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Chapter 1

Before Steve invented The Rule, living with the world’s most attractive couple had been more of a nuisance than anything else. It wasn’t that he begrudged Jess and Ben their good looks—no, it was how their mere presence seemed to dominate the space, making everything else seem... muted. Even now, as Jess entered the kitchen, the air seemed to shift, and Steve felt the familiar twinge of discomfort.

Steve sat hunched over a bowl of cereal at the small kitchen table, his eyes still heavy with sleep as the drip of his ancient coffee maker played a slow rhythm in the background. His brown hair stuck up in messy tufts—he hadn’t bothered to shower yet, not when the day ahead involved nothing but bug-fixing and code. One of the perks of working from home was not having to care how you looked; if no one had to see you, why make the effort?

Objectively, Steve knew he was a pretty average guy, and he was fine with that. His girlfriend, Chloe, was also on the average side of the spectrum, though he thought she was the most beautiful woman in the world. Chloe was an art teacher at a nearby high school, and she’d been gone for hours already, leaving behind her usual traces—a forgotten coffee mug with remnants of paint on the handle, and a faint smell of her lavender shampoo. She had sandy blonde hair, usually swept into a messy knot, and was always a bit scattered in the mornings. He adored her for it; the way the flecks of paint on her clothes gave her an endearing quality, like her art was a part of her no matter where she went.

To some, Chloe might have seemed plain, a bit unremarkable even—except for one thing: she was absolutely stacked. It wasn’t something she flaunted. In fact, she actively tried to hide her curves beneath loose t-shirts, baggy sweatshirts, and smocks—anything to avoid the stares, especially when teaching hormonal high school boys. Steve found it charming, this modesty that ran counter to her physical allure. If you passed them on the street, you might not give either of them much thought. Average. Comfortable. Happy.

But if you passed Jess and Ben? You wouldn’t be able to think about anything else for the rest of the day.

Jess was the kind of woman who seemed plucked from a magazine cover. Brunette, with waves of glossy hair that framed her face, and piercing blue eyes that had a way of making you feel like she was seeing right through you. She was curvy in all the right places—just the right balance between model-thin and voluptuous. But what really set her apart wasn’t her looks; it was her presence. She exuded power. Even standing in the kitchen in sweatpants and a casual top, she held the kind of authority that made Steve feel like an intruder in his own home. She was the most successful of the four roommates, a VP at a tech company, known for being a ruthless negotiator. Steve had overheard enough of her clipped, decisive business calls to know she was as intimidating in the boardroom as she was beautiful. Despite her cool demeanor, she was polite enough to Steve and could even be warm toward Chloe. Still, to him, Jess was the definition of an ice queen—elegant, distant, and utterly untouchable.

Then there was Ben, Jess’s boyfriend. At 6’4” with a body sculpted by daily workouts, Ben looked like he belonged on a fitness magazine cover. His dark hair and eyes added to his rugged charm, and he had a natural charisma that made people gravitate toward him. He worked in construction, the kind of guy who could lift a beam with the same ease he lifted weights. There was an arrogance to him, but somehow, it wasn’t off-putting—it was like he knew exactly how good he looked and how easily the world bent in his favor. Steve had heard about Ben’s playboy past before Jess had 'tamed' him, and it wasn’t hard to imagine. Together, Jess and Ben were the kind of couple that turned heads wherever they went, the sort of duo that left a wake of envy and desire in their path.

Steve wasn’t envious, not really. But living with them had come with its own set of challenges. And that was how The Rule had come to be.

Moving into the two-bedroom apartment on the Upper East Side had seemed like the perfect solution at the time. Jess and Chloe had been roommates for years, and when things got serious with Ben and Steve, it just made sense for everyone to live together. Jess’s job as a VP at a tech company helped cover the rent, and Ben’s income as a construction manager made the lavish location feel a little less intimidating. Steve, with his work-from-home software gig, and Chloe, who taught art at a nearby high school, were hardly the wealthiest couple, but it was New York—everyone stretched to make it work.

But living with two human specimens like Jess and Ben came with its own challenges. They were the kind of people who turned heads on the street, the sort who made others feel, well, painfully average. It didn’t take long for Steve and Chloe to notice the impact this had on their daily lives.

The Rule, as it became known, started off innocently enough. It wasn’t that Steve and Chloe were unhappy with each other or dissatisfied in any way—far from it. But it was impossible not to notice. How could you not? Jess had that statuesque beauty, all curves and legs in her sleek yoga gear, while Ben’s towering, muscular physique seemed sculpted for magazine covers. To live under the same roof and not check them out was a fool's errand.

So, Steve and Chloe came up with a simple rule: it was fine to notice Jess and Ben’s physical perfection as long as it didn’t exceed two seconds. After all, they were only human.

It started with small, casual comments. One evening, Steve and Chloe were curled up on the couch after dinner, enjoying the quiet of their shared common space. Ben had just finished his shower and walked through the room in nothing but a towel, his damp hair tousled and droplets of water sliding down his chiseled chest. He paused for a moment, oblivious to the effect he had on the room, before heading to his and Jess’s bedroom.

Steve laughed softly as Ben’s door clicked shut.

"What’s funny?" Chloe asked, still staring at the spot where Ben had just been.

"There's no fat on that guy at all," Steve said, shaking his head with a wry smile. "I mean, seriously. I’ve never even seen some of those muscles. Is he real?"

Chloe giggled, her eyes twinkling. "Right? It’s like he’s carved from marble or something."

A few days later, the roles reversed. Jess, dressed head to toe in black Lululemon, breezed through the apartment on her way to yoga. Her tight leggings hugged her hips and thighs in a way that made it impossible not to look.

As the front door closed behind her, Chloe sighed dramatically and shook her head.

"What?" Steve asked, raising an eyebrow.

"She's like... a walking Lululemon ad," Chloe said with mock exasperation. "It’s ridiculous."

Steve laughed. "I could buy you some Lululemons if you want," he teased.

Chloe waved him off with a smirk. "Pssh, no pants are going to make my ass look like that."

Steve rubbed his chin, pretending to consider it. "Does she have a butt? I haven’t noticed."

Chloe rolled her eyes and punched him lightly on the arm. "Please! I’m as straight as they come, and even I can’t help noticing that thing."

There was an ease to these moments, a playful acknowledgment that their roommates were, in every way, physically impressive. And it was fine—admiring from a distance, appreciating the beauty in front of them. But Steve always made sure to remind Chloe how much he adored her.

“You know you’re beautiful, right?” Steve said more seriously, taking her hand in his.

Chloe’s teasing smile softened as she looked at him. “You have to say that,” she replied with a playful shrug, leaning in to kiss him lightly. “But I still love hearing it.”

And so it went, their lighthearted comments about their stunning roommates becoming a regular part of life. But it never felt like anything more than harmless admiration. Until, of course, the day The Rule became a necessity.

It was a lazy Sunday afternoon, the kind of day where the city seemed far away, and the quiet of their apartment felt like a welcome retreat. Steve lay sprawled on the couch with a book, while Chloe was curled up in the small armchair beside him, wrapped in a cozy blanket. They’d been there for hours, enjoying the stillness.

That’s when Ben entered the common room, still in his gym clothes, a sheen of sweat on his skin. “Chlo—uh, I mean, Chloe,” Ben stammered, correcting himself with a grin, “I think my headphones are under that chair. Can you move for a second?”

Steve winced, sucking in a breath. Ben really should’ve known better than to call her “Chlo.”

Chloe raised an unimpressed eyebrow, her lips curling into a smirk. “Well, I would have… if you hadn’t called me Chlo,” she said, burrowing deeper into her blanket. “But now I’m soooo comfy, I don’t think I can move.”

Ben’s grin widened as he put his hands on his hips. “Come on, I need them for the gym,” he insisted.

“Nope!” Chloe responded, teasing, pulling her legs up into the chair. “Now you’ll have to kneel down and reach under the chair. You can pretend you’re bowing to me, like I’m a queen, as punishment for calling me ‘Chlo.’”

Steve chuckled from his spot on the couch, loving the dramatic flair his girlfriend brought to even the smallest interactions. Ben groaned good-naturedly and dropped to his knees, crawling under the chair to retrieve his headphones.

As Ben’s powerful shoulders flexed, Steve couldn’t help but appreciate how this lighthearted moment captured everything about their dynamic—casual, playful, and, thanks to The Rule, just complicated enough to keep things interesting.

Ben’s mouth tugged sideways into his signature cocky smile, a look that was so effortless it bordered on infuriating. "As much as I'm sure you’d love for me to kneel in front of you, your boyfriend might not like it." His tone was laced with a flirtatious challenge, the sexual implication hanging in the air between them, anything but subtle.

Steve raised an eyebrow, his gaze flicking between them. The implication wasn’t lost on him, but he remained silent, curious to see how Chloe would respond.

Chloe, however, didn’t take the bait. She straightened in her chair, eyes narrowing with playful authority. "It’ll set a good example for him should he ever think of calling me Chlo. Now, quick, on your knees!" Her voice held a note of amusement, but her words were sharp, commanding.

Ben paused for a moment, sizing her up, his smirk deepening as if enjoying the challenge. "I've got a better idea," he said, voice low and filled with mischief. He squatted down as if to comply, and for a split second, Steve thought he might actually bow to her, but then—without warning—Ben gripped the chair Chloe sat in, and with a surge of strength, he lifted the entire thing, Chloe included.

The air seemed to rush from the room as Chloe gasped, completely caught off guard. The motion sent her tumbling forward, her body pressed against Ben’s solid chest, her face squished momentarily against the firm planes of muscle. Her breath came out in a quick, flustered exhale. It took her a second to regain her balance, her hands instinctively searching for something to grab hold of. She found purchase on his broad chest and shoulder, the only available lifelines, as Ben deliberately tilted the chair just enough to make her predicament worse, forcing her to rely on him.

"Ben, what the hell?" Steve’s voice cut through the tension, though it was more stunned than angry. What amazed him wasn’t just that Ben had picked Chloe up while she was still in the chair, but the ease with which he had done it. Ben held the weight of both the chair and Chloe as if it were nothing, as if he were casually holding a box of papers rather than a fully grown woman.

Ben ignored Steve, his focus entirely on Chloe, who remained pressed tightly against him. With a slow, almost teasing turn, Ben glanced down at her, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "There they are," he said softly, shifting his foot to retrieve something on the floor before gently lowering Chloe—and the chair—back to where she had started. He took his time, moving with deliberate care, as though savoring every second of her flustered state. His hands remained on the arms of the chair, towering over her even as she tried to compose herself.

"Guess I didn’t need you to move, huh?" Ben added, his grin widening as he loomed above her, his voice thick with smug satisfaction.

Chloe, usually quick with a witty retort, was at a complete loss. Her playful attitude had dissolved, replaced by something else entirely—something raw and flustered. "Um..." was all she managed to stammer out, her eyes locked with Ben’s. Steve could see the flush rising in her cheeks and ears, her face betraying her emotions. It wasn’t embarrassment, not entirely. No, it was something more primal—lust, unexpected and undeniable.

Steve had seen this look before.

Without another word, Ben released the chair and stepped back, still wearing that trademark grin. "Thanks... Chlo," he said casually, turning on his heel and walking out the door, heading toward the gym as if nothing unusual had happened.

The door clicked shut behind him, and the silence that followed felt thick, charged with everything that had just transpired. Steve and Chloe stared at each other for a long moment, neither knowing quite what to say.

"Wow," Steve finally broke the tension with a shake of his head, trying to laugh off the awkwardness. "What an asshole!"

"Hah, yeah..." Chloe replied, though her voice was distant, distracted. She was still clearly reeling from what had just happened, her mind elsewhere.

There was another beat of silence as Steve studied her, trying to read the expression on her face. She looked flustered, more so than he’d ever seen her before. A teasing thought crossed his mind, and he couldn’t resist.

"Though..." Steve began, his tone light but laced with curiosity, "what was it like being carried by Superman over there? Was it everything you dreamed it would be?"

Chloe let out a small, breathy laugh, but it was clear her head was still spinning. "Hah," she muttered, shaking her head. "No, he’s just so cocky, you know?" She shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her voice trailing off as if she was trying to convince herself. "Just... crazy that he would pick up the whole, um..." She trailed off again, her words faltering.

Steve sighed softly, the sound breaking Chloe out of her trance. "Look," he said gently, "I think we need to lay our cards on the table."

Her eyes flicked up to meet his, a touch of worry creeping into her expression. "What do you mean?" she asked cautiously, unsure of where this was going.

"I mean, yeah, Ben’s probably the cockiest guy on the planet," Steve admitted, leaning back on the couch. "And Jess... well, she looks at me the way people look at bugs."

"But," Steve continued, his voice lowering conspiratorially, "let’s be real here—they're two of the sexiest human beings I’ve ever seen in real life. It's like they’ve been photoshopped, even though we live with them. Can we both admit that? Can you admit you’re, like... insanely attracted to Ben?"

Chloe hesitated, her lips parting as if to deny it, but then she let out a slow sigh. With a small, almost guilty laugh, she lowered her face into her hands, hiding behind them as her head nodded. "Am I the worst person for nodding right now?" she mumbled through her fingers, her voice muffled but unmistakably embarrassed.

"No, no, that's what I’m saying!" Steve replied, his chuckle warm and reassuring. "Look, I'll go first: I'm crazy attracted to Jess. There, I said it. So we’re even, right? I just feel like... if we pretend we’re not feeling this, it’s going to drive us insane. So screw it, let’s just be honest with each other."

Chloe slowly lifted her head, her wide eyes searching Steve’s face for reassurance. "So... what do you want to do?"

"I’m saying," Steve began, his tone softening as he leaned toward her, "I’m super comfortable in our relationship, and I love you more than anything. If you’re feeling turned on by something—or someone—besides me, and you want to talk about it, I won’t freak out. It’s not a threat to us. Okay?"

Chloe’s lips curled into a smile, her shoulders relaxing. "I love you too," she whispered.

For a moment, they both sat in the quiet aftermath of that confession, the tension between them shifting from uncertainty to something more open, even electric. Steve broke the silence first.

"So..." he began, his eyes twinkling with amusement.

Chloe raised an eyebrow. "So?"

"So, Ben just casually picked you up like a rag doll and implied you wanted... well, you know, oral from him. Be honest—how are you feeling right now?"

Chloe groaned, leaning back in her chair as though admitting the truth would somehow make it worse. "Oh my god, Steve, it was so hot. I don’t even know why, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it."

Steve couldn’t help but roll his eyes, though his grin stayed firmly in place. "Gee, I wonder what it could be? Could it be his height? Or maybe his biceps, which are literally the size of my head?"

Chloe let out a guilty laugh. "Yeah, but I usually don’t go for guys like that! But... he just picked me up like I weighed nothing, and... oh man, his muscles were rock solid when he held me against his chest. It was crazy." She paused, letting the memory linger before sighing, her voice softer now. "Wow, you know what? You’re right. It feels kind of... freeing to admit that."

Steve nodded. "See? No judgment here."

Chloe looked at him, her expression a little more serious. "You don’t care? Like, really?"

Steve sat up straighter, rubbing the back of his neck. "It’s not that I don’t care, but it’s different, you know? If we don’t admit stuff like this, we’re just going to drive ourselves nuts. And I’m comfortable with us. I know we’re solid. If we find other people attractive... so what? We just happen to live with two ridiculously attractive people."

Chloe bit her lip, nodding slowly as she processed what he was saying. "Yeah. Yeah, okay, that makes sense." She shook her head, laughing softly. "I mean, why do they have to be so hot, though?"

Steve shrugged, his expression playful. "I have no idea. It doesn’t really seem fair, does it?"

Without another word, he stood up and crossed the room to where Chloe sat, her blanket wrapped around her legs. Gently, he placed his hands on her knees, his touch warm and familiar. Slowly, he knelt in front of her, gazing up with a grin that held a hint of something mischievous.

"But since Ben got you so flustered..." he murmured, his voice low and teasing.

Chloe's smile grew, her eyes sparkling with amusement and desire. "Mmmm..." she hummed, her hands slipping down to rest on Steve’s shoulders, the tension between them shifting once again—this time into something more intimate.

“And I have no problem bowing in front of you...” Steve’s voice dropped to a low, teasing murmur as he knelt before her, his hands resting lightly on her knees.

“Ooh...” Chloe’s playful tone matched the mischievous glint in her eyes, though her breath caught slightly as Steve’s hands moved with purpose.

His fingers reached for the button of her jeans, deftly undoing it as his eyes met hers. "Maybe I can help you out..." he whispered, pulling gently at the waistband. Chloe shifted, lifting her hips just enough to let him slide her jeans down, revealing her blue-and-white striped panties. The sight of them against her skin made Steve's pulse quicken.

“Out here?” Chloe’s voice wavered between uncertainty and excitement as she glanced around the common space. “Are you sure?”

Steve’s lips curled into a grin. “Jess is on her business trip, and the man of steel is off lifting something heavy. I think I’m safe to do...” He leaned down, brushing his lips against her inner thigh. “This.”

Chloe squirmed under his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips. His mouth moved slowly, savoring the taste of her skin as he kissed his way up her thighs, closer and closer to the edge of her panties. Her breathing quickened, the anticipation building between them.

“What if... ah,” she gasped, her words broken by another breathless moan, “What if he forgot something and comes back?”

Steve paused, his lips hovering just above the damp fabric of her panties, and smiled. The heat of her body, the slickness already gathering between her legs, sent a jolt of arousal through him. Taking a chance, he leaned in, brushing his lips against the thin material. “Maybe he’d pick you up again,” he murmured, his voice dark with suggestion.

Chloe moaned, her body trembling beneath him. That was the right answer.

“Maybe,” Steve continued, his voice a mix of teasing and raw desire as he tugged her panties down her legs, “he’d see you like this... and he’d want his turn.”

Her breath hitched, and her eyes widened, lust clouding her gaze. “His turn... to do what?” she whispered, her voice dripping with desperation, craving the continuation of this dirty, forbidden fantasy.

“Well...” Steve slid his fingers between her slick folds, feeling the heat and wetness that welcomed him. “To fuck you against the wall.” The words rolled off his tongue, dark and smooth, as his finger slipped inside her.

Chloe’s response was immediate, her moan louder and more urgent than Steve had ever heard during foreplay. It was all the encouragement he needed. With a smirk of satisfaction, he lowered his mouth to her clit, his tongue moving in slow, deliberate circles as his fingers worked inside her, curling just right to drive her wild.

Her hips lifted involuntarily, pressing against his mouth, urging him on as her body tensed with pleasure. Steve, harder than he could ever remember being, felt the strain in his pants, the throbbing almost painful, but the intensity of her reactions—her moans, her gasps, the way she was falling apart beneath his touch—only made him want more.

Chloe’s fingers tangled in his hair, her breath coming in short, erratic bursts as she teetered on the edge. “Steve...” she gasped, her voice hoarse with need. “Don’t stop...”

And he didn’t. His mouth, his fingers, his entire focus was on her, on pushing her higher and higher until the tension snapped, and Chloe cried out, her body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

As she came, Steve felt his own control slipping, his cock aching for release, but for now, he stayed exactly where he was—on his knees, bowing in front of her, just like she had teased.

Chloe’s breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation. “Does that mean... does that mean you’d be fucking me against the wall first?” she asked, her voice tight with need. She wanted him to keep going, to push her deeper into this fantasy, but she couldn’t bring herself to directly ask him to talk about Ben. Not yet.

Steve lifted his head, his lips glistening as his fingers kept moving inside her, slow and deliberate. "Oh, I would," he said, his confidence growing. The dirty talk was coming more naturally now, each word making his cock throb even harder in his jeans. "I’d fuck you hard... but it wouldn’t be like when he did it, would it?" He smirked, the thrill of pushing boundaries making his heart race. "He probably wouldn’t even need the wall—he’d just pick you up and fuck you right there, in the air."

His head dipped back down, and his tongue found her clit again, flicking it as Chloe let out a deep moan. She rocked her hips against him, seeking more, her body desperate for release. One hand tangled in Steve’s hair, pulling him closer, while the other drifted up to her chest, squeezing her own heavy breast over her sweatshirt, her fingers trembling with arousal. The material was soft, but beneath it, she could feel the hardness of her nipples pressing against the fabric.

“Tell me... tell me more,” she begged, her voice breathy, her eyes squeezed shut as she let herself sink into the fantasy. “Tell me what it would be like if he... if he caught us.”

Steve paused just long enough to look up at her, the fire in his gaze matching hers. "You want me to tell you exactly how I think it would happen?"

Chloe nodded eagerly, biting her lip as her body hummed with anticipation.

Steve grinned, his fingers still sliding in and out of her, slick and steady. "Well, first," he began, his voice low and rough, "I’d lift you up, press you against the wall... hard. Your legs wrapped around me, and I’d shove my cock inside you, deep. Rough. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?"

Chloe’s breath hitched, her hand moving faster over her breast as she nodded, her hips grinding against his hand, chasing that friction.

"I’d tear that sweatshirt off you," Steve continued, his voice growing darker, hungrier. "Rip it right off, because I’d need to see those big, beautiful tits. The ones that drive me crazy. The ones that I bet drive him crazy, too."

Her moans grew louder, and when Steve’s attention shifted back to talking, Chloe’s own hand slid down, finding her clit. Her fingers rubbed fast, matching the rhythm of his fingers inside her.

"And then..." Steve’s voice was almost a growl now, his own arousal pushing him further. "He’d come home, all sweaty from the gym. His muscles pumped, his shirt clinging to him. He’d walk in and see us, right here, in the common room. He’d see me fucking you against the wall. But we wouldn’t stop, would we?"

Chloe shook her head frantically, her body trembling with desire, every part of her caught in the tension of the moment. "No," she gasped, her voice broken, her fingers moving faster on her clit. "We wouldn’t stop."

“No,” Chloe moaned, her voice rough with desire. “No, we wouldn’t stop. I’d be facing the wall, but you... you’d be looking at him. You’d be facing him over my shoulder.” Her breath was coming faster now, and her hips rocked instinctively, chasing the friction of his fingers. “Maybe he’d watch from the couch for a while... but he wouldn’t be able to resist, would he? Not when he sees the way you’re looking at him. Because you would be looking at him, wouldn’t you?”

Steve felt his pulse quicken, a sharp jolt of heat shooting through him. Could he possibly be any harder? His cock strained painfully against his jeans, each beat of his heart reverberating through him. He nodded, his voice thick with arousal. “I’d be looking at him... watching him... wanting him to step in.”

Chloe gasped, her body trembling as the fantasy unfurled between them. “And he’d see it,” she continued, her voice shaky, her eyes squeezing shut as she let herself sink deeper into the fantasy. “He’d see how bad I want him... how you’re not making me cum, and he’d offer to help. He’d know he could make me feel good. He’d know he could do it better.”

Steve’s hand faltered for a moment as the words hit him like a lightning strike, but he kept going, pushing her closer to the edge. “So I pull out of you,” he murmured, his voice raw with desire. “And he pulls off his shirt... those muscles, still sweaty from the gym... then he pulls off his shorts. And he walks over to you, pressed up against the wall, and he just... takes you.”

Chloe moaned again, louder this time, her hips rolling in rhythm with his fingers as the pleasure built higher and higher. “He’s pressed against me... his cock so hard...”

Steve leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper as his lips brushed her thigh. “Do you think he’s as big as he acts? Or is he all talk?”

Chloe’s breathing hitched, her body trembling with the tension. “Jess says...” she gasped, her eyes shut tight, her entire body taut like a bowstring. “Jess told me... he’s... huge.”

Of course, Steve thought, his mind racing with images he couldn’t quite suppress. He was so turned on he felt like he could explode at any second. This filthy conversation, this taboo fantasy, it was driving him wild in ways he hadn’t expected. Every word, every moan from Chloe sent his arousal soaring.

Without thinking, Chloe’s foot found its way to Steve’s crotch. As her body moved with pleasure, her foot pressed against the hardness of his cock, trapped beneath his jeans. When she felt how solid he was, her lips curved into a wicked smile, knowing Steve was just as lost in the moment as she was.

Her hips rocked faster, and as she squirmed, her foot began to move, rubbing up and down the length of him. The friction was torturous in the best way, and Steve groaned softly, his breath hitching as he tried to focus on pleasuring her, even though he was on the brink himself.

“You like that?” Chloe whispered, her voice dripping with lust. “You like thinking about him watching us... stepping in... fucking me against the wall?”

Steve’s mind was a blur, his heart pounding in his ears. “Yeah,” he rasped, his fingers moving faster, matching her rhythm. “Yeah, I do. I want to see it... see him take you.”

Chloe’s moans grew louder, her body tightening as she hovered on the edge of her release. Her foot rubbed harder against Steve’s cock, encouraging him, knowing he was as desperate as she was.

“I bet he’s huge...” she gasped, barely able to speak as her orgasm approached. “I bet he’d stretch me out so much... you’d love watching, wouldn’t you?”

Steve’s whole body tensed, and for a moment he thought he might lose it right then and there. “Fuck, yes,” he groaned, his voice hoarse. “I’d love it.”

That was all it took. Chloe’s body seized, her back arching as the waves of her orgasm crashed over her. She cried out, her hips bucking as her body pulsed with pleasure, her hands gripping the sides of the chair as she came hard, trembling beneath Steve’s touch.

Steve watched in awe, mesmerized by the sight of her unraveling beneath him. His cock throbbed painfully, but he kept going, riding out her pleasure as she moaned his name, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

When Chloe finally collapsed back against the chair, spent and breathing heavily, she looked down at Steve with a dazed smile. “You... you’re amazing,” she whispered, her voice still breathless.

Steve leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to her thigh, his own breath shaky. “Glad I could help,” he murmured, though the ache in his jeans was nearly unbearable now.

Chloe’s smile turned mischievous even though her eyes never opened as her foot still pressing lightly against his cock.

