends well.”

Before I could say anything else, the orientation coordinator called us to attention.

“Alright everyone, find a seat and let’s get started.”

I turned to go, but felt his voice behind me.

“Good luck today, California.”

And I swear to God, the way he said it — low, amused, like a secret — it stayed with me through the whole session. While the company slides droned on and team intros blurred together, my mind kept drifting. To the way his forearms flexed when he shook the coffee machine. To the way he looked at me like I was already halfway undressed.

By the time orientation ended, I wasn’t just sweating from the heat.

There was something else.

A low, thick ache in my belly.
The start of a burn I hadn’t felt in years.
Not from Adam.
Not from anyone.

Only Jason.

And this was just day one.

—

As I walked home under the melting Austin skyline, my phone buzzed.

Adam.

I answered. “Hey.”

“Hey, babe! So? How was the first day?”

I adjusted my tote and smiled. “Good. Orientation, HR slides, a few awkward icebreakers.”

He laughed. “Did you speak up? Or hide in the back?”

“A little of both,” I said. “But I made it.”

“Proud of you,” he said gently. “Dinner pics later?”

“Maybe,” I said. “If I don’t fall asleep first.”

“Fair. Text me if you need anything. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

I ended the call, slipped the phone into my bag, and unlocked the apartment door.

The quiet settled over me like a familiar blanket.

Day one, behind me.

So many more ahead.


Chapter 2: All the Small Things

The second week passed in a blur of passwords, Slack pings, and trying not to look like the dumb new girl during daily stand-ups. I learned quickly that no one really knew what they were doing — they were just louder about it. I kept quiet, took notes, and watched.

Mostly, I watched him.

Jason had a corner desk that was always clean, except for his earbuds, a water bottle with a peeling black sticker, and a worn leather notebook he actually wrote in. He typed fast. Rarely smiled. But when he did, it was sharp and wicked, like he’d thought of something dirty and wasn’t going to share it — unless he really liked you.

On Tuesday, he caught me fighting with the espresso machine again.

“Still broken?” I asked, poking the button like it owed me something.

Jason appeared behind me, close enough for his body heat to press along my back. “You have a toxic relationship with that machine, California.”

I turned. “I’m an optimist.”

“Or a masochist.”

That made me laugh. And then he said it — so casually, like it was no big deal.

“You live near East 6th, right?”

I blinked. “Yeah. Just off Chicon. How’d you know?”

“You mentioned it on Day One. I drive past there every day. Want a ride home?”

I should’ve said no.

I had already told myself: keep distance. Keep things professional. Keep it light.

But I said yes.



We started riding home together most evenings. His Ducati was too loud, so he drove a black Jeep Wrangler during the week. It smelled like eucalyptus and something else — him, maybe. Warm skin and that musky scent that gets into your thoughts.

We never talked about work.

Instead, we talked about food. Music. Our old cities. He made fun of my obsession with Trader Joe’s. I roasted him for still using CDs in his car.

“No, seriously,” I teased one night, digging through the glove box. “Is this a burned mix titled ‘Fuck Mix Vol. 4’?”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “That one’s Vol. 5. The fourth one had too much The Weeknd, made things weird.”

We ate tacos in his car more than once. Leaned against the hood, hot sauce on our fingers. I learned he had three sisters. No pets. One long relationship that ended when he said no to marriage.

“You say no to marriage often?” I asked once, sipping horchata.

“I say yes to honesty. The rest usually falls apart.”

That stuck with me.

Then, after a beat, he added, “I’m done with relationships, though. Now I just go with what my folks say.”

I laughed. “That sounds romantic.”

He grinned, took a bite of his taco. “It’s not. But it’s quiet. No drama. No guessing. No expectations.”

I didn’t answer.

Because part of me understood. And the other part was already imagining what it would feel like to ruin that quiet.



One night, my WiFi went down while I was trying to finish an online module for work. I texted Jason without really thinking.

Me: “My WiFi’s being a bitch. You good with routers?”
Jason: “On my way.”

I had ten seconds of panic, then twenty more to fix my hair, straighten the books on my shelf, hide the leftover ice cream container, and put on a soft tee with no bra.

He showed up in black joggers, a fitted tee, and that same calm heat he always carried.

He walked straight to my router, crouched low, and started fiddling with the cables.

I tried not to stare at the way his back curved, the soft lift of his shirt, the tight line of his waist.

“Your password is ‘Adam1999’?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder.

My stomach clenched.

I crossed my arms. “That’s… not important.”

“Boyfriend?”

“Kinda.” I said it too quickly.

He turned fully then, still kneeling on the floor, arms resting on his knees.

“Right.”

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable. Just… loaded. Like both of us knew what this looked like. Him at my place. Me standing there in short shorts and an oversized tee with nothing underneath.

He finished fixing the router. Stood up. Closed the gap.

“He the jealous type?”

I looked up at him. “Why?”

Jason didn’t answer.

He just stepped closer — not touching me, but close enough that I could feel the heat coming off his chest. That same musky scent hit me again: something warm and worn-in, like old sweat and soap and skin. Not cologne. Just him. Clean in the way that stays with your clothes after a hug.

I held my breath.

He was close enough to kiss me.

Not doing it.

But so close I could feel the possibility hanging there between us — thick, electric, waiting. My chin tipped up, unthinking. My lips parted just slightly. My body leaned in without permission.

Jason’s eyes flicked to my mouth.

Then back to my eyes.

And he smiled — that slow, patient smile like he already knew exactly how I tasted.

He leaned in just enough to let his voice graze my skin.

“Call me if it goes down again,” he murmured.

Then he turned and walked out — like it hadn’t taken everything in me not to follow.



I closed the door. Locked it. Leaned back against it and exhaled.

I should’ve been thinking about Adam.

But all I could feel was the damp heat between my thighs and the image of Jason — crouched on my floor, smirking like he could smell the want on my skin.

And that night, when I slid my hand down beneath the sheets, it wasn’t Adam’s name that slipped from my lips.

It was his.

Jason.


Chapter 3: New Year’s Mistake

New Year’s Eve came faster than I expected.

LiveFrame had rented out an entire rooftop bar in East Austin. Strings of Edison bulbs, neon signs, and champagne flutes arranged like they were expecting tech bros to pretend they liked Prosecco. I showed up in a black wrap dress and heels that pinched, half-hoping Jason wouldn’t notice how long I’d taken to do my eyeliner.

He noticed.

“Damn, California,” he said, his eyes grazing over me like a second skin. “You clean up dangerous.”

I smiled, but it felt dangerous too. This whole thing did. I could already feel the heat rising behind my knees — and I hadn’t even touched the tequila yet.



The drinks were free. That was my first mistake.

My second was tequila. Specifically, three shots of it.

By the time the countdown started, I was warm all over, my skin tingling beneath my dress like it didn’t quite belong to me. Jason was standing behind me near the DJ booth, his breath near my ear as the crowd chanted, Ten, nine, eight…

“Who you kissing at midnight?” he asked, voice deep and low.

I turned, dizzy from the shots and his scent — cedarwood and smoke.

“I haven’t decided,” I said, trying to sound casual, like my thighs weren’t pressed tight just from being near him.

“Decide soon,” he said, brushing a knuckle against my bare arm. “Clock’s ticking.”

Three. Two. One.

Cheers erupted. Music blasted.

Someone popped a bottle. I screamed — laughed. And then Jason’s hands were on my waist, pulling me into him. Not for a kiss.

For a dance.



We didn’t kiss that night.

But his hands stayed on my hips. And mine on his chest. And we danced like we were the only two people on the rooftop. Everyone else blurred into movement and sweat and noise.

At some point, someone passed me another drink. I took it. Dumb. Stupid. But my body was buzzing, my head light, and the way Jason held my gaze made me feel like gravity had changed its mind.

We left the party together.

He called an Uber. I don’t remember what we said on the way down. Or if we said anything.

The only thing I remember — truly, vividly — is his hand resting on my thigh during the ride. Fingers gentle, just enough pressure to remind me he was there. That I was choosing this.

And then—

Black.



I woke up to morning light slicing across my room.

My head throbbed.

My mouth was dry.

My body… was naked.

I sat up fast.

Jason was beside me. Also naked. Asleep on his side, one arm bent under the pillow, the other across his chest. His back rose and fell slowly. Calmly. Like he belonged there.

My first instinct was panic.

The second?

A strange, shameful throb between my legs.

I pulled the blanket tighter around me and let my heart race as I tried to piece the night back together. I remembered the club. The music. His hand on my waist. The Uber. The thigh touch. And then—

Nothing.

“Jason,” I said quietly, then louder. “Jason.”

He stirred, rolled onto his back, eyes still bleary with sleep.

“Morning,” he said, voice hoarse and too damn sexy for the situation.

“What the hell happened?”

He sat up slowly, scratching his jaw. “You don’t remember?”

“No.”

He exhaled. “Relax. We didn’t fuck.”

That… threw me.

“You were gone the moment we got inside. Like, gone-gone. You started undressing yourself and pulled me into bed. We made out. Heavy. I touched you a little. But when I realized how far gone you were, I stopped. You passed out.”

My face flushed.

“Touched me how?”

Jason looked at me, serious now. “I sucked your nipples, if that’s what you want to know. Fingered you for a bit. You were moaning my name. But I didn’t go further. You were too far gone. I wouldn’t… not like that.”

I stared at him.

Shame. Guilt. Relief. And something else.

Something that made my thighs clench again under the blanket.

He saw it. I know he did.

He looked away. Gave me space.

“I’ll head out,” he said, already standing, already pulling on his jeans. “Wasn’t trying to trap you, Vanessa. I just didn’t want to leave you alone. You gave me your keys.”

I didn’t say anything. I just watched him dress — watched the way his back muscles moved, the line of his hips, the faint bruises on his neck that matched where I must have pulled him the night before.

As he walked to the door, he turned.

“For what it’s worth, you’re even sexier when you sleep.”

Then he was gone.



The room was quiet.

And I sat there, wrapped in a blanket, unable to decide if I felt violated or protected.

I reached for my phone, still on the nightstand. Two missed calls from Adam. A text that said, Happy New Year, babe. I miss you.

I didn’t reply.

Because I didn’t know what to say.

All I could think about was Jason’s voice, Jason’s fingers, Jason’s mouth.

And the fact that I had moaned his name, even in my sleep.


Chapter 4: Aftermath

I didn’t talk to Jason all week.

Not on Slack. Not in person. Not even a glance across the open office.

I buried myself in bug reports and sprint boards, stayed glued to my headphones, ate lunch alone, and made sure I left exactly at six. I couldn’t even look at the espresso machine anymore — not without remembering the way his fingers felt curled inside me.

I replayed that morning every night.

The warmth of his body beside mine.
The way my nipples still ached where he’d sucked them.
The quiet guilt of not remembering how good it must have felt.

But mostly, I thought about how… safe he’d been.

He could’ve taken everything.

He didn’t.

That was almost worse.



It was Friday when he finally cornered me.

I’d stayed late, finishing up a Jira ticket I didn’t care about just so I could avoid the awkward elevator crowd. The office was nearly empty. I slipped my laptop into my tote, smoothed down my blouse, and headed toward the lift.

He was waiting by the glass wall, arms folded, eyes unreadable.

“Vanessa.”

I froze.

The elevator pinged. I didn’t move.

Jason stepped closer. His voice was low, but not soft.

“You gonna avoid me forever, California?”

“I’m not avoiding you,” I said, too quickly.

“Right. You just stopped speaking to me the moment I didn’t fuck you.”

I felt my throat tighten. “That’s not what—”

He stepped even closer. Close enough to feel the warmth of his chest through the space between us. Close enough to smell that same clean cedar scent I hated myself for craving.

“I didn’t do anything wrong, Vanessa.”

“I know.”

“I respected you.”

“I know.”

“Then why do you look like you’re still deciding if you should hate me or fuck me?”

My breath caught.

He tilted his head, watching me. “You wanna know what I remember about that night?”

I didn’t answer.

“I remember the way you pulled my hand between your legs. I remember your breath on my neck. I remember your mouth saying my name like it belonged to you. I remember your body — open, wet, aching for me — and I remember stopping because I knew you wouldn’t forgive me if I didn’t.”

Silence.

I felt something shift inside me. Like my body wasn’t mine anymore. Like the air had gone thick with sex and shame and something that felt a little like surrender.

Jason leaned in, lips grazing my ear.

“But you still want it. Don’t you?”

Still no words.

I didn’t nod.

I didn’t shake my head.

I just looked at him — wide-eyed, burning, breathing through parted lips.

And that was all he needed.



“Come on.”

His voice was different now. Lower. Certain.

I followed.

We didn’t talk as we rode down the elevator. His shoulder brushed mine once. I felt it everywhere. By the time we got to the garage, my hands were already sweating.

He unlocked the bike — a black Ducati, all matte edges and quiet growl — and tossed me a helmet.

“No excuses this time,” he said, strapping his on.

I stood there, helmet in hand, nerves tangled up with arousal.

“This isn’t a good idea,” I whispered.

He swung one leg over the seat and looked at me, jaw tight.

“I know.”

I climbed on behind him anyway.

My arms wrapped around his waist. My thighs pressed against his. And as the engine roared to life beneath us, I leaned in and pressed my cheek to his back.

This time, I wasn’t drunk.
This time, I wasn’t confused.
This time, I was choosing it.

And it felt like the most honest thing I’d done all year.


Chapter 5: First Time

Jason’s loft was dim, spare, masculine.

No clutter. No art. Just concrete walls, exposed beams, and the faint scent of sandalwood and sex. I stood near the entry, heart thudding, arms still wrapped around myself from the ride.

Jason tossed his keys in a bowl by the door and turned to me.

Neither of us said a word.

He walked forward slowly — not looming, not aggressive — just confident. Like he’d already undressed me with his eyes and was now ready to see the real thing.

I didn’t move.

I just breathed.

He stopped a foot in front of me and reached up, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers grazed my cheek.

“You’re shaking.”

“I know,” I whispered.

He didn’t ask if I wanted this.

He didn’t have to.

He just took my tote gently from my shoulder, set it down, and unbuttoned the top of my blouse. Then the second. Then the third. His fingers were patient. Steady. His eyes never left mine.

When he slipped the fabric off my shoulders, I didn’t stop him.

His hands moved behind me, fingers sure and unhurried. When the clasp of my bra gave with a soft click, I exhaled — not out of fear, but relief. Like I’d been holding something tense and private inside me, and now it was finally allowed to let go.

The straps slid down my arms, catching briefly at my elbows before falling away — quiet, effortless, like the moment had already decided itself.

I stood there, bare-chested, breath shallow, heart thudding hard beneath my ribs.

Jason didn’t rush.

He let his eyes move over me first — not in a greedy way, but slow. Intent. Like he was taking inventory of something sacred.

Then he reached up, both hands warm and steady, and cupped my breasts.

Not playfully. Not aggressively.

Just owned them.

His palms were warm — not rough, but not soft either. Just enough texture to make my skin feel suddenly more sensitive. The contrast against my skin made my back arch almost involuntarily. My nipples hardened under his touch — not because he pinched or teased, but because the weight of his hands, the way he held me, was enough to send heat curling down between my legs.

He stroked his thumbs over the curves, then circled around each nipple, slow and deliberate. I gasped — a soft, sharp sound I wasn’t expecting. My thighs pressed together on instinct. I could already feel how soaked I was.

Jason glanced up at me — not to ask for permission, but to watch what he was doing to me. Like he wanted to memorize every twitch, every breath, every flush in my cheeks.

When he leaned in and kissed the space between my breasts — low, just above my sternum — my whole body clenched.

He didn’t fumble, didn’t hesitate. Just moved like a man who knew what he wanted — and how to take it.

He dropped to his knees in front of me, fingers sliding beneath the waistband of my jeans.

“Tell me to stop,” he murmured, voice rough.

I didn’t.



I stood there — naked for the first time in front of a man — my thighs trembling, my nipples tight, my arms unsure of where to rest.

Jason stood, finally, and began undressing. Slowly. Like he wanted me to see all of it.

First his shirt, revealing that chest I’d only glimpsed through tight tees. Then his belt, his jeans. When he pulled down his briefs, I sucked in a breath.

He was hard. Already.

Thick. Dark. Black and beautiful.

The kind of cock that made you blink once — then look again.

It hung heavy. Proud.

The base thick and rooted, curving slightly toward him like it had purpose. Like it knew exactly what it was made for. Smooth skin stretched tight over girth I hadn’t imagined right. Not even close.

At the tip, a single bead of moisture clung — clear, swollen, perfectly still. Like it had been waiting. Quiet, but certain.

It easily towered over Adam’s — darker, fuller, meaner in the best way. Where Adam was pale and slender and pink — cute, almost — Jason’s cock looked stunning. Long. Meaty. Bold. Brash. Like it already knew exactly where it belonged.

I looked away, flustered — heat blooming in my cheeks, in my chest, between my thighs. But Jason didn’t smirk. Didn’t tease. He just stepped in closer, warm and steady, and placed my hand flat against his chest.

“Breathe,” he said.

And I did.

But not calmly. Not slowly.

Because all I could think about was the weight of his cock — how it would feel inside me. The stretch. The press. The way I already ached for it before he’d even touched me there.



We lay down on his low bed. The sheets smelled like him — clean, male, faintly woodsy.

Jason kissed me slowly. Deeply. His tongue moved like it had nowhere else to be. He tasted like the night — warm, steady, heady. His hands roamed over my hips, my ribs, the dip of my lower back.

I moaned into his mouth when he sucked gently on my bottom lip.

And then he moved lower.

His mouth slid along my collarbone, down the valley between my breasts. He kissed each nipple, sucked softly, then with more hunger. When he grazed them with his teeth, my back arched. A noise escaped my throat I’d never heard before.

“Jason…” I whispered, already trembling.

He didn’t stop.

His tongue traced a slow line down my stomach, past my navel. He spread my thighs without a word, as if he already knew how to handle every inch of me. I tried to close them again, panicking, flushed with embarrassment.

“No one’s ever…” I whispered.

He paused. Looked up at me.

“I know.”

“I’m not ready for… that.”

“I’m not fucking you tonight, Vanessa,” he said softly. “Not unless you beg me.”

Then he lowered his head between my legs.



The first touch of his tongue made me gasp.

It wasn’t hurried.
It wasn’t greedy.
It was intentional — warm, wet, and reverent.
Like he’d been thinking about this moment.
Tasting me.

He started slow — planting soft, almost shy kisses along the edges of my folds, each one deliberate. Not aimless. Not performative. Like he was learning me with his mouth, mapping the soft terrain of someone he already wanted to memorize.

Then he licked a long, unbroken line from the base of my slit up to the hood of my clit — and paused there.
Just the tip of his tongue, teasing. Circling. Pressing.

I whimpered.

My hands shot to the sheets, grabbing fistfuls. My hips bucked before I could stop them — instinct, not decision.

Jason moaned. Not theatrically. Not for me.
But from him.
Like my taste had just lit something deep in his gut.

Then he buried his mouth in me.

No hesitation. No mercy.
No need for guidance.
He just devoured — with slow, grinding strokes at first, letting his tongue swirl and press into me like he wanted to know everything, every twitch, every taste, every soft fold and slick pulse.

His tongue moved in rhythms that made no sense and perfect sense at the same time. Fast. Then slow. Then just pressure — hot and firm and steady — exactly where I needed it most. My clit felt swollen, exposed, electric. Like he wasn’t licking a body part — he was pulling something out of my soul.

And then I broke.

I came with a sound I didn’t recognize — loud, gasping, guttural — as if something inside me had been unlatched.
My thighs clamped around his head. My back arched off the bed. My hands flew to his hair.
Still, he didn’t stop.

He licked me through it.
Through the spasms.
Through the shaking.
Through the twitch of my legs and the stuttering breaths that wouldn’t land.

His tongue softened, slowed — not retreating, but savoring. Like he was drinking me. Like my orgasm was something sacred he didn’t want to waste.

By the time I collapsed back onto the mattress — flushed, dazed, completely undone — I could barely feel my legs. I was floating. Melted. My skin buzzed, my breath came in short, stunned gasps.

Jason rose up slowly, lips glistening, eyes dark with something that wasn’t just lust — something deeper. Controlled. Like he was proud of what he’d just done to me.

He leaned over, his mouth just a breath from my cheek.

“Told you,” he murmured, voice low, rough, ruined. “I’m not fucking you tonight.”

He meant it.

He hadn’t come here to fuck me.

He came here to open me. With his mouth. With his patience. With the kind of knowing that goes deeper than cock and skin.

I just lay there — bare, open, unguarded in a way I’d never known.
And he treated me like it mattered.

He kissed my cheek.
Then my collarbone.
Then pulled the blanket over me like I was something precious he didn’t want exposed to the night air.

And then he pulled me into him — chest against my back, his warmth folded around me like a vow — and held me.

No sex.
Just that.

Just him.

And the quiet, unbearable certainty that I wouldn’t forget the feel of his tongue for the rest of my life.



I woke the next morning alone in his bed.

The guilt hit like a wave.

Not because of what we’d done.

But because of how badly I wanted it again.

Because now I knew what my body was capable of.
And I knew Adam — sweet, polite Adam — would never make me feel like this.

Not in a thousand years.


Chapter 6: Broom Closets & Blowjobs

We didn’t talk about that night again.

Not directly. Not in words.

But something had changed. I could feel it every time Jason passed behind me at the office — the way his palm would brush low on my back. The way his eyes stayed on mine a beat too long. The way my breath would hitch whenever I smelled him before I even saw him.

We became experts at pretending.

Pretending we weren’t slowly unraveling each other with every glance. Pretending we weren’t imagining how his mouth had tasted on me. Pretending my thighs didn’t clench under the desk every time I replayed the sound I made when I came for him.

Then, on a Tuesday, he stopped pretending.



I was washing my hands in the office bathroom when he stepped in behind me.

Unapologetic. Calm. Like he belonged there.

He locked the door.

“Jason—”

He pushed me gently against the counter, one hand sliding along my jaw, tilting my chin.

“I think about it every night,” he said, voice low. “The way you tasted. The way you shook.”

I swallowed. My hands were still wet. My heart thundered.

“You said you weren’t going to—”

“I said I wouldn’t fuck you unless you begged.”

He kissed me then. Deep. Demanding. His tongue tasted like heat and trouble and cinnamon gum.

I kissed him back.



After that, we found… places.

Storage closets. The end of the stairwell between floors. The break room after midnight sprints. Empty conference rooms with paper signs taped to the door that said “Design Sync — Do Not Disturb.”

It started small. Just kissing. My hand wrapped around the front of his jeans while his mouth devoured mine. Then one day he unzipped his fly and pulled himself out — thick, dark, already hard.

“You ever suck cock before?” he asked softly.

I flushed. “No.”

He stroked himself once. Twice. “You want to learn?”

I dropped to my knees without answering.



He didn’t rush me.

He showed me where to hold him. How to keep my teeth covered. How to use my tongue at the tip.

“Eyes up,” he’d whisper. “Look at me when you take it.”

And I did.

Every time.

I started getting bolder. My lips slick around his shaft. My tongue flicking under the ridge of his head until he gripped my hair and hissed my name. He never came in my mouth — not yet — but I knew he was close by the way his thighs tightened.

“Good girl,” he’d growl, pulling me off, wiping my mouth with his thumb. “You’re learning.”

And I was.

God help me, I was loving it.



I kept telling myself it wasn’t cheating.

Yes — Adam and I had had sex.
More than once.
But it was always careful. Quick.
We never talked about it afterward.
He’d finish. I’d fake it.
And I’d roll onto my side and tell myself that was enough.
That this was what love looked like.
I was just… exploring. Releasing tension.

But the truth?

The truth was, I’d started waiting for Jason to text. For him to find me after stand-up and murmur, “10th floor copy room. Five minutes.” The thrill of the secrecy made my stomach flip.

I started wearing lipstick that didn’t smudge.

I started trimming myself down there in case he wanted more than just my mouth.

I started wetting my panties at work — sometimes just from a look.

And one night, alone in my bed with my vibrator buzzing softly between my legs, I whispered his name when I came.

Not Adam’s.

Jason.  

Chapter 7: No Going Back

I don’t remember what excuse I gave Adam.

A meeting ran late. A missed call. Some lie I didn’t even rehearse.

What I do remember is the text Jason sent me that afternoon.

“Come over tonight. No more teasing.”

That was all it said.

No emojis. No games. Just a command.

And I obeyed.



His loft was darker than I remembered. A few candles lit. No music. Just silence and the weight of something heavy between us.

Jason opened the door shirtless, barefoot, sweatpants slung low on his hips.

I barely made it past the entryway before he grabbed me by the waist and kissed me hard.

It wasn’t like before. This time he didn’t ask. He didn’t wait.

He kissed like a man who’d waited too long — mouth hungry, fingers urgent, pulling my shirt up, tugging my jeans down.

I gasped when my back hit the wall. His mouth never left mine.

“Tell me to stop,” he murmured, breath hot against my neck.

I didn’t.

Instead, I lifted my arms. Let him strip me.

Let him see everything.



He carried me to the bed.

I was already wet — embarrassingly wet — from the moment his tongue brushed my collarbone.

He took his time.

Mouth on my breasts, sucking until I whimpered.

Fingers between my thighs, slow at first, then faster, curling just right.

I came once before he even got inside me. Loud. Shaking. A little ashamed by how fast it happened.

But Jason didn’t stop.

He wanted more.



When he finally entered me, I cried out — not from pain, but from the myriad of pleasurable sensations.

From the stretch.
From the heat.
From the sudden, undeniable fullness of being taken like that — skin to skin, no barriers, no pretending.
He didn’t ease in.
He claimed.
Thick, deliberate, slow enough to feel every inch — but deep enough to knock the breath out of my lungs.

“Fuck,” he groaned, voice guttural, breaking.
“You feel… fuck.”

His forehead dropped to mine.
His hands locked beneath my hips.
And then he pressed in deeper — hips grinding forward until he was completely inside me.
So deep I swore I could feel him in my chest.

I gasped.
My mouth opened but no words came.
Just that hot, helpless sound a woman makes when she knows —
this is different.
This is real.
This is the moment everything changes.

I wrapped my legs around him — tight, instinctive — like my body already knew it didn’t want to let go.
My heels dug into his back.
My lips found his neck, and I moaned there — quiet, desperate, already drunk on the weight of him inside me.

I tried not to think about Adam.
About what this meant.
About how far gone I already was.

But my body didn’t care.

My pussy clenched around Jason like it already knew who it belonged to.

Like it was holding him there — daring him to move.
He didn’t speak.
Just looked down at me, breath heavy, eyes dark, like he was deciding how to ruin me next.



Then he flipped me onto all fours.
His hands rough on my hips, his breath hot behind me.
And then he drove back in.
Slow at first — deep, grinding strokes that made my elbows buckle and my mouth fall open.
Then faster.
Harder.
His hips slapping against the backs of my thighs, the sharp sting of skin meeting skin echoing through the room.
One hand gripped my waist.
The other?
Came down hard across my ass — a sound, a jolt, a warning.
And then he leaned in. Close enough that I could feel his lips against my ear.
And he began to whisper filth I didn’t know I needed.

“You were made for this.”
“Look at you — moaning like a bitch in heat.”
“You love being filled like this, fucking slut.”
“Your boyfriend ever fuck you like this?”

I whimpered.
Everything inside me clenched — not just from the stretch, but from the shame curling hot in my chest.
I opened my mouth, and truth spilled out.

“No,” I breathed. “No one ever has.”

“Damn right.”

He fucked me harder.
Meaner.
Like he wanted to etch himself into the deepest part of me — so no one else could ever touch me without reminding me of this night.
Of him.

Then suddenly, he pulled out.
Flipped me again — like I weighed nothing.
Lifted my legs onto his shoulders and slammed back into me.
This time deeper.
So deep I cried out, fingers scrabbling at the sheets as my entire body rocked with the rhythm he set.
No control.
No escape.
Just his cock pounding into me with a purpose that felt almost cruel in its precision — hitting that spot over and over until I couldn’t tell where I ended and he began.

And when I came — the second time, maybe the third — I broke.
Not loud.
Not messy.
Just tears.
Spilling silently down my cheeks, uninvited, unstoppable.
Not from pain.
But from the unbearable rightness of it.
From the guilt.
From the fact that I didn’t want him to stop.
From knowing I was already gone.

Jason saw.
Of course he did.
He slowed his thrusts.
Leaning over me.
His hand came up to my face — warm, tender — and with his thumb, he wiped the tear away.

“You okay?”

I nodded.
Because I didn’t know how to say what I was feeling.
Didn’t know how to confess that I’d just crossed a line I couldn’t uncross.
That I’d just let another man break me open — and I loved it.

But I wasn’t okay.
Because in that moment — stretched wide under him, ruined, pulsing, and thick with guilt — I knew.

I’d never go back.



I nodded.
Because I didn’t know how to say what I was feeling.
Didn’t know how to confess that I’d just crossed a line I couldn’t uncross.
That I’d just let another man break me open — and I loved it.
But I wasn’t okay.
Because in that moment — stretched wide under him, ruined, pulsing, and thick with guilt — I knew.
I’d never go back.



And then it happened.

Jason’s rhythm shifted.
His thrusts grew shorter, sharper — his breath ragged in my ear.
He grunted low in his chest, jaw clenched so tight I could see the strain in his neck, feel it in his hands gripping my hips like they were the only thing anchoring him to this world.

“Fuck—” he growled, deep and guttural, like the word had torn itself from his lungs.
“Fuck, I’m gonna… fuuuuckk… Vanessssaaaaahhh—”
His eyes squeezed shut, teeth bared, face twisted in pleasure as he came hard inside me.

His body went taut — every muscle seizing.
His cock swelled inside me.
And then he buried himself one final time, all the way in — deep, full, no space left between us — and came.

I felt him pulse deep inside me — hot and thick — and my pussy clenched around him, like my body was trying to hold him in.

His mouth dropped open against my shoulder, his teeth grazing skin, no grace left in him now.
Just raw release — gasping, grinding, emptying himself into me with a sound that was halfway between a moan and a growl.
One of his hands fisted the sheets. The other clutched my thigh like he needed something to hold as he spilled.

And I felt it —
The heat.
The essence of him inside me.
Filling me.
Claiming me.

He didn’t pull away.
Didn’t move.

Just collapsed slowly onto me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his cock still throbbing inside me.



I lay there, tears still drying on my face.
Not because I regretted it.
But because I’d never been fucked like that in my life.
Because something had shifted. Deeply. Permanently.
And now, no matter what I told myself…
There was no undoing it.

Jason’s body was still draped over mine, heavy and warm, his breath slowing against my neck.
I reached up gently, brushing the sweat from his brow with the back of my hand.
His lashes fluttered, eyes still closed.
I kissed him — soft, slow — on the side of his head. A kiss that wasn’t hungry. Wasn’t dirty.
Just… tender.




Chapter 8: Condomless Confession



It hit me while lying in his bed, heart still pounding, thighs still sticky.

We hadn’t used protection.

No condom.
No hesitation.
Just skin. His cock. Inside me.

The realization sank through my chest like a cold, slow weight. My stomach clenched.

I turned slightly and looked at him — Jason — sprawled next to me like nothing had happened, arm behind his head, breath steady.

“Wait,” I said, voice suddenly tight. “We didn’t use anything.”

He didn’t even blink. Just looked over and said, “Yeah.”

That was it.

I sat up a little, wrapping the sheet across my chest.

“Seriously? I mean—fuck—I wasn’t thinking, but you didn’t stop me either.”

He shrugged. “It was heat-of-the-moment.”

I stared at him. “I know. But still... I was stupid. I thought you'd at least—”

Jason sat up, not defensive, just calm. “It’s okay. I’ve got it handled.”

I frowned. “What does that mean?”

He got up, walked to the kitchen like it was just another Tuesday morning. I heard a drawer open. Then another.

A minute later, he came back holding a small, foil-wrapped tablet between two fingers.

Plan B.

He dropped it into my palm and handed me a glass of water.

“Take it now. You’re good,” he said. “I’ll get more tomorrow, just in case.”

I stared at the pill.

“You just keep these around?”

He gave a slow, sheepish smile. “Yeah.”

I looked up at him. “So… you do this with other girls too?”

He didn’t flinch.

“Sometimes.”

My fingers tightened around the pill. “That’s comforting.”

He smirked, rubbing the back of his neck. “Relax. It’s not like I’m running a clinic. My ex left that pack here. She's married now.”

I swallowed hard.

That should’ve been the end of it.

But it wasn’t.



Ten minutes later, we were back in bed.

And this time, I didn’t even pretend to resist.

He rolled over me like a storm returning to familiar ground. His cock already hard again — heavy, thick, unwrapped.

I opened for him. Stupidly. Willingly.

He slid in slower this time, watching my face.

“Still scared?” he asked, his voice low.

I shook my head.
I wasn’t scared.

I was starving.

He started moving — slow, deep strokes that made my toes curl. One hand slid around my neck, not choking, just there, his thumb resting in the hollow of my throat like he was reading my pulse. The other gripped my hip, pulling me into every thrust.

I bit my lip, eyes fluttering. “Fuck…”

He kissed the side of my jaw, dragged his teeth lightly across my ear. “Feel that?” he murmured. “No rubber. Just me.”

I moaned louder than I meant to.

When I came, it hit harder than before — my back arched, thighs trembling. I tried to pull away, my muscles seizing, but he held me in place, kept thrusting through it, deeper, rougher now.

Then I felt it — the second release.

Hot. Inside. Again.

He groaned into my neck as he emptied himself.

And I let him.

Again.



We didn’t speak after.

Not really.

He lay back, breathing heavy, staring at the ceiling like he hadn’t just fucked the risk back into me.

I curled into the sheets, sore, stretched, and filled. His cum warm inside me, the pill already somewhere in my gut, ticking like a silent clock.

He kissed my shoulder once.

Not sweet. Not tender.

Just final. Like a punctuation mark.

And I knew — no matter what I told myself before...

There was no line anymore.

Not between right and wrong.
Not between Adam and Jason.
Not between caution and craving.
Only heat.
Only skin.
Only the way I kept saying yes —
Even when everything inside me whispered no.


Chapter 9: Torn

Sunday night, my phone buzzed just past nine.
Adam 💬
“Can I call you for a bit? Just wanna see your face.”

I stared at the message.

My body still ached.
Jason had fucked me twice before I left his loft —
slow and teasing the first time… rough and greedy the second.
I hadn’t showered.
Hadn’t changed the bedsheets.
Hadn’t even gone to pee.

My pussy was still leaking him.
Thick. Raw. Claimed.
The way he used me…
I might as well be pregnant.

Plan B be damned.

I’d swallowed it after the first round —
then let him stay inside me three more times, deep and reckless.
Each time he moaned into my neck like he knew I wouldn’t stop him.
And I didn’t.

Now Adam wanted to see my face.

I waited four minutes before replying.
“Sure. Gimme 10.”



I threw on a hoodie. Brushed out my hair. Wiped my face clean. Not that there was much to wipe away — just that dull, tender flush that lingered after being used the way Jason used me. After letting him come inside me. Twice.

The screen lit up.

Incoming FaceTime: Adam.

I answered.

His face filled the frame — sweet, tired, warm.

“Hey you.”

“Hi,” I said, trying to smile.

“You look beautiful.”

I almost winced.

He always said that — even when I hadn’t slept, even when I was bloated, even when I didn’t feel it. And now, when I was sitting there in a hoodie with dried cum still in my body.

I forced a soft laugh. “Thanks.”

He looked around. “Where are you?”

“My apartment.”

“Looks cozy.”

“Yeah. It’s fine.”

There was a pause.

He tilted his head. “You okay?”

I nodded. “Just tired. Long weekend.”

Another pause. Too quiet.

Then he said it.

“I miss you.”

I bit my lip.

“I wish I could be there right now,” he added. “Hold you. Just… us on the couch, you in my lap, watching something stupid.”

Tears burned behind my eyes.

I blinked fast, looking up, hoping gravity would keep them in place.

“I miss you too,” I lied.

He smiled.

“I think about you all the time,” he said. “When I’m working. When I make coffee in the morning. It’s like… you’re everywhere.”

A tear slipped down.

I wiped it quickly and turned my face like I was fixing my hair.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“For what?”

I shook my head. “Nothing. I’m just… emotional lately.”

He nodded. “I get it. New city. Stress. Just remember I’m still here, okay? I love you.”

My stomach twisted.

“I know.”

And then the call ended.



I sat in the dark for a while.

Staring at nothing.

The tears came slowly. Not loud. Not dramatic. Just quiet streaks down my cheeks, one after another.

Not because I missed Adam.

But because I didn’t.

Because the boy I thought I’d build a life with… no longer felt like mine.

Because his love — sweet, soft, safe — didn’t stir anything in me anymore.

Because I’d been opened, licked, filled by another man’s heat, and now nothing soft would satisfy me.

But the worst part?

I didn’t know if I could love Jason either.



He never said the right things.
He didn’t hold me gently.
He didn’t ask if I was okay when he bent me over and pounded the orgasm out of me.
My cunt was a vessel, nothing more — made to take his cock and hold his cum.
But he saw me. The secret version. The hungry version. The Unfiltered version.
And some broken, dirty part of me didn’t want to be fixed anymore.


Chapter 10: The Next Mistake

He texted around 8 PM.

“Need to talk. You home?”

I should’ve said no.

I should’ve asked what it was about. Set boundaries. Made rules.

Instead, I wrote:

“Yeah. Door’s open.”

And then I sat there on the couch in a hoodie, no bra, bare legs. Pretending I didn’t know what I was inviting.



Jason didn’t knock. He walked in like he always did — calm, certain, carrying that thick, coiled heat like it lived just under his skin.

“Hey,” I said, standing slowly.

He looked at me. Not my face. Not first.

His eyes swept down my bare thighs, then up again.

“You miss me?” he asked, voice low.

“I thought you said you wanted to talk.”

He stepped closer.

“I did.”

And then his mouth was on mine.



We didn’t make it to the bed right away.

He pressed me against the wall, one hand on my hip, the other wrapped around the back of my neck. The kiss was rougher this time. Less patient. His tongue tasted like sweat and cinnamon.

He pulled my hoodie up.

No bra.

“Fuck,” he muttered, cupping both breasts in his hands, squeezing them hard. “You wear this for me?”

I didn’t answer.

Didn’t have to.

He already knew.



By the time we made it to the bedroom, I was dripping.

Jason bent me over the edge of the mattress and yanked my shorts down in one motion. No teasing. No prep. He spit on his cock, rubbed the head against my soaked entrance, and slid in all the way.

I gasped — loud.

He fucked me deep. No warm-up. Just raw, punishing thrusts that made the frame of my bed creak.

“This what you needed?” he growled, slamming into me. “After talking to your little boyfriend?”

“Jason—”

He gripped my hair, yanked my head back, whispered against my ear.

“Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”

I whimpered.

He slapped my ass. Hard.

“Say it.”

“You,” I choked.

“Who?”

“You. It’s yours.”

“Damn right.”



He kept me bent over like that. Fucked me like he owned me.
No kissing. No tenderness. Just rough hands gripping my hips, using me like a toy.
Then he flipped me onto my back, legs wide open, and drove into me hard — so hard I felt the pressure in my ribs. My whole body rocked with every thrust.
He slapped my ass again. Bit into my shoulder.
“Mine,” he growled.
“Fucking mine.”
He said it again. Then again.
And in between he called me his slut, his dirty little whore, his cumdump.
I should’ve fought it.
But I didn’t.
Because some desperate, hollow part of me wanted to be those things.
Wanted to be used. Wanted to be taken.
Wanted to be his.

I came twice.
Loud. Shaking. Gone.
My cunt clenching around him like it didn’t want to let go.
And he didn’t pull out.
He held my hips down and stayed buried deep as he came —
hot, hard, pulsing inside me like he was claiming territory.

I lay there, still shaking. Legs open. Used.
And I didn’t close them.



Afterward, I sat on the edge of the bed, trying to catch my breath.

Jason was in the bathroom, running water.

I stood up. Walked to the mirror. Looked at myself.

Hair wild. Mascara smudged. Neck covered in red marks. Lips swollen. My thighs still trembling.

And in my eyes?

Something new.

Something darker.

Something I didn’t recognize.



I used to be soft.
Predictable.
Safe.
Now I was a girl who let a man she wasn’t dating come inside her.
Again.
And again.
A girl who moaned when he called her a good slut. A whore.
A girl who hadn’t told her boyfriend anything — because deep down, she wasn’t sure she wanted to stop.
The sex wasn’t just good.
It was addictive.
The kind that left my legs shaking, my pussy fluttering, my body humming like it had been tuned to his rhythm.
The kind that made everything else feel muted.
And staring into that mirror, with his cum still dripping down my thigh…
I didn’t feel sorry.
I felt alive.


Chapter 11: Silence Has a Taste

I didn’t hear from Jason the next day.

No text. No call. Nothing.

And somehow… that made it worse.

Because I kept checking.

I told myself I wasn’t.

But I was.

I kept rereading his last message — “Your cunt fits my cock so well” — and then remembering the way he bent me over and made me forget every word in my vocabulary.

I didn’t shower that morning. I didn’t change my sheets. I wore a loose tee and underwear that still stuck to me, and opened my laptop like I was going to be productive.

I wasn’t.

Because the moment I clicked into Zoom for our Monday team check-in, Adam called.

FaceTime: Incoming.

Fuck.

I hesitated. Then answered.

“Hey,” I said, sitting up straighter, smoothing my hair.

He looked happy to see me.

“Hey, baby. You free for a bit?”

I nodded. “Meeting got pushed.”

His eyes scanned my screen. “You okay?”

“Yeah. Just tired.”

“You sound far away.”

I smiled — the same one I used in interviews and awkward dinner parties.

“I’m here.”



We talked.

About his week. His professor. The gym.

I added little noises — mhmm, wow, really? — and timed them perfectly between sips of cold coffee.

All the while, my mind wandered.

Not to the conversation.

But to Jason’s voice last night.

To the way his cum felt when it started to leak out after I got off his dick and collapsed.

To the way he whispered mine into my skin, over and over like it was a promise and a threat.

I crossed my legs. Uncrossed them. Tried to focus.

I couldn’t.



At one point, Adam paused.

“I miss you so much, Ness.”

I flinched at the nickname.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said softly. “I just… yeah.”

I didn’t know what else to say.

Because my body still smelled like someone else.
Because my thighs still hurt when I shifted.
Because my mouth still remembered what his cock tasted like.

And suddenly I knew something.

Silence has a taste.

It tastes like guilt.

Like the aftertaste of moaning someone else’s name while your boyfriend tells you he loves you.

It tastes like forgetting what you used to want… because your body’s already chosen something darker.



Adam was still talking when my phone buzzed.

Jason

“You sore, California? Or you want more tonight?”

I turned my face slightly, away from the camera.

Typed back one word.

“More.”



Adam told me he was proud of me before we hung up.

I didn’t say it back.

I just smiled.

And then I changed my panties.
Switched my bedsheets.
And packed a bag.

I already knew where I’d sleep tonight.


Chapter 12: The Fake Girl

I didn’t plan on creating a fake identity.

It sounds insane when I say it out loud — catfishing my own boyfriend — but that’s not how it started. It started with Jason. With the way he fucked me like I was already his. With the way my guilt for Adam twisted, then morphed into something darker. Something that felt like power.