As Chloe slowly opened her eyes, still basking in the afterglow of her orgasm, a sudden wave of humiliation crashed over Steve. He glanced down at his lap and felt a deep flush of embarrassment creeping up his neck. He had just cum in his pants—without so much as a touch—while his girlfriend had been imagining fucking another guy. What was wrong with him?

Chloe’s voice, dreamy and full of satisfaction, broke through his spiraling thoughts. "That was amazing. So, so amazing," she purred, her eyes half-lidded as she stretched. "You are the best boyfriend in the whole world, you know that? Literally the best." She was still catching her breath, a lazy smile on her lips. She leaned up slightly, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Now that you've given me such a nice orgasm, maybe I can return the favor..."

Steve’s face flushed hotter. He could feel the heat creeping across his cheeks. "Um..."

Chloe’s smile widened. "What do you want, baby?" she asked, her voice sultry, still dripping with desire. "I'll do anything you want after that, you name it, I’ll do it. You want to fuck my tits, baby? I know you love that. You want to fuck my a—" She paused, mid-sentence, as her gaze drifted downward. That sexy, teasing tone vanished in an instant, replaced by pure shock. “Wait... did you... did you cum in your pants?”

Steve swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. “Uh... yeah,” he muttered, feeling his face burn. “I kind of... yeah. I did.”

Chloe blinked, her brows furrowing in surprise. “Just then?”

Steve nodded, looking away. “Yes.”

The room fell into a moment of stunned silence. Chloe stared at him, clearly baffled, trying to make sense of what had just happened. She didn’t want to hurt his feelings, but her curiosity got the better of her. “Oh... because of... was it something I did, or...?”

Feeling the need to defend himself, Steve quickly fumbled for an explanation. “Well, it’s just... you were having such a great time, and you looked so hot, and your foot... your foot was pressing against me.”

“Yeah?” Chloe raised an eyebrow, her tone skeptical. “Just the foot pressing against you did it?”

Steve nodded, though the words felt weak even as he said them. “Yeah, it was just... I guess I was really sensitive tonight.”

Chloe's eyes narrowed slightly, studying him with a look that said she wasn’t convinced. She leaned in closer, her voice soft, yet probing. "That's it?" she asked, her tone filled with doubt. "Are you sure it wasn’t something else?"

Steve’s pulse quickened, and his throat tightened. “Like what?”

A playful, inquisitive smile spread across Chloe’s face. “Like maybe,” she began, her voice low and teasing, “you liked that story you were telling too?”

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest, and he felt the heat rise in his face again. He opened his mouth to deny it, but the truth lingered on his tongue, heavy and undeniable.

Chloe’s eyes locked onto his, sharp and mischievous, as if she could see right through him. “Did it turn you on, hmm?” she asked, her voice taking on an edge, almost daring him. “To think of your girlfriend... acting like a slut with Ben? To think of him rocking my world and taking what’s yours?”

Steve’s breath hitched. His entire body seemed to flush with a mix of shame and arousal. How was it possible that, after just cumming in his pants, he was already getting hard again? But Chloe saw it too—her eyes flicked down to the growing bulge in his jeans, and her jaw dropped in disbelief.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, her voice a mix of amusement and surprise. “It is that, isn’t it? You loved it too!”

Steve’s mind spun in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Humiliation, arousal, confusion—it all blended together in a confusing storm. Was that it? Had the thought of Chloe with Ben turned him on more than he’d realized?

“I... guess I did,” Steve admitted, his voice low, barely above a whisper.

“Stand up,” Chloe commanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. Steve obeyed, pushing himself up from the couch, his heart racing with anticipation. As he stood, Chloe slowly peeled off her sweatshirt, revealing her massive tits contained by one of her custom-made bras. Steve couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped his lips at the sight. No matter how many times he saw them, the reaction was always the same—pure, unfiltered desire.

Chloe leaned forward, her face just inches from his crotch. She took a moment, studying the obvious tent in his jeans and the telltale stain from his earlier release. Her eyes flicked upward, meeting his, and the playful, curious glint in them made his pulse quicken. One hand began gently rubbing his cock through his jeans, sending jolts of pleasure through him.

“You like thinking about Ben fucking me against the wall?” Her tone was teasing, but there was genuine curiosity laced in her voice. She was testing him, pushing his boundaries. Steve moaned again, shocked by how quickly he was getting aroused all over again.

“Wow, you little pervert!” Chloe said, her voice a mixture of disbelief and delight. “You really want to see your cute little girlfriend getting railed by your roommate, huh?” She rubbed his cock faster through his jeans, her teasing growing more intense. “You kinky boy... no wonder you wanted me to confess my attraction. You’ve been thinking about this for a while, haven’t you?”

Steve’s mind was spinning, the combination of her touch and her words pushing him to the edge once more. Chloe’s fingers worked deftly as she unbuttoned his jeans, slowly pulling down the zipper before reaching into his underwear to free his still cum-covered cock. The moment she touched him, Steve gasped, feeling the slickness of his earlier orgasm still clinging to him.

Chloe didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth and took him in, her lips wrapping around his cock as she started sucking him off. Steve’s breath hitched, and he whispered under his breath, “Oh my god...” He could hardly believe what was happening. Never in his life had he recovered so quickly. What was going on? The intensity of his arousal was overwhelming, almost surreal.

Chloe paused for a moment, pulling back just enough to speak, her hand gently stroking him as she squeezed her tits through the fabric of her bra. “What do you think he’d do if he saw these, hmm?” she asked, her voice a soft, teasing purr. “You think he’d like these?”

Steve nodded, unable to form words, his mind completely lost in the moment.

“I bet he wants to fuck them,” Chloe mused, her fingers brushing over her chest, still keeping her eyes locked on his. “Don’t you think? Everyone I’ve ever been with has wanted to fuck them... but I’ve never had anyone as big as him. Maybe I could suck him off at the same time...” Her words hung in the air, heavy with lust and suggestion.

The image she painted drove Steve wild. The thought of Chloe with Ben, of her taking both of them at once, was almost too much to handle. His body reacted before his mind could catch up, and he groaned, the tension building in his core. Would he really cum twice in the span of five minutes?

Chloe smirked, sensing his growing desperation, and took him back into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip of his cock as she sucked him with deliberate slowness. Every movement, every flick of her tongue, was calculated to drive him to the brink. She never broke eye contact, her gaze steady, intense, and full of mischief.

There was a twinkle in her eye, and Steve could tell she was already plotting her next move. As she sucked him off, her hand slid down to gently squeeze his balls, sending waves of pleasure shooting up his spine.

“And what if Jess was here too, hmm?” Chloe asked suddenly, pulling her mouth away just enough to speak, her lips still brushing the head of his cock.

Steve felt himself spiraling, melting in the same way Chloe had when he’d talked about Ben earlier. The intensity of it was overwhelming, almost too much to handle. His mind was racing, his body responding to every word, every flick of her tongue.

"Ahh, maybe we need to add onto our story a bit, hmm?" Chloe teased, her breath warm against his cock as she licked the length of him. “Ben’s got me up against the wall... but then Jess comes back from her trip.” She paused, her tongue flicking over his shaft, savoring the way Steve groaned in response. “What do you want to do with her?”

Steve’s mind was a haze of lust, his breath shaky as he tried to form words. But Chloe didn’t wait for an answer. She licked him again, slow and deliberate, before pulling back just enough to look up at him, her eyes gleaming with wicked curiosity.

“Would you two be fucking next to us?” she asked, her tone playful but full of genuine interest. “Or do you want her sucking your dick while you watch me get fucked?” There was another brief pause, and then Chloe’s eyes lit up with a sudden idea. Her lips curved into an excited grin. “Maybe,” she said, her voice dropping lower, “ice queen that she is... do you want her to play the dominant role?”

Steve felt a rush of heat so intense it made him dizzy. His cock twitched in Chloe’s hand, his entire body on fire with desire. All the blood in his body seemed to be rushing south, making it nearly impossible to think straight.

Chloe noticed his reaction immediately and her grin widened. “Wow,” she said, her tone somewhere between amused and delighted, “you are kinky! That’s it, isn’t it? You do like a little humiliation, don’t you?” Her hand moved faster now, jerking him with purpose. “You want Ben fucking me, and you want the ice queen to dominate you. Is that what gets you off, baby?”

Steve’s breath came in ragged gasps as Chloe’s words wrapped around him, pulling him deeper into the fantasy. His entire body buzzed with the mix of pleasure and tension. He was so close, teetering on the edge, but he held on, trying desperately to savor every moment.

Chloe leaned closer, her voice turning into a sultry whisper, “Maybe you want Jess to smother you with that perfect ass of hers... sitting on your face while you can only listen to me getting fucked.” Her hand moved even faster, jerking him with intense precision. “You’d be helpless, hearing me moan, hearing your little girlfriend cumming on your roommate’s big cock, and all you can do is lie there, knowing there’s nothing you can do to stop it.”

Steve’s mind was spinning. The words, the imagery, the way Chloe was talking—it was too much. His body screamed for release, but he fought it, desperate to make it last just a little longer. He could feel the tightness coiling in his gut, the tension building with every stroke of Chloe’s hand.

And then, as if she could sense how close he was, Chloe reached behind her back and quickly undid the clasps of her bra. With a flick of her wrist, the fabric fell away, and her perfect tits sprung free, her pink nipples hard and aching for attention. Steve’s breath hitched at the sight of them, his cock twitching in her hand as his arousal peaked.

“Is this what you want?” Chloe teased, her voice husky as she continued to jerk him off. Her free hand moved to her breasts, squeezing them together for his viewing pleasure. “You want to cum for me, baby? You want to think about Jess dominating you while Ben fucks me senseless?”

Steve’s mind screamed yes, but he couldn’t form the words. He was too lost in the moment, too consumed by the wave of desire crashing over him. Every fiber of his being was focused on the sensations—Chloe’s hand, her words, her body, everything pulling him toward the edge.

Chloe’s eyes were locked on his, watching every reaction, every twitch of his muscles. “You want to be my good boy, don’t you?” she whispered, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Then let go. Let me see how much you love it.”

That was all it took. With a groan that echoed through the room, Steve’s body tensed, and he came hard, his hips bucking as he spilled into Chloe’s hand. She kept stroking him, milking every last drop from him as he trembled beneath her touch.

When it was finally over, Steve collapsed back onto the couch, panting and spent. Chloe sat back, grinning down at him as she wiped her hand clean, a satisfied glint in her eyes.

“Wow,” she said, her tone teasing but affectionate. “I think we’ve unlocked something new tonight, haven’t we?”

Steve could only nod, still trying to catch his breath. His mind was still reeling, the intensity of what had just happened settling over him like a warm haze.

Chloe leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “Don’t worry, baby,” she whispered, her voice soft now, full of warmth. “We’re just getting started.”

After the clean-up, they both snuggled back together on the couch, the warmth of the moment lingering between them. The room was quiet, but it wasn’t an uncomfortable silence—just thoughtful, the kind that followed something unexpectedly intense. Steve had one arm draped around Chloe’s shoulders, pulling her closer, while she rested her head against his chest, both of them basking in the glow of what had just happened.

"So..." Chloe began, her voice breaking the silence with a soft hum of curiosity.

"So," Steve echoed, glancing down at her. They both locked eyes, the weight of their earlier conversation still hanging in the air. After a brief beat, they burst into laughter, unable to keep a straight face.

“That was crazy!” Chloe exclaimed, her voice full of disbelief.

“Crazy hot,” Steve mused, shaking his head, a grin spreading across his face.

“Crazy hot,” she agreed with a smile, but then added with a shake of her head, “But also crazy! I mean... wow.”

“Yeah, definitely crazy,” Steve chuckled. His fingers absentmindedly stroked her arm as they both let the weight of the night settle in.

Chloe tilted her head, looking up at him, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. “So... what now?”

Steve raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

She sat up slightly, still resting against him but more animated now. “I mean... we just live with these people now? Lusting after them every time they walk by?”

Steve thought for a second, smiling at the absurdity of their situation. “Well... yeah, sort of. I mean, what else can we do? If we bottle it up, we’ll go crazy. But obviously, we don’t actually want to...”

“Kiss them?” Chloe finished his thought, her voice mischievous, a sly grin on her lips.

Steve laughed, shaking his head. “Sure, right. Kiss them... and then some.”

Chloe giggled and playfully slapped him on the arm. “Don’t get any ideas! I just mean... we shouldn’t go crazy, right? Like, we can’t make it awkward by ogling them all the time or something.”

Steve smirked. “You really think Ben would care if you were checking him out constantly?”

Chloe let out a giggle. “No, no I do not.” She sighed, her expression turning more thoughtful. “But still... I don’t want this to mess with our friendship with them, you know? It was nice to get this off our chest, but...”

Steve nodded, sensing the seriousness beneath her playful tone. “Yeah, you’re right. We’ll keep this... in the bedroom, so to speak.”

Chloe smiled, relaxing back against him. “Exactly. So, as long as we don’t check them out for more than a few seconds...”

“How long is ‘a few seconds,’ exactly?” Steve asked, raising an eyebrow in mock seriousness. “You know I need details, being a programmer and all.”

Chloe rolled her eyes with a playful sigh. “You programmers are so exact! Okay, uh... five seconds. That’s the rule. If you check them out for more than five seconds, it’s creepy, and it’s cheating.”

“Five seconds? That’s longer than you think.” Steve grinned mischievously, leaning forward to stare at her tits, counting slowly. “One... two... three... four... five...”

Chloe laughed, giving him another playful slap on the arm. “Fine! Two seconds, Mr. Exact. That’s the rule. Any more than that, and it’s wrong. Got it?”

“Two seconds, huh?” Steve chuckled. “Alright, fair enough. Two seconds it is.”

Chloe nodded in satisfaction. “Good. And there’s one more thing—absolutely, under no circumstances, can they ever find out about this.”

“Oh yeah,” Steve agreed quickly. “For sure. They definitely can’t know.”

“So that’s the rule,” Chloe had said, her voice playful but firm. “Two seconds, and it stays a secret. I don’t really want them to know what perverts we are…”

Steve had agreed wholeheartedly. It was a good rule. It gave them both the freedom to be honest about their attraction to their roommates, without the guilt or the feeling like they were crossing a line. Since then, they had stuck to it, and it had made things surprisingly easier—lighter even. No more pretending, no more shame, just a quiet understanding between them. And today, Steve was grateful for it.

Sitting in the kitchen, he couldn’t help but think how lucky he was to have a girlfriend like Chloe. Someone who was not only cool with this kind of arrangement but who encouraged it in a way that kept things fun. It made mornings like this one far less stressful.

Especially when Jess walked in, wearing her signature yoga shorts that perfectly showed off her long legs and absolutely flawless ass.

"Morning," Steve said, his voice cheerful, trying to sound casual as his eyes flicked toward her.

"Morning," Jess replied, her tone as emotionless as ever. Not cold, exactly, but with the sort of detached professionalism that made her seem untouchable, even when she was dressed in workout gear.

Jess leaned over the kitchen counter, tablet in hand, scanning the Wall Street Journal like she did every morning. Her back was to him, and her long legs stretched down to the floor, putting her perfect, sculpted ass right at Steve’s eye level.

Okay, Steve thought. Time for my two seconds.

He let his gaze linger—just for a moment—on the sight before him. It was, without a doubt, the most perfect ass he’d ever seen. Curvy but toned, big but not too big, leading to thick thighs and those impossibly long legs. Her waist was trim, making the curves of her hips even more pronounced. It was the kind of body you wouldn’t believe existed unless it was standing right in front of you.

But Steve’s two seconds came and went. He kept staring, lost in his thoughts, his eyes tracing every curve.

"Steve?"

Her voice cut through his reverie, sharp and icy.

"Hmm?" He snapped back to attention, heart racing as he realized he’d been caught zoning out. He glanced up, trying to play it cool.

Jess hadn’t moved, still leaning over the counter, but when he looked at her reflection in the mirror—the new mirror—he saw the cold fury in her eyes. Her normally stoic face was twisted in disgust, her gaze locked with his through the reflection.

It hit him like a punch to the gut. The mirror. The damn mirror they’d hung up last week. He’d forgotten all about it, and now it was betraying him, showing her exactly where his gaze had been.

His spoon slipped from his hand, clattering into the bowl with a loud, awkward noise.

“Are you staring at my ass?” Jess’s voice was no longer emotionless—it was filled with disgust, a sharp edge that sent panic rushing through Steve’s veins.

Steve could feel his heart pounding in his chest, his stomach twisting into knots as he tried to think of something to say, something to defuse the situation, but his mind was blank. He’d been caught red-handed, and there was no denying it.

He swallowed hard, slowly turning his head to face her directly, but it was too late. One glance at the mirror, and it was obvious what he had been doing. Her eyes were cold, like ice—frosty, filled with a quiet rage that made Steve’s skin crawl.

Fuck. Caught.

The silence stretched between them, thick and uncomfortable, as Steve’s mind raced, trying to figure out how to salvage this moment. But all he could feel was the growing sense of humiliation and dread.


Chapter 2

There was an incredibly awkward, almost suffocating silence as Steve sat frozen, trying to figure out what to say next. His mind raced, his heart pounding in his chest. Jess, after calling him out, had turned quickly, now leaning against the kitchen counter she had just been bent over moments before. The initial fury in her eyes had softened, but they still held an unmistakable disgust, a coldness that made Steve’s skin prickle with unease. 


Her piercing blue eyes were locked onto him, unblinking, waiting for his response. The intensity of her gaze was unbearable, like she was daring him to speak. Steve’s eyes darted awkwardly between hers, searching for a way out of the mess he’d created. Jess was intimidating on a good day, but this? This was about as bad as it got. 

Okay, Steve thought, here goes nothing. 

“...I wasn’t,” he blurted out, his voice weak. It wasn’t the best defense, but maybe, just maybe, she wasn’t completely sure. Could she really tell, from the angle in the mirror, that he’d been staring? 

Jess didn’t even flinch. A single eyebrow lifted, her expression insulted by his pathetic attempt. “Try again,” she said, her voice dry, cutting, making it clear she wasn’t going to entertain that lie. Steve opened his mouth to argue, to dig himself out of the hole, but Jess cut him off before he could make a sound. 

“Not only was it completely obvious,” she continued, her tone sharp and dismissive, “you’ve been sitting there red-faced for two minutes. Not the best poker face, Steve.” 

Steve sighed heavily, his shoulders slumping in defeat. There was no getting out of this. He put his elbows on the table, dropping his head into his hands, feeling the weight of the situation pressing down on him. “Okay. Alright... I was.” 

Jess shook her head, her expression still one of disgust, though now mixed with a hint of disappointment. Steve felt the weight of her gaze on him, like a heavy burden he couldn’t shake. 

“I mean, to be fair,” Steve stammered, trying to explain himself, “you bent over right in front of me! It was right there! It was practically my entire sightline.” He cringed as the words left his mouth, knowing immediately how stupid they sounded. 

Jess’s lips pressed into a thin line, her eyes narrowing slightly. There was a pause, her gaze turning even icier. “So,” she said slowly, her voice like a blade slicing through the tension, “you think it’s my fault? You think I was asking for it?” 

“No!” Steve quickly blurted, realizing just how idiotic his comment was. God, Steve, what are you doing? he thought to himself. Jess always had the upper hand in conversations, and now he had handed her a reason to cut him down even further. “No, of course not. That’s not what I meant. Look, I’m... I’m really sorry. I don’t know what came over me, but it won’t happen again. I’m sorry if that made you feel uncomfortable.” 

Jess’s expression shifted, though not in the way he expected. Her eyes narrowed further, and she looked more offended than before. “Uncomfortable?” she repeated, her voice laced with incredulity. “If I couldn’t handle someone staring at my ass, I’d never be able to go anywhere in this city.” 

Steve blinked, confused by her response. “Oh...?” he mumbled, not quite understanding where this was going. 

Jess’s eyes flashed with irritation, and she crossed her arms over her chest. “I’m thinking about Chloe, Steve,” she said, her voice sharp and cutting. “Your girlfriend. My best friend. Do you think she’d appreciate you checking out other women? Her roommate?” 

Steve blinked, his mind scrambling as he realized the mess he was in. Given The Rule, he hadn’t even considered this would be an issue. Chloe wouldn’t care about him checking Jess out—but wait. Wait. Chloe had specifically asked him to keep The Rule a secret. His heart pounded in his chest as his eyes darted nervously between Jess’s sharp, unblinking gaze. 

"Oh!" Steve exclaimed, eager to clear up the misunderstanding. "Oh, no, she wouldn’t—" He stopped mid-sentence. Fuck. Chloe had made it crystal clear that their little arrangement stayed between the two of them. Now his tongue felt like lead as he tried to backtrack without sounding suspicious. His eyes flickered nervously between Jess’s still, piercing ones. How could he explain why Chloe wouldn’t care without spilling the secret? 

“Uh...” was all he managed, his throat suddenly dry. 

Jess’s expression shifted, her curiosity visibly piqued. "She wouldn’t?" she asked, tilting her head slightly, studying him more intently. "She wouldn’t... what?" 

“Uh, nothing,” Steve mumbled, internally kicking himself. 

But Jess wasn’t letting this go. “She wouldn’t care you were checking me out?” she pressed, her voice cool and measured, but there was a new edge of curiosity there now. 

“Well... no?” Steve blurted, immediately regretting his words. 

Jess’s brow arched, and she leaned forward just a little, as if calling his bluff. "So, you won’t care if I tell her?" 

Without thinking, Steve replied casually, “Go ahead,” feeling confident that Chloe wouldn’t be upset. For a second, he thought maybe he had defused the situation. But then he realized how deeply he’d just dug himself in. 

Jess blinked, bewildered. “What?” she said, her voice rising slightly in disbelief. “She really wouldn’t care?” The disgust from earlier vanished, replaced entirely by pure, unfiltered curiosity. 

Steve’s stomach churned as he realized he was in deeper than ever. "Maybe?" he mumbled, knowing full well he was the worst liar on earth. The hesitation was written all over his face, and Jess picked up on it immediately. 

Her arms crossed over her chest, fingers drumming impatiently. She stepped closer, looming over him, her gaze intense. "Why not?" she asked, her voice low but demanding, the edge of her business tone creeping in. She was closing in on him, and Steve could feel the power dynamic shift completely in her favor. 

He swallowed hard, struggling to keep his eyes on hers and not let them wander. There was something about being in this position—Jess standing over him, her tight yoga outfit clinging to every curve, and the way she was commanding the conversation—that made her feel impossibly hot, even more intimidating than usual. 

God, Steve thought, there’s no way out of this. 

He sighed, knowing Jess was far too smart and far too perceptive to lie to. “Look,” he began hesitantly, “Chloe... she asked me not to say anything.” 

Jess crossed her arms tighter, her fingers still tapping rhythmically as if she were counting down his excuses. After a second, she leaned in slightly, her voice calm but sharp. "Look, you have two options here, Steve," she said, her tone measured but intimidating. "Either I walk out of this room and think you’re a complete asshole, or you tell me your little secret. Your call." 

Steve felt the weight of her words settle over him like a ton of bricks. This was the tone Jess used when closing deals on the phone, that low, confident voice that made people bend to her will. It was clear she held all the cards, and there was nothing Steve could do but comply. It was surprisingly intimidating to be on the receiving end of it. 

He sighed again, his shoulders sagging in defeat. "Okay, okay. Alright. You win." He rubbed the back of his neck, feeling the tension building there. "I hate to break my word to Chloe, but since I... well, since I was caught looking at you, I think you’ve earned the truth." 

Jess gave a small nod, satisfaction gleaming in her eyes. She liked to win—Steve could tell she was enjoying this. 

He took a deep breath, gathering his thoughts. “Okay, so... you know how you and Ben are like... the most attractive people on the planet?” 

Jess’s expression faltered for a moment, and Steve could see a subtle shift in her demeanor. Her eyes widened slightly, and to his surprise, a faint flush spread across her ears. It was rare—Steve had never seen Jess blush before. She looked genuinely caught off guard by his statement. 

“What?” she asked, her tone suddenly less sure than before. 

“You and Ben,” Steve repeated, pressing on now that he had committed to the truth. “You’re both like statues come to life, or something. You ooze pure, raw sexuality. It’s... it’s insane.” He shook his head as if trying to make sense of it himself. 

Jess blinked, completely taken aback. She was rarely, if ever, at a loss for words, but now she just stared at Steve, processing what he had said. It wasn’t the response she’d expected, and Steve could tell she wasn’t quite sure how to react. 

For a moment, the intimidating business persona melted away, and Jess seemed almost... human. Vulnerable, even. 

Steve’s heart raced as he scrambled for words. He could feel Jess’s piercing gaze bearing down on him, waiting, expecting him to make sense of the mess he’d just created. 

“Oh, come on,” Steve began, his voice coming out more desperate than he intended. “You have to realize it to some degree, right?” His words rushed out, as if saying them quickly would somehow make them sound less absurd. “I mean—let’s just talk about Ben for a second.” 

Jess’s stare remained cold, unwavering. The weight of her silence pressed on him, but Steve pushed on, hoping he could somehow salvage this. 

“I’m comfortable enough with my sexuality to say that Ben is... well, he’s a pretty perfect specimen of a man,” Steve said, the words tumbling awkwardly out of his mouth. “I mean, I’ve seen him with his shirt off. If I picked up a comic book, and Ben was the superhero on the cover, I’d be complaining to the editor about unrealistic body types for men.” 

There was a long pause, the silence growing louder as Jess’s eyes bored into him. Steve’s nerves frayed further with each second that passed. 

Jess finally spoke, her voice cutting through the tension like a blade. “What does this have to do with you staring at my ass?” 

The question hung in the air, sharp and cold. Steve blinked, realizing just how badly he was floundering. His heart pounded in his chest, the awkwardness of the moment tightening its grip. 

“I just need you to understand,” Steve stammered, his tone more strained now, “what it’s like for two average people to be around you guys. Otherwise, this will make no sense.” He could feel his pulse quickening, the words feeling heavier with every breath. 