It was the night after Jason came in me twice. I was sitting on his kitchen counter in his oversized shirt while he cooked something for us — bare chest, damp hair, casual like he hadn’t just rearranged my soul.

And I was staring at him.
At the smooth lines of his back, the taper of his waist.
At his beautiful black butt — two perfect, tight cheeks flexing with every move he made at the stove.
I wanted to sink my teeth into those gorgeous buns.
I wanted to mark him. To grip those hips while he fucked me again.
I wanted to own a piece of him… the way he’d started owning me.

I asked him the question that had been sitting in my throat all day.

“Jason… what’s actually your fantasy?”

He looked up from the pan, eyes darkening like he knew exactly what button I was pressing.

“You really want to know?”
“Yes.”
He stepped between my legs. Gripped my thighs.
“I want to fuck you in front of your boyfriend.”

I laughed. Nervously. “You’re out of your mind.”

“No,” he said. “I’m just honest.”

Honest.

The thing Adam never was. The thing I wasn’t either.

Jason kissed me — deep, slow, claiming — and when he pulled away, my breath was already shaking.

“You’re telling me you’ve never thought about it?” he murmured against my mouth. “Him watching while I use you?”

I should have said no. Instead, my thighs pressed tighter around him.

He smirked like he heard my answer without me speaking.

“Thought so.”

I didn’t sleep that night. Not because of guilt — but because the idea wouldn’t leave my body. It buzzed under my skin like a secret waiting to hatch. Jason fucking me while Adam watched helplessly? Me moaning for someone else while my boyfriend could only sit there and take it?

It was fucked up. Cruel. Wrong.

It was also the hottest thing I’d ever imagined.



How the fake profile happened

Two nights later, after a glass of wine and a spiral of bad decisions, Jason sent me a text:

Jason:
If you want this fantasy, you need to know whether your boy can handle it.

I didn’t respond.

Jason:
Make a new account. A new girl. Talk to him. See who he is when he’s not performing for you.

My stomach tightened.

Vanessa:
You’re insane. Why would I do that?

Jason:
Because he’s hiding things from you. And you want the truth.
And because you’re turned on.

I stared at those words way too long.

He was right about all three.

So I did it.

That night, I created a new profile on Discord under a name that didn’t exist — Marissa James. Blonde avatar. Soft makeup. Tech girl vibes. Nothing too obvious. Someone Adam would feel “safe” with. Someone he’d never suspect.

I felt dirty. Excited. Sick. Alive.

I added him from the new username.

He accepted in five minutes.

Five.

He never accepted my messages that fast.

My pulse spiked.

Marissa:
Hey, saw you in the Austin Startups channel — didn’t mean to add you if that was weird.

Adam:
No no it’s cool! Are you in the group too?

The speed.
The energy.

He’d never messaged me like that — not his actual girlfriend.

Something in my chest went cold.
Something lower went warm.



Week One: The Hook

I didn’t flirt. Not at first. Just “casual tech chat.” Startups. UI trends. Memes. Safe shit.

But Adam kept the conversation going longer than he ever did with me. It stung, even though I was the one creating the trap.

By the third day he was opening up about his stress, his parents, his loneliness. Things he barely said to me.

By the fifth day, he asked:

Adam:
So… are you seeing anyone?

My throat dried.

Marissa:
Not really. Talking to someone but… idk. What about you?

He hesitated.

Then typed:

Adam:
Single.

Single.

I felt my stomach fall.
I felt Jason’s prediction rise.

My hands shook — with anger or arousal, I couldn’t tell.



Week Two: The Turn

Jason and I fucked that weekend — hard, sweaty, in his shower, on the floor, like we were trying to erase the world outside. Afterward, while lying on his chest, I told him everything.

He didn’t even look surprised.

“He’ll open up,” Jason said. “Men always do when they think no one’s watching.”

“So what do I do now?”
“Push him.”
“How?”
Jason smirked. “Ask him his fantasies.”

My entire body flamed.



The Question

Monday night, I logged into Discord.

Marissa:
This is kind of embarrassing but… what’s your biggest sexual fantasy?

He took a long time typing.
Then:

Adam:
Promise you won’t judge me?
Marissa:
Cross my heart.

Another long pause.

Adam:
I’ve always wanted to watch my girlfriend with another guy.

My breath left my body.

Words blurred on the screen.
My ears rang.

I didn’t know whether to cry, laugh, or slide my hand between my legs.

He continued:

Adam:
I’d never actually do it. But the idea of seeing her moan for someone else… idk. It kind of gets to me.

The room tilted.

Jason had been right.

Adam wasn’t innocent.
He wasn’t oblivious.
He had a kink — one he’d never told me.

And now?

Now I could use it.



The Shift

Jason called me when I sent him the screenshot.

“See?” he said, voice low, satisfied. “He wants this. He just didn’t know how to tell you.”

My voice trembled. “So what do we do now?”

“We give him what he wants,” Jason said. “But on our terms.”

I closed my eyes.

My thighs pressed together.

Something inside me — guilt, desire, power — twisted into something unrecognizable.

Marissa disappeared.
Vanessa remained.

And for the first time…
I felt like I held all the strings.


Chapter 13: The Confession Game

I didn’t sleep the night Adam confessed his fantasy.

Not because I was shocked — but because of how fast the confession undid me. How quickly my body reacted. How easily my guilt flipped into something sharper, something almost… triumphant.

He wanted to watch his girlfriend with another guy.

I already was with another guy.

Jason’s words echoed in my head on repeat:

"Use it. He gave you the door. Now walk him through it."

So I did.

Or at least, I started.



The next afternoon, I FaceTimed Adam.

I made sure the lighting was harsh, slightly unflattering — the kind that made my expression look tighter, angrier. Jason would’ve laughed at how calculated it was.

Adam picked up instantly, smiling the way he always did when he saw my face.

I didn’t smile back.

His smile faltered.

“Hey… Ness? What’s wrong?”

I held up my phone, letting him see the edge of a screenshot. Not the whole thing — just enough to make his heart drop.

“What is this, Adam?”

He squinted. “What—wait, is that from Discord? Why do you… how do you—”

“Don’t ask me stupid questions,” I snapped. “Just answer me. Why are you telling some random girl these things? Why are you calling yourself single?”

His face drained of color so fast, I almost felt bad.

Almost.

“Vanessa… it was just flirting. I wasn’t—it wasn’t real. You know I love you.”

“You told her a fantasy you never told me.”

“I didn’t want you to think I’m… weird.”

“Weird?” I repeated. “You wanted to watch your girlfriend get fucked.”

He winced at the harshness of it. I saw his throat move when he swallowed.

“It was just… a stupid thing. A guy thing. A passing thought.”

“No,” I said, quieter now. “It wasn’t passing. You described it in detail.”

I watched him crumble.
His shoulders dropped.
His eyes softened with panic.

“Baby… please. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said any of it. I shouldn’t have messaged her.”

“She asked if you had a girlfriend. And you said no.”

He shut his eyes like the shame was too heavy to hold.

“I messed up,” he whispered. “I know I did.”

There it was — the moment the entire power dynamic shifted.

I could feel it physically, like a click inside my chest.

I wasn’t cornered anymore.
He was.



I didn’t speak for ten seconds.

Ten very long, suffocating seconds.

Adam leaned closer to the camera. “Ness… please say something.”

“I don’t know what to say,” I whispered. “I can tolerate everything but not cheating. I feel humiliated”

“Don’t say that,” he begged. “Please. That’s the last thing I want.”

I tilted my head, letting my silence stretch just a little more. He was unraveling. I could see it.

“When were you going to tell me?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Never. I didn’t want to freak you out. It’s just a fantasy.”

“Then why hide it from me? Why tell a stranger?”

His voice cracked. “Because it’s easier to confess to someone you don’t love.”

I felt that line in my stomach — sharp, hot, unfairly intimate.

It stunned me into honesty.

“You could’ve told me, Adam,” I said, softer now. “You could’ve trusted me with it.”

His eyes glistened, and for a split second, guilt threatened to return.

But then I remembered how easily he’d lied.
How he’d said he was single.
How he’d told “Marissa” every spicy detail he never told me.

Guilt turned to something else — something hotter.

Control.



I pretended to breathe shakily. Like I was deciding something impossible.

“Adam,” I said quietly, “there’s only one way I can even think about forgiving you.”

He froze.
Hope sparked in his eyes.

“What—whatever it is, Ness, I’ll do it.”

“I need to understand what you fantasized about. The real version. Without lies.”

He hesitated. “I… I don’t know if I can say it to your face.”

“You already said it to someone else.”

Oof. He felt that.

He exhaled slowly. “Okay. Fine. I’ll say it.”

My pulse kicked.

“I want… I always wondered what it would be like to see you with someone else,” he said. “Not emotionally. Just physically. Just… watching you feel good. Watching you lose control.”

My thighs pressed together.

“And you wanted to see that in real life?” I asked.

He swallowed. “No. No, Ness. It was just a kink. A fantasy.”

“But if it happened,” I murmured, “you’d watch.”

His breath hitched.

“I… maybe,” he whispered. “If you wanted it too.”



I leaned in so the camera could catch the edge of my expression — not forgiving, not angry.

Just thoughtful.

Dangerously thoughtful.

“So if I ever… hypothetically… wanted to do something like that,” I said slowly, “you wouldn’t hate me?”

He shook his head instantly. “No. God, no. I’d never hate you.”

“You’d still love me?”
“Yes.”
“You’d still want to be with me?”
“Yes.”
“And you’d watch?”
He gulped. 
“…yes.”

The room went silent.

I let the weight of that answer settle between us.

I could hear Jason’s voice in my head, calm and amused:

“There’s your green light, California.”

I smiled — small, secret, unreadable.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Then we’ll talk about this… soon.”

He exhaled shakily, relief flooding his features.

“Thank you,” he breathed.

But he had no idea what he was thanking me for.

He thought we were repairing trust.

He didn’t realize I was already planning the night Jason would split me open while Adam watched from a screen — helpless, erect, ashamed, and completely mine to break.


Chapter 14: Bait to Hook

I didn’t contact Adam for a few days after that call. I wanted to let the silence do its work. I wanted him nervous, confused, wondering if he’d blown everything. And he did exactly what I knew he would—sent long apologetic texts, voice notes filled with guilt, “please don’t hate me” emojis like he was 21 again and hadn’t just handed me the keys to the darkest room in his mind.

I stayed quiet. But Jason didn’t.

“You’ve got him wrapped,” he said, lying beside me in bed, lazily stroking my thigh while I scrolled through Adam’s texts. “Now it’s time to let him feel the hook.”

“The hook?” I asked, biting my lip.

Jason smiled without looking at me. “Make him think this is all his fault. That if it happens, it’s because he wanted it. Not you.”

Something about the way he said that made me clench.

So I waited one more night. Then called Adam just after midnight, when I knew he’d be home, probably staring at his phone, praying I’d say something.

He picked up in one ring. “Vanessa?”

I didn’t say anything for a few seconds. Just breathed.

“I can’t stop thinking about what you said,” I whispered. “About your fantasy.”

His breath hitched. “Yeah?”

“You really meant it?”

He hesitated. “I don’t know. I guess. I’ve just never told anyone before.”

I curled deeper into Jason’s sheets. “What if I said I was curious?”

There was silence. Then:

“I’d want to talk about it. Make sure it’s not a trap.”

I smiled. “It’s not a trap. It’s… complicated. But maybe. I don’t know. You’re not the only one who gets curious, Adam.”

I let that hang.

“You’re serious?” he asked, voice lower now. “You’re actually thinking about it?”

“I said maybe.”

I could almost hear his dick hardening on the other end of the line.

We talked until two in the morning. I gave just enough detail to keep him hooked. Told him about “a guy at work” who flirts with me. Said I wasn’t sure what I felt. Said I felt guilty even thinking about it—but I couldn’t stop. I didn’t say Jason’s name. But I described him in slow, soft layers. His voice. His hands. His confidence. I could hear Adam’s breathing change. He was hard. He didn’t say it, but I knew.

Then I twisted the knife.

“I don’t want to lie to you. If something ever did happen… if I ever let someone touch me, I think I’d want you to see it.”

He didn’t respond.

I pressed my mouth to the speaker and said it softly, like a confession.

“Would you watch me, Adam?”

Still nothing.

Just his breath.

Then:

“Yes.”

That was the moment.

That was the exact second I felt the power shift completely into my lap.

I hung up soon after. Jason was already hard beside me. He didn’t say a word. Just rolled on top of me and slid in without warning, without a condom, like he already owned me. I moaned before he was even fully inside. Every stroke felt heavier now. More final. More real.

When I came that night, I wasn’t thinking about guilt anymore.

I was thinking about how long Adam would last before breaking.

I was thinking about the laptop camera I’d aim at the bed.

I was thinking about how good it would feel when Jason finally fucked me while Adam watched.

And I wasn’t even pretending to feel bad about it.


Chapter 15: The Setup

I told Adam it would be casual.

Just drinks. Just a coworker. Nothing to worry about.

“I’ll keep the camera on,” I said lightly, like it wasn’t a big deal. “Just so you know I’m safe.”

He hesitated. “Won’t he notice?”

“No,” I lied. “I’ll bury it under some clothes. He won’t see a thing.”

I watched the three dots on my screen while he typed and deleted his reply three times.

Then finally:

“Okay.”

I didn’t reply right away. I wanted that uncertainty to stew. I wanted him to imagine every possible version of the night — the innocent one, the slutty one, the one where his girlfriend forgets he exists while someone else makes her come.

He didn’t know which one was real.

He didn’t know they all were.

Jason arrived at 9:42.

He wore a fitted black tee and jeans that sat low on his hips. His scent hit me the second he walked in — clean, masculine, already mine.

“You good?” he asked, brushing his hand across my hip.

“I’m good,” I said. “Camera’s on.”

That made him smile. That slow, infuriating, dominant smile that always made my legs go soft.

“You nervous?”

“A little.”

He leaned in close. “You should be.”

We sat on the couch for a while, pretending. Talking about work, playing music low, sipping drinks that neither of us cared about. The laptop was propped on the dresser in the corner of the bedroom. Just enough clothes piled in front of it to make it look like an accident. The camera light was off. Only the lens could see us — and Adam, wherever he was, could see everything.

Jason leaned over and kissed me mid-sentence.

It wasn’t soft.

It was a claiming kiss. The kind that warned me it was too late to change my mind. His tongue pushed past my lips, his hands gripped my thighs, and when I tried to pull back, he held me tighter.

“Don’t fight it,” he whispered. “You’re already his fantasy.”

I didn’t respond.

I couldn’t.

He stood, pulled me up, and led me toward the bedroom.

I saw the laptop light blink once as I walked past.

Part of me wanted to turn it off. Close the lid. Shut this down before it got real.

But I didn’t.

I stripped off my hoodie. Took off my bra slowly, like I wasn’t being watched. Like this was just another night with Jason.

He kissed my shoulder. My neck. Then my breast, pulling my nipple into his mouth like he knew exactly how to break me open.

I moaned before I could stop it.

Jason didn’t speak.

He just pushed me gently to the bed, peeled my leggings off, and looked up at me with those steady, unreadable eyes.

Then he pulled his shirt off.

Then his pants.

Then his boxers.

I didn’t need to fake anything.

My body was already soaked.

He didn’t waste time.

One hand cupped my throat while the other pushed my legs apart. His mouth went straight to my pussy — hungry, loud, messy. I arched off the mattress, forgetting the camera, forgetting Adam, forgetting my name.

When Jason licked me the second time, I came.

Hard.

It hit too fast. I grabbed the sheets, bit my lip, and shook through it while he moaned against me.

He was hard by the time he crawled up my body.

“Condom?” he asked, even though he knew the answer.

I shook my head.

He slid in slowly, deliberately, watching my face.

“You want him to see this?” he whispered.

I didn’t answer.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” I breathed.

Jason started to fuck me.

Long, slow strokes. Deep. Unforgiving. My body curled around his like it belonged there.

I knew what Adam was seeing — my legs spread, my eyes rolled back, my mouth open in a soundless gasp as Jason filled me, stretched me, owned me.

“Look at you,” Jason growled in my ear. “You’re showing off for him.”

I moaned louder.

He fucked me harder.

Every thrust made the mattress creak. Every slap of skin echoed like a threat.

I reached back, dug my nails into Jason’s ass, and pulled him deeper.

He flipped me.

Bent me over the bed. Fucked me like an animal.

“You think he’s jerking off?” Jason whispered.
“I don’t care,” I breathed, already shaking.
“I do,” he growled. “I want him to come while watching his girl get ruined.”

I gasped.

Jason grabbed my hair, yanked my head back. His breath seared against my neck.
“Don’t hold back,” he murmured. “Say what you’re feeling. Let him hear it.”

I looked over my shoulder, toward the glowing laptop screen.
My voice trembled — with heat, guilt, power.

“You feel so fucking good inside me… oh god…”
“This is what I needed.”
“You’re filling me so deep…

Jason groaned behind me — that low, possessive sound that meant he was close.
He slammed into me three more times.
Then he came.
Deep. Hard. Buried.
He didn’t pull out.

I collapsed onto the bed, face down, shaking. His cum started dripping down my thigh almost immediately.

He left the room without a word.

I didn’t close the laptop.

I let Adam see everything.

Me. Sprawled. Fucked. Marked.

The light on the laptop stayed on for another ten minutes.

Then it blinked out.

And just like that, it was done.


Chapter 16: Afterburn

I didn’t sleep that night.
Not because I was shaken.
Because I wasn’t.

I lay in bed naked, sticky, stretched open, and absolutely still. Jason had left after round two. Quiet. No goodbye. Just a low slap on my ass and a grin like a man who knew he’d won.

The sheets were a mess. My thighs were damp. The scent of him was everywhere.

I didn’t wash it off.
I just lay there and waited for my phone to light up.

It did at 3:07 a.m.

Adam:
Can we talk? Please.

I ignored it.

Four more messages came in over the next hour.

“I’m sorry.”
“Are you okay?”
“That was a lot.”
“I didn’t know it would feel like that.”

I still said nothing.

By morning, he’d called five times.
I let it ring.

I showered slowly.
Made coffee.
Stood by the window and drank it while I watched the people downstairs live normal lives.

When I finally called him back, he answered in half a ring.

“Vanessa—”

I cut him off. “Did you watch the whole thing?”

He didn’t speak.

“Did you come?” I asked, quieter.

“…yes.”

I nodded like I could feel it through the phone. His shame, his heat, his confusion.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“No,” I said honestly. “But I don’t think you are either.”

Silence.

“I didn’t think it would feel like this,” he admitted. “I thought I’d be turned on. And I was. But also… I don’t know. It hurt. But it also made me come harder than I ever have.”

“That’s not nothing,” I said.

He exhaled shakily. “Do you hate me?”

“No.”

“Do you hate yourself?”

I smiled faintly.
“No.”

Another pause.

Then his voice cracked. “I’m sorry, Vanessa. I swear I thought I could handle it, but—fuck—I can’t get it out of my head. His hands on you. The sounds. You moaning like he owned you.”

He was crying now. I could hear it.
A breath hitch, a long silence.

“You didn’t even use protection,” he whispered. “You let him—inside you. Raw.”

“I was going to,” I replied softly. “But I lost track.”
Another pause.
“But no worries—I peed properly. And I took Plan B.”

He swallowed hard. “Still… I can’t lie. It broke me.”

“I think part of you wanted to break me,” I said. “And part of me wanted to be broken. So maybe we got exactly what we both asked for.”

He didn’t respond right away.

“I still love you,” he said quietly.

I believed him.
And I knew it didn’t matter.

Because whatever we had before—whatever soft, simple, safe version of us existed—was gone now.
Burned out. Replaced.

He didn’t know what I was anymore.

But I did.

I was the girl who let another man come inside her while her boyfriend watched from a screen.
The girl who moaned someone else's name loud enough for the mic to pick it up.
The girl who liked it. Who planned it. Who smiled when it was over.

I wasn’t innocent.
I wasn’t sorry.

And when I hung up, I didn’t cry.

I just opened a new tab.
Typed Jason’s name.
Sent him a photo — topless, taken right after he left.
My skin still marked.
My nipples still tight.
Then I typed:
“Still sore ?? Don’t my tits look bigger? You squeezed them so damn much ??.”


Chapter 17: The Lie

I told Adam it was over.

Over text, of course. I didn’t have the guts to do it in person — not the way I’d ended everything else. I just wrote:

“I haven’t talked to Jason since that night. I deleted his number. I want us.”

He replied with a heart emoji and a wall of reassurance.
How proud he was of me.
How lucky he felt.
How maybe now we could really move forward.

I read it three times.

I said I loved him.

Then I switched to WhatsApp and messaged the man I was supposed to be done with:

“Tonight?”

Jason took twenty minutes to reply. I don’t know if that was punishment or just him being himself.

“9:30. My place. No talking.”

I didn’t even shower.

I just changed panties, put on lip gloss, and told Adam I was tired and heading to bed early.
He sent a kissy face.

I turned off the lights, waited fifteen minutes, then slipped on jeans and left through the back.

It was too easy.

—

Jason didn’t look up when I let myself in. He was in the kitchen drinking water from the bottle, shirtless, calm like this wasn’t the last time I’d ever be in his apartment.

“I’m getting married,” I said quietly.

He turned, leaned on the counter, took one look at me, and said: “No you’re not.”

I swallowed. “He proposed last night.”

Jason looked me over. I hated how slow his eyes were. How steady. How warm my thighs got even when he said nothing.

“Let me guess,” he said finally. “You told him you wanted a clean slate. Said you’d changed. You’d grown. You were sorry.”

I said nothing.

“Did you mean any of it?” he asked.

Still nothing.

He took a step forward, the water bottle still in his hand.

“You came here to say goodbye, is that it?”

I nodded.

He took another step. Then another. Until he was in front of me. Until his hand slid down the curve of my waist like he was checking to see if I still fit.

“I’m not gonna stop you,” he said.

My breath caught.

“I’m not gonna fight for you. Or tell you not to go. Or call you mine.”

His fingers dipped just under my waistband.

“But you and I both know,” he whispered, “he can’t fuck you like I can.”

I closed my eyes.

“I’m marrying him, Jason.”

“I didn’t say you weren’t.”

His hand slid lower. He pressed against the front of my jeans. I gasped.

He leaned in, mouth against my ear.

“But you’re gonna miss this cock. So fucking bad.”

Then he pulled away.

Walked to the couch.

Sat down.

Said nothing.

He knew I’d follow.

I undressed in silence. Folded my jeans. Peeled off my tank top. Left my panties on until he gave me the look. The one that said: Really?

I took them off.

Jason didn’t rush.

He undressed slowly. No show. Just confidence. The kind that made you clench before he even touched you.

We didn’t kiss.

He bent me over the couch.

No condom, as usual. By now, I’d stopped panicking with Plan B and just stayed on the pill.

No warning.

It didn’t matter — my cunt was steaming wet for him.

He slid in like he owned the right. And maybe he did.

It wasn’t the best fuck we’d had. It wasn’t slow. It wasn’t violent. It was… something else.

Like marking territory one last time.

Like leaving his scent on my skin before I walked down the aisle.

He didn’t speak.

Just grunted when he came. Deep. Hard. No drama.

He pulled out and walked to the kitchen.

I sat on the couch, sticky, sore, empty.

“I should go,” I said.

He nodded.

Didn’t say anything else.

I dressed in silence. Walked to the door. Looked back once. He didn’t.

I left.

Told myself that was the end.

But the thing is—

You can lie to a man.

You can lie to your fiancé.

You can even lie to your reflection.

But your cunt doesn’t lie.

And mine was already aching for him again.


Chapter 18: The Goodbye Fuck

A lot happened in the weeks before the wedding.

At work, Adam and I kept things strictly professional — polite smiles, no touching, not even lunch together. No one would’ve guessed how well we’d once clicked sexually.
But after the engagement announcement, Jason vanished.
No more Slack messages.
No glances across the office.
He stopped showing up to standups.
When I finally texted him, he didn’t reply.
I called once. Straight to voicemail.

Eventually, I found out he’d quit.
No notice. No goodbye. Just gone.
He left the office.
And me.

I told myself that was for the best — that it was clean. That I needed to move forward.
But some nights, I’d lie awake replaying the last time we touched.
The way he filled me.
The silence after.
The way he looked at me like he knew I’d come back one last time.

I didn’t.
And he didn’t ask.



But just five days before the wedding, I got a call from an unknown number.

It was Jason.

“Hey… how’ve you been?”

I froze. Then answered:
“Where the fuck were you?”
“You ghosted the shit out of me.”

“I know,” he said quietly. “Let me explain. I’ve been working on something of my own. I’d already put in my papers six months ago… I didn’t tell you.”

I exhaled.

He paused, then asked,
“So… are you getting married?”
“When?”

I told him the date.

He said,
“Meet me at the Hilton on the 27th. I’ll be waiting.”

‘But my wedding is on the 28th,’ I protested

“Exactly,” he said —
and hung up.

It was the night before the wedding.
I should’ve been at the hotel.
Finalizing vows.
Getting my nails redone.
Letting my best friend talk me through the seating chart and the playlist and the delicate panic every bride is supposed to feel.

Instead, I was in Jason’s apartment.
On my knees.

His cock in my mouth.
My engagement ring catching the light every time I stroked him with my hand.
The diamond flashed — guilt and defiance in the same breath.

“You really wore that here?” he asked, amused.

I didn’t answer. My mouth was full.

He let out a low grunt, not from the blowjob — from the fact that I was still his.
Even now.
Especially now.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulled me back just enough to see my face.
My lips were wet, eyes wide. The kind of look I never gave my fiancé.

“You’re about to take some man’s last name,” he said.
“You gonna keep mine on your tongue?”

I should’ve hated him for that.
But my pussy clenched.
Hard.

He smirked.
“That’s what I thought.”

I pushed him down onto the couch.
Climbed on top, straddling him with shaky confidence.
Fucked him slow. Deep.
My engagement ring brushed against his chest every time I leaned forward.
He didn’t touch it.
Didn’t need to.

I watched him the whole time.
The way his jaw tightened when I shifted my hips just right.
The way his breath hitched when I whispered his name — not moaned, whispered — like a secret I was choosing to keep.

I wanted to remember this.
The weight of his thighs pressing into mine.
The smell of his sweat and sex and detergent.
The way his eyes locked onto mine just before I came, like he was memorizing the way I broke.

He didn’t kiss me. Not once.
Not even when I cried a little.
Not when I whispered, “This is goodbye.”

He just gripped my hips.
Pulled me closer.
Fucked harder.

Came inside me without asking.
Without flinching.
Like he’d earned the right to leave something behind.

Afterward, I sat there, still straddling him.
His cock still softening inside me.
Still full.
Still aching.

My hair stuck to my neck.
My makeup smudged.
My thighs slick with a mixture of him and me and everything I wasn’t supposed to want anymore.

He didn’t speak.
Neither did I.

Just breath.
Just skin.
Just the kind of silence that comes after something irreversible.

“You gonna tell him?” he asked eventually.

I shook my head. “No.”

“You gonna think about this tomorrow?”
His voice was low. “When he slips the ring on your finger?”

I didn’t answer.

He slid a hand between my legs.
His fingers moved slow, like he wasn’t done claiming me.
He dipped two fingers inside me — still warm, still soaked, still open —
and pulled them out glistening.

“Promise me something.”

I looked up.
He held his fingers in the air between us.

“When you’re in Bali, and he’s fucking you like he means it—”
He brought his fingers to my lips.
“—remember what this felt like.”

I opened my mouth.
Took his fingers in.
Sucked them clean.

His eyes didn’t blink.
He didn’t smirk.
He just watched.

And I didn’t smile either.
Because there was nothing left to say.

I got dressed in silence.
Slid my panties back on over the mess he’d left inside me.
Found my top. My jeans.
I looked down.
The ring had twisted sideways while I was on top of him.
I didn’t fix it.

He didn’t walk me out.
He didn’t need to.

And that’s how it ended.

No goodbye.
No love.

Just cum, breath, silence.
And the burn between my legs —
the kind that lingers.
The kind no ring could erase.


Chapter 19: The Wedding

I woke up on my wedding day feeling nothing.

No butterflies, no nerves, no excitement. Just a quiet, hollow space in my chest where something should have been. My makeup artist kept saying how “glowy” I looked, how brides always have that radiance.

I wanted to tell her it wasn’t radiance.

It was emptiness.

My mom cried when she saw me in the dress. My bridesmaids gasped. Adam’s sister hugged me so tight I almost felt guilty.

Almost.

But underneath the lace and satin and veil, my skin still remembered last night. The way Jason held my hips. The way his breath hit my shoulder. The way he said nothing afterward, like my body was the only thing that mattered — not my future, not my ring, not my vows.

The church was warm and bright, filled with flowers and people who loved us. When the doors opened and everyone stood, I walked to the altar smiling like a woman sure of her choice.

Inside, I felt dry.

Like someone had wrung out my heart.

Adam looked beautiful. Soft eyes. Nervous hands. He kept swallowing like he was afraid he’d choke on his vows. When I reached him, he whispered, “You look stunning.”

I whispered back, “Thank you.”

He took my hands in his. His palms were warm and trembling. The pastor started speaking — something about unity, commitment, faithfulness — and Adam kept brushing his thumb over my knuckles like it was a prayer.

I wondered if Jason was even awake.

He hadn’t texted.

Hadn’t said good luck.

Hadn’t said goodbye.

I told myself that was good. That I needed him to disappear. That cutting him out cleanly was necessary if I was going to start the life standing in front of me.

But the truth was sharper.

It hurt.

More than I expected.

I wasn’t supposed to want him to care. I wasn’t supposed to feel a sting every time I checked my phone the night before and saw nothing. I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about a man I wasn’t marrying while the one who loved me wiped a tear from his cheek at the altar.

We said our vows.

Adam spoke with this thick, sincere emotion that made the entire room melt. When it was my turn, my voice didn’t shake. It didn’t break.

It was steady.

Too steady.

Like I was reading someone else’s promise.

When Adam slid the ring onto my finger, everyone clapped. My mother sobbed. His best friend whistled. The photographer snapped a million photos of us kissing soft and slow — the kind of kiss meant for albums, not for memory.

Because I barely felt it.

My lips moved.

My arms wrapped around his neck.

But my body stayed quiet.

Not like last night. Not like Jason.

At the reception, we danced. We laughed. People toasted to our future, to our happiness, to our forever. Adam kept squeezing my waist like he couldn’t believe his luck.

I kept sipping champagne to keep the ache in my chest from showing in my eyes.

When the DJ played our first-dance song, Adam pulled me close. His cheek pressed to mine, warm and tender.

“This is the best day of my life,” he whispered.

I closed my eyes.

“Yeah,” I lied softly. “Mine too.”

Everyone clapped when we kissed again.

But in the silent space between Adam’s lips and mine, I felt the truth flare:

Jason wasn’t here.

Jason didn’t reach out.

Jason didn’t look back.

And nothing inside me felt like it was starting.

Everything felt like it was ending.

Even as I smiled for the cameras.
Even as Adam held me like something precious.
Even as I became someone’s wife on paper, on stage, in photographs…

I felt the quiet, unmistakable echo of last night still pulsing in my body.

The echo of a man who didn’t show up.
And the part of me that wished he had.


Chapter 20: Honeymoon

Bali was beautiful, but I didn’t feel it.

The sun was perfect, the pool shimmered like a travel ad, and Adam… Adam was kind. Gentle. Trying so hard. He held my hand walking into the resort. He kissed my forehead in the elevator. He took photos of me in my white sundress with the mountains behind me.

But I was somewhere else. Or maybe I was nowhere at all.

We had sex on the first night. After dinner. He lit candles in the suite and played some soft music on his phone. I smiled, let him undress me, touched his face like a loving wife should.

He slid in slowly. Kissing my neck. Whispering “I love you.” His rhythm was sweet. Careful. Rhythmic like a metronome.

I faked it. With tiny moans. Arching just enough. Squeezing just enough.

He came quickly.

And I stared at the ceiling, his cum dripping out of me like warm lotion. My cunt ached for something else. Not more. Just different.

Jason.

I didn’t say his name. Not even in my head. But my body felt the shape of him. The way his fingers gripped my jaw. The way he never asked if he could enter — just took. The way his cock filled me.

Adam was already asleep beside me, snoring softly, his arm curled around a pillow like a boy.

I slipped into the bathroom, pulled my robe around me, and locked the door.

I sat on the cold marble floor and opened my phone.

No messages from Jason. I hadn’t texted him since the wedding. I told him it was over. That I was choosing peace. Choosing “safe.”

But that night, I didn’t want peace. I wanted him.

I typed:

"Bali’s nice. But not as nice as that thing you used to do with your tongue."

I deleted it.

I thought about Jason.
Nude. His back. His chest. His cock.
Was it dangling low like that fat brown thing always did?
Or standing up, hard as fuck, thinking of me?
Was he jerking off to me?
Did he miss me? Did he miss his California?

Typed again:

"Guess who’s married now? Still wet for you."

Deleted again.

I stared at the screen for a long time. Then finally sent one line:

“Still thinking about it.”

And then another.

“Still thinking about you.”

I turned off the phone before I could see if he read it. Slipped back into bed, laid on my side, and curled around the ache in my belly.

I didn’t sleep.

Not for hours.

Not while my husband breathed gently beside me and I felt like someone else's wife.


Chapter 21: The Return

Austin felt different after Bali.

Not louder. Not brighter. Just… heavier.

Everyone kept congratulating us. At work, at brunch, at the grocery store — people smiled like we were some newlywed postcard. Adam thrived in it. He held my waist, kissed my temple, introduced me as “my wife” like the words tasted sweet.

I smiled back.

Because that’s what wives do.

But inside, something was restless. A tiny tremor under my ribs. A buzzing in my bones I couldn’t shut off. Nights were the worst — lying beside Adam, his arm draped over me, his breath soft against my shoulder, while my body stayed absolutely still.

Quiet outside.
Chaos inside.

A week after we got back, he started working late again. Budget season. Meetings. Deadlines. He texted me around eight: Don’t wait up. Love you.

I typed back: Okay. Love you too.

My fingers hesitated on the last three words. They didn’t feel wrong. Just… borrowed. Like I was repeating a line from a script someone else wrote.

After I showered, I stood dripping in front of the bathroom mirror. Hair wet. Towel loose around my chest. I looked… different. Not older. Not sadder. Just more aware of the space inside me where something used to sit quietly.

Now it moved.

I wiped a circle in the fogged glass. My reflection stared back.

And without thinking — or maybe thinking too much — I reached for my phone.

The number I’d promised to delete was still memorized in my fingers.

I dialed.

My heart thudded so hard my vision blurred. For a second I almost hung up. Almost.

He answered on the second ring.

“Vanessa.”

My throat tightened. “Hey.”

A soft laugh came through the line. Not warm. Not mocking. Just knowing.

“I knew you’d call.”

I closed my eyes.

That was the problem.

He always knew.


Chapter 22: The First Meeting

I told Adam I had dinner plans with a friend from work.
He kissed my cheek and said, “Have fun, babe.”
I said, “I will.”

I didn’t eat that night.

I drove to the address Jason sent — a short-term rental tucked away on the East Side. Said his apartment was getting renovated. Maybe it was. Or maybe this was just easier. No name on the door. Just a keypad, a silence, and my pulse.

He opened it before I knocked.

Same hoodie. Same eyes. That goddamn calm.

“You came,” he said.

“I shouldn't have.”

He stepped aside.

“But you did.”

I walked in. The air smelled like sandalwood and memory. My body remembered him before I even touched him — my nipples hardened under my blouse, thighs tensing. I hated that he still had that effect. Or maybe I loved it. I didn’t know anymore.

We stood in silence.

Then he looked at me. Really looked.

“You’re married now.”

I nodded.

He closed the door. Clicked the lock.

And said, “Take it off.”

My breath hitched. “Jason—”

But my hands obeyed before my mind caught up.
The blouse.
The bra.
The skirt.
Each piece like peeling off a lie.

I was naked before him. Bare. Shivering — not from cold, but from knowing this was about to be everything I had missed.

He walked up slowly. His fingers brushed my chin, then slid down my neck. The way he touched — like he owned every inch of me, like nothing about this was casual.

“I missed this mouth,” he said, thumb grazing my lip.

Then he kissed me.
For the first time.
Hard. Deep. Desperate.

We’d done everything else — fucked, fought, come undone in each other’s mouths —
but never this.
Never lips.
Never softness.

And yet, somehow, it felt filthier than all of it.
Like kissing meant more than bending me over.
And in that kiss, I could feel it —
he’d been missing me just as badly as I’d been missing him.

Our mouths stayed open. Tongues tangled.
Then his slowed, pulled back, hovered —
until a thick strand of spit dripped from his mouth into mine.

I let it sit there for a second. Warm. Heavy. Faintly bitter — like lust and breath.
I rolled it across my tongue, tasted him, tasted us, then looked him dead in the eye…
and spat it right back into his mouth.

He groaned — low and filthy — like he’d just been fed something he didn’t know he craved.
And then he kissed me harder.

I moaned into his mouth, already wet, already aching.
He lifted me like I weighed nothing, laid me on the couch, yanked my legs apart, and dove in like a man starved.

His tongue flicked, circled, sucked —
like he was reading my cunt in braille, and he already knew every chapter.

I came with a scream. First real one since the wedding.

And he wasn’t done.

He stood up, undressed slowly — teasing, watching me.
His cock was thick. Hard. Familiar.

And furious.

He slid in with one brutal thrust.
No pause. No warning. Just full invasion.

“Still tight,” he groaned.

“Still yours,” I whispered. And meant it.

He fucked me like nothing had changed. Like the ring on my finger was just decoration. Like my pussy was a promise I made to him and broke.

Deep strokes. Loud slaps. My legs shaking around him. He held my throat when I got too loud, kissed my jaw, whispered filth in my ear.

I clawed his back. Bit his shoulder. Drenched his cock.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You still fuck like a whore.”

“Because I am,” I moaned. “Your whore.”

“Damn right you are.”

His pace got harder. Rougher. Like he wanted to ruin what was left of me.

“You let him fuck this pussy?” he asked, voice sharp against my neck.

“Y-yeah…” I gasped. “But it didn’t feel like this. Not like this.”

“Say it again.”

“Didn’t feel like this.”

“Say it right.”

“Didn’t feel like you.”

He slammed deeper. My thighs trembled.

“You’re married now,” he whispered, biting my ear.
“But you still come crawling back to this cock.”

“Because it’s mine,” I choked out. “I belong to it. To you.”

“You belong to me.”

“Yes, Jason. Fuck—yes, baby. Your whore. Your married fucking whore.”

“Say it louder.”

“I’m your married whore.”

He groaned and pushed even deeper — brutal, unrelenting.

“Say it while I fill you up.”

“I’m your married whore,” I moaned again, louder this time, my body shaking. “Use me, Jason. Fuck your cum into your whore.”

His hands gripped my hips like he owned them.
“That’s right,” he muttered, voice thick. “Take every drop, slut.”

When he came, he stayed deep. Pulsing. Twitching. Breathing hard.

“Fuck, Vanessa…” he growled, hips jerking once more.

I whimpered beneath him, legs open, spent.
His cum leaking out, running hot down my ass, dripping onto the couch.

We lay there in silence. My breath unsteady.
His hand brushing the hair from my face like he hadn’t just wrecked me.

He looked down at my body. My pussy still twitching.

“You’re not done,” he said.

And he was right.
Neither of us were.


Chapter 23: The Second Round

He didn't even pull out.

Jason stayed inside me, twitching, half-soft, wet with both of us.
His cock, still buried deep, began to throb again — swelling slowly, like it knew I wasn't leaving.
Like it knew my pussy wasn’t done being his.

He kissed my cheek. My neck. My collarbone.

“I’m gonna fuck you again,” he murmured.

“I know.”

I didn’t move.
I spread wider.

He started slow this time.

Lazy strokes. Deep. Possessive.
The kind that don’t ask. The kind that remind you who you used to be.

Every push made me whimper.
His hands pinned mine down, his body heavy, cock thicker now, coated in slick.
His eyes locked on mine — not blinking, not smiling. Just there.

And I couldn't pretend.

Not with his cum dripping from my pussy.

Not with the way I opened for him — like my husband never existed.

“You missed this,” Jason growled.

I bit my lip. Nodded.

“Say it.”

“I missed your cock,” I whispered. “I missed being ruined by you.”

He grinned. That filthy, knowing grin.

Then he flipped me. Face down. Ass up. His favorite.

“Hold the cushion,” he said.

I gripped it. Tight.

The first slap of his hips against my ass made me scream. The second made me gush. He fucked me with abandon — no rhythm, no mercy. Just raw, needy pounding. The kind that bruises you for days.

“Whose pussy?” he asked, breath hot against my neck.

“You know.”

“Say it.”

“Yours, Jason. It’s always been yours.”

He spanked me. Once. Loud.

“You fuck that vanilla husband with this mouth?”

He pulled my head back, shoved two fingers between my lips.

“Answer.”

I sucked them. Moaning.

“He doesn’t fuck me like this,” I gasped. “He doesn’t make me—”

Jason pulled out.

I screamed.

“Get on your knees.”

I obeyed.

His cock glistened, angry and wet. I opened my mouth. He slapped my cheek with it once, twice, then shoved it in — rough, messy, claiming.

I gagged.

He didn’t stop.

“Take it. All of it. You begged for this.”

I did.

I took every inch like I was starving.

Eyes watering. Mascara smudged. Pussy still leaking.

And when he finally pulled out — thick, hard, soaked in spit — he growled:

“Lie back. I’m finishing in your mouth.”

I sprawled on the carpet. Mouth open. Tongue out.

Jason stood over me, jerking furiously. Watching me. Owning me.

“My sexy cocksucker,” he hissed, stroking harder now — his fist slick with spit, veins bulging, abs tight.

I held my mouth wide open for him, tongue out, eyes locked on his — desperate, ready, needing it.

He grunted once — sharp, guttural — and then he came.

Groaning. Twitching.
Thick, hot spurts painted my tongue, my lips, my cheek.
One shot hit my chest, sliding between the soft curves of my tits.
Another splashed onto my jaw, warm and wet and filthy.

I didn’t blink.
Didn’t flinch.
Just held still and took it.

His taste lingered —
thick,
creamy,
warm.

Slightly metallic,
with a trace of sweetness.

Pure Jason.

When he stopped pulsing, I leaned up slightly and swallowed everything on my tongue — slow, deliberate, almost proud.
Then I licked the corner of my mouth.
Gathered what was left on my lips with two fingers, sucked them clean — eyes never leaving his.

“Again?” I asked softly, voice hoarse but hungry.

He looked down at me — the mess, the smirk, the open legs, the ring still on my finger — and his smile curved slow and dangerous.

His cock twitched back to life in his hand.

“Get on your knees,” he said.

And just like that — I was ready to be used all over again.


Chapter 24: Almost

I didn’t mean to text him again.

It had been weeks since our last time.
Since that rental on the East Side —
the one with chipped tiles and a bed too narrow to hold us.
Where I left with no panties and lips still tender.

Since then, I’d been good.
Normal.
Wife-like.