Jess’s eyes narrowed slightly, but she gave a brief nod, silently granting him permission to continue. 

Steve swallowed, forcing himself to press on. “So, we have Ben,” he said, gesturing weakly as if trying to conjure up an image, “who’s built like some kind of bodybuilder demigod sent to earth to... to tease women.” 

He saw Jess’s lips twitch ever so slightly, but her gaze remained icy. 

“And then there’s you,” Steve added quickly, his words becoming more frantic. “I mean, I remember walking past this huge billboard for Victoria’s Secret the other day, right? All these models were up there, and I thought, ‘Wow, they’re hot. But not Jess hot.’” 

He winced as he said it, realizing how ridiculous it sounded. “Like, if you were on a billboard across the street, I’m pretty sure people would be looking at you, not them.” 

Jess stared at him, and the silence that followed felt crushing. Steve watched as her expression shifted subtly—she blinked once, slowly, her lips pressed into a thin line. For a brief moment, he thought he saw a flicker of surprise on her face, but it was gone in an instant. 

When she finally spoke, her tone was as dry as ever. “These analogies,” she said, her voice low, “are really awful.” 

Steve smiled, feeling a wave of relief wash over him now that Jess’s disgust seemed to have faded, replaced by something more neutral—perhaps even understanding. Emboldened by the slight shift in her demeanor, he decided to keep going, hoping to make her fully understand their situation. 

“I know, I know,” he continued, his voice a little steadier now. “But here’s the problem: Ben’s not in a comic book, and you’re not on a billboard. You’re both here, every day, with us. Plain old Steve and Chloe. We’re just an average couple, and we have to look at you two, eat dinner with you, see you both walking around in towels after showers. We’re surrounded by it—this absurd level of attractiveness—every day.” 

Steve hesitated for a moment, carefully sidestepping the more intimate details about why this conversation had come up between him and Chloe in the first place. Don’t push your luck, he thought. 

“So one day, we just... we just had to admit it to each other,” Steve continued. “We said that we loved each other, that we were happy with each other, and we still found each other incredibly attractive. But we also acknowledged that we live with ridiculously attractive people, and it’s okay to admit that. Rather than burying those thoughts or pretending they don’t exist, we’re just more... honest about it.” 

"Honest?" Jess repeated, her voice flat, though Steve could sense the question hanging there, expectant. Her blue eyes were still locked on him, sharp and calculating. 

"Well... yeah," Steve said, feeling the weight of her gaze pressing down on him. He took a deep breath, deciding to lay it all out. "We came up with what we call The Rule. It’s simple. If we’re ever in a situation where we feel like we want to check you guys out, we can. But no more than two seconds. That’s it. So, in those moments... instead of staring at the ceiling or drowning in guilt while thinking I’m the worst boyfriend in the world for even having those thoughts, I just take my two seconds, think, ‘Yes, that’s the greatest ass I’ve ever seen,’ and then... I move on.” 

He finished with a weak shrug, unsure if his attempt at being open and honest would win him any points or dig him deeper into the hole. Jess’s lips pursed thoughtfully, but her expression remained unreadable. 

“So,” Steve added, feeling the need to fill the silence, “I’m sorry I was staring... and I’ll stop if it’s weird, I swear. But don’t think for a second that I was betraying Chloe or anything. She’s got her own two seconds, right when Ben gets back from the gym.” 

The words hung in the air like a weight waiting to drop. Jess’s gaze didn’t falter, her expression still carefully neutral, giving away nothing. Steve could feel sweat forming at the back of his neck, the pressure of her silence gnawing at him. She seemed to be analyzing him, weighing every word he’d just said. 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Jess’s gaze broke. She reached down and picked up her yoga bag from the corner of the kitchen, slinging it over her shoulder without another glance at him. Steve’s stomach churned, waiting for her to say something—anything—to break the unbearable tension. 

“Well,” she said, her voice cool, distant, and without looking back at him as she headed for the door. “I don’t think you’re an asshole.” 

And with that, she left through the door, leaving Steve sitting alone in the kitchen, the air still thick with the remnants of their conversation. He stared down at his soggy cereal, barely registering the bite he took as he tried to process everything that had just happened. 

Am I out of the woods? The thought gnawed at him, leaving a knot of anxiety twisting in his gut. Somehow, he wasn’t sure. 


Chapter 3


Since the whole incident with Jess earlier that morning, Steve had buried himself in his work, trying to shake off the lingering tension. His mind kept wandering, though—how was he going to tell Chloe that he’d spilled the beans about The Rule? Would it affect her relationship with Ben? The thought gnawed at him, but he knew he couldn’t keep it a secret for long. 


Steve sat at the desk in their shared bedroom, focused on bug fixes for work. Chloe’s teaching schedule usually let her off the clock much earlier, so she would hang out in the common room while Steve worked. Today wasn’t any different—at least, not until his phone buzzed with a text message, pulling him away from the code on his screen. 

Chloe: Did something happen today? 

Steve’s heart pounded as he read the message. His mind raced. Does she already know? Did Jess say something? He quickly lost his train of thought with the bug fix, his fingers freezing on the keyboard. 

“Ah, shit,” he muttered under his breath, feeling a sinking sense of dread. 

Steve: What do you mean? 

The next few minutes stretched painfully long before his phone buzzed again. 

Chloe: Lol, well it’s just... Ben has kind of been sitting in the common room with me shirtless for about an hour. Kind of hard for me to pick my two seconds... 

Chloe: Thought maybe you gave him 5 bucks to do it 

Steve stared at his phone, bewildered. Ben? Shirtless for an hour? That wasn’t like him. Could Jess have told him about their conversation this morning? A sigh escaped Steve’s lips. Great. Maybe now that Ben knew Chloe found him irresistible, he was flaunting it. Classic Ben. 

Steve: Er, yeah, actually, there’s something I needed to talk to you about. 

Chloe: Oh... what’s up? 

Steve: Can you come in here for a minute? 

Chloe: Even though you’re still working? You sure? 

Steve smiled despite the nervous knot in his stomach. She was always so respectful of his space, even though they shared the bedroom. God, I love her. 

Steve: Yeah, come in here, just a minute. 

He heard her footsteps before the door gently swung open. Chloe stood there, her smile warm, her hair in two playful ponytails, dressed in one of her classic baggy sweatshirts. She had no idea what he was about to tell her. 

“Hey!” she greeted, her voice light. 

“Hey,” Steve replied, his own voice quieter, the weight of the impending conversation hanging between them. 

Chloe closed the door behind her and crossed her arms, her smile turning cheeky. “Better make this quick, I’m missing quite a show out there,” she teased, her grin widening. 

Steve swallowed. Here goes nothing. “Yeah... that’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about.” 

Chloe’s expression shifted, her head cocking to the side in curiosity. “What?” she asked, her playful tone gone. 

Steve took a deep breath. “I told Jess about The Rule.” 

For a moment, Chloe’s face was frozen in shock, her eyes widening. But then the realization hit, and she looked completely mortified. “What?! Why?!” she exclaimed, her voice rising with disbelief. 

“She caught me!” Steve admitted quickly, feeling the heat rise to his cheeks. “She caught me staring at her butt, and she just... she thought I was the worst person on earth for betraying you. So, when she was tearing into me, I panicked and told her.” 

Chloe groaned loudly, sitting on the edge of the bed with a heavy sigh. “Ohhh, Steve, no. No! Why?” 

“I’m sorry,” Steve said, his voice soft but genuine. He hated the look on her face—her embarrassment was palpable. 

Chloe groaned again, louder this time. “Now they know what perverts we are!” 

“Well, I didn’t tell them... I didn’t tell them about the fantasies or anything,” Steve quickly clarified, waving his hands as if trying to push away the worst of her fears. “I just told her that we found them attractive, and we were okay admitting that.” 

Chloe stared at him for a long moment before her face crumpled into another groan. “Oh, God. Now Ben’s sitting out there without a shirt on because he knows I...?” She trailed off, looking horrified. 

Steve nodded. “I think so.” 

She dropped her face into her hands. “This is mortifying.” 

“I know. I’m really... really sorry,” Steve said again, his voice low, hoping she’d forgive him. 

Chloe groaned a third time, then sighed deeply. “Okay, well... I guess it’s not so bad if all Ben wants to do is flaunt his body at me. I can live with that.” She paused, then shot Steve a sideways glance. “But you... you’re in trouble for this one.” 

Steve couldn’t help but smile at the way she said it—there was no real anger in her voice, just playful frustration. “Oh yeah? What’s my punishment?” 

Chloe stood up, heading for the door. As she reached the handle, she threw him a teasing grin over her shoulder. “He’s out there without a shirt on,” she said, her tone mischievous. “I get waaay more than two seconds.” 

Steve laughed, knowing he’d gotten off easy. “Deal.” 

*** 

The rest of the previous evening had been surprisingly uneventful. After work, Steve, Chloe, Ben, and Jess had all seen each other in the common areas, and everything seemed... normal. Steve was relieved—he had worried that spilling the beans about The Rule would strain their friendship. But Chloe had taken it all in stride, teasing him relentlessly in bed for giving up their secret. It was lighthearted, though, and Steve had gone to sleep feeling like maybe, just maybe, things would be okay. 

But the next morning, something shifted. 

Steve sat at the breakfast table, once again eating his usual cereal, the same brand he’d had the previous day when the whole ordeal with Jess had started. Ben and Chloe had left the apartment hours ago for their respective schedules, leaving only him and Jess at home. He knew she’d be in the common room any minute now—like clockwork—and a knot formed in his stomach. 

He wanted to clear the air. To make sure they were okay. 

Steve heard the door to Jess and Ben’s room swing open, and his heart rate quickened. He could hear Jess’s soft footsteps approaching the kitchen, and he forced a cheerful tone into his voice as she entered the room. 

“Morning,” he said, though this morning, the cheer sounded a bit more forced. 

“Morning,” Jess responded, her voice in that usual monotone she reserved for these early hours. 

Steve stared down into his cereal, his spoon aimlessly stirring the soggy flakes. He could feel the tension simmering beneath the surface, and the words were on the tip of his tongue. Just apologize again. Clear the air. Make it right. 

“Ah, Jess,” Steve started, his voice a little shaky, “I just wanted to say sorry again. I know I put us in a bit of a weird situation yesterday, but I’m hoping we can just put this beh—” 

But the words caught in his throat as he glanced up mid-sentence, his eyes suddenly widening. 

Jess had bent over the same kitchen counter where she always read her tablet in the morning, holding the screen in one hand as she scanned the news. Except today... she wasn’t wearing any pants. 

She wore a loose tank top and lace panties. That was it. 

Steve’s breath hitched, and he felt frozen in place. There it was—the perfect ass he’d fantasized about more times than he could count. Only this time, it wasn’t covered by yoga pants. It was barely covered at all, just the thin, delicate fabric of a purple lace thong stretching across her skin. She was bent over just enough that the shape of her ass was fully on display, her back arching slightly in a way that accentuated every curve, every line. The heart shape of her ass was impossible to ignore, and Steve’s eyes involuntarily traced the curve of it, taking in the unexpected details—like the small freckles scattered across one cheek, freckles he hadn’t imagined being there. 

And those thighs. Thick yet toned, the kind of thighs sculpted by hours of yoga and hard work. 

For a moment, Steve’s brain completely shut down, all rational thought lost to the sight in front of him. This isn’t real, is it? his mind scrambled, but the sight of Jess standing there, bent over the counter in nothing but a tank top and lace panties, was very much real. Too real. 

Jess’s voice broke through his daze. “What were you saying?” she asked casually, her eyes still glued to her tablet, as though she hadn’t noticed anything unusual. 

Steve’s heart jumped into his throat as reality snapped back into focus. His jaw had been hanging open—he quickly shut it, his head snapping downward as his eyes darted back to his cereal in a futile attempt to stop staring. But it was too late. She saw. His pulse pounded in his ears, adrenaline flooding his system. What the hell is happening? 

Was this some kind of test? 

“That,” Jess said dryly, her voice cutting through the silence like a knife, “was a long two seconds.” 

Steve felt his stomach drop. Shit. 

He glanced over at the mirror and saw her eyes already on him—she’d been watching his reaction the entire time. Her expression remained unreadable, cool and detached. The mirror offered him a new angle of her—a perfect side profile of Jess bending over the counter. Every curve, every line of her body, was there, taunting him. It took every ounce of willpower he had to keep his eyes locked on hers, rather than where his gaze wanted to go. 

If this was a test, he thought grimly, I’m failing. 

“So...” Jess repeated, her tone calm but with a quiet intensity, “what were you trying to say?” 

Steve’s mind raced, the question hanging in the air like a loaded gun. He could feel the tension creeping up his spine, and it took everything in him not to crumble under the weight of Jess’s gaze. She stretched again, subtly arching her back a little more, her body moving with an ease that seemed to taunt him. 

“I was... trying to apologize,” Steve finally managed to say, though his voice felt like it was caught in his throat. “For making things weird. If I did that.” 

Jess’s eyes flicked up to the mirror again, watching him with that same unreadable expression. “I think we’re fine,” she said smoothly, her voice cool and steady. “Don’t you?” 

Steve blinked, caught off guard. Was she serious? “Um...” he trailed off, unsure how to respond. Did he feel fine? No. Not at all. But was that the right answer? 

Jess stretched again, her body moving casually but with a grace that seemed almost deliberate. The arch of her back pulled her tank top tighter, and Steve’s breath hitched. “Why, do you feel weird?” she asked, her tone still calm, as if she were asking about the weather. 

Steve hesitated, thinking about it. Did he feel weird? Yes. But not just for the reason she was implying. Finally, he muttered, “I... I don’t know how I feel.” 

Jess studied him carefully in the mirror, her eyes narrowing slightly, as though she were analyzing every inch of his expression, every flicker of uncertainty that passed across his face. Then, after a long pause, she turned back to her tablet, tapping it lightly as if their conversation was nothing more than small talk. 

“So,” she said, her tone shifting slightly, as though she were musing aloud, “there’s something I don’t understand. About your Rule.” 

Steve’s heart skipped a beat. “What’s that?” he asked, trying to sound casual but failing miserably. His throat was dry, and the question sent a jolt of anxiety through him. 

Jess glanced up again, her eyes locking on his through the mirror. “What happens if you fail?” she asked, her voice soft but laced with something more—something that made Steve’s stomach tighten. 

Steve blinked, unsure how to respond. “What do you... mean?” he asked, though he already felt like he knew what she was asking. 

Jess didn’t answer right away, letting the silence stretch between them, thick and suffocating. It was as if she was daring him to figure it out on his own. 

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest as Jess’s slow, rhythmic movements filled his peripheral vision. She swayed gently from one foot to the other, her ass tilting back and forth in a subtle, almost hypnotic motion. It wasn’t exaggerated—if anything, it looked like a casual stretch, something she might do before yoga. But the effect it had on Steve was anything but casual. He could feel his cock stirring in his pants, betraying his internal struggle. 

He couldn’t look. He shouldn’t look. But it was right there—right there—and every part of him was screaming to steal another glance. Half of his brain begged him to give in, to take in the sight of her ass, perfectly highlighted by the lace panties she wore, swaying in that slow, deliberate way. The other half, though, was gripped with fear. Don’t risk it. Don’t piss her off. 

He’d already used his two seconds. 

“I mean,” Jess’s voice cut through his internal battle, calm and casual, as if she were asking about the weather, “what if...” Her ass tilted again, the subtle movement sending another jolt through Steve. “You looked... for more than two seconds?” 

Even as she spoke, her eyes stayed glued to the tablet, as if this conversation was nothing more than idle chatter. But Steve could feel the weight behind her words. He knew it wasn’t. 

His eyes darted back to his cereal, desperate for a safe place to focus. But his brain was caught in a tug-of-war, most of his attention still fixated on the rhythmic tilting motion of her ass, even if he wasn’t looking directly at it. 

“I don’t know,” Steve muttered, his voice shaky, his hands gripping the edge of the table. “That’s just the... the boundary we set for ourselves.” 

Jess hummed softly, her tone still casual, but the conversation was anything but. “But what happens,” she pressed, “if you cross that boundary?” 

Steve swallowed, his mouth dry. “I don’t... I don’t know.” 

The subtle swaying stopped, and Steve dared a glance at the mirror. Jess had taken one hand off her tablet and placed it gently on her ass. Steve’s breath caught in his throat. 

“Well,” Jess continued, her voice still maddeningly casual, “let’s say, for example, I told you I’m about to take one hand...” She paused, then gently rubbed her hand over the curve of her ass. “And spank my ass. Would you want to look, even though you’ve already used your two seconds? Would you want to see how it jiggles?” 

Her tone was completely neutral, like she was asking what he wanted for lunch, as if the words she was saying weren’t filled with tension and heat. 

Steve’s heart raced, his mind spinning. Is this a trick? A test? He didn’t know, and the uncertainty kept him frozen. His mouth stayed shut, unwilling to take the risk of answering. He sat there, gripping the table, trying to keep his breath steady, all the while knowing his silence was its own kind of answer. 

"Answer me," she said, her voice calm but commanding. It wasn’t harsh or impolite, just the kind of request that came from someone accustomed to being obeyed. Her eyes remained on the tablet in front of her, casually scrolling through the morning news, as though the request wasn’t even worth her full attention.

Steve shifted in his chair, feeling the familiar tension rise in his chest. He was unsure what game she was playing, and his mind raced. If he looked, would she call him out? Was this a test? He swallowed hard. "Maybe?"

Her lips pressed into a thin line, barely visible. "Answer me truthfully." There was a subtle edge of impatience in her tone, like she was annoyed that he hadn’t immediately complied. "In fact, to make this easier for both of us, why don't you just tell me the truth from now on?"

"Okay," he managed, his throat dry.

She smiled without looking at him. "Good boy." Her words landed with the weight of approval, and Steve felt his resolve falter. Something inside him melted, an uncontrollable response to her casual dominance. "So?" she prompted again, her tone sweet, yet undeniably authoritative.

His heart pounded in his chest. The more control she took, the harder it was to hide his arousal. His cock strained against his jeans, but he could barely think past the fog of desire clouding his thoughts. "Yes," he confessed, his voice nearly a whisper. "Obviously, yes, I'd want to."

She gave a small nod, almost as if she had expected the answer all along. "But you couldn’t. Because of The Rule."

"Right," Steve muttered, his mouth suddenly dry. The Rule. The unspoken boundary they'd established. But right now, it felt like she was toying with that line, daring him to cross it.

"Do you think you'd resist?"

Silence stretched between them. His mind screamed to give the right answer, but his body betrayed him. His cock throbbed, every nerve on edge.

She tilted her head slightly, her eyes still glued to the tablet. "Well," she said, her voice soft but dripping with purpose. "Let’s see, shall we?"

Steve froze.

She casually lifted her hand, hovering it just above her firm, toned ass, her lace panties hugging her curves perfectly. Her focus never left the screen, as if what she was about to do was nothing out of the ordinary. "I’m going to spank my ass on the count of three," she said, her voice deceptively calm. "Let’s see what you do."

He stared down at his cereal bowl, trying to anchor himself. Was she serious? His pulse quickened as the tension coiled in his stomach.

"One."

His heart hammered. His mind screamed at him not to look, but God, the image of her spanking herself right in front of him was already etched into his thoughts. Could he really resist?

"Two."

Steve clenched his jaw, his mind racing. This had to be a trick. Was she baiting him? Was she setting him up to fail? His palms grew sweaty as he fought the urge to glance up.

"And... three."

He couldn’t help it.

His gaze snapped up just in time to see her hand come down. The smack echoed through the room, sharp and deliberate, the sound slicing through the air like a whip. Her ass, though firm from yoga, jiggled from the impact, the movement mesmerizing. He was frozen in place, captivated by the brief, erotic display.

Her body stilled, but the image was seared into his mind, his cock throbbing painfully against his pants. It had been worth it. The sight alone had been worth every second of restraint he’d tried to muster.

"Oops," Jess murmured, her voice flat, emotionless. "Looks like you broke your Rule." She still didn’t look at him, didn’t acknowledge the weight of what had just happened. Instead, she stood up slowly, finally peeling her gaze from the tablet as she turned to leave.

Steve’s breath hitched. The scent of her perfume filled his lungs as she passed by him, close enough that he could feel the heat from her body. He could barely breathe, and the throb between his legs was becoming unbearable.

She stopped, her body mere inches from his, but didn’t turn. Her eyes flicked down, scanning his body lazily. "What’s that?" she asked, her voice soft and dangerous.

He followed her gaze and immediately felt his face flush. His cock strained against his jeans, the fabric doing little to hide the evidence of his arousal. The tent in his pants was unmistakable, and for a second, he couldn’t form a coherent response.

"Uh..." he stammered, shame creeping into his chest.

Jess clicked her tongue, a small sound of disappointment, and then without another word, she walked off to her room. Steve watched her go, the sway of her hips taunting him, making his erection even more painful.

He heard the sound of her yoga pants slipping on, and moments later, the door clicked shut as she left for her class.

Steve sat in silence, staring down at his lap. The apartment was still. The air felt thick, charged with everything that had just happened. He was alone now. Alone with the throbbing need pulsing between his legs.

His breathing quickened as he stood, his mind a blur of lust. He rushed to his room, fumbling with the button of his jeans before collapsing onto the bed. Grabbing the tissue box from the nightstand, he ripped his pants down, his cock springing free, hard and aching.

He barely had to touch it. The moment his hand wrapped around the shaft, he was done for. His mind replayed the scene in vivid detail—the smack, the jiggle, her indifference, her scent. His fist pumped furiously, and with a strangled groan, he came, his orgasm hitting him with violent intensity. Hot, thick ropes of cum shot onto his stomach, his body trembling as pleasure washed over him.

He lay there for a moment, chest heaving, his mind blank from the release. And yet, despite the explosive climax, he knew it wasn’t enough. Not really. Jess had gotten into his head, and no amount of jerking off would satisfy the craving she’d left behind.

***

Steve couldn't wait any longer. The moment Chloe walked in, he called her into the room. "Come here," he said, waving her over from his chair. Work could wait—this couldn’t. He needed to tell her what had happened, and he needed to do it now.

Chloe dropped her bag by the door, her brows furrowed as she crossed the room. "What's up?" she asked, sitting on the edge of their bed, her body already poised for whatever news he had. The air between them was thick, and Steve could feel his heart hammering in his chest.

He launched into the story, relaying every detail from his computer chair, trying to gauge her reactions. Her expression shifted from curiosity to pure shock as he continued.

"No pants? Really?" she asked, disbelief coating every word.

"Just a thong and a tank top," he said, feeling a flush creep into his cheeks at the memory.

Chloe shook her head, her lips pursing as if she were deep in thought. "Ben I expected this from," she said slowly. "But Jess? Never in a million years. What is she up to?"

Steve hesitated, scanning Chloe's face. "You’re... not mad or anything?" he asked, needing to be sure. Her calm demeanor was throwing him off balance.

Chloe chuckled softly, that cheeky smile he loved spreading across her lips. "Mad? That you lasted two whole seconds before breaking? Of course not," she said, shrugging. "I think I broke the rule first anyway, back when Ben was doing those stretches in the common room without his shirt on." She rolled her eyes playfully. "Besides, from the sound of it, Jess was the one in the driver's seat."

Steve let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. Relief washed over him, lightening the tension that had been knotted in his chest. "That she was," he said, his voice more relaxed.

Chloe tapped her chin thoughtfully, her eyes narrowing slightly as she considered something. "So, obviously... The Rule needs to change," she said, her tone matter-of-fact.

Steve raised an eyebrow, not entirely sure where she was going with this. "What do you mean?"

"Look," she began, leaning forward slightly, "we made the two-second rule to set some kind of boundary, right? But it clearly isn’t realistic anymore. If Jess and Ben are both going to be prancing around in their underwear just to mess with us, we’re not going to be able to resist. It's just not possible."

Steve listened carefully, nodding as the logic sank in. She was right—they were being set up to fail. But it felt strangely exciting, too.

"So," Chloe continued, "let’s beat them to the punch. If you’re comfortable with it, of course."

Steve nodded again, more sure of himself now. "Yeah, I get it. That makes sense. What do you think the new rule should be?"

Chloe’s lips curled into a knowing smile. "No touching," she said simply, her eyes locking with his. "You can look as much as feels natural, but... keep your hands to yourself. That’s where the boundary is now. Does that feel fair?"

Steve’s mind reeled for a moment, but he quickly caught up. He couldn’t argue with her logic. It felt like the right compromise, especially after what had just happened. "Fair," he agreed, his voice steady.

Chloe laughed softly, the tension in the room shifting to something lighter, almost playful. "This is so wild," she murmured, half to herself. She bit her lip, eyes flicking to Steve. "Do you think we should... confront them? Ask them what they’re up to?"

For a moment, they just looked at each other, the question hanging in the air. Steve could feel the weight of the decision pressing down on them. Did they want to know? Did they need to know?

"I kind of... don’t want to," Steve admitted, breaking the silence. His voice was softer now, uncertain. "I mean, I think we should if this goes any further, but... I kind of think maybe this was a one-time thing. You know, just some harmless fun at our expense."

Chloe studied his face, her own uncertainty mirrored in her eyes. "You think so?"

Steve shrugged, feeling less sure by the second. "I don’t know. I guess I just don’t see them doing anything beyond teasing us. What are they really going to do? Push it further?"

Chloe leaned back on her hands, her gaze thoughtful. "I don’t know either," she said, her voice quieter now. "But... I guess we’ll find out soon enough."

***

The next day, Steve decided to head into the office—a rare occurrence. After the events of the previous day, he felt a strange mix of relief and disappointment that he hadn’t seen Jess in the morning. A part of him was grateful for the reprieve, but another part of him couldn’t shake the curiosity that gnawed at the edges of his thoughts. He needed a distraction, and a change of scenery seemed like a good way to clear his head.

The day passed in a blur of familiar faces, casual conversations, and a mountain of emails. It was late afternoon when his phone buzzed in his pocket. He knew it was that time of day when Chloe and Ben would be alone together in the apartment, and the thought tugged at him. He checked his phone immediately, his heart picking up pace before he even saw the message.

Chloe: How’s work?

Steve smiled. He quickly typed back, his fingers moving fast over the screen.

Steve: It was good to see everyone. It’s been a while since I actually came in!

Chloe: You slacker

He chuckled, feeling a brief moment of lightness in the otherwise long day. But beneath the surface, there was an undercurrent of tension—Chloe and Ben, alone together. Was it silly to feel a little on edge? He wasn’t sure.

Steve: And I needed to check in with Dave about my raise.

Chloe: What did he say?

Steve: Not until next quarter, he says... which is what he said last quarter. Ughh.

Chloe: You’ll get it soon! Everyone loves you there.

He stared at the screen, waiting for her response. The usual typing dots appeared, then disappeared. Then they reappeared. A long pause stretched out as he watched the dots come and go, wondering what Chloe was writing. His mind began to wander, imagining the possibilities of what she could be typing. Finally, the message came through.

Chloe: So about the new Rule... some touching is OK, right?

Steve’s heart skipped a beat, and his fingers hovered over the screen. He could almost hear Chloe’s voice in his head as he reread the text, her casual tone laced with something more suggestive, a question that carried weight beneath its playfulness. He shifted in his chair, his mind spinning.

What exactly was she asking? He hadn’t even fully processed the idea of the new rule, and now here she was, testing its boundaries already. Steve could feel the familiar tension build in his chest. The thought of Chloe and Ben, alone together in their apartment, suddenly felt more real—more charged.

His pulse quickened as he typed back.

Steve: Some touching? Like, what do you mean?

Another pause. The dots danced on the screen again, each blink adding to the tension that was slowly wrapping itself around him.

Chloe: Well… Ben really hurt his muscle at the gym today and asked if I could massage it for him.

Steve felt a sudden tightness in his chest, the words lingering on the screen. His first instinct was to laugh it off—of course, Ben would pull something like this. But as the seconds passed, that knot of jealousy and arousal twisted tighter. Chloe had to know what Ben was doing. She wasn’t oblivious. The real question was—how far would they let this go?

Steve: He can’t get a professional to do it?

Chloe: He says he wants someone he trusts. And we both know Jess would never give him a massage, lol.

Steve’s grip on his phone tightened. True, Jess wasn’t exactly the “caregiving” type, but still… why would Ben need to trust someone for a massage? There was no reason a professional wouldn’t suffice—unless Ben wanted something more than just a massage.

His mind raced, picturing Chloe and Ben alone together. That familiar twinge of excitement stirred inside him, sending warmth through his body.

Steve: What muscle did he hurt?

There was a pause, just long enough for Steve’s mind to fill with images of Ben shirtless, his muscles tense, waiting for Chloe’s hands to glide over them.

Chloe: His pecs. They’re really sore, apparently.

Steve’s breath hitched. A vivid image of Chloe’s fingers working over Ben’s chest flashed in his mind—her hands sliding over those broad muscles, the intimacy of touch. His cock twitched in his pants, growing harder as his imagination ran wild.

Chloe: I mean, it’s just a massage, right? Professionals do it all the time. I’ve given massages to friends before, no big deal… but that’s not what we meant by no touching, is it?

The typing dots appeared, then disappeared, only to reappear again. Chloe was taking her time, carefully crafting her next message. Steve could sense the hesitation, but also the underlying thrill, as if she was testing the waters of this new boundary.

Chloe: You can say no, obviously. If this makes you uncomfortable, I can tell him no.

His pulse quickened, fingers hovering over the screen. A thousand thoughts raced through his mind, but none louder than the desire bubbling beneath the surface. It wasn’t just the jealousy—it was the idea of Chloe choosing to touch Ben, the thrill of watching their boundaries blur.

He typed, the decision made.

Steve: No… I want you to say yes.

The words hung there, bold and final. His chest tightened as he hit send, the adrenaline flooding his system. There was no going back now.

Chloe: You sure?

I mean, I don’t want to cross a line you’re not ready for.

Steve stared at the screen, the anticipation making his cock throb painfully against his pants. Chloe’s question was laced with care, but there was an unmistakable thrill behind it—like they both knew they were heading into dangerous territory.

Steve: Yes, I’m sure. I want you to.

His hands shook slightly as he sent the message. His breath came quicker, the tension rising as he waited for her reply.

Chloe: Thanks baby <3 I know he’ll appreciate having someone to help him out!

Steve swallowed hard, imagining Ben’s reaction when Chloe touched him, when she started working her fingers into his chest. The vivid imagery sent another wave of arousal through him, almost unbearable now.

Chloe: So… what’s the new Rule? Clearly "no touching" isn’t realistic, lol.

Steve leaned back in his chair, thinking quickly. The old boundary had already crumbled, and now they were navigating something new—something more fluid. His mind raced with possibilities, but he knew they needed something to hold on to. Something that kept this from spiraling too far out of control.

Steve: Underwear stays on. If everyone keeps their underwear on, we’re good.

There was a brief pause before Chloe’s reply came through.

Chloe: Perfect! Can’t wait to see you tonight <3

Steve put down his phone, exhaling sharply. His heart was still pounding in his chest, and his erection was now pressing uncomfortably against the fabric of his pants. There was no way he could concentrate on anything work-related for the rest of the day. His thoughts were consumed by the image of Chloe and Ben, the new rules they had set, and the blurry line they were now daring to cross.

When Steve got home that evening, the air felt thick with something unspoken the moment he walked in. Chloe and Ben were on the couch, but there was a noticeable space between them, an awkward distance that made Steve immediately suspicious. Ben looked relaxed, casually scrolling through his phone, his expression unreadable, but Chloe was a different story. Her face was flushed, her breath coming out in uneven, shallow bursts, as if she’d just been caught doing something she wasn’t supposed to.

"Hey, Steve," Ben said, standing up the moment he saw him. His broad frame seemed to tower over Steve as he flashed a cocky grin. His hand came down on Steve’s shoulder with a friendly, but slightly too hard, slap. "I gotta meet Jess for a drink," he added, his tone casual, but there was something in his eyes, something playful, maybe even a little devious. As he turned toward the door, he threw a look over his shoulder, his grin widening mischievously. "Chloe’s all yours."

With that, Ben walked out, leaving an awkward silence hanging in the air between Steve and Chloe. Steve’s mind raced, trying to piece together what had happened before he got home. Chloe hadn’t even looked at him yet. She sat still, fidgeting slightly, her gaze fixed on the floor.

"Um," she finally said, her voice a little shaky. She lifted her eyes to meet his, and he could see something smoldering there, something she was trying to hide. "Let’s go to our room."

Steve, still confused, nodded. "Sure."

They moved in silence, the tension between them crackling with unspoken words. The moment they were inside their bedroom, Chloe shut the door and turned to him with an urgency that caught him off guard.

"Lie down," she whispered, her voice suddenly filled with need.

Steve looked at her, his brow furrowed in confusion. "What’s going on?"

"Please," she begged, a hint of desperation in her tone now. Whatever had happened, it had pushed her to the edge.

Without another word, Steve lay back on the bed, still trying to process the strange energy between them. Chloe quickly stripped off her pants and panties, her movements rushed, almost frantic, before climbing onto the bed. Before he could even ask her what was happening, she straddled his face, her thighs pressing into his head.

Oh god, Steve thought as the intoxicating scent of her arousal hit him. She was drenched—her inner thighs glistened, dripping wet, and he could feel the slick heat against his lips immediately.

She rocked against him, her wetness spreading as she began to moan, and Steve eagerly responded, his tongue moving in rhythm with her grinding. Chloe’s moans were louder than usual, her body trembling with every movement. It was as if something had set her off, pushed her to a place of wild desperation.

Steve loved this—loved seeing her lose control like this. Her large tits were still hidden beneath her baggy sweater, but he could feel the weight of them as she bucked against him, her hands gripping his head for balance.

"Oh, my god," Chloe moaned, her voice shaky with pleasure. "Oh, my god, Steve, yes. That feels so good. Keep going, baby."

Steve’s cock strained painfully against his jeans, the throbbing pulse making it hard to think. What had happened while he was gone? What had Ben done? The idea of it made Steve’s arousal grow even more intense, fueling the fire of his imagination.

He noticed her eyes were squeezed shut, her face a mask of concentration as she lost herself in the sensation. Steve gently lifted her hips off his face, wanting to break the trance for just a moment.

"What are you thinking about, baby?" he asked, his voice rough with desire before diving back in, his tongue lapping at her with renewed intensity.

There was a brief pause as she considered her answer, her hips stuttering in their movements. "I’m... I’m thinking about you," she said, her voice breathless. "How good you’re eating me out..."

Steve could feel the tension in her, the way her body hesitated just slightly. He lifted her again, forcing her to meet his eyes. "What are you really thinking about?" His tone was soft, but insistent.

Chloe’s breath hitched. She bit her lip, her expression torn between reluctance and desire. "Are you sure..." she whispered, "Are you sure I should say?"

Steve's heart raced. He didn’t know why, but the anticipation of what she might say made his pulse quicken. He needed to know. "Yes, baby," he murmured between licks, desperate to hear the truth. "I want to hear it. I like hearing it."

Her body trembled, and for a moment, she hesitated. But then, her words spilled out, her voice barely a whisper. "I’m... I’m thinking about... Oh god, Steve, I’m thinking about Ben."

The admission hit him like a shockwave, sending his arousal to unbearable heights. His cock throbbed painfully, still trapped in his jeans. He felt like he might burst from the tension. "Talk dirty, baby," he urged, his voice raw. "Talk dirty to me like you’re talking to him."

He plunged his tongue back into her, his hands gripping her ass tightly as if encouraging her to let go, to give him everything.

"Oh, god, babe..." Chloe moaned, her voice wavering. "Are you... are you sure?"

Steve squeezed her ass harder in response, his mind already lost in the whirlwind of desire and jealousy. He needed this—needed her to push him further.

Chloe’s breathing became more ragged, her hips grinding harder against Steve’s tongue, her body trembling as she lost herself in the fantasy.

"Oh god, oh god..." Her voice was breathy, almost a whimper. "Ben, fuck me. Please, I need you to fuck me so bad."

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest, the words hitting him like a bolt of lightning. She was no longer holding back, her filthy confession spilling from her lips without hesitation.

"I want to be your slut, Ben," she moaned, rocking her hips harder against his face. "Let me choke on your dick... come all over my tits. Do whatever you want to me... just use me, please. Whatever you want."

Holy shit, Steve thought, his mind reeling. His cock throbbed painfully, straining against his jeans with each filthy word that left her lips. She was so far gone in the fantasy, and it was driving him wild.

Her hands gripped the headboard now, steadying herself as she rode his face with desperate intensity. She was dripping wet, the slickness of her arousal coating his lips and chin as she moved faster, chasing the pleasure she needed so badly.

"Use me like a dirty little whore while my boyfriend is in the next room," Chloe groaned, her voice rising with every grind of her hips. "Let me feel your cock inside me... choke me, make me your bitch, please. I want to be your little slut, Ben. Please, use me..."

Steve’s mind blurred with a mix of jealousy and arousal so intense he thought he might explode. The way she said Ben’s name over and over, the raw need in her voice, was driving him to the edge. His cock pulsed painfully, desperate for release, but he couldn’t stop—he didn’t want to stop.

Her body was trembling now, her moans becoming louder, more desperate. "Oh god, I want to be your little bitch," she whimpered, her voice breaking with pleasure. "Fuck, Ben, use me, make me yours..."

Steve did everything he could to keep up, his tongue moving frantically against her as she bucked against him. He could feel the tension building in her, every muscle tightening, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She was close—so close to a massive orgasm, and the thought only spurred him on.

"I want to suck your cock while you watch TV... right there on the couch," Chloe moaned, her hips grinding harder against Steve’s tongue. "I want to lick your balls in the shower... let you fuck my tits when Jess isn't in the mood. I want you to use me. Just take me, Ben. Use me because you can... because I’m yours to take. Anywhere, anytime."

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest as her words became more desperate, more raw. Every filthy confession sent waves of arousal coursing through him, his cock painfully hard in his jeans. She was completely lost in the fantasy, and the sound of Ben's name on her lips only pushed him further into the frenzy.

"Oh god, please," she cried, her voice breathy, trembling. "Fuck me, Ben. Use me... use me however you want. Oh god, please, please, please..." Her breath hitched as her thighs clenched tighter around Steve’s head. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, Ben!"

The words spilled out of her in a fevered rush just as her orgasm ripped through her, her body convulsing as she rode it out. Her thighs squeezed around Steve’s head, trapping him in place as she ground down against him. She was shaking uncontrollably, her moans turning into screams of pure ecstasy.

Steve struggled to breathe beneath her, but the sight of her coming undone like this was intoxicating. It was, without a doubt, the biggest orgasm he’d ever seen her have. Her whole body trembled as the waves of pleasure overtook her, and Steve did his best to hold on, his tongue moving in time with her frantic rhythm.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Chloe’s body began to slow. Her moans softened, turning into quiet whimpers as she gradually came down from the high. Her hands drifted over her own body, lazily exploring the lingering sensations as she caught her breath. Her fingers traced over her hips and breasts, as if savoring the afterglow of the orgasm that had completely wrecked her.

With a deep, shuddering breath, she released her hold on his head, freeing him from what had felt like the world’s most intoxicating prison. Steve gasped for air, his heart still racing, but he couldn’t help the satisfied smile that crept onto his face.

Chloe slid down beside him, still catching her breath, her face flushed and radiant. She wasted no time, immediately peppering his face with kisses, whispering breathless gratitude between each one.

"Thank you... thank you... thank you," she murmured, her voice full of bliss. She held him tightly, her body still buzzing with the remnants of pleasure. "That was sooo filthy. So, so good. I’m the luckiest girl in the world."

Steve smiled, letting her bask in the afterglow, her warmth pressing into him. He gently stroked her back, enjoying the softness of the moment after such an intense experience.

But there was still a question gnawing at the back of his mind. Something that had been lingering since he’d walked in the door.

"Chloe," he asked softly, his voice barely breaking the quiet of the room. "What happened today?"

Chloe turned toward him, snuggling closer as she pressed her body against his. The soft weight of her breasts pressed firmly against one side of his chest, her skin warm and smooth. Her smile was mischievous, her eyes sparkling with a teasing glint. "Whatever do you mean?" she asked, her voice soft but full of playful innocence.

Steve swallowed hard, his mind racing with everything that had been left unsaid since he walked through the door. "Please," he whispered, his voice raw with need. He had to know.

Chloe’s hand found his belt, her fingers moving with practiced ease. In one swift motion, she undid it, her hand already reaching for the button of his jeans. "Ohhh," she purred, her voice dripping with mischief, "you mean between Ben and me?" She popped the button open and slowly pulled down the zipper, the sound filling the quiet space between them. "Are you sure you want to know?"

Steve’s breath hitched, and he nodded desperately, his need to hear her confession overwhelming everything else.

"Well, okay," she said, her tone light as if she were about to share a harmless secret. Her hand slipped into his underwear, her fingers wrapping around his cock and pulling it free. "Wow," she breathed, genuine surprise coloring her voice. "You’re already so hard."

Steve could barely think, the anticipation mixing with the sharp pleasure of her touch. "Chloe," he whispered again, his voice heavy with desperation.

"Okay, you get your story," Chloe said as she began to stroke him, her touch gentle, almost absentminded as if she were focused more on recounting what had happened than on what she was doing to him.

She explained how it had all started so innocently. She had been on the couch, engrossed in her book when Ben came back from the gym. He disappeared into his room to change, and when he returned, his shirt was off. Chloe had tried to keep reading, to focus on her book and ignore the obvious distraction, but it was impossible not to notice. He was just wearing his gray sweatpants, his muscles still glistening faintly from the workout. As much as she wanted to be good and stick to the rules, her eyes kept drifting to him.

Ben, she described, had been massaging his own muscles, working out the tension in his shoulders, and it was hard not to admire the way his body moved. The definition of his abs, that sharp V-shape near his hips—it was something she'd only ever seen in magazines or on TV. It felt surreal to be sitting there, watching him, seeing it up close in real life. She couldn’t help but glance at him more than she should have, even though she knew she shouldn’t.

Then, without warning, Ben had caught her. He’d looked at her with a curious expression, and then asked, point-blank, if she was checking him out. Chloe had blushed, embarrassed at being caught, but had apologized. He didn’t seem to mind at all, though, and had even asked if she was breaking their Rule by looking. That had taken her by surprise.

Steve's curiosity got the better of him. "He asked you directly about the Rule?" he interrupted.

Chloe nodded, her hand still stroking him lazily as she continued. She told him how she had explained that the Rule had changed, and as long as she didn’t touch him, she wasn’t breaking it. She had tried to brush it off, thinking that would be the end of it.

But it wasn’t. Ben had sat down with her, put something on TV while she pretended to focus on her book, and for a few minutes, everything was calm. They were just hanging out, no tension. She had almost convinced herself that nothing would come of it. But then, out of nowhere, Ben had asked if she could do him a huge favor. He had been in a lot of pain from his workout, he said, and needed a massage to ease the soreness in his muscles.

At first, Chloe had refused, of course—after all, that would definitely break the Rule. But Ben had come over to her, sat down close, and showed her exactly where it hurt. He was so close, she could smell him, that masculine scent wrapping around her. It had made her head spin. The proximity, his body so close to hers—it had muddled her thoughts, made it hard to think clearly. She had been flustered, caught in the moment, and before she knew it, she had said she’d check with Steve. And she did.

Chloe continued her story, her hand still working over Steve as she spoke. She recounted how, after Steve had given her the OK, she told Ben she’d do it. He had thanked her, then laid down on the couch, his body stretched out, waiting. Chloe had kneeled beside him, and as soon as her hands touched his skin, she was struck by how hard his muscles felt beneath her fingers.

"They were insane," she said, her voice filled with awe. "Like I was massaging iron or something." She described how Ben’s smell had grown stronger as she worked on him, a mix of sweat and something deeply masculine. It had surrounded her, making her more aware of his presence, of his body, and how close she was to him.

At first, she had simply focused on his chest, working her hands over the broad expanse of muscle, but as Ben kept complimenting her, telling her how good it felt, she found herself slipping into a trance. The more he encouraged her, the more she lost herself in the sensation of massaging him. Chloe explained that she couldn't help but run her fingers along his defined muscles, tracing the ridges of his biceps and chest almost without thinking.

She paused for a moment, her hand tightening around Steve’s cock. "I didn't realize how much I was enjoying it," she admitted. "His body... it was just so defined, so strong. And the way he kept responding to my touch..." Her voice trailed off, her mind clearly wandering back to the moment.

Steve’s chest tightened with a mix of jealousy and arousal, his cock throbbing in response to her words. Chloe noticed immediately. "Your cock is like... pulsing," she observed with surprise. "I've never felt it like this before."

Steve nodded, unable to hide how turned on he was. "Yeah, I have no idea why I like this so much," he confessed, his voice thick with emotion.

Chloe cocked her head, her eyes gleaming with curiosity. "You sure you want me to keep talking about this?"

"Please," Steve whispered. "Don't stop."

Chloe smiled, clearly pleased with his response, and continued. She explained how Ben had asked her if massaging him like that was breaking the new Rule. She had reassured him, telling him about the change they’d agreed on—that as long as everyone kept their underwear on, it was fine. Shirts and pants didn’t matter, but the underwear stayed. Ben had nodded, accepting it, and they had continued.

For a while, she admitted, she felt like she was the one enjoying the moment more than Ben was. Her hands moved over him almost instinctively, feeling every muscle, every curve of his body, and she couldn't stop. But then, Ben had mentioned that the angle was awkward—her kneeling beside him wasn’t the most comfortable position for either of them. He suggested that she straddle him on the couch to make things easier.

Steve felt a surge of heat rush through his body, so intense that for a moment it felt like he was seeing stars. His cock throbbed painfully, and Chloe noticed his reaction, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her lips.

She began to recount what had happened, her voice soft but steady, as though reliving each moment. She admitted that she had thought about resisting, that there were so many things she could have said to stop it from going further. But, as she explained, there was something about the situation that drew her in, something she couldn't quite resist. The fact that it wasn’t technically against the rules—that everyone still had their underwear on—made it easier to justify in her mind. So, in the end, she had said OK. She’d climbed on top of Ben, straddling his stomach, feeling the solid mass of his body beneath her.

Steve’s mind reeled as he listened, the vivid image of Chloe on top of Ben flashing in his mind.

Chloe continued, describing how much bigger Ben was than her, how straddling him had been the most practical way to massage his chest. They had started like that, her hands moving over his muscles, but then Ben had complained that her jeans were digging into him. And that’s when he had asked if she would mind taking them off, flashing that cocky smile of his.

As she spoke, Chloe’s hand began to stroke Steve faster, her excitement building along with the story. She told him how she had wanted to say no, to show Ben that he couldn’t always get what he wanted. But there had been something irresistible about the situation, about obeying him, doing what he asked, even though she knew it was wrong. It had felt thrilling—dangerously exciting. And technically, it still wasn’t breaking the rules. Steve had said as long as the underwear stayed on, so there was still a layer of safety.

Chloe’s voice softened as she confessed that she had almost refused. But then Ben had cupped her cheek with his large hand, looking her in the eyes as he said, "Please? Don’t you want to make me feel good?" She admitted that in that moment, all her resistance melted away. She just wanted to make him feel good, to give in to the moment. So, she had stood up, peeled off her jeans, and gotten back on top of him, now in just her panties.

She paused, her breath catching slightly as she described how wet she was. She had been dripping, completely soaked, and the second she straddled him again, Ben had pushed her down so that her soaked panties were pressed against his stomach. He could feel it, she knew he could. Chloe glanced at Steve, her voice dropping as she asked, "You’re sure you want to hear this?"

Steve nodded, more certain than he had ever been. He needed to hear it, every detail.

Chloe continued, explaining how Ben had leaned back, his hands behind his head like a king, while she straddled him, practically soaking his stomach with how wet she was. And then, casually, he had asked her—knowing the answer—if she was wet because of him. She had told him yes, of course, because it was the truth.

But Ben hadn’t stopped there. He had looked at her and asked something that took her breath away: "Does Steve ever get you this wet?"

Steve felt his heart skip a beat. "Me?" he had asked, hardly able to believe what he was hearing.

Chloe nodded, explaining how Ben had said, "Does Steve ever get you like this?" His question had hung in the air, heavy and deliberate.

Steve’s voice cracked as he asked, almost begging for the answer, "What did you say?"

Chloe’s gaze softened as she admitted, "I told him, ‘Not like this. No.’" She looked at Steve carefully, searching his face to see if he was okay with her confession. But Steve was far beyond that. He was completely consumed by his own arousal, so lost in the moment that nothing else mattered.

Chloe smiled, leaning closer. "You like that?" she whispered, her voice teasing. "You like it when I compare you to him?"

Steve nodded, his breath ragged. "Yeah... I do."

Chloe’s hand moved faster now, her grip tightening as she continued the story. Steve could feel himself approaching the edge, knowing he wouldn’t last much longer if things got any dirtier. She described how, at one point, Ben had suddenly reached around her with one hand and grabbed the back of her sweatshirt, bundling it up tightly in his fist. The way she spoke made Steve’s pulse race, each word heightening the intensity.

She sat up slightly, positioning herself for Steve to feel what she meant. "Reach around me," she instructed, her voice thick with the memory, and Steve did as she asked, grabbing a handful of her sweater. He pulled it taut around her, trying to mimic the grip she was describing.

"No," she said, her tone a little more insistent, "more than that. Use both hands, like you have big hands, like Ben."

That comment sent a jolt through Steve, his cock pulsing hard at the casual comparison. He wasn’t sure if Chloe even meant it to be humiliating, but for some reason, it made his arousal peak. He reached around her with both hands, gathering the fabric of her baggy sweatshirt until it fit snugly around her body. Her curves became more defined—the tightness of her waist, the swell of her large breasts pressing against the fabric.

"Just like that," she said, a small smile playing on her lips. "Ben did that, and then he said, ‘Damn, you really know how to hide these things.’" There was a pause in her voice, as if she were savoring the memory. She described how the feeling of his hand, tightening her clothes like that, made her feel small and controlled, like with just one hand he could lift her effortlessly. And with that, she felt herself get even wetter.

Chloe’s hand sped up as she continued, explaining how Ben had smiled at her, enjoying the power he had over her in that moment. He had asked her to start massaging him lower, and she had obliged, her hands moving down from his chest. Then, he asked her to go even lower, and she had complied, sliding herself further down his body. With each request, she had shifted lower and lower, until she was massaging his abs.

Steve’s cock throbbed in her hand as she recounted the moment. "And then," she said, her voice a little breathless, "I was straddling him. Right on top of his crotch."

Steve could hardly think straight, the image of Chloe on top of Ben driving him wild. She described how she had been sitting right on top of him, her lace panties and his gray sweatpants the only barriers between her soaking wet pussy and Ben’s cock. Her tone shifted, becoming more aroused as she remembered the feel of it, the heat between their bodies.

She paused deliberately, letting the moment linger, her eyes gleaming with mischief. Steve was desperate, teetering on the edge. "Please," he begged, his voice thick with need. "I’m so close."

Chloe raised an eyebrow, teasing him with her words. "You want me to keep going?"

Steve nodded frantically, every nerve in his body begging for release.

"You want to hear what it was like," she continued, her voice low and taunting, "when your girlfriend was straddling Ben’s hard, fat cock?"

It took everything Steve had not to cum right then, but somehow he managed to hold on, nodding for her to continue. He could feel his whole body tense with anticipation as Chloe carried on, her voice low and teasing.