But that afternoon, something gave.
Maybe it was the stillness of the house.
Maybe the scent of my own sweat, still clinging after errands.
Or maybe it was just how wet I already felt when I sat down to pee.

I pulled my shorts down, slid my phone out of the waistband,
and let my body settle.

Warm liquid spilled out of me with a low, steady hiss.
Loud in the quiet.
I exhaled slowly.
My legs parted. Ankles loose.
Back slightly arched, like my body missed being open.

And with one hand still between my thighs,
the other tapped the screen.

Jason.

His last message waited like a dare.
“New place’s ready. West side. More privacy. You’ll like it.”

No emoji. No question.
Just that same calm arrogance.

I didn’t respond.
Not right away.

But with my stream still trickling out in soft pulses,
and my skin still damp from the heat outside,
I typed:
“What kind of privacy?”

He answered instantly.
“Top floor. No neighbors. Balcony view. Your ass would look crazy bent over that railing

I smiled. Still peeing. Still open.
Felt my own scent rise from the bowl.

“Why being so charitable??” I replied.

“Because I love your screams. And how loud you get when I’m deep.”

And then came his voice note —
short, low, teasing:

“Just saying... you can leave the door open this time. I love the way you moan, girl. 
And for the record... your piss sounds sexy as fuck.”

My cheeks flushed.
But I didn’t stop.
Didn’t even clench.

I let the last drops fall while I pressed play again —
listening to him call my piss sexy like it was the most normal thing in the world.
Like he already knew I’d listen with my legs still apart.

I was still smiling when I reached for the flush.
Didn’t notice the bathroom door hadn’t fully clicked shut.

Then: footsteps.
And my husband’s voice — closer than expected.

“Who were you talking to?”

My pulse spiked.
“Reel,” I lied quickly, waving my phone. “Some stupid video.”

He nodded and walked off.

I exhaled slow.
Typed fast:
“Almost got caught. Door was open.”

Jason replied with a single line:
“Next time, let it stay open.”


Chapter 25 – The Detour

It should’ve been a quiet evening.

Adam had stepped out for groceries. I was curled up on the couch, half-scrolling, half-watching some over-acted thriller I didn’t care about. The house was dim, the fan low. But inside me, everything was restless. Tense. Wet.

My phone was in my hand, screen glowing against my thigh. My finger hesitated. Then slid — instinctively — to the folder tucked inside Utilities. Labeled Receipts.

Not receipts.

Jason.

I had an entire set —
Photos of us. Of him.
His face. His chest. His ass. His cock — thick, veined, flushed.
Some he sent. Some I’d taken when I thought I’d never forget him.
Hard. Soft. In my hand. In my mouth. Inside me.
Angles I didn’t even remember capturing.

I stared.

And then tapped play on the last voice note.

His voice poured through my speakers — low, amused, soaked in filth:

“Just saying... you can leave the door open this time.
I love the way you moan, girl.
And for the record... your piss sounds sexy as fuck.”

I exhaled — sharp and slow.

My free hand slid down, into my shorts, over the soaked fabric.
I didn’t rush.

I circled. Touched.
Watched his cock again — that one photo where he’s on my hotel pillow, grinning, leaking.
My hips moved on their own.
The voice note played again.
And again.

“...your piss sounds sexy as fuck.”

I came quietly. Quickly.

And then I did the unthinkable.

I called him.

I didn’t mean to. Not really.
Maybe I just wanted to hear it ring.
Just the sound of his name flashing back on my screen.
That would’ve been enough.

But he picked up.

Two rings in.

“Vanessa.”

That voice — low, familiar, smug — crawled down my body like smoke.

I didn’t speak.

“You always call when you’re wet,” he said, amused.
“Let me guess. Adam’s out?”

“I didn’t mean to—”

“Liar.”

My breath caught.

“You’ve been thinking about that night,” he went on.
“The way I bent you over in that shitbox east-side hotel. You begged me not to cum.”

“Stop.”

“You licked it clean after,” he murmured.
“Want to know where I’m calling from now?”

I stayed quiet.

“My new place. South block. Kitchen’s tiny, but the floor’s clean enough to fuck you on.”

I swallowed. My throat was dry. My legs weren’t.

But then I heard it — keys in the door.
The metallic jingle that always arrived too soon.

“Shit,” I whispered, and cut the call.
Threw the phone under the couch cushion like it burned.

Adam walked in, juggling bags, smiling. “They were out of that fancy oat milk.”

I blinked, trying to steady my face. “Almond’s fine.”

He paused, eyes flicking to the couch where a faint light still glowed beneath the cushion.
A missed call? A message?

He didn’t ask.

I didn’t explain.

Instead, I kissed him.
Pulled him toward the couch. Suggested a film — something sexy, something violent.
A film where women moaned and men bled.

He lay down. I curled against him, heart racing.

As the movie played, my hand crept lower.
I kissed his chest. His stomach. Slid into his waistband.

He was already hard.

I sucked him slow, like he’d been good to me.
Like he deserved it.
Like I wasn’t full of someone else’s voice and sweat and memory.

My tongue moved around him with the same patience Jason once taught me —
wet circles, a soft kiss under the head, fingers wrapped just tight enough to make him twitch.
Adam didn’t know the difference.
He sighed like a man being worshipped, his hand stroking my hair gently, unaware I was dragging my lips over his cock with Jason’s voice playing in my mind:

“Just saying... you can leave the door open this time.”

I took him deeper.

“I love the way you moan, girl.”

My jaw ached slightly, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to feel full. Wanted to punish myself.
Not because I owed Adam — but because I still wanted Jason.

Adam gasped. Whispered my name. Pulled me up to kiss him like he meant it.
I let him.
Climbed over him.
Let him slide in easily — my pussy already warm, wet, open.

I straddled him on the couch and fucked him slowly, hips rolling in controlled waves.
Letting him believe it was his.

He touched my face. Moaned something sweet.
But my eyes were closed.

And it wasn’t Adam I saw.

It was the kitchen tile of a new apartment.

The West Side one.
The one Jason said had more privacy.
The one I hadn’t seen — but could already feel.

I imagined it all.

The top floor —

No footsteps above.
Just open sky, late heat, the sound of my moans echoing in peace.
He’d fuck me without worrying who heard.
He’d make me louder.
He always did.

No neighbors —

No judgement.
No caution.
No control.
I could scream. I could cry.
I could beg him not to stop, not to cum, not to take the phone off record.

A balcony view —

Urban lights in the distance.
My tits lit by the sunset as he bent me over the railing, thumb in my ass.
His hand in my hair, fucking me so close to the edge I’d forget which fall scared me more — the one off the ledge, or the one into him again.

The tiny kitchen —

Cramped. Bare.
Nothing fancy — just enough counter space for him to shove things off before lifting me by the thighs.
The first time he kissed me again.
The first time he pulled my shorts down just to see if I was already wet.

The clean floor —

He mentioned it on the call.
Said it like it mattered.
Said it like it was sacred.
Said it like he wanted to own it with my back and my sweat and his cum.

I saw myself on it.
Face down. Arms pinned.
Legs kicked apart while he gripped my hips and told me not to hold back this time.

And then —

The door open.

Not just unlocked.
Not just ajar.
Open.
While I pissed.
While he listened.
While he told me he’d been thinking about that sound all week.
While he stood outside the doorway, half-hard, watching it trickle out of me in slow, weak spurts — the scent of my cunt rising warm from the bowl.

Not because he was perverse.

But because it made me his.

Because I let him.

Because I wanted to.

I came on Adam’s cock without warning.
Tight, silent.
My face buried in his neck.
My breath a whisper.

Jason’s name didn’t slip out —
but it hung in the air between my legs, right where Adam couldn’t hear it.

He kissed me again. Held me until he drifted off, soft and content.

And after he slept, I crept to the bathroom.



I peed quietly.
Wiped slowly.
Stared down at the pink-tinged tissue between my legs —
still leaking from earlier. From memory. From more than one man.

I opened my phone.

The missed call still glowed.

Jason hadn’t messaged back.

.


Chapter 26: The Visit   (The Kitchen)



Adam left with a suitcase and a smile.

I watched him walk to the elevator with that stiff, dutiful air of a man headed to a conference he didn’t want to attend.
Three nights in Dallas.
Corporate dinners. A panel talk. Some client visit.
He’d even left me a neatly folded grocery list on the fridge.

“Just grab the eggs and oat milk if you go out.”

Right. Like I’d be doing that.

I texted him “Love you. Be safe.”
Then locked the door, leaned my back against it, and exhaled like I’d just undid a corset.

I didn’t shower.
I didn’t change.
I didn’t eat.

I just packed one small tote: lip balm, wipes, charger, breath mints.

No underwear.
No bra.
No toothbrush.



The Uber driver didn’t make small talk.
He didn’t have to.
I was soaked before we left the block.

I kept picturing the messages Jason had sent.

“Top floor.”
“No neighbors.”
“Kitchen’s tiny but the floor’s clean enough to fuck you on.”
“Balcony view. Your ass would look crazy bent over that railing.”

By the time we turned onto the West Side street, my thighs were clenched and my pussy was aching.



His building was discreet.
Polished concrete. Frosted glass. Quiet as money.
I told the doorman my name — Jason had left instructions.

The elevator opened directly into his floor.
Seventh. Final. No other units.

The air up there was different. Like it had been undisturbed.

The door was unlocked.



I stepped inside slowly.

And I felt it.

The heat.

Not from the thermostat.
From the way the place had waited for me.



There were no shoes by the door.
No clutter.
No color, really. Just shades of masculine discipline — steel, slate, charcoal, teak.
But the windows — god.

Wall to wall, floor to ceiling — the entire west-facing skyline melted into his living room like a postcard on fire. The sun was just starting to set, and everything outside looked dipped in gold.

I took one step inside.
And froze.

He was watching me.



Jason leaned against the fridge, shirt hanging loose, glass of something in hand, a knowing smile pulling at the corner of his mouth.

“You showed up.”

I nodded.

“Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

He walked toward me, slow, like a man already making a plan in his head.



“Wanna see the view?”

“I already did.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Wanna be part of it?”



We didn’t even kiss at first.
He just reached behind me and pulled the door shut.
Then turned the lock.

Click.

That sound did something to me.

His hands went straight to my hips, sliding under my hoodie.
When he realized I wasn’t wearing panties, his fingers paused, then gripped me harder.

“Goddamn, girl. You came bare?”

“I came ready.”

He chuckled — low, dirty.
Then leaned in and kissed my throat, right under my ear.

“You know where I’m gonna take you first?”

“Kitchen floor,” I whispered.

He bit my earlobe.

“Good girl.”



The kitchen wasn’t big.
Two steps and I was pressed against the counter.
He lifted me onto it like I weighed nothing.
Spread my legs. Looked at me.

Not my face.
My pussy.

“Fuck. I missed this.”

He dipped his head between my thighs.
Didn’t even ask.

Tongue out, lips greedy — he devoured me like I was his prize.
I squirmed. Moaned. Gripped the edge of the counter with both hands.
The air smelled like citrus and wet sex.

He pulled back for a second and said, “Slide down. On your knees.”



The tiles were cold against my skin, but his body was warm.
He pulled my hoodie over my head, tossed it across the floor.

“I want you spread. Face down. Ass up.”

I obeyed without hesitation.
My tits pressed to the tiles.
My hips lifted.

I heard him unzip.



His cock brushed against my folds, teasing.

“You’re fucking dripping.”

“Then do something about it.”

He grabbed my hips and slammed into me.



I gasped so loud it echoed.

One deep, unrelenting stroke — like he was claiming what he already knew was his.

“Jesus,” he groaned. “You needed this.”

He wasn’t wrong.

He fucked me with a rhythm that was both vicious and intimate — long, deep thrusts that made me grunt into the tile and whimper his name.

The sound of skin slapping echoed off the walls.

I heard a faint thud — it was my phone falling out of my bag.

I didn’t care.
Let it ring. Let the world fall.



He pulled out mid-thrust. Slapped my ass.
I yelped.

“Crawl,” he said.

I blinked.

“What?”

“Crawl to the living room. I wanna watch that ass move.”

Still on all fours, I crawled toward the couch — slow, teasing.
His eyes devoured me.

He knelt behind me again, kissed my lower back, and slid in.

This time slower.
Crueler.
More emotional.



“I could fuck you in every room,” he whispered. “I might.”

“You better.”



I came hard. Clenching around him. Whining.
He didn’t stop.

I came again.

When he finally came, he held himself deep inside — pulsing, breathing heavy, one hand tangled in my hair.

Then he whispered:
“You came to get ruined, didn’t you?”

I nodded, cheek to the tile.

“Not done.”



He pulled out, cum dripping down my inner thigh like syrup.
I was shaking, sweaty, undone.

He handed me a glass of water.

I drank it naked, standing in the middle of his kitchen, thighs sticky, hair a mess, the city glowing behind me.



And then, with a smirk, he said:

“I haven’t even shown you the bedroom yet.”


Chapter 27: The Bedroom

Jason didn’t say a word when he took my hand and led me down the hall.

My legs were still trembling.
His cum was drying between my thighs.
And my pulse still hadn’t come down from the kitchen floor.

He opened the last door.



The bedroom was dim and warm.
A king bed with charcoal sheets.
A low black headboard.
A candle burning on the nightstand — thick scent, musky, almost smoky.
Soft shadows, soft light.
A room built for sex, not sleep.

Jason stepped aside so I could walk in first.
I did.
Barefoot. Bare everything.

He picked up the remote, clicked, and slow, beat-heavy lo-fi filled the room.

“You hungry?” he asked, voice low.



Ten minutes later, the bed was a spread of open Thai takeout containers and both of us were still completely naked.

I sat cross-legged, picking at sticky rice with my fingers.
Jason lay on one elbow, watching me, chewing slow, heat in his eyes.

He dipped his finger in sauce and held it to my lips.

I sucked it clean.

His cock twitched.

“You do that on purpose,” he murmured.

I shrugged, licking a bit of sauce from my lip.
“Maybe.”

He smirked.

Then reached over to the dresser and picked up the chocolate syrup.



He sat back against the headboard.
One leg bent, the other stretched out — cock already rising again with that heavy, lazy arrogance I’d come to crave.
The chocolate syrup bottle was in his hand.

He didn’t speak.
Just looked at me while he unscrewed the cap, like he already knew I was going to crawl to him.

Then, slowly, he poured a thick, glossy stream from the base of his cock to the tip.
The syrup was dark and shiny, coating him like a dessert built just for sin.
It clung to the veins.
Pooled at the ridge.
A single drop ran down toward his balls.

He glanced down at it, then back at me.

“Dessert,” he said.
“Come get it.”



I crawled up the bed on all fours.
Hair falling in my face.
Mouth already watering.

He caught my hair gently in one hand, pulling it back into a makeshift ponytail.
With the other, he held his cock steady, thick and gleaming with syrup.

“Clean it.”

I didn’t blink.
Didn’t speak.
Just lowered my mouth and dragged my tongue slowly along the underside — from the sticky base to the smooth, rounded head.

The taste hit immediately.

Sweet. Warm. Dark.

The chocolate was rich — like fudge just beginning to melt — but behind it was him.
His skin. His heat.
And underneath it all… the faint, salty taste of his precum — already blending in.

It was intoxicating.



His breath caught in his chest.

“Fuck…”

I licked again, slower, tracing the same line, this time pressing harder — cleaning every groove.

Then I wrapped my lips around the head and slid him into my mouth.

His grip on my hair tightened slightly, guiding me.

I sucked slowly.
The syrup coated my tongue, and every motion pulled more of it down my throat.
It was messy, decadent, filthy.

And then I tasted him.

The syrup mixed with the first bitter pulse of cum — hot, earthy, unmistakable.

My eyes fluttered as I kept sucking.
My tongue pressed up under the shaft as he began to throb harder.

He let out a low grunt and thrust once, deeper.

“Swallow it.”



I did.

His cum came thick and hot, cutting through the sweetness of the chocolate.
The combination was unlike anything I'd ever tasted — molten fudge and salt, heat and man, sharp and sweet all at once.

I swallowed each burst as it hit the back of my throat.
My lips stayed tight around him, milking every drop, while my tongue curled under the shaft, catching the final dribbles as he softened in my mouth.

Jason exhaled — hard — chest rising, then falling.
His fingers slipped from my hair as I finally pulled back, licking the corner of my mouth clean.

He stared at me, eyes heavy.

“Come here,” he said.

I climbed up slowly and straddled his lap, my mouth still warm, my core throbbing.

His hand slid up my side, fingers grazing my breast.

He didn’t have to say it, but I could feel it —
I’d just given him dessert.
Now he was going to relish me.



Jason was still catching his breath when I climbed into his lap.

His cock twitched again against my thigh, still sticky with syrup and spit.

He let his hands roam — slow, lazy strokes down my sides, like he was savoring the shape of me.
Then he reached for the syrup bottle again.

“You know what I’ve wanted since the first time I saw you in that tight tank top?”
His voice was a low gravel.

“What?” I whispered.

He smiled.

“To taste your tits.”



He tipped the bottle forward.

A slow, teasing drizzle of chocolate syrup poured across the top of my right breast — then the left.
The syrup was warm from his hand, and it ran down my skin in thick, slow trails, sliding over my nipples, pooling underneath, coating me like dessert served on flesh.

I gasped.

The sensation — the wet, the weight, the filthy anticipation — made my whole body clench.

Jason didn’t say a word.

He just lowered his head and opened his mouth.

He licked the bottom curve of my breast first, where the syrup had gathered.
Then up, tracing with his tongue, slow and firm.
His breath was hot. His lips wet.
He made a sound in his throat — like he was hungry — and closed his mouth around my nipple, sucking it deep, pulling it into his mouth until I gasped again.

His hands held both sides of my waist as he ate me, sloppily, hungrily, letting the syrup smear his lips and chin.

He switched sides, grabbed my other tit, and latched on again — this time harder.

I arched.
My hands found his hair, gripping, tugging, needing something to hold onto.

He sucked.
Licked.
Bit.
Then sucked again.

My thighs started trembling.

I could feel the pressure building — not from being touched down there…
but from my chest. My nipples. My breasts.

“Jason—” I choked. “I’m—fuck—I’m gonna…”

He didn’t stop.

He pressed his tongue flat against my chocolate-slick nipple and moaned into it, the vibrations going straight to my core.

“Cum,” he said. “Just from this.”

And I did.

It hit me like a wave — sharp, involuntary, wet.

My back arched.
My thighs clenched tight around his hips.
I gasped out loud, shaking, hips grinding against his abs, even though he hadn’t touched me down there at all.

Just my tits.

Just his mouth.

Just chocolate and heat and absolute focus.

He held me through it, kissing between my breasts now, tongue flicking at the syrup that had pooled in the hollow.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

He looked up, his mouth wet, his lips sticky with chocolate and me.

“You taste better than the syrup.”



After, we lay under a thin throw blanket, the food still open between us.
He grabbed the remote, opened Netflix, let something play in the background.

I curled into his chest, still warm, still catching my breath.
His fingers traced my arm lazily.

I curled into his chest, still warm, still catching my breath.
His fingers traced my arm lazily.

I shifted.
And suddenly — the pressure in my stomach released.

A loud, unapologetic fart escaped me.

PRRRRT.

I froze.
Then covered my face with both hands.

“Oh my god.”

Jason didn’t flinch.
Didn’t tease.
Just laughed softly, like I’d bumped his knee.

“Just when I give your tits all the attention, your ass calls out.”

He kept tracing lazy circles on my arm like nothing happened.

I made a face into his chest and mumbled, “I’m comfortable with you.”

He grinned. “More than with your husband?”

I looked up, smirking.
“Is that even a question?”

Then he leaned in, kissed my neck, and whispered:

“That sounded sexy.”

I blushed. He grabbed a skewer from the food tray, dipped it in sauce, and offered it to my lips.

“Eat. We’ve got all night.”


Chapter 28: When Hubby Calls

The room was warm and sweet, still smelling faintly of syrup drying on my skin.

I was straddling Jason again — legs spread, hips heavy, his cock thick against my folds but not inside yet. He watched me with that same relaxed hunger, the kind that made my heartbeat kick in my throat.

Then my phone lit up.

Adam ?? — Incoming Video Call

Jason’s smile sharpened.

“Pick up.”

“I can’t,” I whispered.

He slid the head of his cock inside me — just the tip.

My breath snapped in half.

I switched to audio.

Adam’s voice filled the room.

“Hey, baby. Miss me already? You sound… breathy.”

Jason eased another inch inside.

I dug my nails into his chest.

“Just got warm,” I whispered. “Thinking about you.”

“Mmmm,” Adam said. “That’s nice. What were you doing?”

I exhaled — slow, shaky.

“I started touching myself, baby.”

Jason stilled.
Let the words drip.
Then pushed deeper — slow, quiet, thick.

I gasped.

“Are you… moaning?” Adam asked, surprised.

I rolled my hips once, letting Jason’s cock drag deeper inside me like a secret.

“Aahh… feels so good,” I whispered. “I’m rubbing myself slow.”

Jason gave one deliberate thrust upward.

I had to bite my lip to keep it quiet.

Adam groaned softly.

“Fuck… I can hear you. That’s so hot, babe.”

Jason reached up, slid a hand behind my spine, and lifted me higher — then dropped me slowly back down his length.

Every inch of me tightened.

He wasn’t thrusting fast.
Just deep.
Deep enough to make the base of my throat heat.

The speakerphone picked up everything —
my breath
my tiny moans
Adam’s soft stroking sounds
the faint wet slide of my body taking Jason in again and again.

“You liking it?” Adam murmured.

“Yes,” I breathed. “It’s… perfect.”

Jason tugged me down and whispered against my collarbone:

“Put him on speaker.”

I tapped the button.

Adam’s voice suddenly filled the room — loud, intimate, close enough to taste.