She explained how she had landed right on top of Ben, her body pressed against his, and how she couldn’t get over how big he felt underneath her. She couldn’t tell exactly how big he was, but it had felt like straddling a baseball bat—rock hard, pushing against her soaking wet pussy. She could remember the way Ben had asked her if she could feel it, his voice steady and knowing. She had nodded, barely able to speak, and that’s when he had asked her if she liked how it felt. The way his hand had begun to explore her body sent shivers through her even now.

His hands had felt so big, she explained, so much larger than Steve’s. There was something about the way Ben had touched her that had made her lose control, her body starting to rock back and forth on its own, sliding her wet pussy over the length of his cock. She had kept moving, up and down, and it felt like there was no end to it. It was huge—so much so that it had made her even wetter, her body betraying her desires.

Steve was losing control just hearing it, barely holding back. He could feel his arousal reaching new heights as Chloe went on.

She smiled as she noticed how close he was, her hand stroking him faster. She teased him, describing how much he must like hearing about her being a dirty slut for Ben, how easily Ben had gotten her soaking wet and straddling him, just by asking. Chloe compared it to the way Steve had to take her on so many dates before she’d do something like that for him, but not Ben. No, Ben got what he wanted, effortlessly.

Steve’s moans became louder, dangerously close to the edge.

Chloe kept building the tension, describing how Ben had felt her all over, touching her everywhere. He had groped her big tits while she slid up and down on his cock. But she had noticed how, in his large hands, her breasts didn’t seem as big. To emphasize her point, she grabbed Steve’s hand and placed it roughly on her breast, showing him what it had felt like.

She smiled again, shaking her head slightly. "No, see? That doesn’t feel right," she teased. "He doesn’t have little boy hands like yours. He has big hands, and he was getting way more of a handful than you are." She told him how good it had felt, how she’d never been touched like that before. Then she paused, gauging his reaction. "Does that turn you on, baby? Knowing I liked his big hands more than yours?"

Steve nodded frantically, his body trembling with need.

But Chloe wasn’t done. She admitted that, as amazing as Ben’s hands were, they weren’t the star of the show. All she could think about was the huge cock between her legs. The way it had felt, so hard, so thick, as she slid up and down on him. Dry humping him on the couch, it had felt so naughty, so filthy, and somehow even better than when she and Steve fucked. She teased him further, asking if he could believe that—just dry humping Ben had felt as good as fucking Steve.

Then, taking a small risk, she added, "Even better than you, with your… small dick."

That was it. Steve couldn’t hold back anymore. "I’m cumming!" he gasped, his body convulsing as Chloe continued jerking him. His orgasm hit him hard, ropes of cum shooting onto his chest and stomach, each spasm more intense than the last. He was completely lost in the release, overwhelmed by the vivid imagery and Chloe’s teasing words.

When it was over, Steve lay there, panting and dazed, still processing the flood of emotions that coursed through him. Chloe handed him some tissues, watching him with a curious smile.

"How was that?" she asked, her voice soft but full of interest.

Steve took a few deep breaths, still coming down from his high. "That was… that was amazing," he said, his voice genuine. "This is so hot."

Chloe’s smile faltered slightly as she studied his face, her expression shifting to something more serious. "You’re not mad?" she asked, her tone softer now, almost vulnerable.

Steve blinked, surprised by her question. His eyes flicked over to hers, seeing the concern in them. "Why would I be mad?" he asked, his voice a little hoarse. "Because you straddled him?" He paused for a moment, realizing something. "Wait… I couldn’t even make it through the story without cumming. Did you guys go any further than that?"

Chloe’s cheeks flushed, her eyes darting away for a second before she looked back at him. "Just the straddling," she admitted, "and the dry humping. But at one point, he reached his hand under my sweatshirt, and that’s when I realized… while it didn’t technically break the Rule, it wasn’t really in the spirit of it. So… I told him to stop after that."

Steve’s heart raced as he imagined the scene. "He wasn’t mad that you stopped?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Chloe shook her head, her expression softening. "No. He’s a cocky asshole, but he’s respectful," she said, recalling the moment. "As soon as I told him to stop, he took his hands off immediately and threw on a shirt."

Steve let that sink in. He wasn’t entirely sure how to feel about Ben’s sudden respectfulness in contrast to the teasing moments before. But Chloe’s words, the way she had shared everything with him, somehow made it all feel... okay.

"You’re really okay with it?" she asked after a beat, her voice a little softer now. "I mean, I can tell it’s turning you on—it's turning both of us on—but are we okay with where this is going?"

Steve paused, considering her question. The truth was, none of this made sense. It was crazy, and yet, it felt good—so undeniably good. The jealousy, the excitement, the stories... everything combined into something he hadn’t expected to enjoy so much. He knew he loved Chloe, and no matter what happened with Ben, that wouldn’t change. He could feel that deep inside him.

"I am," he replied, the words coming out more confidently than he expected. "This is crazy, but... I don’t know. It just feels so good, and I know I love you. Nothing you do with Ben is going to change that."

Chloe smiled, her body relaxing as she snuggled closer to him, her warmth settling into his side. "Good," she murmured, her voice full of contentment. "I feel a little mean with all the comparisons, though..."

Steve chuckled softly. "No, it’s... honestly, I don’t know why, but that’s the best part. The more humiliating it is, the more I seem to like it."

Chloe looked up at him, her smile growing wider as she seemed to take comfort in his admission. He was about to lean in and say something sweet, maybe tell her how much he loved her, when suddenly, they both froze at the sound coming from outside the bedroom door.

"Okay, guys! I’m leaving. Keep having fun in there!" Ben’s voice rang out, his tone full of amusement. Then came the unmistakable slam of the apartment’s main door, followed by a heavy silence.

Chloe and Steve exchanged wide-eyed glances, their faces flushing deep red in unison. Ben had been in the apartment the whole time? He hadn’t left earlier like they’d thought?

Chloe turned onto her back, covering her face with her hands in embarrassment. The thought hit them both at the same time—how much had Ben heard? The walls in their apartment were paper-thin. Had he heard Chloe screaming his name? Begging to be fucked? Or worse, had he overheard the entire story she had just told Steve?

Neither of them knew for sure, but the realization sent a rush of mixed emotions through them both. What was clear, though, was that things had just taken a dramatic turn.

Everything had just gotten worse.

And better.


Chapter 4

Ben and Jess left the next weekend to visit some friends out of town, giving Steve and Chloe the rare luxury of having the apartment to themselves. The quiet felt unfamiliar but welcome, the absence of their roommates providing a strange, almost surreal sense of peace.

They were together in the common room—Chloe was curled up in the armchair, her sketchbook in her lap, while Steve lay on the couch with a book in his hands. He was trying to read, but the science fiction novel his friend had recommended wasn’t holding his attention. Normally, this genre would have hooked him, but with everything on his mind, the words felt flat, distant.

His gaze drifted over to Chloe. She was sitting in a way that looked like it couldn't possibly be comfortable, her body twisted into an odd position, legs tucked under her. But she didn’t seem to notice. Her eyes were laser-focused on her drawing, brow furrowed in concentration as she moved her pencil across the paper with deliberate strokes. Every now and then, she would tilt the sketchbook, changing the angle to better capture the line she wanted. The gentle scratching of the pencil filled the room, the sound oddly soothing.

Steve couldn’t help but watch her. She looked so immersed, lost in her art, her face a picture of deep focus. He knew she probably hadn’t even noticed him watching—when Chloe was in this state, she was in her own world, unreachable. He could stare at her for hours, and she wouldn’t even blink.

After a while, curiosity got the better of him. "What are you drawing?" he asked softly, careful not to disturb her too much.

Chloe’s eyes popped up, startled, as if she’d forgotten he was there. "Oh, um..." she hesitated, glancing down at the sketch.

"Can I see?" Steve’s tone was gentle, knowing she sometimes didn’t like to show her work until it was finished. He never pushed her, even though he always wanted to see what she was creating.

"It’s not done yet," she said quickly, her cheeks flushing just a little.

"That’s okay," he reassured her. He noticed the slight tension in her expression and added, "But you don’t have to show me if you don’t want to. I’ll understand."

Chloe seemed to weigh her options for a moment before turning the sketchbook around so he could see. "Well... look."

Steve’s breath caught for a second when he saw it. The drawing was a beautifully detailed pencil sketch of Jess. Though unfinished in places, it was mostly complete, and it depicted Jess staring straight ahead, directly at the viewer. Her full lips were parted slightly, and her eyes—those eyes were the most striking part. The level of detail Chloe had put into them made them seem alive, almost too real. Steve felt his heart rate spike, as if Jess herself were in the room, staring at him.

"It’s beautiful," Steve said, meaning every word. He knew Chloe rarely drew people so realistically—most of her personal work was more abstract, despite teaching portraiture to her students.

Chloe shrugged slightly, her face showing a mixture of pride and frustration. "Well... she’s beautiful," she replied, deflecting the compliment away from herself.

Steve shook his head, smiling. "I meant the art, not the subject."

"Thanks," Chloe said, though a flicker of frustration passed over her face as she looked back at the drawing. She turned the sketchbook back toward herself, studying it. "But it’s not quite right. I can’t get the eyes just right."

"The eyes?" Steve asked, surprised. "I thought the eyes were the best part."

Chloe sighed softly, still focused on the drawing. "It’s just... when she’s been looking at me lately, there’s something in her expression I can’t quite capture. Some little emotion behind her eyes, something hidden, like there’s more going on than she’s letting on." She paused, tapping the pencil against her chin thoughtfully. "It’s like she’s... she’s..."

"Like she’s the cat looking at the canary," Steve finished for her, understanding exactly what Chloe meant.

Chloe’s eyes lit up, and she turned to him, nodding. "Yes! Yes, exactly. Like there’s something mischievous about her, like she’s plotting something, but she’s not letting you in on it. You can see it in her eyes."

Steve glanced back at the sketch. "I noticed she’s looking down at the viewer. Or the artist, maybe."

Chloe’s expression shifted, and she suddenly snapped the sketchbook to her chest in mock indignation, eyes twinkling with humor. "Hey! Don’t psychoanalyze my art!" she teased, grinning at him.

Steve chuckled, holding his hands up in surrender. "Sorry, sorry!" he said, matching her playful tone.

Chloe leaned back in her chair, still smiling but feigning seriousness. "I am the shortest one around here, you know," she said, trying to sound offended but failing. "Everyone’s always looking down at me. Doesn’t mean anything."

Steve laughed softly, his earlier tension easing as they shared the playful moment. But there was something in the air, a lingering thought that neither of them voiced just yet. The sketch, the way Jess had been looking at Chloe lately—it all seemed to carry a weight that hadn’t been there before.

And neither of them could ignore it for long.

"That’s true," Chloe said softly, the playful tone of their earlier conversation fading into something heavier. They both paused, the silence between them thick with unspoken thoughts. Steve glanced at the sketchbook still resting in Chloe’s lap, then back up at her. He could sense the shift in the air.

"So, uh..." Steve began, his voice hesitant, "is... something on your mind?"

Chloe’s eyes met his, and she slowly closed the sketchbook, placing it aside. She nodded, her lips curling into a faint, almost knowing smile. "I suppose it’s obvious now," she said, her tone quiet but firm. She raised an eyebrow. "Though don’t pretend like you were actually reading your book over there."

Steve chuckled softly, letting out a breath. "No... no, I was not," he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck.

Chloe leaned in a little, her voice lowering as if she were about to share a secret. "So..." she began, pausing for a moment, "should we talk about... them?"

The weight of the question hung in the air, and Steve felt his stomach tighten slightly. He nodded, though the unease was undeniable. This conversation had been looming, and now there was no avoiding it.

"I’ve been thinking about it," Chloe continued, her voice soft but deliberate. She shifted closer to him on the couch, her expression serious. "And I think... I don’t think they see our Rule the way we do. I think they see it as... a challenge."

Steve blinked, surprised. "A challenge?"

"Yeah. Think about it." Chloe glanced at him, gauging his reaction before continuing. "They found out about the first rule, right? That whole thing about only allowing ourselves two seconds to check them out. And what happened?" She paused for effect. "Jess takes off her pants and spanks herself right in front of you."

Steve felt his face flush slightly at the memory. Chloe continued.

"I mean, come on," she said, shaking her head. "No straight guy on this planet could limit themselves to two seconds in a situation like that."

Steve’s breath hitched as the realization began to dawn on him. He nodded slowly. "So, we changed the rule," he said, more to himself than to her. "Looking was okay, but touching was off limits."

Chloe’s eyes gleamed as she leaned forward, lowering her voice. "Exactly. And what happens the moment I tell Ben about the new rule? A few minutes later, he’s suddenly in ‘pain,’ and needs a massage. Next thing I know, I’m practically begging you to change the Rule again."

She leaned back, letting the weight of her words settle over them. Steve’s pulse quickened.

"So then," Chloe went on, "we changed it again. As long as everyone’s underwear stays on, we’re fine. That’s when Ben makes his next move."

"He asked you to strip," Steve finished, the realization hitting him hard.

Chloe nodded, her smile tinged with both amusement and frustration. "Exactly. Now, he didn’t get my underwear off, but... let’s be honest, that’s where he was headed."

Steve stared at her, his mind racing. The timeline of events started to piece together, but something about it still didn’t sit right with him. He could feel Chloe’s gaze on him, the tension building as they both sat in silence for a moment.

"They don’t want to trick us," Chloe said after a long pause. "Ben doesn’t just rip off his own underwear to ‘win’ or anything like that. They want us to choose to break the Rule." She glanced at Steve, her voice almost conspiratorial. "That’s the game. They know we’re attracted to them, and they’re seeing how far they can push us. They want to prove that whatever line we draw, we’ll cross it if they push just a little."

Steve swallowed hard, the realization sinking in. "Oh my god..." he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper. "They’re... they’re like sirens or something."

Chloe smiled, almost relieved that he understood. "Right? It makes sense, doesn’t it?"

Steve nodded, though his mind was still spinning. "The timeline fits," he agreed, before frowning slightly. "But it leaves a question... why?"

Chloe tilted her head, confused. "Why what?"

"Why are they doing this?" Steve asked, his tone more urgent now. "I mean... you're beautiful, obviously. And, you know," he added with a grin, "my grandma tells me I’m very handsome."

Chloe rolled her eyes playfully and threw a pencil at him. "I think so, too!"

They both laughed, the tension easing for a brief moment before Steve turned serious again. "But seriously," he pressed, "why would they... torment us like this? When they have each other?"

A heavy silence followed as the question lingered between them. Chloe’s eyes darkened with uncertainty, and Steve could see that she didn’t have the answer either. They sat there, staring at each other, the weight of what was happening pressing down on them.

Finally, Chloe broke the silence, her voice hesitant but serious. "I just want to make sure," she said quietly, "are you okay with... where this is going?"

Steve looked at her, understanding the gravity of her question. She wasn’t just talking about the Rules anymore—this was bigger. He could see the concern in her eyes, the uncertainty of how far they were both willing to take this.

Chloe’s voice softened, but the seriousness remained. "Because I think we’re at a crossroads, Steve," she continued. "Either we put our foot down now, ask them what the hell is going on, and tell them that while this was fun, we don’t want anything to impact our friendship..."

She trailed off, her eyes meeting his. There was a long pause as Steve considered what she was saying, the weight of it settling over him like a heavy blanket.

"...Or?" Steve asked, already knowing the other option, though he needed to hear her say it.

Chloe took a deep breath, her expression hardening slightly. "Or," she said slowly, "we keep pushing the Rule as far as they’ll take it. Because, Steve..." she hesitated, her voice dropping to a whisper, "if we don’t say anything, if we let them keep putting the pressure on us like this... we’re going to give in."

Steve nodded and swallowed hard, the weight of their conversation sinking in. The air between them felt charged, a mixture of excitement and uncertainty swirling around them.

Chloe leaned in slightly, studying his face carefully. "Which is a pretty big change to our relationship," she said, her voice quieter now. There was a pause before she added, "I mean, we were monogamous, like, a week ago. And now... we’re kind of... not? Or something?"

Her words hung in the air, the unspoken implications of their situation pressing down on them. Steve could feel the shift, the reality of what they were doing settling in, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. It was just... new. Different.

Steve thought for a moment, weighing his response carefully. He wanted to be honest, to say the right thing. "Well, let me ask you something," he began slowly, meeting her gaze. "Is there anything that Ben could do that would change the way you feel about me?"

Chloe didn’t hesitate, not even for a second. "No," she said firmly. "Nothing. Never. Not in a million years." Her eyes softened as she looked at him, her voice steady with certainty. "And you? With Jess?"

Steve shook his head, feeling the answer come easily. "There’s nothing Jess, or anyone, could do to make me change the way I feel about you."

Chloe smiled at that, her expression easing. "That’s a very good answer," she said softly, her tone filled with affection.

Steve grinned, leaning back slightly as he teased, "Which is, of course, that I hate you."

Chloe groaned loudly, grabbing another pencil and hurling it playfully at him. "You ruined it!" she cried, her voice filled with mock outrage. "That was so sweet, and you ruined it! Why would you do that?!"

Steve laughed, holding his hands up in surrender. "Sorry, sorry!" he said, still grinning. The playful banter between them was a welcome break from the intensity of their conversation.

Chloe huffed dramatically, though the smile on her face betrayed her amusement. She shook her head, still laughing softly before turning back to him, her expression growing serious again. "So..." she started, her voice more careful now, "I just want to be sure I understand what you're saying here."

Steve scratched the back of his head, his fingers brushing through his hair as he thought. He knew what she was asking, the deeper question hidden beneath her words. He could see the uncertainty in her eyes, the need for clarity. "I’m saying..." he paused, searching for the right way to explain it, "let’s see what happens. We’re both enjoying this, right?"

Chloe nodded slowly, her gaze not leaving his. She was listening intently, waiting for him to finish.

"I mean, realistically," Steve continued, his voice calm but thoughtful, "how much further will they actually take it?"

***

They had started calling these moments—when Jess or Ben would go on the attack—Challenging The Rule. It had become a sort of game, one they couldn’t help but fall into. The next challenge came just a few days after Jess and Ben returned from their weekend trip.

Steve was sitting on the couch in the common room, his laptop balanced on his knees as he worked on an email. Normally, he preferred the solitude of his desk, but every now and then, he liked a change of scenery. Plus, if he was being honest with himself, he was hoping that working in the common room might increase the odds of Jess dropping by without pants, or something equally enticing.

The apartment was quiet except for the faint clicking of his keyboard. He was mid-sentence when he heard the sound of footsteps approaching. Steve looked up and immediately felt his heart skip a beat. Jess was standing in the doorway.

She was fully clothed, but as always, she looked stunning. Today, she wore her office attire: a crisp white button-down shirt tucked neatly into a pair of tight, fitted pants. The outfit managed to strike the perfect balance between professional and undeniably attractive, the way it clung to her curves in just the right way. In one hand, she held her usual white mug—Jess was not the type to have a silly or quirky mug like everyone else Steve knew. Everything about her was composed, sleek, and precise.

She leaned casually against the doorframe, her eyes studying him intently, though she said nothing at first.

Steve smiled, trying to ease the tension he suddenly felt. "Working from home today?" he asked, his tone light. This was new for her—Jess wasn’t one to stay home during the workday, at least not as far as Steve knew.

Jess didn’t return his smile. Instead, she just nodded slightly, stepping into the room with that same calm confidence she always carried. "I have conference calls all day," she said, her voice smooth but with an edge to it. "So, I decided to take a page from your book."

Steve chuckled, trying to play it cool, though he couldn’t help but feel like something was different today. There was a tension in the air, something unspoken but heavy. "And what do you think?" he asked, watching her closely.

Jess didn’t answer right away. She moved gracefully across the room, sitting down in the chair next to the couch, her movements precise and deliberate. She placed her mug on a coaster with care, almost as if she were making a point of maintaining control over everything around her. Only then did she meet Steve’s eyes again.

"It feels lazy," she said, her tone neutral but with a hint of judgment. "Staying at the apartment all day."

Steve grinned, trying to lighten the mood. "Well, I’m lazy, so it suits me," he said with a playful shrug. "I usually don’t even bother with pants."

"...But I could get used to it," Jess said, picking up her mug and taking a sip of her tea. Steve couldn’t help but notice how she sipped without making a single sound, even though the tea seemed boiling hot. Everything about her was precise, controlled.

She pulled out her phone, her attention shifting to whatever work she had lined up for the day. Steve, feeling the odd tension ease slightly, returned to his laptop. It seemed today wasn’t going to be a day for Challenging The Rule. Today, they were just roommates. A part of him felt disappointed, but another part of him—perhaps the more rational part—felt relieved.

He stared at the screen, rereading the last paragraph he had written. With a frustrated groan, he deleted it, annoyed with himself.

From the corner of his eye, he saw Jess glance over at him, her brow furrowing slightly. "What are you doing?" she asked, her voice neutral, but with that edge of curiosity he’d come to expect from her.

Steve leaned back, rubbing his temple. "I’m writing an email asking for a raise. Well... another email."

Jess blinked at him, then turned back to her tea, taking another sip. She sighed, leaning back in the chair as though the whole situation amused her. "If you’re writing an email, you’re already doing it wrong."

Steve looked at her, surprised. "I thought... someone told me to always get these things in writing."

Jess raised an eyebrow but didn’t bother looking up from her phone. "You get the details in writing," she said, her voice matter-of-fact. "But you negotiate them in person. Or at least over the phone."

Steve stared at her, processing what she said. "You’ve negotiated a raise before?" he asked, the question more of a reflex than genuine curiosity.

Jess finally looked up from her phone, her expression tinged with annoyance. "Yes," she replied flatly, as if he’d asked her if she knew how to breathe or walk on two feet.

Steve cleared his throat, feeling a little foolish. "Well... what would you do?" he asked, hoping to shift the conversation away from his mistake.

For a moment, Jess didn’t respond. She took another sip of her tea, seeming to ignore him entirely. Steve was about to turn back to his laptop, thinking the conversation was over, when she finally spoke.

"That information will cost you."

Steve blinked, thrown off by the sudden shift in her tone. He wasn’t sure if she was joking or if this was one of those moments—the ones where she pushed the boundaries of their conversations. He hesitated, feeling the tension in the room change.

"Cost me... what?" he asked cautiously, his voice a little more uncertain than he intended.

"Five hundred an hour," Jess said smoothly, her eyes still on her tea, the words rolling off her tongue as if it were the most casual thing in the world.

Steve let out a laugh, unsure if she was serious. "Oh, hah! Right. Money," he said, shaking his head as he turned back to his laptop. But something in the way she sat, in the stillness of her posture, made him pause. He glanced back at her, narrowing his eyes. "Wait... do you really make five hundred an hour?"

Jess shot him a look that could freeze water—one that let him know exactly how stupid she thought his question was. She didn’t bother answering, instead taking another sip of her tea, this time not even acknowledging him.

"Come on," Steve pleaded, trying to regain his footing. "Please? In my shoes, what would you do?"

For a moment, she didn’t move, didn’t even look at him. The silence stretched, thick with something unspoken. Steve’s heart started to beat a little faster. He could feel the shift now, the way the air between them felt heavier, more charged.

Jess finally turned her head, locking eyes with him. Her gaze was piercing, intense, and for the first time that day, Steve saw it—the twinkle in her eyes, the one Chloe had tried to capture in her sketch. It was that look. Mischievous, predatory, like she was playing a game that only she knew the rules to.

"Well..." she began slowly, her voice deliberate, "I heard about the massage Chloe gave Ben."

Steve’s pulse quickened. He could feel the blood rushing in his ears. There it is, he thought. The challenge. He swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry. "Yeah... I heard—" his voice cracked, and he coughed to cover it. "I heard about that too."

"And I’m pretty sore from yoga this morning," Jess added, her tone casual, but with that familiar glint in her eye. "So instead of an hourly rate... how about you give me a massage, and I’ll tell you what to do? Deal?"

Steve’s heart skipped a beat. A massage? His mind raced at the possibilities. Would she get down to her underwear? He could already feel the excitement building in his chest, but he tried to keep his cool, forcing a relaxed smile. "Yeah, deal," he said, his voice steady despite the rush of thoughts swirling in his head. "So... where are you sore?"

Jess leaned back, pretending to think about it, drawing out the moment. "Well," she began slowly, her voice smooth, "this new yoga instructor... he had us holding all these deep squats."

Steve’s mind immediately jumped to her legs, imagining her toned thighs, her smooth skin under his hands. Oh my god, he thought, barely able to contain his excitement. Is she going to ask me to massage her legs?

Jess continued, a small, almost imperceptible smile playing on her lips. "I mean, really deep stuff," she added, her tone dropping ever so slightly. "You could really feel it in your glutes..."

Steve’s mind short-circuited. Oh my god, is she going to ask me to massage her butt?! His pulse quickened, his thoughts racing ahead. This couldn’t be real. Could it?

But then, with perfect timing, Jess took another calm sip of her tea, watching his reaction carefully. "So, in short," she said, drawing out her words, "yeah... my feet."

The crash of disappointment hit Steve like a wave, his heart sinking as her words registered. This woman is pure evil, he thought, trying—and failing—to hide his reaction. He couldn’t help the look of disappointment that crossed his face.

Jess’s eyes twinkled with mischief, her expression feigning innocence. "Something wrong?" she asked, her voice laced with false sweetness.

Steve forced a smile, trying to recover. "No, no, of course not," he said quickly. "Why don’t you come sit on the couch next to me? You can put your feet in my lap."

Jess tilted her head as if considering it, her expression thoughtful but playful. "No..." she said slowly, savoring each word, "no, I don’t think so."

Steve blinked, caught off guard. "No?" He furrowed his brow, confused. "I thought..."

"Yeah, I want a massage," she interrupted smoothly, setting her mug down on the table. "But I’m quite comfortable where I am. So."

Her words hung in the air, and it took Steve a moment to understand what she meant. The realization hit him like a punch to the gut.