“Mmm, baby… you really touching yourself for me?”

Jason thrust deep.
I moaned hard.

“Yes… yes, baby… it feels… so good…”

I leaned forward, hair falling around my face, pretending the sound came from my fingers — not the cock splitting me open.

Jason slid his hands up my waist, gripped tight, and began a slow rhythm.

Not loud.
Not rough.

Just deep, controlled thrusts that hit a place I couldn’t hide from.

“Aahhh—God…”

“You okay?” Adam asked.

“Mmhmm… d-don’t stop talking…”

Jason’s breath was heating against my neck.
Too loud.
Too close.

I covered his mouth with my palm.

His breath hit my hand, warm, sharp, restrained.

He didn’t stop thrusting.

My moans came faster, softer, trembling out of me.

Adam reacted instantly — I heard the shift in his breath.

Low, rough, clumsy strokes on his end now.
Wet-sounding.
Urgent.
And completely unaware that my moans weren’t from my fingers at all —
but from the cock slowly destroying me under a held breath.

“Ohh—fuck—that’s it, baby…” Adam groaned. “Keep going. Keep moaning like that…”

Jason's thrusts stayed steady.
Thick.
Unhurried.
But each one seemed to go deeper now — like he was pressing into something untouched.

I couldn’t hold it anymore.

I closed my eyes, mouth open, breath jerking with every thick push inside me.
My palm stayed pressed over Jason’s mouth, but I could feel his breathing pick up.
Sharp. Controlled. Hot.

My own voice broke — not fake anymore.
Not for show.
Just involuntary.

“Ahh—ahhh yes—baby—mmm—fuck…”

Adam’s voice trembled.

“God—Vanessa—your voice… fuck I’m so close—don’t stop—don’t stop…”

Jason gripped my hips harder now — his thumbs digging into the soft skin where my thighs curved into my body.
He adjusted — slightly — and hit that perfect angle.

The next stroke made my back arch.
The one after that made my cunt clench so tight around him, I almost screamed.

But I didn’t.

I whimpered. Moaned. Pressed my lips to his shoulder and let it pour out soft.

“Fffuck—yes—yes…”

Adam was panting.

I could hear the rhythm of his stroking.
Sloppy now. Fast.
The way it always got when he was seconds from letting go.

“I’m gonna—fuck—Vanessa—ohhh god—”

And then it came — that funny, helpless grunt he always made right before it hit him.
Half-moan, half-stuttered breath.

“Uhh—ahh—fuck—fuuuuck—”

His orgasm hit like a wave through the speaker — loud, unfiltered.
I could hear every pump.
Every sharp exhale.
Every twitch of his lonely climax echoing in the quiet hotel room.

And that’s what did it.

The sound of my husband cumming…
alone…
thinking I was playing with myself…

While Jason’s cock was stretching me open in long, deep thrusts beneath my hand.

My body gave up.

I came.

Hard.

Harder than I had all week.

My pussy clenched down like a fist — rippling, convulsing — Jason’s cock still locked inside me.

I moaned again, louder now, uncontainable.

Not performative.
Not careful.
It ripped out of me, hot and helpless.

“Aaah—ahhh fuck yes—yes—baby—oh god—”

My entire body convulsed.

I shook — legs trembling violently, muscles locking, then buckling.
My pussy clamped down in a hard, rhythmic grip around Jason’s cock, like it never wanted to let him go.
A flood of slick burst out of me, uncontrolled —
slick, milky, shameless —
spilling around his shaft and dripping down to the base with each pulse of my orgasm.

My stomach clenched in waves.
My breasts shuddered with every breath, nipples slick and sticky against the sweat on his chest.
I was falling apart —
melting, breaking, dissolving —
and Jason held me steady, like I was the only thing that mattered.

He didn’t stop.
Didn’t even fucking slow down.

His thrusts stayed slow, deep, ruthless — like he was wringing the orgasm out of me by force, dragging it through every inch of my soaked cunt whether I could handle it or not.
His cock, drenched now, slid in and out with that obscene, sloppy sound — wet, thick, shameless.
Each stroke felt like a blunt knife pushing through warm honey — all pressure, no mercy, just that sticky, stretched-out glide that made my toes curl.

Then I felt it —
the twitch.

Once.
Twice.

Then his whole body tensed under me.
Still.
Tight.
Explosively still.

I didn’t move.
Didn’t breathe.

Because I knew.
My husband was still on the call.
The speaker was still on.
The line hadn’t dropped.
And Jason knew it too.

I could feel him trying to hold it in — every muscle clenched, every breath swallowed — but I could see it in his face.
The raw twitch in his brow.
The way his nostrils flared.
The look in his eyes, wide and glazed, screaming restraint.

His jaw locked.
His hands dug into my hips.
His chest jerked up into me, hard.
And then it happened —

I felt his noise.
Not heard.
Not out loud.

But vibrating into my palm, still clamped over his mouth.
A muffled, choked sound trying to escape —
somewhere between a growl and a groan —
tight and primal and crumbling.

And then —
just barely audible from Jason’s mouth, from behind my hand —
a stifled, broken breath:

"Nhhhh…"

That tiny sound gave him away.
His control cracked.
His cock twitched violently.
His eyes rolled halfway back.

And then I felt it.
The first hot spurt.

Hot.
Heavy.
Sudden.

Deep inside me.
So deep it made me gasp — my body jerking as the heat hit the very back of my cunt like a slap.

Then another.
Thicker. Angrier. Deeper.
My pussy fluttered, trying to hold it all.
His teeth showed — bared, clenched — as he grabbed my arse with both hands, hard, fingers sinking into flesh like he needed something to hold onto.

And another.
I could feel it coating me now — the warmth spreading, seeping into every fold.

And yet another.
This one made my breath hitch — like it was fired straight from his gut.
His nostrils flared beneath me, face twisted, eyes wild — like he was choking back a roar, like his cock had taken over and the rest of him was just hanging on.

And then one more — brutal, final, unforgiving… and just as involuntary.
A last sloppy pump that throbbed out thick and relentless — the kind that doesn’t just fill you…
it floods you.

I felt every shot like a pulse from inside a firehose —
milky, hot, dripping with ownership.

Each one hit the back of me like a shot from a loaded syringe — full, warm, flooding.
I could feel it coating me —
thick, creamy ropes spilling out in slow, volcanic pulses.

His cock throbbed again — deep and slow — a final twitch that pulsed thick inside me, full and heavy.
It almost felt like his cock was nodding inside me — one last slow, weighted thump, as if agreeing with what he’d just done.
My pussy fluttered, stretched and soaked, like it was trying to hold all of it in.

By the time he stilled, I was swollen. Drenched.
My cunt felt heavy — stuffed so full, I knew the second he pulled out it would spill down my thighs.

But he didn’t pull out.
He just stayed there.
Buried. Deep. Leaking.

I could feel it — the weight of him still inside me, the slow, lazy twitch of his cock…
soaked and softening, but not done.
The pressure of his cum inside me was unbearable now.
Thick. Warm. Right at the edge.
One shift and it would spill.

I turned my head slightly, neck damp with sweat, lungs still trying to find rhythm.
The phone was still on.

I reached for it slowly, hands trembling, not ready to speak —
but then I heard it.

Adam’s breathing.
Low. Controlled.
That slight rasp in his exhale when he was coming down.
He hadn’t hung up.
He’d stayed.
Listening.

Jason’s cock gave one last twitch inside me — thick and dull, like it was acknowledging the moment.
I didn’t even flinch.
I was too wet.
Too full.
Too gone.

I let my palm slide off Jason’s mouth.

It was slick — from his breath, from the way he’d held it in.

He exhaled finally.
A long, quiet groan from deep in his chest.
Not loud.
Just raw.
Like he’d come hard and was still processing the aftershocks.

His eyes opened, glassy and dazed.
They met mine.

And in that one look —
I could see everything.

Pride. Relief. Possession.
And a dirty satisfaction that hadn’t faded yet.
He didn’t need to say a word.

My cunt fluttered again — like it was still reacting to him, to the weight, the heat, the mess.
Trying to hold it all in.

Jason reached up and brushed the hair from my face, slow and tender.
His thumb grazed my lip.

And then Adam spoke.
Soft. Gentle.

“You sounded… incredible, baby.”
“I love you.”

My lips parted.
I could still feel Jason twitching inside me.
Still leaking.
Still buried.

He slid his fingers up my spine.
Pulled me closer into his chest — not out of affection, but to feel my full weight on his cock.
I was still impaled on him. Still opened. Still taken.

I swallowed.
And smiled faintly.
One hand lifted to Jason’s hair —
soft, tender strokes as I spoke to my husband.
A slow, lazy caress…
while still filled with another man.

Then I whispered into the phone:

“God… I came so hard, love…”

A pause.
Then Adam let out a quiet laugh.

“Yeah.
I could tell.
You kind of… disappeared for a minute.”

I looked down at Jason.
He was smirking now, smug, satisfied.
One hand still wrapped around my ass.
Fingers gripping like he owned it.

I gave him a slow wink.
He mouthed, “Good girl.”

“Okay, baby,” I murmured to Adam.
“Sleep now. You’ve got that early meeting, remember?”

“Yeah,” he said with a sigh. “9 a.m. I’ll set an alarm.”
“Wish I could hold you right now.”

Jason’s fingers curled deeper into me.
He shifted, just slightly —
just enough to make my cunt squeeze again.

“Me too,” I said softly.
“Love you.”

“Love you more.”

I ended the call.

The line went dead.

The room was silent again.
Except for the sound of us —
still connected.
Still wet.
Still full of everything we couldn’t say out loud.

Jason looked up at me.
Grinned.

“Fucking lying slut,” he said.

I smiled.
Still on top of him.
Still dripping.
Still wicked.

“Everyone’s happy, what say?” I smiled.

I lay on top of him, breath slowing.
Still full.
Still raw.
My fingers gently brushed over Jason’s jawline, down his cheek — slow, lazy strokes.

He smirked.

“Go take a bath. You stink of chocolate and cum.”

I grinned, still caressing him.

“Join me.”

Just then, my phone lit up.

Adam ?? Video Call

Jason laughed softly behind me.

“Take it.”

I shook my head, still panting.

“I can’t.”

He kissed the back of my neck.

“You can.”
“Just don’t show your face.”

I stared at the screen.
Then let it ring out.

Once it ended, I shifted slowly — letting his cock slide out of me, wet, swollen, glistening.
Still hard.
Cum pooled thick along the head — most of it right at the tip, some trailing down the shaft.

I lowered myself between his legs.
Took him in my mouth.

I sucked slowly — licking and lapping the load gathered at the crown, circling my tongue over the head where it was thickest.
Then worked down, cleaning the shaft where our mixed mess had spread — soft strokes, slow pulls, warm and wet.
I cradled his balls in one hand — gentle, slow, loving touches — while I picked up my phone with the other.

Still licking, I typed:

“Sorry baby. On the toilet. Taking a shit ?? maybe later.”

Jason leaned back against the headboard, arms behind his head, watching me with that slow, fucked-out smirk.

The phone buzzed a moment later.

Adam 💬

“TMI babe ?? But okay. Later then. Love you.”

I pulled off Jason’s cock slowly, letting it slide out of my mouth with a soft wet sound — my lips glistening, tongue catching the final drop at the tip before it could trail.

Still tasting him, I typed back:

“Love you too. Sleep well. Goodnight ??”

Then I let the phone fall face-down beside us.

Jason was still looking at me.
Still smiling lazily.
His cock lay half-hard, gleaming with spit and leftover cum.
My mouth was warm, my thighs sticky, and my body felt utterly used — in the most beautiful way.

He stretched his arms, slow and loose, the muscles of his chest flexing under the dim light.

“Come,” he said, voice low.
“Let’s go to the bath.”

I looked at him for a second — calm, naked, satisfied — and nodded.

No more words.

I rose slowly, legs aching, hips heavy.
Jason followed me off the bed.
We walked to the bathroom together — skin damp, bodies still smelling of syrup, sweat, and sex.

The phone didn’t buzz again.


Chapter 29: The Ride

The morning was soft — grey light hanging low over the West Side.
His Ducati was already rumbling in the basement lot when I stepped out in a black cropped hoodie and cutoff denim shorts, my hair tied up, no makeup, just lip balm and sunglasses.
No bra.

Jason looked up from the bike.
He didn’t smile.
Just gave me that look — the one that said “You know what you are to me.”

He held out the helmet.
I took it.
Climbed on behind him.
No words.

The ride was quiet — not in sound, but in mood.
The Ducati growled beneath us, cutting through morning traffic like it belonged on its own grid.
My arms wrapped tight around his waist.
His back was warm.
He smelled like laundry and skin and the night before.

We passed the edge of the park — trees blurred, light flickering through them.
A jogger glanced our way.
Jason revved once, like punctuation.

I leaned into him harder.



We parked near a side street — one of those corners that doesn’t exist on postcards.
Two folding chairs.
A metal cart steaming with eggs and onions.
No menus.

He ordered without asking me.
It wasn’t controlling.
It was knowing.

Sandwiches came wrapped in foil — greasy, hot, overstuffed.

We sat on the curb, helmets between our legs, sun warming the back of my neck.

I bit into mine — and sauce immediately dripped down my chin.

Jason reached over.
Wiped it clean with his thumb.
Then licked his thumb.
Just like that.

Nothing performative.
Nothing sexy.

Like we’d been doing this for years.

He didn’t say anything.
Just glanced at my thighs as I shifted, bare skin on concrete.
His hand dropped to my knee.
Stayed there.

I pretended not to notice how natural it felt.
How owned.

Adam never touched me like that in public.
Never rested a hand on me like I belonged to him.

Jason did it without thinking.
Like it was muscle memory.
Like he knew I’d let him touch more if he wanted.
Right there.

We were standing in the elevator — just the two of us.
His helmet in one hand, the other slipping casually under the curve of my ass like it belonged there.
He didn’t say anything.
Just leaned back against the wall and let his fingers explore while I stared at the rising numbers.
My thighs parted instinctively, slightly.
I felt his middle finger press firm through the denim.
A lazy tease.
No hurry. No ask. Just claiming.
I bit my lower lip and said nothing.
He smirked, still on his phone, still talking about “ETA” and “dropping it near the gate.”
But his hand didn’t stop.

The key turned and the apartment opened like it breathed us in.

Jason walked in first, dropped his helmet onto the couch, and headed toward the kitchen without a word.
I lingered by the door for a beat, warm from the sun, lips still tingling from the zesty street sandwich.
Then I kicked off my shoes and stepped inside.

The balcony door was cracked open — the sheer curtain lifting and falling like it knew what we were building toward.
A low, lo-fi beat pulsed from the speaker — slow, wordless, sexy.

Jason drank water from a tall glass bottle.
Long swallows.
His throat moving in a rhythm meant to be watched.

“You want a shower?” he asked, not looking.

I nodded.

“Go ahead.”

I passed him, feeling his eyes on me even if he didn’t turn.
My shorts hugged beneath my ass; my thighs were sticky from sweat and sun.

The shower was cool and clean.
I rinsed my body but not my hair — kept it messy, kept it his.

One of his towels smelled like him.
No lavender.
No florals.
Just soap, skin, and man.

I slipped into his black t-shirt — soft, oversized, nothing underneath.
When I came out, Jason was on the couch, legs spread, talking low into his phone.

“…yeah, I moved last week…
no, the address changed…
mhm… send it there…”

He glanced up when he saw me.

His eyes swept my body once — slow, claiming — then he crooked two fingers at me without breaking eye contact.

Come here.

I didn’t walk.
I drifted.

I slid beside him on the couch — one knee brushing his thigh.
His free hand immediately slipped under the hem of his shirt on my body and into the warmth between my legs.

Two fingers.
Slow.
Lazy.

Not playing — owning.

He kept talking on the phone.

I swallowed back a sound as he found me already warm, already soft.

“…yeah, tomorrow works…
no, the contractor can…
hold on.”

He pressed his thumb to my clit, barely circling, and my hips tilted toward him like it was instinct.

I bit my lip.
Rested my forehead against his shoulder.
Let him stroke me while he made plans about his new life — one I was already inside.

He didn’t rush.
Didn’t look at what he was doing.
Just fingered me like it was part of the call.

“…send me the estimate…
yeah, that’s fine…
I’ll call you later.”

He hung up.

His fingers stayed exactly where they were.

“Still hot?” he murmured against my ear.

My breath caught. “You know I am.”

He kissed my neck — soft, claiming.
Then pulled his fingers out of me slowly, deliberately, like he wanted me to feel every millimeter.

“Let’s cool off,” he said.

He stood, stretching — shirt lifting enough to show the V-cut above his waist.
He grabbed his keys.

“I’ll be back. Need groceries.”

I nodded, breath still unsteady.
“Okay.”

The door clicked behind him.

Silence.

I curled into the couch, still wearing his shirt, still open between my thighs.
The curtain brushed my legs as I dialed Adam.

Adam 📞

He picked up on the third ring.

“Hey,” I whispered.

“Hey, babe,” he said warmly.
His voice felt like a life I knew but wasn’t in.

“You okay?”
“You didn’t text after lunch.”

“I’m good,” I said softly.
“Just resting.”

He talked about work.
Meetings.
His hotel.

I murmured the right things.
Gave the right sighs.
Said I missed him — and for a moment, I almost meant it.

Then he said he might sleep early.

“You sound tired,” I whispered.

“So do you,” he said.

A beat.

“I wish I was touching you right now.”

My body tightened reflexively — not from his words, but from the memory of Jason’s fingers still warm inside me.

“I… wish that too,” I replied.

We hung up gently.
Softly.

I curled deeper into the couch, one arm under my cheek, and drifted off.

When I opened my eyes, the sun had turned gold.
Long shadows slid across the floor.

The door clicked.

Jason walked in — paper bags in one hand, a cold drink in the other.

He saw me curled up and gave that small, knowing smirk.

“Still sleepy?”

I stretched, slow and feline.
“No. Just waiting.”

“For what?” he asked.

I lifted the hem of his shirt between my thighs and glanced at the balcony.

“That.”

The evening breeze pushed the curtain higher.

Cool.
Gold.
Inviting.


Chapter 30: The Balcony

The sun was dropping — that honey–gold hour when the whole West Side turns soft and sinful.

Jason set the grocery bags on the counter and walked straight to the balcony without saying a word.
He slid the door open wider, letting the cool breeze slip inside.

He didn’t look back.
Didn’t have to.
I followed him like gravity.

The sky glowed orange-blue, the buildings turning into silhouettes. The railing was cool metal under my palms when I touched it. Jason stepped behind me — close enough that his breath warmed the back of my neck.

His hand slid under his black t-shirt still clinging to my body.

He didn’t even check.
He already knew I was bare underneath.

His fingers slid down my stomach… lower…
and then two of them dipped between my thighs.

A wet sound met his touch.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

Jason exhaled a single laugh — low, possessive, like the confirmation pleased him.

“You’re still leaking,” he murmured against my ear.
His thumb stroked up, slow… finding my clit… circling like he’d been waiting all day to touch that exact point.

My legs trembled.

I braced harder on the railing.

The breeze lifted the hem of his shirt on me, exposing more of my hips, my ass, my thighs — like the apartment itself wanted him to have all of me.

He pushed my legs apart with his knee.
My body obeyed instantly.

His other hand gripped my hip — hard enough to hold, soft enough to make me melt.

“Bend,” he said.

I folded over the metal railing, back arching, my breath skipping as the city pulsed beneath us. Cars. A siren. A dog barking. All of it felt far away.

Jason didn’t waste a second.

His thumb slid lower… lower…
pressed between my cheeks…
and nudged my asshole — slow, claiming, patient.

A helpless moan ripped from my throat.

He smirked. I felt it against my shoulder.

“That’s it,” he breathed.
“You always open for me.”

His thumb pushed in just enough to make my knees buckle.

Then he slid his cock against me — thick, already hard, already angry.

The head nudged my entrance and I whimpered. Loudly.

“Jason…”

He didn’t answer.
He just guided himself in — one long, slow, aching stroke that pushed me forward against the railing.

My mouth fell open.

The sound that tore out of me wasn’t a moan.

It was a cry.

Raw. Loud. Reflexive.

Far too loud for the open balcony.

Jason’s hand flew to my mouth — not to silence me, but to feel how hard I was trying not to scream again.

“You love this view?” he whispered, thrusting deeper.
“Your voice echoing over the whole damn block?”

I shook my head.
Lied.

“Yes,” I gasped into his palm.

He laughed — dark, satisfied — then pulled almost all the way out before slamming back into me.

I screamed.

Not cute.
Not hidden.
A real scream — the kind pulled from the bottom of a woman who hasn’t been allowed to feel like this in years.

My hands squeezed the railing.
My hips shook.
My thighs parted even wider, offering more.

The city didn’t mute it.
The wind didn’t swallow it.

It carried.

Lights flickered on in the building across from us.

Jason saw it.

And fucked me harder.

His thumb pressed deeper into my ass, his other hand anchoring my hips as he drove into me again and again — each thrust louder, wetter, hotter.

I couldn’t stay quiet.

I didn’t even try.

“Jason—! Jason—oh God—”

He leaned into my ear.
Bit it.
Growled:

“That’s right. Let them hear.”

My knees nearly gave out.

“Jason— I can’t— I’m—”

“Come,” he ordered.

His thumb circled, pressed, held.
His cock slammed, filled, stretched.

And I broke.

My orgasm ripped through me — violent, shaking, loud.

I screamed into the sunset.

My whole body tensed, back arched, toes curling against the floor as my cunt clenched around him uncontrollably, pulling him deeper in spasming waves.

Jason groaned hard behind me — the sound of a man who wasn’t done.

“Fuck… Vanessa… keep going… scream for me again—”

I did.

I screamed like a woman who wasn’t afraid of being heard.
Like someone finally fucked open.
Like someone already ruined.

A second light flicked on.

Jason smiled against my shoulder.

“Good girl,” he whispered.
“We’re not even close to done.”

His tongue found the spot no man had ever touched — not like that. He spread me with both hands, face buried deep in my ass, licking me slow and filthy. No warning. No hesitation. Just heat, spit, and sin.

I moaned — not softly.

My hands gripped the railing like it was all that tethered me to earth.

“You ever had this?” he asked, voice thick against me, tongue trailing down, up, circling.

“N-never…”

He growled low, gripped my hips harder. “You do now.”

He devoured me — everywhere. Ass, pussy, thighs. Messy and animal. I could barely breathe. My legs trembled, my thighs slick. He didn’t stop. Didn’t pause. Just ate until I was leaking again, until I pushed back into his mouth with greedy, aching need.

And then he stood.

Slick lips. Dark eyes. Hard cock.

He gripped himself and slid in again — thick, already pulsing — straight into my soaking cunt from behind, the angle perfect with how I was bent over the iron railing.

My scream wasn’t polite.

It echoed out into the night air, across the West Side street below. My toes curled against the concrete floor. I could barely hold myself up.

Jason just kept going — each thrust deeper than the last, one hand on my lower back, the other thumbing my ass again, pressing firm.

“You’re gonna scream again,” he whispered.

I did.

I didn’t care who heard.

Behind my fluttering lashes, I caught a flicker of movement — a window across the alley. A curtain shifting. A silhouette. Watching?

Jason saw it too.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me harder — deliberately — like the watcher gave him permission to ruin me right there. I bit my lip, then gave up on holding back.

He leaned forward, lips to my neck. “Let them see what real fucking looks like.”

And then he came.

Hot, thick, deep inside me.

His fingers gripped the railing beside mine. His cock still twitching. Still inside me.

I was dripping.

And I didn’t move.

Not for a long, long time.

His tongue found the spot no man had ever touched — not like that.

Not with reverence. Not with hunger.

Not with the kind of filthy focus Jason had when he knelt behind me and spread my ass open like something he’d earned. His thumbs dug into the tops of my thighs, and his breath hit me in wet bursts before his mouth did — hot, open-mouthed kisses placed between the cheeks of my ass. Just above the hole. Then just below. Then right on it.

I gasped.

“Jason—”

But he didn’t answer. Just exhaled slow, like he was getting high off my scent. Then he licked, slowly, up the full length of my crack, pausing deliberately at the tightest point — flattening his tongue and pushing in with a slow, teasing grind that made my knees shake.

I grabbed the balcony railing like it was the only thing keeping me from collapsing.

He growled softly.

“You ever had this?” His voice vibrated against my skin — dark, low, confident.

“N-never…” I whispered, already breathless.

“Good,” he said. “You won’t forget it.”

Then he ate.

There’s no other word for it. He ate me like a man starving — tongue deep and swirling, then light and flicking, then slow and circular, like he wanted to memorize the way my body responded. And I responded. God, I responded.

My thighs wobbled, my ass clenched, and I felt my pussy get wetter from the pressure, the friction, the vile intimacy of his tongue working my asshole like it was the main course.

He didn’t care about manners or pacing.

He licked up and down. Bit softly. Spit between my cheeks and smeared it in with his chin. Then he flattened his tongue and dragged it long and slow all the way from the bottom of my pussy up to the top of my ass — again and again — until I could hear the squelch of my own wetness each time he inhaled.

I whimpered.

Not from pain.

From overload.

From being used and cherished and dirtied all at once.

I pressed back into his face without thinking. I wanted more. Needed it. His stubble burned against my thighs. His fingers dug into my hips. And his tongue kept dancing, deeper now, with tight, wet swirls that made my stomach clench and my nipples harden in the night air.

He grinned against me, knowing exactly what he was doing.

I was leaking. All down my legs. My thighs trembled and my cunt pulsed with each flick of his tongue.

Jason didn’t stop.

Didn’t even slow down.

Just ate me until I moaned his name again, until my arms gave out and I sagged forward over the railing, shaking, breathless, completely undone — and aching for his cock.

He stood up behind me — mouth shiny, chin wet, breathing like he’d run a marathon with his tongue buried inside me.

His hands gripped my hips, tighter this time.

“You ready to get fucked properly now?” he growled.

I was beyond words.

I just nodded, hair falling in strands over my face as I braced both arms on the railing, my body trembling, soaked, wide open, and gasping for what came next.

Jason didn’t ask again.

He grabbed the base of his cock — hard, slick, still thick from earlier — and rubbed it up along my pussy lips, letting it catch on my clit just once, just enough to make me twitch.

Then he nudged the head between my folds.

I sucked in a breath.

And he pushed in.

One slow, stretching, possessive thrust.

“Ahhh—fuck!” I cried out.

My voice echoed into the night.

My walls clenched around him like they’d missed him, like they were starving — desperate to be filled again. He kept pushing, inch by inch, until I was completely split open and full, his cock heavy and hot inside me.

I moaned louder this time — raw, unfiltered, my throat catching around the vowels like I didn’t care who heard me.

And I didn’t.

“God, yes—Jason…!”

He held still for just a second.

“Feel that?” he whispered, bending low to speak against the back of my neck. “That’s how deep I am. That’s how wide you’re open for me.”

I nodded fast, whimpering, needing him to move, needing friction, thrust, anything.

He gave it to me.

Hard.

The first stroke nearly lifted me off my feet.

The second thrust knocked a full, shameless moan from my mouth —
“Aaahhh—fuck, fuck, fuck—yes!”

My whole body jolted forward.
My palms gripped the metal railing till they hurt, the sharp cold of it biting into my skin.
My knees buckled, legs already weak from how he’d eaten me.
But Jason didn’t stop.

His hips slammed forward again, hard and deep, cock dragging along my inner walls with a wet, relentless rhythm.
My breasts were bare, swinging freely with every motion — soft, flushed, nipples tight and sensitive from the wind and the slap of movement.
Each thrust made them bounce, sway, slap softly against my chest, the chill in the air only amplifying the burn between my legs.

One of his hands stayed locked on my hip, fingers digging into the softness like he was holding on for dear life.
The other fisted into my hair, yanking my head back just enough to expose my throat to the night sky.

He fucked me deep, fast, dirty —
the sound of his balls slapping against my soaked folds, obscene and loud.
The wet squelch of each thrust made my face burn and my pussy clench harder, like I was gripping him tighter the filthier it got.

“Fucking take it,” he growled, breath hot against my ear, body fully pressed to mine.

“I am—fuck—I am—I’m fucking taking it—!” I cried, louder, raw, wrecked.

The railing groaned beneath my weight.
My tits bounced with every brutal stroke.
The slap of skin on skin, the lewd suck of my cunt gripping his cock, the sound of my moans growing higher, more desperate — it was all so loud, so wet, so animal it felt like the whole world could hear.

And I didn’t care.

Because the only thing I could feel was Jason — thick, hard, stretching me wide, his cock buried so deep I could feel him in my belly.
Every inch of me was shaking.

he slammed into me harder.

The metal railing creaked beneath my weight.

I arched my back, screamed into the night, and somewhere between the sound of my moans, the slap of our bodies, and the slick, wet glide of his cock filling me raw, I saw it—

A light flicked on in the apartment across the courtyard.

A curtain moved.

A silhouette appeared.

Still. Watching.

Male, maybe. Or maybe a couple. I couldn’t tell — the window was backlit. But the shape stood there, unmoving, right behind the glass, staring out at me.

I didn’t stop.

I moaned even louder, letting the sound carry out into the air, my bare breasts swinging, my thighs shaking, my body open and on full display.

Jason noticed the light too.

His thrusts didn’t slow.

They got harder.

His cock hit deep, lower, right where it made my legs twitch involuntarily — and then he leaned in, pressing his chest to my back, one hand still tangled in my hair, the other sliding up to grab my breast, fingers rough, pinching my nipple hard like he knew we were being watched.

“Give them something to remember,” he rasped in my ear.

I moaned back, broken, wild. “Let them see—fuck—let them see everything.”

“Yeah?” he grunted, pounding harder now. “You want them to see how I fuck you?”

“Yes—Jason—yes—I want them to see how good I take it—how good your cock feels inside me—”

He groaned then — long and low, grinding his cock even deeper, holding me tight like he was trying to merge our bodies.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum—”

“Yes,” I cried out, throwing my head back against his shoulder, eyes open wide, locked on the silhouette in the window.

I wanted them to see me fall apart.

I wanted them to watch me get filled —
to see the raw, shaking mess I became when Jason’s cock owned me.

And then it happened.

Jason’s hips began to stutter, the rhythm breaking into jagged, desperate thrusts.
His cock thickened, swelling and twitching deep inside me, the veins rubbing hard against my walls.
My breath caught.

And then —
with a strangled gasp and a brutal final thrust that slammed my hips into the metal railing, he came.

Deep.
Hot.
Raw.

I felt it all.

Each violent spurt shot into me — thick, heavy ropes of cum that hit my cervix and splashed against my walls, already soaked from how wrecked I was.

I moaned —
long, loud, shameless —
my voice bouncing off the buildings around us, echoing across the empty courtyard like a warning or a cry for more.

My belly clenched. My thighs quivered.

And I felt it.

His cum dripping out of me almost instantly, warm and slick, running down the insides of my legs, leaving me leaking and open and utterly fucked.

And the silhouette?

Still there.

Still watching.

Motionless.

Not even pretending to look away now.

Jason didn’t pull out.

He stayed buried inside me, panting against my back, his chest rising and falling against my spine like he’d just conquered something sacred.

His hand slid up — not gentle, not soft — and gripped my breast again, fingers curling around the flesh possessively.
The other hand stayed locked on my hip, holding me in place, making sure I didn’t move an inch.

Like he wanted the watcher to see me just like this —
used, bent over, filled, pinned.

“Let them wonder what you feel like now,” he whispered, his voice hoarse, almost tender.
“Let them wish it was their cock leaking inside you.”

I shuddered.

My body still clenching around him, like it didn’t want to let him go.
Like it could feel how much of him was inside me.

I smiled — broken, sweaty, ruined — and looked straight into the lit window across the courtyard.

The silhouette hadn’t moved.

I moaned again — slower this time, dirtier, a sound meant to carry.

Then whispered, just loud enough for the night to hear:

“Hope you got your fill”

Jason chuckled behind me, his cock still twitching inside me.
He pressed his lips to the back of my neck, slow and possessive.

“I bet they’re stroking it already,” he murmured. “Jealous as fuck.”

And I stood there — dripping, legs trembling, pussy full —
and let myself be watched.

Let them see the cum run down my thighs.

Let them hear how my breath still shook.

Let them feel how deeply I’d been taken.


Chapter 31: A Day Early

The glow from the opposite apartment was still on when we finally came inside.
I didn’t even ask Jason if he’d noticed the silhouette.
Of course he had.

My thighs were still sticky.
His cum had dried into a soft crust between my cheeks.
We hadn’t showered.
We hadn’t cared.

He tossed me a hoodie — one of his old, oversized ones — and I wore it with nothing underneath.
He ordered food, played some lo-fi shit on the speaker, rolled a blunt.
It was almost quiet between us. Comfortable.
Like fucking me raw over the railing was just... normal now.

And then my phone pinged.

Adam ??:
“Flight changed. Landing tomorrow morning, not night. Miss you.”

My stomach dropped.
I sat up straight on Jason’s couch, the oversized hoodie slipping off one shoulder.

“Shit,” I whispered.

Jason looked over, brow raised. “What?”

I showed him the message.

He didn’t flinch. Just exhaled slow, leaned back, and said,
“Relax. I’ll drop you off in the morning.”

I blinked. “You sure?”

He nodded, like it was the easiest thing in the world.
“I’ll set an alarm. You’ll be home before his toothbrush touches the sink.”

I wanted to believe him.
I wanted to stay calm.
But my heart was racing.
My thighs still ached.
And I was still leaking his cum.



The next morning, true to his word, Jason drove me back.

No goodbye kiss.
No lingering words.
Just a quiet, knowing look and a hand on my thigh the entire ride.

I walked into the apartment on stiff legs, hair tied back, hoodie swapped for a simple tee and joggers.
I wiped quickly, freshened up, brushed my teeth twice.

When Adam walked in a couple hours later, suitcase in hand, he looked exhausted.

“Hey,” he said, smiling faintly. “God, I need a shower.”

I hugged him.
I smelled airplane and aftershave and that familiar Adam softness.
It felt distant.
Not wrong. Just… dulled.

We sat on the couch.
He told me about Dallas.
The boardroom delays. The hotel food.
How one guy snored in the next room and he barely slept.

I nodded. Smiled in the right places.
Said things like “God, that sucks” and “You must be so tired.”

But I kept checking my phone.
Subtly.
Quietly.

Nothing from Jason.

No text.
No emoji.
Not even a “Made it back?”

By evening, I was irritable.
Raw in the throat and restless in the skin.

“You okay?” Adam asked as we stood brushing teeth together.

“I’m just tired,” I said quickly. “Cramped all night. Barely slept.”

“Yeah, I know the feeling,” he murmured, wiping his mouth with a towel.

We lay in bed.
Separate sides.
His leg brushed mine once.
I didn’t move.

I stared at the ceiling.
The fan hummed.
My phone stayed dark.

And inside me —
where Jason had been less than twenty-four hours ago —
there was now just emptiness.

Chapter 32: In My Head

The next day passed in a blur.
Laundry. Groceries. A mild headache that wouldn’t leave.
Adam worked from home, setting up his laptop on the dining table.
I moved around him like a shadow — soft smiles, casual touches, but distant.

I didn’t check my phone.

I just looked at it every chance I got.

Nothing from Jason.

By dinner, Adam seemed more relaxed.
He poured wine.
Told me about his old boss flirting with the new intern — a harmless story that made me laugh for the first time all day.

Later, when we brushed teeth together, he leaned in behind me — lips pressing to my shoulder.
I didn’t flinch.

When we climbed into bed, he kissed me slowly.

When he touched me, I let him.



He got on top of me first — careful, loving, familiar.
Our limbs tangled under the sheets, his lips trailing along my neck.
He whispered something about missing me.

I moaned softly, letting my legs open.

He entered me slowly — like always —
and I tilted my hips up to meet him, guiding him deeper.

But after a few strokes, something inside me shifted.

I pressed my palms to his chest.

“Lie back,” I said.

Adam blinked. “Yeah?”

I nodded.

He rolled onto his back, and I straddled him.
My body still knew how to ride.

But tonight, I did more than just ride him.
I took him.

Hands on his chest.
Hair loose.
Eyes closed.
I moved like I was starving.

Slow grinds.
Fast slams.
Full weight.

Adam grunted beneath me, surprised by my rhythm.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Vanessa…”

But I wasn’t there.

I wasn’t with Adam.

I was back on a balcony, with my tits bouncing, my cunt dripping, Jason’s cock splitting me wide.

I closed my eyes tighter.
I rolled my hips harder.
I let my moan break open in my throat — breathy and raw.

Adam came first.
A quiet, stunned sound.
His fingers gripped my waist, and I felt him pulse inside me.

I collapsed onto his chest, panting, skin flushed, lips damp.

But it wasn’t enough.



After he drifted off, I slipped out of bed.
The house was quiet.
Toilet light humming faintly.

I shut the door and sat on the closed lid, knees drawn up, hoodie pulled over my thighs.

I opened my phone.

The hidden album where Jason lived. 


His cock.
His chest.
His fingers between my legs — the photo I took while he ate me on the couch.
The video he sent weeks ago, jerking off in that red-lit bathroom, saying my name low under his breath.

I bit my lip.
Slid my hand between my thighs.

My pussy was still sensitive from earlier — but not in the right way.

I wanted Jason’s mess, not Adam’s.

I spread my legs wider and stared at the screen.

No new messages.

So I pressed play on the old one —
the voicenote where he says,

“Just saying… you can leave the door open this time. I love the way you moan, girl.”

His voice was low. Casual.
But dripping with cocky confidence — like he knew exactly what I’d do when I heard it again.

As his voice filled my earbuds,
my fingers moved faster — sliding over my still-sensitive clit, circling slow at first, then faster with every dirty syllable.

I tapped into the hidden album ‘Receipts’
 

Jason’s cock.

From every angle.

Some shots he’d sent — thick, veiny, his hand gripping the base, precum glistening.
Others I’d taken quietly — him asleep beside me, soft against his thigh, or caught mid-fuck, buried in my cunt.

My breath hitched.

I kept scrolling —
the photo of his cock, thick and flushed, glistening like it had just pulled out of me.
A mirror selfie I’d clicked after — lips swollen, cheeks flushed, hair wild.

And in my mind, the sound of his voice came back.
“Take it all, baby… that’s it.”
I rubbed harder.
I could still feel the kitchen counter against my hips — shirt half-off, ass jiggling with every thrust, my moans echoing:
“Jason—don’t stop, don’t stop, fuck, fuck—”

Memory was enough.
Too much, even.

I nearly came right then.

But I didn’t stop.

I played the old video he’d sent me months ago —
the one in that red-lit bathroom, his fist wrapped around his cock, his breath heavy, eyes glazed as he whispered my name like he was already imagining me bent over for him.

The moment it started, my body reacted.

I shoved two fingers inside myself, biting my lip hard, trying to stay quiet.

Dripping now.

My thighs shaking.
My breath shallow.

Every image, every moan, every thrust we cherished — it was ours.
And now it was mine, alone in a dark bathroom, while my husband slept just down the hall.

My pussy clenched around my fingers.
Jason’s face filled the screen.
My moan slipped free.

“Fuck, Jason…”

And I kept going.

I didn’t need the mobile anymore.

I pulled the earbuds out.
Let the screen dim.
And just sat there — thighs spread, hoodie bunched around my hips, pussy glistening under my fingers.

I closed my eyes.

And there he was.

Jason.

Behind me.
Inside me.
Breathing hard against my ear.
Calling me his good little whore.

My fingers moved in tight, aching circles — slow at first, then faster, messier, slipping through the wetness he’d left behind days ago, still echoing in my body like a bruise that throbbed when touched right.

My free hand slid up — under the hoodie, over my breast, squeezing until I gasped softly.

I leaned back slightly on the lid, legs falling wider open.
My palm slapped softly between my thighs, soaking it.

I imagined his hand there instead — rough, warm, unforgiving.
The way he’d pull me open with his thumbs.
The way he’d spit on my clit.
The way he’d watch me beg just to be filled.

And just as my body tightened, trembling, seconds away—
I pictured his cock.

Big, thick, heavy in his fist.
That proud, arrogant curve.
The vein that pulsed just before he came.
And then—

The way it would hit my tongue.

I could almost taste it.
Warm. Salty. Deep.

I parted my lips, breath catching, head tilted slightly forward —
like I was about to lick him clean.

My eyes clenched tighter.

My hips jerked.

And then it hit.

That silent, body-breaking climax.

Not loud. Not fast.
Just a slow, tightening quake that rolled through my stomach, my thighs, my chest.
My toes curled.
My fingers stayed still — pressed against my clit — as the waves kept crashing, smaller and smaller, until all I could do was breathe.

Eyes closed.
Pussy pulsing.
Mouth still parted —
like I was catching his cum on my tongue.

I sat there for a while.

Panting.
Sticky.
Spent.

My fingers rested limp in my lap, still glistening.
My thighs were a mess — flushed, twitching, damp with everything I’d imagined and everything I still wanted.

The room was silent, except for the faint electric buzz of the bulb above and the hum of the fan in the hallway.

I leaned forward slowly, elbows on knees, breath catching in little aftershocks.
The floor was cold. My skin was hot.

I pulled the hoodie down over my thighs, wiped my fingers on a piece of toilet paper, and finally reached for my phone.

Still nothing.

No message.
No “Thinking of you.”
No “Did you cum?”

Just silence.

I stared at the dark screen like it had betrayed me.
Like he had.

After everything he’d said. After how he’d held me down and filled me so deep I still ached days later —
How could he not text? Not even once?

My chest tightened.

I locked the phone.
Flushed the toilet, even though nothing needed flushing.

And then I stood — shaky legs, raw thighs, silent feet.

I slipped back into the bedroom.

Adam was snoring softly, mouth parted, one arm flung out over my side of the bed like he’d been waiting for me.

I slid under the sheet.
Turned my back to him.
Stared at the faint light slipping through the window blinds.

My pussy was still warm.
My mind still racing.

But I didn’t check my phone again.

I just closed my eyes
and pretended sleep would come.


Chapter 33: Family Dinner, Dirty Thoughts

Adam didn’t ask twice.
He just said it that morning like it was a weather update.

“We should visit the folks.”

I looked up from my coffee. “When?”

“Tonight.”

I hesitated just a second too long.
He raised an eyebrow.
I smiled. “Sure.”



By evening, I was back in the suburbs, sitting at his parents’ long, polished dining table under that humming antique chandelier that always made me feel like a guest, not family.

The scent of roasted sage and melted butter clung to the air.
His mom had gone all out — roast chicken, mac and cheese, creamed corn, her famous buttered rolls, and a peach cobbler cooling on the kitchen counter.

Adam’s dad poured red wine like it was Sunday.
His brother arrived late, still smelling like weed and spearmint gum.
And his sister, Madison, was already watching me like she had her own game of Clue going in her head — and I was the suspicious piece.

I wore a plain navy-blue dress. Long sleeves. Fitted waist.
Nothing flashy.

But I hadn’t worn a bra.
Just a soft black thong. Already starting to cling.

We passed plates.
Said polite things.
Adam’s mom asked if we were thinking about kids soon.
I smiled and chewed.



Then my phone buzzed beneath the table.

Jason ??:

Where are you, baby?

My stomach clenched.