"You want me to... kneel on the floor?" His voice wavered slightly as the words left his mouth. His cock twitched in his jeans as he said it out loud, the thought sending a rush of heat through him. "Kneel in front of you... on the floor... and massage your feet?"

Jess’s smile widened, her eyes sparkling with amusement. She tilted her head again, as if pretending to consider it. "Oh," she said, her tone dripping with mock sweetness, "do you want to? That’s an idea." She paused, her eyes never leaving his. "Are you sure?"

Steve’s throat went dry, the tension in the room thick enough to cut. "Yes," he croaked, then cleared his throat, trying to sound more confident. "I’m... happy to."

Jess’s eyes narrowed slightly, as if analyzing him—or at least pretending to. "Are you happy to?" she asked, her voice smooth and probing. "Or do you want to?"

The way she asked made Steve’s pulse quicken, the words sinking deep into him. His cock throbbed in his jeans. "I... want to," he admitted, the confession surprising even himself. His voice carried an unexpected hint of honesty.

Jess’s lips curled into a small smile, her gaze fixed on him. "You really want to?" she asked, her voice dropping lower, pushing him further.

"Yes," Steve said, his voice more confident than he expected.

Jess raised an eyebrow, tilting her head slightly as if considering him. "Okay," she began, her tone smooth but playful. "Well, I don’t know. It seems a little weird, you kneeling in front of me. Kind of a strange idea of yours."

Steve’s breath hitched. Strange idea? The way she said it made him feel exposed, vulnerable.

Jess leaned back in her chair, her eyes never leaving his. "Maybe..." she paused, letting the word linger in the air, "...if you begged me?"

"Begged?" Steve’s voice cracked slightly, his throat dry.

"Yeah," she said, her eyes glinting with amusement. "You kneeling in front of your roommate, giving her a foot massage... your roommate who lives with you and your girlfriend?" She took a slow sip from her mug, savoring the moment before adding, "I’m not sure I’d be comfortable with that unless you really begged me. If I knew you really, really wanted it."

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest. He could feel his pulse in his neck, every beat thudding in his ears.

Jess leaned forward just a fraction, her voice soft but commanding. "Do you?" she asked, her eyes locking onto his. "If you do, just a little begging would help me out." She let a small, wicked smile curl her lips. "Here, I’ll help you. Say, ‘Jess, please let me kneel in front of you and massage your feet.’"

Steve swallowed hard, his mouth dry as he tried to steady himself. "Jess, please let me kneel in front of you and massage your feet," he repeated, his voice quieter than before.

Jess gave him a bright, overly false smile, her eyes gleaming with delight. "And? Go on."

Steve stammered, unsure of what more she wanted from him. "And... and... what do you want me to say?" His voice wavered, betraying the tension building inside him.

Her expression shifted, the playful edge gone as her voice became cold, almost emotionless. "I told you before. Tell me the truth."

Steve’s breath caught in his throat. He nodded, feeling the weight of her gaze pressing down on him. "Okay..." he whispered.

Jess’s lips curled into a faint smile, her eyes sharp. "Good boy," she said softly, her voice carrying a hint of approval. "Go on."

Steve’s heart raced, his pulse quickening with every passing second. "I want... I want to kneel in front of you and massage your feet," he said, his voice trembling slightly. His mouth was dry, the words coming out with effort. "Please, Jess... even if it’s just your feet, I want to make you feel good."

Jess’s smile widened, the fake sweetness dripping from her voice again. "Wow!" she said, drawing out the word mockingly. "Okay, if you want to do it that badly, then sure, go ahead." She gave him a small nod, her tone condescending. "I’ll do this for you. Go ahead and kneel."

Steve felt his stomach twist as he slipped off the couch, his knees touching the floor in front of her. The moment felt surreal, the tension thick between them. From this position, her scent enveloped him, a mix of perfume and something uniquely Jess.

She always looked beautiful, but from this angle, kneeling below her, she seemed almost otherworldly—powerful, in control. Her eyes flicked down to him, bored, almost indifferent, as she presented one of her feet.

Steve hesitated for a moment, then gently took her foot in his hands, beginning to massage it. His hands moved over her skin, kneading softly, trying to focus even as his heart raced.

Jess closed her eyes, leaning back into the chair, her body relaxing as he worked. "Mmmm," she murmured, her voice low and pleased. "You’re good at that."

"Thank you," Steve replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

But as his hands moved over her feet, he couldn’t help himself. His dick was hard, painfully so, tenting his jeans as he knelt before her. The way she had made him beg, the ease with which she commanded him, and now, him kneeling beneath her, massaging her feet—it was intoxicating. She felt like an empress, so composed, so at ease with him at her feet.

Jess’s voice cut through the room. "What’s that?" she asked, her tone curious but laced with something darker. Steve looked up instinctively, though he already knew exactly what she was referring to. Her gaze was fixed on the tent in his jeans.

His stomach twisted with embarrassment. "I’m sorry..." he stammered, though he had no idea why he was apologizing. The words just tumbled out.

Jess tilted her head, amusement playing across her features. "Are you hard?" she asked, her voice dripping with condescension.

Steve’s breath quickened, heat rising in his face. "Yes," he admitted quietly, the humiliation starting to seep in.

Without warning, Jess took her other foot and pressed it against his crotch, the pressure sudden and firm. Steve’s dick throbbed against her foot, the sensation sending a jolt through him.

"Wow," she said, her voice almost mockingly impressed. "You are hard. Is that as big as it gets?"

Steve’s breathing became shallow, the humiliation amplifying the arousal. He nodded, unable to form a proper response, loving how her words tore at his ego.

Jess chuckled, but it wasn’t genuine—it was an acted laugh, one meant to mock him. "Are you into feet or something?"

"No," Steve muttered, his face flushing further.

"Then why is your little dick so hard?" she asked, her tone sharp and teasing.

Steve opened his mouth, but no words came out. He didn’t have an answer, and the way she looked at him only made the humiliation more potent.

Jess smirked, her eyes glinting with amusement. "You know," she began, her voice taking on a more casual tone, "it’s funny... I was just thinking about Chloe and Ben’s little massage." She emphasized the word, her tone teasing and suggestive. "I bet it looked pretty different from this one, huh?"

Steve’s heart skipped a beat, his stomach twisting in anticipation.

"Chloe grinding on top of him," Jess continued, her voice soft but pointed. "Ben didn’t have to work very hard to get her to straddle him, did he?"

Steve swallowed hard, trying to keep up, his mind racing.

"Did she tell you how long they were at it?" Jess asked, her eyes narrowing slightly, watching his reaction. "Those two were practically fucking by the end. Ben said she was about to have the biggest orgasm of her life, just grinding on his dick, when you interrupted them."

Steve blinked, taken aback by the implication. His mind whirled, jealousy bubbling to the surface, mixing with the intense arousal that Jess’s words were stoking. "She... she stopped it before I got home," he muttered, his voice shaky.

Jess raised an eyebrow, feigning confusion. "Oh? That’s not what I heard." She paused, letting her words sink in. "I heard Ben had to push her off when he heard you coming up the stairs."

Steve’s emotions swirled violently inside him—jealousy toward Ben, who might have been the one in control of the situation, but also a strange, overwhelming arousal at the thought. He moaned softly, his hips twitching as he gently humped against Jess’s foot, the humiliation only fueling his desire.

Jess’s smile widened, her eyes dark with amusement. "If they’d had five more minutes... well," she said with a slow shrug, "who knows what would’ve happened." She leaned in slightly, her voice lowering. "One thing’s for sure—we practically had to throw out his pants. They were soaked."

Steve’s mind reeled as he absorbed her words, his cock throbbing painfully in his jeans.

"But look at us," Jess continued, her tone suddenly sharper, almost mocking. "I couldn’t be less wet, and here you are, kneeling in front of me, practically fucking my foot just to get a taste of what they had."

Steve squirmed beneath her, unable to help himself, the humiliation washing over him in waves. Jess’s gaze was unrelenting as she stared down at him, her voice dripping with condescension. "Quite a different sight, don’t you think?"

Steve moaned softly, his body trembling with the intensity of it all. He couldn’t deny how much he loved the way she was humiliating him, how every word only heightened his arousal.

"Man," Jess said, shaking her head in mock disbelief, "I knew you were a total bottom when I met you." Her eyes sparkled with amusement. "But when Chloe told me you were into this humiliation stuff... I had no idea."

Steve’s face flushed deep red. His heart pounded in his chest as the words hit him hard. "What... what did she tell you?" he asked, his voice wavering with a mix of embarrassment and curiosity.

Jess laughed softly, her foot still gently rubbing up and down the length of his shaft, each movement sending jolts of pleasure through him. "Oh, Steve," she said, her voice teasing and playful. "Everything."

Before he could even process that, Jess’s phone buzzed with an alert. She sighed, glancing down at the screen. "I need to jump on a call." Her voice was casual, as though the intensity of the moment meant nothing. She removed her foot from his crotch and stood up, leaving Steve kneeling there, breathless and desperate.

He felt utterly humiliated, his body betraying him as he continued to dry hump the empty air, pathetically chasing the arousal she had stirred up. But she was already walking away, her attention elsewhere.

Jess paused near the door, turning back to look at him with a quizzical expression. "What are you doing?" she asked, her tone sharp but amused.

Steve blinked, still kneeling on the floor in front of the now-empty chair. His mind scrambled for a response. "Um..." he stammered, feeling even more foolish.

Jess tilted her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. "We’re not done, are we?"

Steve’s heart skipped a beat. "I thought you had a call..." he mumbled, confused by the sudden shift.

Jess rolled her eyes, as if he were missing something obvious. "Does me being on a call stop you from being able to touch my feet or something?" she asked, her tone dripping with condescension.

Steve blinked again, his mind spinning. "You... want me to come into your room?" he asked, still trying to catch up.

She raised an eyebrow, crossing her arms. "I’m allowing you to," she said, her voice sharp. "After you begged me so nicely. So far, this massage hasn’t done anything for me." She turned and started walking toward her room before pausing, glancing back at him. "But... I’ll let you come if you want."

Steve swallowed hard, feeling a mixture of arousal and humiliation flood through him. He nodded, quickly getting to his feet to follow her.

He stepped into Ben and Jess’s room, and it immediately struck him how different it felt from his and Chloe’s. Everything had its place, the bed perfectly made, not a single item out of place. It looked more like a room from a staged open house than one anyone actually lived in.

Jess walked over to her desk, sitting down with the same calm confidence she always carried. She glanced over at him, her expression blank. "Well?" she questioned, as if this should be obvious.

Steve’s mind raced, his arousal clouding his thoughts. "What... what do you want me to..." His voice trailed off, unsure of what she expected.

Jess raised an eyebrow again, her tone impatient. "I’ve got a call," she said, gesturing under the desk. "So..."

Steve’s eyes widened, his pulse quickening. She wanted him under the desk? The idea sent a rush of heat through him, making his already hard dick twitch in his jeans. He could barely process how humiliating—and thrilling—the thought was.

"Where else would you go?" Jess asked, her voice casual but with that teasing edge. "I can’t have you showing up on my webcam, obviously."

For a moment, her face softened as she leaned forward slightly, her tone shifting. "I’ll tell you what—if you ask real nicely, though, I can sweeten the deal a little bit."

Steve's heart raced, anticipation building.

Jess’s eyes gleamed as she continued, her voice smooth as silk. "If you ask really nicely, I’ll let us both take off our pants while you’re down there." She cocked her head, her smile just a little too sweet. "That way you’re comfortable, and... you’ll have something nice to look at."

The words hit Steve like a punch, his pulse quickening. He swallowed hard, completely at her mercy.

Jess tilted her head, her eyes never leaving his. "Would you like that?" she asked, her voice almost a purr. "Hmm? Would you like to be under my desk, rubbing my feet, while you get to see my long legs?"

Steve’s throat tightened. He couldn’t speak, the air between them thick with tension.

"Maybe," she continued, her words slow and deliberate, "you can even rub my legs, too. Would you like that?"

Steve felt his entire body react to her words, his dick straining painfully against his boxer briefs.

Jess leaned in just a bit more, her voice dropping lower. "And the whole time, you can see me in my panties. I've been a little mean to you, which I know you like," she added with a sly smile, "but now I want to treat you right. You’re my good boy, after all."

Steve’s breath hitched. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest, his mind spinning with everything she was offering.

"All you have to do," Jess said softly, her voice almost a whisper, "is ask. Ask me real nicely, and we can both take off these pants."

Steve wouldn’t have been able to resist even if his life depended on it. His voice came out desperate, almost breathless. "Please, Jess, please... please take off your pants while I’m under there."

Jess’s smile widened, pleased with his response. "Good answer."

Without another word, she stood up and began stripping, the sight of her peeling off those tight pants making Steve’s breath catch in his throat. He quickly fumbled with his belt, undoing his jeans and pulling them off as fast as he could.

As Jess slid her pants down, Steve caught another glimpse of that perfect ass he couldn’t get enough of. Her panties were lace again, but this time, a dark, tantalizing blue.

Steve's eyes darted to the tent in his boxer briefs, which was even more obvious now without the layer of his jeans. His dick strained painfully against the fabric, and Jess noticed immediately, smiling at it.

"Well?" she said, raising an eyebrow and gesturing to the desk. "Get in."

Humiliated, but utterly turned on, Steve crawled under the desk. It was tight, uncomfortably so, but the sensation of being trapped there, mere inches away from her legs, only turned him on more.

Jess slid her chair back into place, the space becoming even tighter as she settled in. But the best part—the thing that made Steve’s heart race—was the view in front of him.

Mere inches away were her long legs, both leading up to those thick, gorgeous thighs. And just above them, so tantalizingly close, were her dark blue lace panties. Though he couldn’t see her incredible heart-shaped ass from this position, he realized he loved it even more like this. The closeness, the intimacy of being so near but not quite touching—it was intoxicating.

Her scent surrounded him, filling his senses, and in that moment, Steve decided he could live under that desk forever if she asked him to.

One of her feet presented itself to him, close to his face, expecting a massage. He took it gently, starting to rub it, his hands trembling slightly. But it was the other foot—her other foot, the one that pressed firmly against his crotch—that nearly broke him.

Without the layer of his jeans, the sensation of her foot against his dick was even stronger. She wiggled her toes slightly, the movement sending a shockwave of pleasure through him. Steve shuddered, his entire body trembling, nearly cumming right then and there.

He could barely think, the lust and humiliation swirling together in his mind, making it hard to focus. Was this really happening? Was Jess actually about to take a work call while he was kneeling beneath her desk, rubbing her feet? And while she teased him like this, pressing her foot against his dick, threatening to make him cum?

The thought was almost too much to bear, and yet, it was everything he wanted.

Steve gripped the foot in front of him, his fingers working slowly as he began to massage it, feeling every curve of her skin beneath his hands. He moved gradually, working his way up her calf, every motion deliberate. Even the way her legs shifted as he massaged them felt erotic, her muscles responding to his touch.

"Mm, that's nice," Jess moaned softly above him, her voice smooth. As she said it, her other foot pressed more firmly against his dick, teasing him.

Steve nearly shuddered, his body reacting immediately to the pressure. He was already on edge, his arousal only increasing with every touch.

Suddenly, a sound broke through the moment—the unmistakable chime of a video call being started. Steve froze, his heart skipping a beat. Part of him had believed the call might be a fabrication, a cruel tease, but now the reality of it hit him. She was actually dialing in, about to start a meeting while he knelt under her desk, massaging her legs.

"Jess!" came a male voice from the speakers above his head. Steve’s stomach dropped. The voice was casual, friendly. "Long time no see."

"Jordan," Jess replied, her tone warm, almost cheerful. Steve blinked in surprise. He had never heard her speak this way—so friendly, so natural. To anyone else, it might have sounded normal, but Steve, who had become intimately familiar with her usual, neutral tone, found it jarring.

"So, how are things?" Jordan’s voice continued, light and conversational. "Still going steady with that boyfriend of yours?"

Steve’s breath hitched at the mention of Ben. He could feel the tension rising inside him.

"Yeah," Jess answered smoothly, completely at ease. "Things are going well with Ben."

Steve’s mind raced. The calmness in her voice, the casual nature of the conversation, while he knelt under her desk, hard as a rock, felt surreal.

"How’s your wife doing?" Jess asked, her voice pleasant.

"She’s fine, she’s fine!" Jordan replied, chuckling. "Well, she spends most of her time on the tennis court, so I feel like I hardly see her. She..."

Steve exhaled slowly, deciding it was probably safe to tune out the bland corporate small talk. His attention refocused on Jess’s legs, still cradled between his hands. He had been massaging her calves, moving methodically, but his mind was consumed by something else now.

Her thighs.

They were so close, mere inches from him. He couldn’t stop thinking about them—the way they looked, soft yet toned. He had to know—were they as firm as they appeared from all the exercise? Or would his hands sink into them, soft and warm?

His heart raced as the urge to bury his face between her thighs suddenly overwhelmed him, but he knew better. That would be the last thing he ever did.

Feeling a sudden surge of bravery, Steve’s hands moved higher, reaching up to her left thigh. His touch was tentative at first, but steady. She had given him permission to massage her legs, hadn’t she? He swallowed hard, convincing himself that this was fair game.

As his fingers pressed into her thigh, making tiny circles with his thumbs, he watched in awe as her muscle shifted beneath his touch. The sight was intoxicating—watching her thighs move under his hands was almost more than he could take.

God bless his new desk home.

The conversation above him droned on, though he barely registered the words anymore. It didn’t matter. The only thing that mattered now was the feel of her thighs beneath his fingers, the pressure of her foot against his dick. He was lost in the sensation, completely consumed.

But then, there was a sudden pause in their conversation.

"...What’s going on over there, Jess?" Jordan’s voice cut through the haze, his tone curious. "You keep looking down."

Steve froze, his body going rigid.

Jess didn’t miss a beat. "Oh, sorry!" she said, her tone light and apologetic. "I’m dog sitting for a friend."

As she spoke, her foot pressed down harder on his dick, the sudden pressure making Steve’s breath catch in his throat. The humiliation of the situation—being hidden under her desk, massaging her legs while she casually lied on a work call—only fueled his arousal further.

"Oh, lovely! What kind of dog?" Jordan asked, his voice chipper over the call.

"A mutt of some kind," Jess replied smoothly, her tone betraying nothing. "Unfortunately, his current owner doesn’t do much to keep him well-behaved, so I apologize if I seem distracted."

Jordan laughed heartily. "It’s no problem. I bet you’ll have him well-behaved in no time, won’t you?"

Jess smirked, her eyes flicking down to Steve. "I bet I will," she said, her voice filled with a hidden meaning meant only for him. On the surface, it sounded like harmless small talk, but the dangerous undertones were clear. Steve’s heart pounded in his chest, fully aware of what she was implying.

"So," she began, crossing her legs casually as if nothing was happening beneath the desk, "what can I do for you?"

"It’s DataTech," Jordan explained, sounding exasperated. "We’re at the last mile here, and I need someone to close them."

Jess tilted her head, pretending to sound concerned. "Why can’t you do it?" she asked, her voice teasing. "Are you getting too old for this?"

Jordan chuckled. "We keep handing them the contract, and just when we’re ready to sign, they add one more thing, change one more number. Every time they say it’s the last thing, but I know they’re just trying to squeeze every dollar out of this deal."

Steve felt the conversation blur into the background as his focus shifted entirely to Jess’s legs. As if she could sense it, she slowly placed both of her feet on his thighs beneath the desk. His breath hitched as she parted her knees, spreading her legs wide until she was completely exposed to him.

Steve’s eyes darted upward, locking onto the view of her lace panties and the way her thighs spilled out to either side of the chair. It was like something out of his wildest fantasies, the eroticism of the moment pushing him to new heights.

Jess’s hand slipped under the desk, searching for him. Her fingers brushed against his face, and the simple contact sent a shockwave through his body. Steve couldn’t believe how much it affected him—just the feel of her skin against his jawline made him shiver.

Slowly, her fingers traced his lips before she roughly shoved her pointer and middle finger into his mouth. Steve’s eyes widened, his pulse racing as he fought to suppress a moan. The sensation of her fingers fucking his mouth was overwhelming. He sucked on them instinctively, getting them wet as she moved them in and out.

It was filthy. It was intense. And it was driving him crazy.

Steve’s body screamed for release, every nerve ending alive with arousal. He was tempted—so tempted—to reach down and jerk himself off, but he resisted. Barely.

Once Jess seemed satisfied with the way her fingers glistened from his saliva, she pulled them out of his mouth and brought them back up, slipping them under her panties. Without hesitation, she started to play with herself, her fingers moving with an ease that made Steve’s head spin.

Oh my god. Steve’s mind reeled. She was actually playing with herself on a work call, her fingers working on her clit while she spoke to Jordan as if nothing was happening. His dick throbbed painfully in his briefs, harder than it had ever been.

"You know why!" Jordan said with a chuckle, oblivious to what was happening on the other end. "You’re the best closer we’ve got, and you have the second-best track record at the company. We’re close to the end of the quarter, and I need this deal done."

"Well," Jess replied, her voice steady, even as her fingers worked faster against her clit, "what’s in it for me?"

Steve was in disbelief. Her voice didn’t even waver as she pleasured herself.

"The thanks of a grateful old man?" Jordan offered, trying to be charming.

Jess laughed lightly, though her fingers never stopped. "Try again," she said, her tone cool.

"Okay, okay," Jordan relented. "One percent."

Jess’s fingers moved faster, her breath deepening slightly, though her voice remained composed. "I’m hanging up," she teased, clearly enjoying the game.

"Okay, fine!" Jordan said quickly, panic creeping into his voice. "You tell me—what’s fair here?"

Jess pretended to think, though Steve knew better. Her focus wasn’t on the negotiation anymore. She was lost in her own pleasure, rubbing herself more intensely beneath the desk.

"Hmm," she mused aloud, her voice betraying nothing. "Five percent."

"Half of my commission?" Jordan’s voice crackled through the speakers, his tone incredulous. "Come on. I’ve been working on this opportunity for half a year."

Jess didn’t miss a beat. Her voice was steady, controlled. "And right now it sounds like they’re buying time to explore other options," she said, her fingers still working between her legs, rubbing harder as she felt the power in the conversation shift. "You tell me, Jordan—what’s better? Half of something, or all of nothing?"

There was a pause, the silence thick with tension. "You think they’re considering other options?" Jordan asked, uncertainty creeping into his voice.

Jess smiled to herself, her fingers pressing deeper, her body reacting to the control she had. She rubbed herself harder, her arousal building as she sensed Jordan’s hesitation. The more power she held in the conversation, the more turned on she became.

"Well, hold on," Jess said, her voice calm but filled with underlying excitement. "Let me look at the notes here. Give me two minutes."

The sound of a click indicated the line had gone quiet. As soon as it did, Jess let out a soft moan, her fingers plunging deeper inside herself. She was fingering herself right in front of Steve’s eyes, the sight nearly driving him to the edge.

"How are you doing down there, hmm?" she asked, her voice breathy, but still in control. "How’s my good boy?"

Steve’s heart raced, his entire body trembling with arousal. He guessed the line was muted, and the camera was off. "I’m so, so, so good," he whispered, his voice filled with desperation.

Jess slid the chair back slightly, giving herself a better view of him. Her eyes locked onto his, her expression smug and hungry. "You like the show you’re getting down there?"

Steve looked up at her, nodding quickly. "Yes, Jess. I love it."

But her eyes narrowed slightly, her lips curling into a wicked smile. "Don’t look in my eyes, baby boy," she commanded, her voice dripping with dominance. "Look down. Look down at my panties."

Steve’s gaze immediately dropped, his breath catching as he stared at her, completely mesmerized.

"Look at my panties between these thighs you love so much," Jess continued, her fingers moving faster. "Look at my hand stuffed down them. Do you see me playing with myself?"

Steve’s head swam with desire, the sound of her fingering herself filling his ears. He could hear how wet she was, the slick sounds making his heart pound even harder. "Yes," he whispered, his voice shaking. "Yes, I see it. I love it."

Jess moaned softly, her body shifting slightly in the chair as she continued to pleasure herself. "You hear the phone call I’m on?" she asked, her voice trembling with arousal. "This moron is about to give me almost half his commission for a day’s work."

Steve could barely focus on anything but her. "You hear it?" she demanded, her voice filled with lust.

"Yes, I do," Steve answered quickly, his entire body aching with need.

"You hear how wet it’s making me?" Jess’s voice quavered, her fingers moving even faster as she spoke.

Steve’s heart pounded so hard it felt like it might burst. "Yes," he hissed, his voice low and filled with desperate desire.

Jess’s breath came out in shallow pants, her control over both Steve and Jordan only turning her on more. "Here’s what I want," she said, her voice low and commanding. "Here’s what I need, baby boy. Are you listening?"

"Yes, yes, Jess," Steve answered, his entire body trembling in anticipation.

"I want you to eat me out while that idiot gives in to me." Jess’s voice, though soft, was filled with command. Each word sent a shiver down Steve's spine. "I want you to taste me, lick my clit while he hands me everything I want."

Her words hung in the air like a challenge. Steve’s heart raced, his body trembling with anticipation as she leaned back, her legs still spread wide before him. She wasn’t asking—she was telling him.

"And you," Jess continued, her voice dripping with condescension, "you can reach into your underwear. You can grab that hard little dick of yours and jerk off like I know you've wanted to since you saw me bend over in the kitchen."

Steve’s breath hitched. His hands twitched, aching to obey her every command. She made it sound so easy—so natural.

"We can cum together like that," Jess said, her words slow and deliberate. "You, filling up your boxer briefs, and me, cumming all over your face. Do you want that? Do you want to cum with me?"

Steve hesitated, torn between the weight of his decision and the overpowering lust that clouded his mind. His voice was barely a whisper. "Y-yes..."

Jess smiled, but it wasn’t kind. It was predatory. "All you have to do is ask me to take off my panties."

Steve’s breathing became shallow, his chest tightening. This was it. The challenge—the moment he’d have to break their rule if he wanted to move forward.

"I just need... let me text Chloe—" he stammered, his mind scrambling for a way to delay.

Jess’s foot pressed into his thigh, hard. "No, Steve," she interrupted coldly. "There’s no time for that."

Her voice was sharp, slicing through his hesitation like a knife. "You have to decide now. Do you want to obey The Rule you set with your girlfriend? Or is this too hot? Are you too attracted to me?"

The pressure in Steve’s chest grew unbearable. He could hear the pounding of his heartbeat in his ears, louder with every passing second.

"Do you want to see my perfect pink little pussy so badly," Jess continued, her voice dripping with wicked temptation, "that you’d break your Rule for me? You’ve been lusting after me all this time—do you want to make me cum with your tongue?"

Steve’s head spun, his body frozen in place as the words dug deeper into his mind. Fuck, he thought. He wanted to resist—some part of him still fought against it—but he couldn’t.

"Please," he whispered, his voice barely audible. "Please, take off your panties."

A pleased smile spread across Jess’s lips. "Oh, that's so good," she purred. "You’re such a good boy."

She stood up slowly, peeling her panties down her legs, letting them fall to the floor. Steve hardly had time to appreciate the sight before her hand shot out, grabbing him roughly by the hair. She pulled him in, pressing his face against her.

Her hips moved in time with his tongue as he desperately began to please her, every movement dictated by the small shifts of her body. From this close, the scent of her overwhelmed him, her control absolute.

He glanced up, catching a glimpse of her face—perfectly neutral, as if nothing was happening beneath the desk. Jess remained still, her head upright, her expression unchanged. It was surreal—if you couldn’t see under the desk, you’d never know.

Her hips rocked against him, gentle but insistent, as his tongue worked tirelessly. He had gone down on Chloe countless times, but nothing had ever felt like this. The power imbalance between them, the way she so effortlessly dominated him, made Steve feel completely under her control. And he loved it.

He reached down, slipping his hand into his underwear as instructed, wrapping his fingers around his throbbing dick. He started to jerk off slowly, knowing that he wouldn’t last long otherwise.

Above him, the sound of the call reconnecting made his heart stop for a moment. Jess’s voice came through clear, professional. "Jordan, I’m back."

Steve could hardly believe it. Her business tone was flawless—completely unaffected—while he knelt beneath her, licking her, jerking himself off. She was utterly composed, the perfect picture of professionalism, even as her hips continued to grind against his face.

Jess shook her head, her grip tightening in Steve's hair as she spoke, her tone perfectly controlled. "I don’t know, Jordan. You think they’re nickel-and-diming you at the last minute, but did you notice the new CFO is ex-ReachCorp?"

There was a pause on Jordan’s end, the shock evident in his voice when he finally replied. The realization seemed to hit him hard. Jess didn’t need to say more—his worry was clear.

The moment caused Jess to shove Steve’s face deeper into her pussy, pressing him firmly against her. Steve, fully immersed in his task, did everything in his power to please her. His tongue moved with urgency, desperate to bring her closer to the edge. He could barely hold back his own release, his dick aching as he squeezed it in an attempt to delay cumming too soon.

"Jesus," Jordan muttered, his voice filled with concern. "You don’t think…?"

"They’re considering other options," Jess replied smoothly, her breath hitching slightly as her hips rocked forward. Her fingers dug roughly into Steve’s scalp. "Wouldn’t be the first time ReachCorp grabbed a deal right out from under us."

Steve could feel Jess’s movements becoming more deliberate, her hips shifting against him as she kept up the conversation. She wasn’t just negotiating with Jordan—she was using him, every word pushing her closer. His tongue worked harder, his body trembling with the effort to keep her there, on the edge of pleasure.

"This isn’t just about closing for the quarter," Jess continued, her voice steady but laced with an underlying tension. "This is about getting it done or losing it altogether." She tugged Steve’s hair roughly, and his vision blurred with the intensity of her control. The way she directed his every movement only heightened his own arousal, and he found himself jerking off faster in his underwear, barely able to hold back.

"All right, you've made your point," Jordan’s voice broke through the fog in Steve's mind. "Three percent."

"Four." Jess’s voice remained calm, but Steve could feel her body trembling with arousal. Her thighs clenched around his head, her hips moving more urgently against his face as she tightened her hold. "Four, and I get it done before Friday."

Jordan hesitated, his silence palpable over the line. Jess’s breathing quickened, her fingers pulling at Steve’s hair as she forced him to keep up with her. Her power was absolute, and Steve was utterly at her mercy.

"Well..." Jordan’s voice wavered.

"Jordan," Jess interrupted, her voice firm but still carrying that undercurrent of seduction, "you’ve got your mansion, your kids are out of college, you’ve got your boat. What the hell do you need the extra four percent for?"

Steve felt her hips grind harder against him, his tongue working feverishly as he heard Jess’s voice tremble slightly with excitement. She was getting close, and it was all Steve could think about as he continued to jerk himself off.

"I’m in a dump on the Upper East Side," Jess continued, her words smooth but barely concealing the arousal in her voice. "No, what you want is the respect. You want to be able to go to the CEO and tell them you closed another massive deal."

Steve could feel her body tightening, her movements becoming more erratic as she neared the edge. He was on the verge of cumming, barely holding back as he felt the power she held over him and Jordan.

"Give me the four percent, and I’ll close them," Jess said, her voice a mixture of businesslike calm and raw desire. "But I’ll never tell a soul. You get all the credit—you’re just giving me a little side action to get it done."

Her body trembled, her thighs tightening around Steve’s head as she pulled him even deeper into her, guiding him as her hips moved faster, taking everything she wanted.

"I don’t know..." Jordan’s hesitant voice crackled through the speakers. He was on the verge of giving in—just as Jess was on the verge of cumming—but you’d never know it from her voice.

"Either you can keep stressing about this thing," Jess continued, her voice calm though almost imperceptibly shaky from the orgasm building inside her, "pacing in your office all day... Or you can call the CEO from that boat and tell him you’ve hit your quota six months early." Her words were deliberate, composed. "Which sounds better to you?"

Steve could hear Jordan sigh on the other end, the tension in his voice giving way to resignation. "All right. Done. Four percent."

Jess’s fingers slammed against the keyboard, cutting the call silent for a moment.

Without warning, Jess’s legs shot up, locking around Steve’s head, her thick, strong thighs pulling him in tight. It was overwhelming—stronger, more intense than anything Chloe had ever done. He was completely trapped, her thighs like iron bars around him.

And then she screamed, her body shuddering violently as the orgasm took her. Steve frantically worked his tongue over her clit, the sounds of her pleasure filling the room. The intensity of it all—the way she had gone from casual conversation to this full-body climax—left him breathless.

Steve couldn’t hold back anymore. He gave in, jerking himself off with more urgency, and almost instantly came, filling his boxer briefs with what felt like an endless stream of cum. The force of his own orgasm shook him, every muscle in his body trembling as he rode out the wave of release.

Jess’s body eventually began to calm, the shivers fading as she came down from her high. She slowly released Steve’s head from the grip of her thighs, allowing him to breathe again. She tapped the keyboard, her fingers light and composed, as if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened.

"Hey, what happened?" Jordan’s voice returned, oblivious to everything that had just transpired.

"Sorry, Jordan." Jess’s voice was back to its smooth, professional tone as she reached down, her fingers brushing tenderly against Steve’s face. "The dog made a bit of a mess on the floor. I’ve got to go—we’re good at four."

"Excellent. Talk soon!" Jordan replied, and the line went dead.

Jess slid her chair back, giving herself space to take a better look at Steve. Her hand remained on his cheek, gently rubbing her palm against his skin. "That was very good, Steve," she said, her voice soft, her breathing still deep from recovery. "Very good. I’m very happy."

Steve leaned into her touch, feeling a strange sense of comfort in the moment. Her gentle praise, her hand on his cheek—it made him feel a little like a dog that had just pleased its owner.

"You’re a good, good boy," Jess murmured, her voice soothing. "You did a great job."

Steve nodded slightly, still on his knees. He felt a pang of disappointment that it was over, that he would soon be leaving his place beneath the desk. The intimacy of the moment had been overwhelming, and now, as the reality set in, he found himself missing it already.

"Come on out," Jess said softly, sliding her chair back a little further.

Steve crawled out from beneath the desk, standing before her. He looked at her, unsure of what to say, the whole experience still settling in his mind.

Jess smiled at him—this time, it was a bright, genuine smile, not the wicked smirk she had worn before. "That has always been a fantasy of mine," she confessed, her tone lighter now, almost playful. "So, thanks."

Steve blinked, completely shocked by her admission. He had no idea that this had been something she had wanted—something she had fantasized about. The realization left him speechless.

"...What?" Jess’s voice broke the silence, her tone casual as she opened a new email. "Don’t pretend like it’s odder than what you’re into. I can’t tell you how many male execs brag about getting a BJ on calls." She paused, her expression thoughtful, a smirk tugging at her lips. "Just a few weeks ago, I was on a Teams call with this guy from Boston—big tech contract. He kept fidgeting, his face was all flushed, and then I saw it." She raised an eyebrow, as if savoring the memory. "A blonde ponytail, right under the desk. And he didn’t even skip a beat, just kept talking strategy while she went to work."

Steve blinked, caught between shock and fascination. "No, I just... uh. I’ve never seen... your real smile. It’s beautiful."

For the first time since he’d known her, Jess’s ears flushed a soft shade of red. Her posture shifted slightly, and she turned away from him, her attention back on the computer. "You probably need to get back to work."

Steve felt a brief surge of panic—had he crossed a line? "Oh. Right, yeah, I’ll, uh... I’ll get out of your hair." He hurriedly grabbed his jeans from the floor, feeling awkward now, like he’d overstayed his welcome. As he moved toward the door, the tension still buzzing between them, he reached for the handle.

"Steve?" Her voice stopped him cold, his hand just inches from the door.

"Yeah?" He turned back to face her. Jess still hadn’t looked at him. She remained focused on the laptop, but with her pants off and a soft post-orgasm glow settling over her, she looked more relaxed—more casually beautiful—than he’d ever seen her. There was something about this side of Jess, seeing her so at ease, that was striking.

"How did I close Jordan?" she asked suddenly, her tone calm but with a trace of challenge.

Steve blinked, confused. "...What?"

"Just then," she continued, still not looking at him. "I got him to give me what I wanted. How did I do that?"

His mind was still foggy, the intensity of the previous moments lingering in his head. "Um... I don’t know. I was pretty distracted at the time of the call..."

"Think about it," she pressed, her voice sharp now, guiding him back to the conversation.

He thought for a moment, replaying the snippets of her negotiation with Jordan. "You were saying something about... credit? Or, like, what he was going to get, maybe...?"

Jess nodded slightly, though her eyes stayed on the screen. "I made him understand the problem," she explained. "But then I didn’t make it about the money. I made it about him getting what he really wanted. Right?"

"Yeah... I guess so," Steve mumbled, the logic beginning to click.

"That’s how you ask for a raise," she continued, her voice measured. "Figure out what your boss really wants. Then, make it about that. Everyone just lists their accomplishments and asks for more money. But if you want a real raise, make them focus on how you're going to get them what they want. Then they know what they’re paying for."

Steve paused, nodding slowly as the realization sank in. "Oh... oh, yeah. Yeah, that actually makes sense."

As he stood there, the thought lingered in his mind. "...Hey," he added after a moment, "you guys were talking about percentages there—percentages of what?"

Jess finally spun around in her desk chair, facing him for the first time since their moment under the desk. She remained naked from the waist down, her long legs stretched out, her wide hips pressed comfortably into the chair. She sat without a hint of shame, fully owning the power of her nudity. It was as though sex had only heightened her control.

Her eyebrow arched playfully. "You really want to know?"

"I do."

She tilted her head slightly, considering, then flashed a teasing smile. "A lot."

Steve couldn't help but laugh, his curiosity still burning. "Jess, do you actually make five hundred dollars an hour?"

She rolled her eyes dramatically. "Get out of my room."

"One last thing," Steve called over his shoulder, his hand still hovering on the doorknob. "You said I need to figure out what my boss wants. How do I do that? How do I find out what he really wants?"

Jess’s eyes lit up with that familiar twinkle of mischief, her lips curling into a seductive smile. "That," she purred, "will cost you another meeting under the desk."


Chapter 5

"Wow!" Chloe exclaimed, her voice barely above a whisper as they lay in bed that evening. "All under her desk?" She sounded genuinely shocked.

They were snuggled close together, Chloe’s hand lazily stroking Steve’s cock as he lay on his back, retelling the events of the morning. Their voices remained hushed, as if sharing secrets too intimate for their roommates to overhear through the thin walls.

"Yeah," Steve replied, staring up at the ceiling, still processing the surreal experience. "Yeah, it was really wild."

Chloe was quiet for a moment, studying him, her fingers still moving slowly over his skin. "But did you like it?"

Steve hesitated, feeling her gaze on him. "I... I did, yeah." He turned his head toward her, his voice soft but sincere. "I don’t know, this bit of humiliation... it really seems to get me going."

Chloe gave a small nod, her eyes searching his face. "What about you?" he asked, his tone shifting to concern. "How are you feeling about this?"

"You mean, about you breaking the rule?" she responded, her voice calm, almost thoughtful.

Steve nodded, feeling a flutter of uncertainty in his chest.

Chloe let out a soft sigh, her hand still gently moving. "Well... my first thought is, like, 'Go Jess!' You know?" She smirked, a glint of mischief in her eyes. "She’s getting her pussy licked while closing deals. As a woman, there’s something about that I sort of have to cheer. Like, there's power in that. She’s totally owning it."

Steve chuckled softly, relieved by her lightheartedness. "Yeah, totally. She was wearing the pants the whole time."

"...Until she wasn’t," Chloe added with a sly grin.

"True," he laughed, appreciating how easily she was joking about it.

Chloe's expression grew more thoughtful, though. "But... my second thought is... well, there’s a little bit of jealousy." Her voice softened, and she looked at him seriously now. "I mean, them sort of tempting us was one thing, but now we’re entering new territory. The mental image of you going down on Jess..." She trailed off, her words hanging in the air.

Steve’s heart sank, and he met her gaze, concern flickering in his eyes. "Are you okay with this?" he asked gently.

Chloe gave him a small smile, her hand stilling against him. "Don’t worry," she said, her voice soft but reassuring. "Because by far my biggest thought is... thank god."

Steve blinked, confused. "Thank god?"

"Yeah," Chloe said softly, her fingers still stroking Steve lazily. "I think I would’ve felt pretty guilty if I was the only one who broke The Rule today."

Steve blinked, the weight of her words sinking in. There was a beat of silence before realization hit him. "Wait... you mean you and Ben...?" His voice trailed off, the question hanging heavy between them.

Chloe nodded, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. "He asked for a massage of his own." Her voice dipped, taking on a teasing, seductive tone. "But I was feeling a little guilty. I mean, I know it turns you on and everything, but..." She hesitated, a glint of amusement in her eyes. "Now that I know you’ve been breaking The Rule too... I feel a little relieved. If that makes sense."

Steve’s heart raced, his mind spinning. "Sure, of course," he managed, his voice low. "So... what happened?"

Chloe’s expression shifted, her voice sultry, dripping with temptation. "I was really naughty, Steve. I was a real bad girlfriend." She let the words linger, watching the effect they had on him. "Are you sure you want to hear it?"

Steve could feel his cock throbbing in her hand, the tension between them building. "Yes," he whispered, almost desperate. "Please, baby. I want to hear it."

"You really sure?" she asked again, her voice soft and teasing, as her hand gripped him a little tighter. "You want to hear what a naughty girlfriend I was?"

"Yes... please, baby, tell me," Steve practically begged, his voice thick with anticipation.

Chloe smirked, biting her lip as if considering where to begin. "All right, all right." She paused, savoring the moment as Steve’s pleading eyes urged her on.

She leaned in a little closer, her voice a soft purr. "Well... let's see. I was home, sitting on the couch in the common room, reading. And then Ben comes home from the gym. He’s wearing those baggy sweatpants again, no shirt. Just like last time." Her tone grew even more seductive as she described the scene. "He sits down next to me on the couch, flashes me that cocky smile of his, and turns on ESPN like it’s no big deal. We’re just hanging out, chatting, you know, the usual stuff."

Steve’s heart was pounding in his chest, his gaze locked on Chloe as she continued, her voice slow and deliberate.

"That’s when he mentions how sore he was again today," she said, her lips curling into a knowing smile. "And I start thinking... oh, he wants to fool around. He wants me to get on top of him again." She let out a soft, breathy laugh. "And of course, I feel myself getting pretty excited at the idea..."

Chloe had a way of speaking that drew Steve in, and as she began to confess what had happened with Ben, he could feel the tension between them heighten. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a bedside lamp casting shadows along the walls, but the atmosphere felt thick with unspoken emotions.

She had started slowly, carefully choosing her words, but as she opened up, her voice grew sultry, weaving the details of her encounter like a story meant to pull Steve deeper into her world.

"I asked him if it was his pecs again," she had said, almost teasing herself, "but no, it was leg day. His legs were sore. He asked if I wouldn’t mind rubbing them." Her lips curled slightly as she admitted to a brief flicker of disappointment—legs were fine, sure, but what she really wanted was to run her hands all over his chest again.

Steve listened, his heart racing, unable to stop imagining what had transpired. Chloe had never been this open, this specific, about her attraction to Ben, and hearing it now only intensified his own feelings. He swallowed hard, watching her face as she spoke.

"So, I shrug and agree to rub his legs," she continued, her tone laced with a certain mischievousness. "But instead of lying down on the couch, like I thought he would, Ben says he prefers to stand. He wanted to stretch his legs while I did it." There was a beat of silence, and Chloe’s eyes sparkled with that familiar glint of excitement. "I knew right then where this was going. He wanted me sitting in front of him, hands on his legs... with his dick right in my face."

Steve could barely breathe as Chloe painted the picture. The thought of her sitting there, her hands massaging Ben’s legs, her eyes locked onto the view in front of her—it made his heart pound.

"He stood right in front of me," she said, her voice low, "and I slid forward on the couch, close enough to touch him. I started massaging his thighs, those insanely strong legs. They were so solid, I could barely make a dent, but I kept going." She paused, her gaze drifting as if she could still feel the moment. "And the whole time... I couldn’t stop looking up at him. Drinking him in. That V-shape around his hips, those perfectly defined abs, and the smell of him... God, Steve, it was overpowering."

Steve shivered, feeling himself tense with anticipation, the vivid imagery overwhelming him.

"But the thing that got me," she whispered, her voice dropping even lower, "was how I couldn’t stop thinking... this was exactly the view I’d have if I was sucking his dick. Right there, at eye level, staring up at him as he looked down at me. And as I rubbed his thighs, I kept imagining it—his cock in my mouth, the way he’d fuck my face."

Steve’s breath hitched, his body responding instantly to her confession. Chloe’s words were painting a picture so vivid, so charged, that he could feel his pulse quicken.

"I got soaked just imagining it," she continued, her voice taking on a breathy edge. "I looked up at him and asked if it felt good. I said it so sweetly, in that tone... you know, the same way I would if I was actually sucking his cock." There was a pause, a moment where her eyes met his, daring him to picture it in his mind.

Steve’s heart raced, his chest tightening at the thought of it all—Chloe, so close to Ben, the two of them caught in the intimacy of the moment.

"And then," she said, her voice barely a whisper now, "he reached down and stroked my hair. He told me I was making him feel so good, called me his 'baby girl.'" She bit her lip, recalling the moment, and Steve could see how much it had affected her. "I melted right there, Steve. And then... I saw it. Just the start of it, through his pants. His cock, getting harder. Not fully erect, but... just enough to know I was making it happen."

Steve felt a surge of arousal as Chloe described it, the tension between them thick, palpable. She had been right there, hands on Ben’s legs, watching as he began to react to her touch. And now, as she confessed it all to Steve, it felt like the air between them was vibrating with unspoken need.

"I couldn’t help it," she whispered, almost to herself. "Knowing I was the one making him hard... it got me so wet, Steve. Soaked."

Chloe's voice had a hushed, almost reverent quality as she continued, her fingers still stroking Steve’s cock, now faster, in sync with the heightened tension of her story. The air between them felt heavy, each word deepening the intensity of the moment.

"Ben kept glancing at the TV, pretending to be absorbed in whatever game was on," she said, her tone growing even more seductive. "But I knew better. He was facing me, and he was making a real show of it. Then he looked down at me, with that cocky grin of his, and asked if I’d mind kneeling in front of him. That way, he could keep watching the game while I... well, you know, did my thing."

She paused, her eyes locking with Steve’s for a long, significant moment.

Steve couldn’t help but laugh, despite the throbbing ache in his cock and the growing heat between them. "They're playing from the same playbook!" he said, his voice cracking with arousal.

"Right?" Chloe laughed, momentarily breaking her sultry tone, clearly excited that Steve saw the pattern too. "It’s like they’ve got the same moves, the same tricks. They know exactly how to push us." Her seductive tone returned, her voice dripping with desire. "But just like you, I couldn’t say no by that point. He had me worked up so much. Maybe if he’d asked me to kneel at the start, I could’ve resisted. But after all that—rubbing his thighs, breathing him in, imagining what I could do to him...? Nothing would make me say no."

She shifted against him, her body pressing closer, her breath warm against his skin. Steve’s pulse quickened as he pictured it—Chloe, slowly breaking down under Ben’s subtle commands, getting more and more drawn into the moment.

"So, of course," she continued, "I said yes. Yes, I’d be happy to kneel in front of him. He turned around, and I got off the couch, moving right in front of him. Standing so close, it was like... a reminder of how much bigger he is than me. I had to crane my neck just to look up into his eyes."

Steve could almost feel it—the weight of Ben’s presence towering over Chloe, the tension between them thick in the air. His breath hitched as he imagined her, on the verge of kneeling in front of him, giving in completely.

"And then," Chloe’s voice dipped lower, becoming almost a whisper, "I didn’t break eye contact as I slowly dropped to my knees in front of him. And Steve... it felt even more like a blowjob than before. I was drunk on it—lust drunk. The imaginary blowjob was all I could think about, like I could almost taste it. My mouth was watering for him, just thinking about what I wanted to do."

Steve shivered at her words, every detail vivid in his mind. The image of Chloe on her knees, looking up at Ben, was almost too much.

"Then he asked me that all-important question," she continued, her breath hitching slightly. "'Do you feel like my pants are in the way?' he said. 'Because I can take them off, if you want.'"

She paused for effect, letting the moment hang in the air. Steve’s voice cracked, almost a whimper. "Did you?"

"Yeah," she confessed, her tone filled with desire. "He didn’t even have to ask me to beg. I was already there, practically begging for it. His thumbs slid around the waistband, and right in front of my eyes, he slowly pulled them down, letting them fall to the floor."

Chloe’s hand was jerking Steve faster now, her own arousal palpable in her voice. "He stood there, towering over me, and I got to see everything. He was wearing black boxer briefs, so tight they didn’t leave much to the imagination. And Steve... it was huge. I mean, it wasn’t even hard yet, but that bulge... it was massive. Like, I’ve seen bulges before, but this was something else."

Steve’s cock pulsed in her hand as she spoke, every word driving him closer to the edge.

"It was like he’d stuffed a pillow down the front of his briefs," she continued, her voice breathy, "but I knew it was real. I’ve been on top of him, after all. But seeing it so close, right in front of my face... God, it was like the size of my face. My mind was racing, imagining how big his balls must be, how thick that dick must be to make a bulge like that."

Steve let out a strangled sound, his arousal almost unbearable as Chloe continued.

"You wear boxer briefs too," she added with a teasing smirk, "but I’ve never seen you with a bulge like that." She bit her lip, her hand squeezing him just a little harder. "So how big is it, really? How fucking big is Ben’s cock?"

Chloe's words washed over Steve like a wave, each one pulling him deeper into the fantasy, into the reality of what had happened. There was no direct need for speech now—her confessions, the way she teased him with every detail, were enough to set his mind spinning.

She could see how much he was squirming, loving the comparison, yet humiliated by it. And she loved that power.

"I really wanted to finger myself right there," Chloe admitted, her voice low and dripping with desire. "Kneeling in front of him, face inches away from that bulge. I wanted to touch my clit while staring at him, feeling his size pressed against me, just giving in completely—becoming a total slut for him, right there."

Steve's cock throbbed in her hand, his body reacting to her words without thought. His breaths quickened, chest rising and falling as she continued.

Chloe's lips curled into a slow, teasing smile as she kept stroking him, her fingers working faster. "Somehow, I resisted," she whispered, her tone so quiet it felt like a secret. "But I was panting. My skin felt hot, my pulse racing. I must have been flushed because I could feel his eyes on me—he knew, Steve. He knew he had me."

Steve was on edge, caught between wanting to hear more and feeling utterly overwhelmed by the thought of Chloe in that moment with Ben. The idea of her surrendering, her mind slipping further into submission, made his head spin.

"He asked me if I liked what I saw," Chloe said, a slow smirk spreading across her lips. "I couldn’t even speak—I just nodded. At that point, I would’ve told him anything, Steve. I was lost in it, lost in him. My hands were still on his legs, massaging him, but we both knew it wasn’t a massage anymore."

The room felt thick with tension, as if her words were wrapping around them both, tightening the space between them. Steve’s body reacted instinctively, his need growing with every breath.

Chloe leaned in closer, her voice barely above a whisper now, teasing him with each word. "And then," she said, drawing it out, "he started talking about how much of a shame it was that we had to keep our underwear on. How it would be so easy for me to just... put my mouth on him. He told me he’d keep his underwear on, so we wouldn’t break The Rule."

Steve shivered, the thought of it flooding his mind, every detail she gave pulling him further into the edge of pleasure.

Her grip tightened around him, stroking faster as she teased him with the memory. "He kept saying things like, 'Don’t you want to make me feel good?' and 'Wouldn’t it be nice to just... touch it with your lips?' And, Steve... I couldn’t resist."