I angled the phone subtly between my thighs, thumbing a reply under the napkin:

At a family dinner. With the hubby.

Another buzz.

Jason ??:
What are you wearing under that sweet little dress?

My fork stalled mid-air.
I shifted in my seat.
I was already a little wet — but now I actually squirmed.

I kept my face blank. Fingers under the table, I typed back quickly:
Me ??: Black thong.

His reply was instant.
Jason ??:
Wish I could fuck you in front of them.
Just bend you over the table, baby.
Adam’s seen it already.
Maybe the rest of the family should too.
They deserve to see the lady of the house getting properly fucked.

I almost choked.
Coughed — sharp, sudden — and reached for my water like it was a lifeline.

Adam’s dad looked over, gentle and clueless.
“You alright, dear?”

I nodded, forcing a tight smile.
“Went down the wrong way.”

But inside, I was coming undone.
My thighs squeezed shut.
My core pulsed.
His words weren’t even sweet — they were blunt, filthy.
And they worked like fire.

I typed back with trembling fingers:
Me ??: You’re insane. I’m surrounded by his family.

Jason ??:
Doesn’t matter. I can still smell your unwashed cunt from here.

I exhaled — soft, shaky.
The words hit somewhere deep.
Crude. Dirty. Direct.
God, I felt it in my spine.

My thumbs hovered.
Everyone around me was still eating. Talking. Laughing.
I was the only one fighting heat between my thighs.

Then—
I replied with a funny emoji.
😅

Like it was a joke.
Like I wasn’t dripping.
Like I hadn’t just clenched around nothing.

A moment passed.

Jason ??:
That little smile won’t save you.
You’ll be soaked by dessert.

And just like that, my breath caught again.

Jason ??:
How’s his mom?

Me ??:
Strict. Pearls. Good skin. Looks like she runs the house.

Jason ??:
And the sister?

Me ??:
Younger. Slim. Keeps staring at me. Nosy bitch.

Jason ??:
Who’s hotter?

Me ??:
Mom’s got fuck-me hips.
Sister’s ass looks built for backshots.

Jason ??:
I’d fuck the mom first.
Then the sister.
Then make you lick them both clean.

My pussy just clenched.

Jason ??:
Told you. You’re soaking through that thong by now.

I clenched the phone tighter.
Crossed my legs.

If this phone slipped — if anyone here saw these texts —
I’d be thrown out of the house.

I needed to delete all this shit.
Right now.

But I didn’t.
I just stared at the screen.
And waited for him to say more.

Jason ??:
Fuck.
Wonder how Adam’s dad would react if I took the old lady too.
Made him sit there while I used his wife.
Bet she’s dying for a good bonking from a big black cock like mine.

I looked at her.

Upright. Polished.
But those hips looked like they used to fuck back — hard — and missed it every damn day.
Her lips… too neat now.
They’d stretched before — probably around something soft, white, and boring.
But you just knew they’d love to stretch wide around something bigger.
Thicker. Darker. Stronger.
The kind that makes a woman drool and forget her manners.

One woman could always feel another woman’s void.
And I felt hers.

That quiet, aching hunger behind the pearls and politeness.
The kind of need no one talks about — but another woman can smell from across the table.

She hadn’t been fucked properly in a decade.
Not grabbed. Not ravished. Not used.

Jason would replenish her cunt.
Make her moan like a girl again.
And she’d thank him with shaking legs and a wet mouth.

Adam’s dad was still rambling about fiscal trade agreements.
Fucking idiot.

The poor woman just nodded along — calm, composed, empty.

Maybe she needed this more than I did.
And that clueless man beside her?
Didn’t even realize his wife was ready to get bent over this very table and filled like a whore.

Jason ??:
She’d beg to lick your pussy after I break her in.
Two of you. Kneeling. Sharing my cock like good little sluts.

I almost dropped the phone.
And my thighs were wet.

Across the table, Madison glanced up.
Her look was sharp — not curious, but knowing.
Like a cat hearing movement behind the wall.

I texted quickly, thumbs stiff:
His sister’s looking this way. Bitch is suspecting.
Let’s talk later.

Then — ping.
Another message.

I hesitated.
Then tapped it open.

Jason had sent a dick pic.
Thick. Veiny. Still wet.

My breath caught.
It looked angry — like it needed my lips around it.

I crossed my legs again.
Harder this time.

Then the message below it:

Jason ??:
Show it to Adam’s sister —
maybe that’ll calm the nosey bitch down.

I blinked.
Swallowed hard.
My phone slid quietly into my lap.
And still… I kept dripping.

Me ??:
Ask something else.

The wine coated my tongue, but the heat blooming in my thong was thicker than anything I could sip away.

I shifted in my chair.
The cushion squeaked.

Jason ??:
When did you fart last?

My lip twitched.
I bit the inside of my cheek.

Me ??:
A while ago.

Jason ??:
How did it sound, babe?

Me ??:
In the car.
Loud, but kinda muffled.

I stared at the screen.
Then at the family around me — eating, talking, clueless.

I couldn’t believe it.
I was texting my lover about farting…
cuckolding…
and all this filthy, horny nonsense —
right in the middle of a family dinner.

A little giggle escaped before I could stop it.

Madison’s eyes pinned me.

“You’re smiling,” she said, too light to be casual. “What’s the joke?”

I looked up, face warm. “Just a meme from a friend.”

She didn’t blink.
Didn’t believe it either.

Me ??:

She’s watching Jason, the sis..

Jason ??:

Ask that slimy bitch if she wants a taste of my black, burnt sausage.
Bet her jealous mouth would water watching you get stuffed.

I smiled again — lips pressed tight, hiding the flicker of filth behind my teeth.

Madison caught it.
Sharpened.

“Come on,” she said, head tilted. “You’ve been grinning all through dinner. Share the joke.”

I ignored her.
Picked up my fork again.
Stabbed a green bean like it had done something wrong.

Jason ??:

I wish I could lick your butthole now. 

Taste how filthy you are, even at a fucking family dinner.
I bet the aroma is more enticing than dinner.
God, I wish I could tell your husband’s family this.

My hand shook slightly as I picked up my napkin.
My pussy clenched.
Throbbing now — so slick I could feel the fabric shifting against it with every breath.

Another buzz.

Excuse yourself.
Go to the washroom. I want you dripping when I see you next.

I took one more breath.
One more sip of wine.
One more useless bite of food.

And then I stood.

“Excuse me,” I said softly. “Just need to use the restroom.”

Adam nodded, chewing.

But Madison watched me the entire way down the hallway —
Eyes on my back like she could see the heat running down my thighs.

I turned the corner.
Phone already unlocked.

Jason had sent another message.
And I was already wet.


Chapter 34:  The Welcum Break

The bathroom door clicked shut behind me.

A soft, hollow sound — too loud in my ears.
I locked it. Pressed my back against the cool wood.
Exhaled shakily.

My phone buzzed again.

Jason ??:

Close the lid and sit on it. Show me your thighs first.

My knees weakened.

I lifted the dress, letting the fabric gather at my waist, and sat down slowly on the closed toilet lid. The cool porcelain met the heat between my legs — enough contrast to make me suck in a breath.

Me ??:

I can’t talk. They’ll hear.

Jason ??:

Then don’t talk. Send.

I swallowed and angled the camera down.

One picture.
My thong — black, thin, already wet through.
The crease of my thigh.
The faint shine where my skin was damp.

I sent it.

A second later my screen lit up.

Jason had sent one too.

His cock — thick, heavy, dark, veined, already half-hard just from texting.
Low lighting.
His hand wrapped around the base.
A visual punch straight to my core.

Heat shot through my stomach.

Jason ??:

Pull your thong aside. Let me see what you’re hiding from your husband’s family.

My fingers trembled as I obeyed.
Just a little.
Just enough.

I sent a picture — my slit glossy and needy, my other hand gripping the edge of the toilet seat to steady myself.

My phone vibrated immediately.

Jason ??:

Fuck… look at you.
Touch it. Two fingers. Slow.

I pressed two fingers to my opening — the slick warmth greeting me instantly.
My breath hitched.
Quiet.
Controlled.
Barely.

Me ??:

I can’t moan. They’re right outside.

Jason ??:

Then come silently.

Another image from him.
Now fully hard.
Black, thick, glistening at the tip with precum.

My thighs tightened.

I slipped my fingers inside myself.
Slow.
Wet.
My body practically pulling them in.

My head fell back against the wall.

My thumb circled my clit.
My hips twitched up.
Small, choked breaths escaped despite myself — a soft “mm—” that I immediately bit down on.

Jason ??:

Send me your face. Right now.

I turned the camera on myself — flushed, lips parted, dress bunched at my waist, one hand between my legs.
I took the shot and sent it.

Two seconds later he responded.
A photo.
His fist pumping slowly along his cock now — the head leaking, thick, angry, swollen.

My pussy clenched hard.

Jason ??:

Baby… I’m close.
Show me your cunt again. Wet. Spread.

I obeyed.

Took one more photo — fingers inside, pulled open, the shine impossible to hide, my breath fogging the screen.

I sent it.

His reply came instantly:

A short clip — just two seconds — his hand stroking fast, his breath rough, then a sudden shudder.

And then —

Photo:
His cum spilling across the picture of my cunt on his phone screen.
White, messy streaks covering the very image I’d just sent him.

My entire body jolted.

I muffled my moan behind my wrist as I came — hard, sharp, silent as I could — fingers curled tight inside me, thighs trembling, pussy soaking my own hand.

The orgasm rushed through me so intensely my vision blurred for a moment.

I forced myself to breathe.
To swallow.
To become a wife at a family dinner again.

Jason sent one last message as I cleaned my fingers on a tissue:

Jason ??:

Good girl.
Now go back to the table like nothing happened.

I steadied myself in the mirror.
Fixed my hair.
Pressed my lips together until the color returned.

Then I opened the door.

The hallway lights were too bright.
Voices floated from the table.
Cutlery clinking.
Madison’s laugh.

I walked back slowly.

Adam smiled when he saw me.
His father passed the bread basket.
His mother asked if I was okay.

Only Madison watched my walk — eyes narrowing slightly, like she saw something different about the way my thighs pressed together.

I slipped back into my seat like nothing had happened.

Adam’s mom smiled.
Adam passed me the mashed potatoes.
His father poured more wine into my half-empty glass.

I nodded, breathed, forced my hands to stay steady.

My pussy was still throbbing.
Still slick.
Still open from what Jason had just pulled out of me in the bathroom.

The chair cushion felt too warm, too soft, like it knew exactly what I had done.

I picked up my fork.

Madison watched me immediately.

Her eyes dragged from my face
down my neck
to my chest
to the way I adjusted my dress when I sat.

She didn’t blink.

I cleared my throat. “Everything okay?”

She shrugged, “You just look… flushed.”

I laughed softly. “It’s warm in here.”

It wasn’t.

My phone buzzed in my lap.

Jason ??:

How’s the table, baby? Still dripping on their chair?

My grip tightened on the fork.

I scooped a small bite of potatoes, pretending to listen as Adam and his brother debated which team was trash this year.

Another buzz.

Jason ??:

I want you again tonight. You think you’ll sneak out?

My thighs pressed together instinctively.
Madison glanced at my lap.

I grabbed a napkin, pretending to adjust it, hiding the movement.

I typed quick under the table:

Jason… stop. I’m at dinner.

Another vibration.

Jason ??:

Fine. Then I have a normal question.
Does Adam’s company hire tech guys?

I blinked. My eyebrows lifted a tiny bit.

Another message:

I’m serious. I am looking for a job. That new pad has sucked my finances.

The normalcy of it hit me harder than the filth.
A real question.
A future-oriented question.

I exhaled and typed:

Yeah. I’ll ask Adam.
Let me check when we’re home.

I hit send.

Across the table, Adam asked me something — I caught only the end.

“—right, babe?”

I nodded automatically. “Yes. Yeah, totally.”

His dad laughed. “She didn’t even hear you!”

I smiled politely. “Long day.”

My phone buzzed again.

Jason ??:

Good girl.
And now… tell me something.

I swallowed.

What now?

Jason ??:

Have you worn your thong well?. You know your cunt drips easily.

The fork almost slipped from my hand.

Metal clinked against the plate.
Madison’s head snapped toward me.

“You okay?” she asked, too quickly.

“Yeah—yeah, just—slippery fork.”
My voice almost broke.

Adam’s mother smiled. “Eat, sweetheart. You barely touched anything.”

I forced another bite into my mouth.

Jason buzzed again.

Jason ??:

Don’t worry. I won’t ask if you came. I already know.
Just tell me this — is your pussy still warm?

I swallowed. Hard.
The answer was obvious.

Then — another buzz.

Jason ??:
Trust me.
Check the chair.

A flush shot through me so violently I had to reach for my water.

My hand actually shook.

I typed back, short, breathless:

Jason… seriously… stop.
I need to focus on these guys for five minutes, please.
I’ll call you later.

He saw it.

He didn’t reply.

I finally exhaled.

Adam’s father started a story about repairing a neighbor’s boat.
I nodded at all the right beats.
Smiled when they laughed.
Took small sips of wine.

But my body was still pulsing.
Still soft, open, tender from what I’d done.
Still carrying him inside me, even without him there.

Madison kept staring.

Not talking.

Just watching me like she knew something had shifted — something she couldn’t name, but felt.

A secret heat that didn’t belong at her family table.


Chapter 35: The Resume

The drive home was quiet.

Adam kept both hands on the wheel, eyes on the road, jaw tight in a way I knew too well.
I could feel questions sitting under his tongue like stones.

We got inside.
He dropped the keys in the bowl by the door.
I slipped off my heels and walked toward the bedroom when he finally said it:

“You were busy on your phone tonight…?”

Not angry.
Just edged.

I turned. “Work.”

He raised a brow. “On a Sunday?”

I shrugged lightly, trying to look tired instead of guilty.
“You know how the Austin team still messages me. Time zones. Updates.”

He didn’t fully buy it, but he let it go.

For a few seconds.

Then I exhaled and said it — part truth, part excuse, part something else I didn’t want to examine.

“Actually… I wanted to ask you something.”

Adam crossed his arms, waiting.

“I was wondering if your company needs an extra tech hand.”

His face shifted.
A flicker of alertness.
Suspicion.

“Who?” he asked.

I swallowed once. “Jason.”

The temperature in the room changed.

Adam’s voice came lower. “The same guy you fucked?”

A sharp sting went through my chest, but I kept my expression steady.

“You don’t have to bring that up,” I said softly. “You know it’s the past.”

He stared at me.
Searching.
Wounded and territorial all at once.

I softened my tone:

“Look… Jason hesitated even when I mentioned it. If you’re uncomfortable, I’ll tell him no. It’s not like we have anything between us. I just thought… jobs are hard to come by these days. And I figured—you could help someone out. That’s all.”

Adam looked away, breathing slow.

A few long seconds.
Then:

“…Alright.”

My shoulders loosened.

Adam cleared his throat. “There actually is an opening. But what does he know? What’s his stack? Has he worked in security or APIs?”

I nodded, relieved.
“He worked in my Austin company. Strong backend guy. Solid with scalability.”

Adam sighed. “Fine. Let him send a resume.”

I typed quickly.

Me ?? Jason:

Adam says send in your resume.

Jason replied almost instantly:

Jason ??:

Sure. Give me five minutes.

A beat later another message came through.

Something else.
Not professional.

But I ignored it.

Five more minutes passed.

Jason ??:

Here. Check attachment.

I saved it quietly and walked out to the living room.

“Here’s his resume,” I said, handing Adam my phone.

He read through it slowly.
Nodded twice.
Pressed his lips, thinking.

By early evening, Adam walked into the bedroom holding his laptop.

“Actually,” he said, “with this kind of experience… we can definitely use him. I’ve already sent his resume to my boss. Mathers will take a look in the morning.”

A deep relief — and something like pride — spread through me.

“Good,” I whispered.

And it was.

For everyone.



Later that night, after Adam fell asleep, breathing soft and steady beside me, I slipped into the hallway with my phone glowing in my hand.

I typed:

Me ?? Jason:

You’re in luck. Adam’s office has an opening. They’re seriously considering your resume.

Then, because I couldn’t help myself, I scrolled up.

To the message I ignored earlier in the day.

Jason ??:

I want to see you. Even if it’s just for a minute.

A soft, guilty smile tugged at my mouth.

Before I could overthink it, Jason replied to my new message:

Jason ??:

Well… tell Adam thanks for the help.
And yeah… let’s meet.

My heart fluttered. I felt a twitch in my cunt.

Small.
Dangerous.
Alive.

I typed back:

Okay


Chapter 36: Aftertaste

I saw him before he saw me.

Jason was standing by the passenger side of his car, leaning against the door, the late-afternoon light catching that dark green hoodie he always wore after work. His sleeves pushed up, forearms tense, phone in hand.
Casual. Handsome.
Too familiar.

I walked toward him slowly.

I wore a soft beige sweater, fitted, tucked into high-waisted jeans that hugged my hips—simple, warm, something I hoped made me look composed instead of the mess I felt inside.

He looked up.

And that tiny half-smirk appeared — the one that had ruined me before I even knew it was happening.

I didn’t say hello.

I just stepped close and wrapped my arms around his waist — a firm, impulsive hug that pressed my cheek to his chest. He smelled like cedar deodorant and engine grease from his bike.
Real.
Solid.

Jason froze for half a second, then exhaled and hugged me back, palm sliding down my spine in one slow stroke.

“Congrats, baby,” I whispered against his hoodie.

He pulled back slightly, brow raised. “For what?”

I smiled up at him. “Your interview.”
His jaw tightened.
“It’s already set. Adam spoke to Mathers. They want you. The interview is just… a formality.”

Jason blinked — a rare crack in his composure.
“Seriously?”

I nodded.

He huffed a quiet laugh through his nose, shaking his head once. “Damn. Alright.”

I touched his chest again. “Be happy. You deserve something good.”

He swallowed — and in that one second, the edge in his face softened into something almost grateful.
Almost.

He unlocked the car without looking at me.

“Come on,” he said, climbing in.
I slipped into the passenger seat and shut the door.

Inside, the world went quiet.

The vents hummed.
The smell of leather and his cologne wrapped around me.
My body knew the space too well.

When I looked at him again, Jason was already watching.

Dark eyes.
Still.
Waiting.

I leaned in, kissed him softly on the mouth — warm, slow, lingering.

“Congrats,” I said again.

His breath thickened. “Vanessa…”

But I didn’t let him finish.

I slid closer.
My hand moved to his thigh.
Then lower.

Jason’s beautiful cock was still hard when I sat back in the car.
I didn’t ask why.
I knew the reason.

That heat-seeking missile always needed me —
always zeroed in on my throat,
my ass,
my cunt,
my dripping center like it had a built-in GPS.

I just looked at him.
Then leaned over.
Unbuckled his jeans.
Took him in my hand.

He was thick, flushed dark, still slick from me. I didn’t speak. I just lowered my mouth and kissed the tip — slow, reverent — like it was the last time.

Maybe it was.

He groaned softly. “Shit…”

I let my lips part.

I took him in deeper.
Hollowed my cheeks.
Let my head move in slow, adoring rhythm.
No rush.
No tease.
Just the kind of blowjob you give a man who belongs in your mouth.

My lips sealed around him like they were made for this.
My throat opened without effort.
My tongue curled just right — like it always did.

I moaned around him, low and quiet.
Not because I had to.
Because I loved how he tasted.
Because I knew what he liked.
Because this was mine, even if nothing else was.

Jason’s hand found the back of my head.
Gentle.
Possessive.
His hips twitched once.
Then again —
And then he gasped as he came in my mouth.

Hot.
Thick.
Familiar.

I swallowed it all.
Every last drop.
Then wiped the corner of my lips with the back of my hand — still wordless.
Still steady.

He tucked himself back in.
Eyes heavy.
Breath catching.
No rush. No thank you.

Just silence.

And then, without looking at me, he said it:

“I’m getting married.”

My body didn’t move.

Not at first.

I blinked once. “What?”

He looked over. Calm. “I’m going to see her family next week. It’s… complicated.”

My mouth went dry.

“She’s Black?” I asked, voice flat.

Jason looked at me sideways. “Is that a question?”

I didn’t answer.

He sighed. “My folks are old-school. They’ve been pushing this for a while. It’s time.”

I stared at the dashboard.

The red light blinked.

“You waited until your cum was in my throat to tell me?” I whispered.

Jason didn’t flinch.

“I told you before,” he said. “We were never going to be anything real.”

I nodded slowly. Swallowed hard again — not his cum this time, just the ache.

“So,” I said, “we’re not seeing each other anymore?”

Jason looked out the window. “I didn’t say that.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me before?”

“Because I was horny,” he said. “And so were you.”

Silence.

Cold. Sharp. Final.

I leaned in. Kissed him one last time — soft, deep, bitter.

Then I opened the door and stepped out.

“Fuck you,” I said, not angry. Just hollow.

He didn’t respond.

I walked back to my car. My throat still tasted like him.



When I got home, Adam was in the kitchen, washing up.

I walked over and kissed him.

Deep.

He smiled against my lips. “What was that for?”

“Because I love you,” I lied.

We kissed again.

I could feel a trace of Jason still lingering on my tongue — and part of me wanted Adam to taste it. Part of me wanted to sob.

When he held me that night, I wept into his chest.

He thought I was overwhelmed.

Maybe I was.

Maybe I was grieving the version of myself that still believed in lines that don’t blur.



That night, after Adam fell asleep, I took my phone into the bathroom.

There was a message from Jason.

You still taste like me.

I stared at it.

Typed.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Then finally sent:

I miss you.

He didn’t respond right away.

But I knew he would.

I stared at the screen until the clock hit 2:03 AM.

Then I turned off the light.

And let the cliff I was standing on swallow me whole.
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