Steve’s breath hitched, and Chloe could feel how close he was, how much her words were driving him wild.

"It wasn’t against the rules," she murmured, her lips brushing his ear as she spoke, "so I opened my mouth, just a little... and pressed it against his bulge." Chloe mimed the motion with her lips, and Steve nearly lost it, his body trembling under her touch.

Her face lit with amusement as she continued to stroke him, harder now, faster. "I rubbed my lips against him," she whispered, "felt his dick through his briefs, the thickness of it pressing against my nose. His smell filled my senses, and I just... gave in. Rubbing my face against him, acting like a complete slut for him."

Steve could feel the tension in his body rising, every word Chloe said pushing him closer to the edge. The pressure in his cock was unbearable, and his breath came in shallow gasps. Chloe, sensing how close he was, tightened her grip, slowing down the motion just enough to keep him from tipping over.

"Hold on there, Tiger," she said with a teasing smile, her voice soft but filled with control. "You're going to want to wait till the end of this one. I have a surprise."

Steve nodded weakly, struggling to maintain control as Chloe resumed her slow, deliberate strokes. The combination of her touch and the story she was telling him was overwhelming. He was hanging onto every word.

Chloe's lips curled into a wicked smile as she continued. "So, of course, he started getting hard. But Steve... it wasn’t like when you get hard." Her voice dripped with teasing. "You know how yours just sticks straight out, makes a little tent in your underwear? Well, as his cock grew, it didn’t do that. It didn’t stick straight out. It grew down his thigh."

Steve's mind spun as he pictured it. Chloe’s hand moved with more purpose now, each stroke making it harder for him to hold back.

"It was so big, it couldn’t just stick out," Chloe continued, her voice lower, sultrier. "It had to go down his leg. I watched it grow, slowly, stretching along his thigh, and all the while he’s talking to me, saying things like, ‘Look at how good you’re making me feel,’ and ‘You see me getting hard for you?’"

Steve’s heart was pounding in his chest, the vivid images Chloe painted driving him wild. He could imagine her on her knees, face inches from Ben’s massive cock as it swelled, the weight of it pressing down against his leg. He groaned softly, trying to keep himself from cumming.

"And then he asked me," Chloe said, her tone growing even more playful, "‘Are you getting wet for me?’ And of course, I was. I could barely think straight, Steve. I just kept nodding and saying yes, yes, yes to everything he was asking. I was completely lost in it." She paused, her eyes dark with arousal as she watched Steve struggle. "But then... then he said that didn’t sound quite right. He told me, 'Why don’t you try calling me Daddy?'"

Steve felt a rush of heat, his entire body trembling at the thought. The way Chloe said it, the way she described the moment, made him feel like he might pass out from the sheer intensity of it all.

"So," Chloe continued, her voice thick with desire, "I started saying it. ‘Yes, Daddy,’ to every question he asked. And Steve... I’ve never felt anything so hot in my life. I don’t know why it turned me on so much, but calling him Daddy, rubbing my lips on that huge, growing cock... it was like I was melting for him."

Steve’s body tensed as Chloe's grip on his cock tightened, a sharp contrast to the way she had been teasing him. The pressure was almost painful, but that only seemed to push him further into the intoxicating mix of arousal and submission. He let out a strained groan, teetering on the edge, but Chloe’s hand held him there, denying him the release he so desperately craved.

"Not yet," she said, her voice firmer, her tone carrying a hint of annoyance that reminded him of Jess. There was an edge to it, a demand for control that made Steve shiver. Chloe’s teasing had transformed into something more commanding, more authoritative.

His body ached with the need to cum, but he was powerless, trapped in the heat of the moment, completely at her mercy. The fact that she was so close to being like Jess in that instant made his mind spin.

"That’s when he started asking me about you," Chloe continued, her voice low and sultry, but there was an underlying firmness now. "He asked, ‘Is your boyfriend's dick this big?’ And I told him, ‘No, Daddy.’"

Steve whimpered, his cock throbbing painfully in her grasp as the humiliation washed over him. Chloe knew exactly how much it affected him, how much that comparison drove him wild.

"He asked me, ‘Does your boyfriend make you wet like this?’" Chloe's lips curled into a teasing smile. "And I said, ‘No, Daddy.’"

Steve’s head swam, every word driving him closer to the breaking point, but still, she held him back, her grip unyielding, her hand squeezing just hard enough to keep him right on the edge. His breaths came in desperate, ragged gasps, trying to hold on.

"Then he asked the big question," Chloe whispered, her voice dropping lower, teasing him with every word. "‘Who do you want to fuck more—your little boyfriend, or me?’ And of course, I said, ‘You, Daddy. Of course you.’"

Steve’s mind went blank. The jealousy, the arousal, the sheer humiliation—it was all too much. He felt like he was going to explode, every nerve in his body screaming for release.

"Oh god, I’m—"

But Chloe squeezed his cock even harder, cutting him off with a firm, commanding grip. "I said not yet!" she snapped, her voice sharper now, almost scolding. That hint of annoyance, that demand for control, sent a shiver down Steve’s spine. It was as if she had taken a page out of Jess’s book, embodying that same dominance that made Steve weak.

He groaned in pain, his body shaking as he fought against the overwhelming urge to cum. The tension was unbearable, his cock pulsing in Chloe’s hand, but he was helpless to do anything but obey. Chloe was in charge now, and Steve knew he wouldn’t get any release until she allowed it.

Steve’s heart raced, the throbbing in his cock almost unbearable as Chloe’s story unfolded. Her voice was a mixture of teasing and authority, every word dripping with erotic tension that left him squirming in her grasp. Chloe’s hand never wavered, her slow, deliberate strokes keeping him right on the edge, teasing him with the possibility of release but never quite allowing him to tip over.

Chloe continued, her tone low and sultry, drawing out each moment with agonizing precision. "I was moving my head up and down, side to side, dragging my lips along the length of his cock, still trapped in his underwear, feeling it grow harder with every second." She smiled wickedly, watching Steve’s reaction closely. "It kept getting bigger... and I couldn’t believe how much more of him there was. My lips barely touched him, just a thin layer of fabric between us, but I wanted so much more."

Steve could hardly breathe, the humiliation and arousal battling for dominance inside him. His mind swam with images of Chloe kneeling before Ben, her face pressed against his cock as it stretched down his thigh. The thought of her wanting him like that, of giving herself over so completely, made Steve’s pulse race.

"He put his hand on my cheek," Chloe went on, her fingers tightening slightly around Steve’s cock, "and he pressed my whole face against his thigh. I felt... so controlled. So dominated. My face trapped between his hand and his thick thigh, just inches away from the tip of his dick. And I loved it. I stuck out my tongue, desperate to taste him, desperate to make him feel good."

Steve groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily as he imagined Chloe in that position, licking at Ben’s cock even through the underwear. The raw, unfiltered lust in her voice was pushing him closer to the edge, but she wasn’t about to let him fall yet.

"He groaned when I started licking him," Chloe whispered, her breath hot against Steve’s skin. "He called me his good girl, told me how much he loved seeing me like that. And the more I licked, the bigger his cock got. I had to open my mouth wider, stretch my lips around him, and even then, there was only so much I could take in. It was... overwhelming."

Steve’s chest heaved with every breath, his body trembling under Chloe’s control. She could see the desperation in his eyes, the way his cock pulsed in her hand, and she reveled in it.

"Then he pushes me off," she said, her lips curling into a smirk, "and he grabs his cock through his underwear, pulling it down so I could see the whole shape of it, even with the fabric still covering him. God, Steve... I could see every inch of it, even though it was still technically contained. I couldn’t believe his underwear didn’t rip from how much he was stretching it."

Steve’s mind was spinning, lost in the vivid image Chloe was painting for him. His cock twitched again, and Chloe’s hand tightened, stopping him just before he could lose control.

"He finally lets me take the tip into my mouth," she continued, her voice soft but commanding. "Just the first inch or two, but that was enough to drive me crazy. I was slobbering all over his boxer briefs, tasting him, feeling him getting even bigger inside my mouth." She leaned in closer to Steve, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, "I loved it, Steve. I loved every second of it."

Steve’s breath hitched, his whole body tensing as he fought to hold back.

"Then," Chloe said, her tone growing more playful, "he called me a dirty slut. And you know what I said?" She paused, teasing him with the anticipation. "I told him, ‘I’m a dirty slut for you, Daddy.’ And he asked, ‘Not for your boyfriend?’ And I said, ‘No. I’m a good girl for Steve, but I’m a slut for you, Daddy.’"

The words cut deep, sending waves of both jealousy and arousal crashing through Steve. He groaned again, his hips bucking against Chloe’s hand, but she held him firmly in place, refusing to let him cum just yet.

"And then," Chloe added, her voice dripping with satisfaction, "he said, ‘Poor guy... let’s give him something so he can see what he’s missing out on.’ And then he told me to give him my phone."

Oh, God, Steve thought, his heart hammering against his chest. Please tell me they took a picture.

Chloe pulled her phone from her pocket slowly, as if savoring the moment. Her eyes locked onto his, a playful glint in their depths as she let the tension build. She tapped on the screen with deliberate slowness, opening the photos app, teasing Steve with every second that ticked by. Steve’s breath caught in his throat, his body coiled with need, anticipation tightening his muscles. His mouth went dry as he watched her thumb scroll through the gallery.

Then, Chloe paused. Her eyes narrowed, studying him for a beat, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Don’t cum yet,” she warned, her voice low and commanding. “Okay?”

Steve swallowed hard, nodding, though he wasn’t sure how much longer he could hold on. His entire body was humming, alive with the need to release. His pulse was pounding in his ears, and it felt like his cock was going to explode any second. But Chloe’s voice, that teasing, sultry voice, pulled him back, just barely tethering him to control.

She turned the phone away from him, taking her sweet time to adjust the angle, building the anticipation until Steve was practically vibrating with need. When she finally turned the screen toward him, Steve’s breath hitched.

It was real. All of it.

The photo was undeniable, the proof he didn’t even know he craved until now. A massive cock, still barely restrained by underwear, stuffed halfway into her mouth. The sight of it — so raw, so primal — made Steve’s head swim with lust. But that wasn’t even the most shocking part.

No, it was Chloe’s face that did it for him.

This wasn’t the Chloe he was used to when they fooled around. The playful, teasing woman with her coy smiles and sultry whispers had disappeared. In her place was someone entirely different. Her eyes were heavy, half-lidded and glazed over with pure, unrestrained hunger. Her expression was wild, as though she was lost in the heat of desire, completely out of control. Her lips stretched wide around the tip, and Steve could see the drool slipping down her chin, glistening and wet. She was desperate, sloppy, like she’d do anything for more.

It sent a shiver through him, so deep it felt like it rattled his bones. He was seeing a side of Chloe he’d never imagined, a version of her completely drunk on lust, consumed by it in a way he hadn’t seen. This wasn’t about teasing or playing a game anymore; this was raw, carnal need.

Ben hadn’t been exaggerating. This was what Steve was missing out on.

He couldn’t tear his eyes away. His cock twitched painfully, straining against his jeans. His body screamed for release, so close that his muscles ached. Fuck, he thought, trying to ground himself in the moment, but that image of Chloe, the sheer lust etched into her expression, made it nearly impossible.

He could feel the sweat on the back of his neck, the tingling in his spine. He was on the verge, teetering on the edge, trying to hold on for just a few seconds more, but it was taking every ounce of control not to explode right then and there.

Steve’s mouth parted, a shaky breath escaping his lips as he stared at the photo, feeling his body surrender to the intoxicating sight. He shivered again, fighting the urge to give in. Every pulse of his cock, every throb of desire, was pushing him closer to the brink.

Chloe smiled wickedly, knowing exactly what this moment was doing to him. She shifted, bringing the phone a little closer, just to torment him that much more. Steve clenched his fists, trying desperately to hang on, but he could already feel it. His resolve was crumbling.

“Not yet,” she purred again, her voice dripping with control.

There’s three more pictures you have to see, okay, sweetie?” Chloe’s voice was soft, almost tender, but the glint in her eyes was anything but innocent. Her thumb hovered above the phone’s screen as she stroked him harder, faster, her touch both a promise and a tease. “You have to hold on for me so you can see them all. Okay? I promise it’s worth it.”

Steve groaned, his head falling back, eyes squeezing shut as he battled the overwhelming surge building inside him. He wasn’t sure he could make it. His body was thrumming with tension, every muscle tight, begging for release. But the way Chloe spoke to him, her sweet voice laced with command, kept him tethered—just barely. He opened his eyes, his chest rising and falling in uneven breaths, and nodded.

Chloe wasn’t making it any easier. Her hand wrapped around his cock, jerking him faster now, the friction of her smooth palm pushing him closer to the edge with every stroke. His entire body shuddered, fighting for control he wasn’t sure he had anymore. He was so close he could feel it, just there, but he couldn’t give in—not yet.

“So Daddy—I mean…” Chloe’s mischievous eyes sparkled as she pretended to stumble over the word, a grin tugging at her lips. She clearly made the 'mistake' on purpose. “So Ben took one look at the picture and said it wasn’t quite right. Sluts don’t wear baggy sweatshirts, do they? Sluts should at least be in their slutty underwear, shouldn’t they?”

Her words, sharp and teasing, sent another shiver down Steve’s spine. His cock throbbed in her hand, the filthy edge to her voice making him even harder. Chloe bit her lip, her eyes drinking in his struggle, enjoying every second of his torment.

“And he was right, of course,” she continued, her voice dropping lower, more sultry. “I knew it immediately. I took off my sweatshirt and pants right away, throwing them on the floor so I was in my underwear, showing off my body for him. And he took another picture…”

Chloe swiped her thumb across the screen, and there it was—the second picture.

Steve’s eyes locked onto the image, and his breath caught in his throat. Much like the first, Chloe’s mouth was wrapped around that massive cock, her lips stretched wide, her expression dazed with lust. But now she was stripped down to her underwear, her big tits spilling out of the bra that barely contained them. The lace strained against her skin, her nipples hard and prominent through the thin fabric. Even further down, Steve could see her hand stuffed inside her panties, fingers buried deep as she pleasured herself uncontrollably.

His heart pounded in his chest. He could barely breathe, his entire body pulsing with need. His hands gripped the sheets beside him, desperate to hold onto something—anything—to keep from cumming right there.

“Two more, baby,” Chloe whispered, her breath hot against his ear. She loved this, the way she was driving him insane, torturing him with every word, every touch. “Just two more…”

Steve groaned, his cock twitching painfully in her hand, so close he could taste it. He couldn’t take it anymore. He grabbed her, pulling her close, and kissed her deeply. His lips crushed against hers, trying to convey just how much he loved this, how much he needed her, how maddeningly sexy she was. Chloe kissed him back with equal passion, her free hand tangling in his hair, keeping him close.

When they broke the kiss, she was smiling, her lips swollen and pink, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Oh, sweetie,” she cooed, stroking him slower now, teasing him just enough to keep him from tipping over the edge. “I told you it would be worth it, didn’t I?”

Steve’s chest rose and fell, his breathing ragged, but he nodded, knowing he had no choice but to see it through. Chloe’s wicked grin widened as she prepared to show him the next picture.

And Steve—desperate, shivering, so close to losing control—could only wait, trembling with anticipation.

“So, you know what’s coming next,” Chloe continued, her voice low and breathy, the tension between them thickening with every word. “He asks me if I really want to make Daddy feel good... all that usual stuff. And of course, by that point, I’d do anything for him.” Her eyes locked on Steve’s, watching his reaction, savoring every flicker of arousal in his expression. “He told me to take off his underwear. Said he couldn’t do it himself—he didn’t want to break The Rule—but if I really wanted it, I could be his good girl forever. All I had to do was reach up and take it off, and then I could have his cock for real.”

Steve’s throat was tight, his mouth dry, but his body was alive, buzzing with excitement. He could feel the heat radiating off Chloe as she spoke, her words making him squirm with need. He could almost see it, the image of her kneeling there, so willing, so ready. His heart thudded hard in his chest.

“I thought…” Chloe hesitated, biting her lip, her gaze still locked on him, studying his face. “I thought when he asked me to break The Rule again, I’d be more conflicted. That I’d want to check in with you, or at least that I’d resist more.”

Steve held his breath, hanging on her every word. He was desperate to know what came next, even though the answer was already clear. His cock throbbed in his pants, painfully hard.

“But if I’m being honest…” Chloe's lips curled into a slow, teasing smile as she spoke. “You weren’t really on my mind.”

A low groan escaped Steve, his body reacting to the thought of Ben’s total control over his girlfriend. The idea of Chloe being so completely consumed by another man, forgetting about him entirely in the heat of the moment, made him dizzy with arousal. He squirmed, trying to find some relief, but nothing could ease the pressure building inside him. Chloe seemed relieved by his response, her grin widening as she watched him struggle.

“Why not?” Steve barely managed to ask, his voice rough with desire. He knew why, of course, but he couldn’t help it. He needed her to say it. He needed to be teased.

Chloe’s smile turned wicked, her eyes gleaming with delight as she leaned in closer, her breath hot against his skin. “Oh, there were just… bigger things on my mind.”

Steve shuddered at her words, his imagination going wild. The image of Ben, his massive cock dominating Chloe’s attention, filled his mind, and he felt himself ache with a mix of jealousy and lust. Chloe’s voice broke through the haze as she continued.

“So,” she said, her voice a sultry whisper, “of course, I reached up and pulled them off. And then, this absolutely massive cock comes springing free. He’s rock hard now, and the second I slip the waistband down, it hits me right in the face.”

She paused, her lips curving into a smirk. “I don’t know if Ben did that on purpose, but honestly, I didn’t care. It was so heavy, so manly… I loved feeling it slap against my cheek.”

Steve’s breath was coming faster now, his eyes glazed with lust as he pictured the scene. His cock strained against his pants, throbbing with every word Chloe spoke. The way she described it—so raw, so visceral—had him teetering on the edge.

“I was already fingering myself by then,” Chloe continued, her voice thick with desire. “I couldn’t help it. I was losing control, just completely consumed by his massive cock. And of course, I’m kissing it all over, licking up and down, doing whatever I can to make him feel good.”

Steve’s pulse quickened. He could practically see her, on her knees, lips wrapped around that huge cock, her fingers working herself into a frenzy. He groaned again, feeling the tension coil tighter and tighter.

“He loved it,” Chloe said, her voice dropping lower, huskier. “He was watching me, really enjoying the sight of his roommate’s girlfriend on his cock. I could tell he liked the fact that he was taking me from you. You know how competitive he is. The way he looked at me... it was like he was savoring it, watching me finally give in to him.”

Steve shuddered, his heart pounding in his chest. The thought of Ben, standing over Chloe, victorious, as she knelt before him, sent a thrill of jealousy and arousal coursing through him.

“Then…” Chloe’s smile widened, wicked and playful, as she continued, “he took his balls—those huge, heavy fucking balls—and put them on my lips. His whole cock was sitting on my face, just resting there, so heavy I could barely move. It covered everything.”

Chloe’s thumb moved on the phone again, swiping to reveal the picture.

Steve’s eyes locked onto the image, and his breath hitched. There it was—Ben’s cock, massive and thick, resting completely over Chloe’s face. It was so large it spanned the entire length of her face, from her forehead down to her lips. Steve couldn’t tear his eyes away, a mix of disbelief and arousal flooding him.

It was huge—several times the size of his own, stretching across her like it belonged there, as if Ben had claimed her in the most primal, undeniable way. The sheer size of it sent a wave of inadequacy and lust crashing over him, making his cock twitch with both envy and excitement.

Steve’s mind raced, wondering where his own cock would even reach if he tried the same. Her nose, maybe? The thought made him groan in frustration, but also in pure, maddening arousal.

"So I’m, like, determined at this point," Chloe said, her voice growing more breathless as she relived the moment, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of pride and arousal. "Determined to make him feel amazing. I’m gagging myself on this thing, licking him all over, giving him everything I have. All the while, he’s talking dirty to me, calling me his good girl, making me call him Daddy."

Steve shuddered at the word, his body tightening with a surge of lust. Hearing Chloe call another man "Daddy" while completely surrendering to him was twisting something deep inside him, a blend of jealousy, desire, and the thrill of letting go. He bit down on his lip, trying to steady his breath as Chloe’s words pulled him further under.

“He wasn’t being rough,” she continued, “but he was firm. He knew exactly what he wanted from me, and he was guiding me, telling me how good I was, how proud he was of his little slut. And I—I just kept going. I had my first orgasm right there, just from sucking him off.”

Steve blinked, shocked. “First...?” he rasped, his voice barely steady. “You came just from sucking him?”

Chloe’s lips curled into a wicked smile. “Mmmm,” she purred, her tone dripping with satisfaction. She watched Steve squirm with arousal, loving the effect her confession had on him. “I was being such a slut, doing whatever it took to make him feel good. Slowly, I tried to take more of him in—down my throat, deeper and deeper. It was so hard, but every time I got better, he praised me more. I’ve never had a cock half that big.”

Steve could feel his pulse pounding in his temples, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he imagined Chloe on her knees, struggling to take all of Ben’s cock in her mouth, gagging but determined. The image burned into his mind, and he could hardly breathe, his body overwhelmed with arousal.

Chloe’s eyes twinkled as she continued. “Then he tells me, ‘If you really want me to feel good, take off your bra. I want to see your big titties. Those big tits match my big cock.’” She let out a soft laugh, shaking her head as she looked down at her chest, almost as if reliving the moment. “And, of course, I wanted to make Daddy happy. So I reach behind my back, pop off my bra, and let them out.”

Steve’s throat tightened. He could practically see her doing it, her hands moving behind her back, the strap slipping away, and her tits spilling free. The thought of Ben watching, his huge cock still glistening with her spit, as she revealed herself for him made Steve’s cock throb painfully.

“He loved them,” Chloe murmured, a smug grin on her face. “Told me how beautiful they were, how perfect they were for him. And I—I loved it. I loved showing them off for him, making him feel good with them. I felt so powerful, like I was doing something only I could give him, something special.”

Steve clenched his jaw, the jealousy and arousal mixing into an intoxicating haze in his mind. He was practically trembling, torn between the aching need to cum and the desire to let Chloe’s words drag him deeper into the story.

“Finally, he pulls his dick out of my mouth,” she said, her voice growing more hushed, more intense, as her eyes darkened with the memory. “He starts jerking it above me, and God, he looked so powerful, so fucking hot. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. He asked me where I wanted it—‘You’ve been so good, baby girl,’ he said, ‘where do you want my cum? Tell me.’”

Steve’s breath hitched, his entire body on fire as Chloe leaned closer, her voice soft and teasing, sending shivers down his spine. “So I told him,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving his. “I told him to shoot it all over my slutty face. I stuck my tongue out, begging for it, and I started fingering myself again, so fucking turned on just watching him. Seeing him like that, so close to cumming, his cock right in my face—it was insane.”

“Then he says, ‘Here it comes,’ and I knew exactly what was coming next,” Chloe murmured, her eyes gleaming with wicked excitement. “I took my hands, lifted up my tits to give him the perfect view. I wanted him to see everything. It was so hard to stop touching my pussy, because I was so close to cumming myself. But I wanted to be perfect for Daddy.”

Steve swallowed hard, his mouth dry, his heart pounding in his chest. His cock throbbed in Chloe’s hand, and he could feel the tension building inside him, coiling tighter with every word. The way she said Daddy sent shivers down his spine, the teasing tone in her voice mixing with the heat of her confession.

Chloe’s voice softened, almost reverent. “And finally, he came… hard.” She bit her lip, her eyes flashing as she savored the memory. “Rope after rope, completely covering me. It plastered my face in hot cum. It was nothing like your little squirts, baby. He absolutely covered me.”

Steve’s breath hitched. His cock twitched painfully in her hand, the jealousy and arousal mixing into a dizzying swirl in his mind. The way she spoke about it—so matter-of-fact, so filthy—it had him on the edge of losing control.

“And it made me feel sooo good,” Chloe purred, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper. “Being Ben’s little slut, letting him mark me… it was so hot that I couldn’t help it. I reached back down to my soaking pussy, rubbing myself, fingering myself. And of course, I started cumming too. Cumming so hard, right there under his big cock, just drenched in his cum.”

Steve could hardly breathe. His entire body was vibrating with need, his vision blurry with arousal as he imagined it: Chloe, kneeling there, covered in Ben’s cum, her fingers deep inside herself, cumming for another man. His mind reeled with it, the jealousy and lust twisting in ways that made him feel both overwhelmed and deeply aroused.

Then Chloe’s thumb moved again, swiping to reveal the final picture.

Steve’s breath caught in his throat.

There she was, as promised, her face completely drenched in cum. It dripped from her forehead, covered her cheeks, and slid down her chin in thick, glistening ropes. Her hands were buried deep in her panties, obviously pleasuring herself, while her big tits were pressed together by her arms, some of Ben’s cum already dripping into her cleavage.

But it wasn’t just the sight of her cum-covered face that struck Steve the most. It was her expression.

Steve had given Chloe facials before, but she’d always been indifferent, sometimes even annoyed by it. But this—this was different. In the picture, she looked blissed out, eyes half-lidded, mouth slightly parted, as if she was in mid-orgasm. There was no annoyance, no hesitation, just pure, unfiltered pleasure. She wanted it. She was reveling in being marked by Ben’s cum.

Chloe held the phone closer to Steve’s face, her other hand jerking him off with greater speed, her touch slick and relentless. Her eyes sparkled with wicked delight as she watched Steve struggle, his cock throbbing under her hand, his body trembling as he teetered on the edge of release.

“Look at your girlfriend being such a slut for Daddy,” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction. “Look at how he covered me in his cum. He marked me. He made me his. Look at my face, baby. Have you ever seen it like that? Cumming so hard… cumming so hard just from sucking cock?”

Steve’s chest heaved, his breath coming in ragged gasps as his eyes remained locked on the image in front of him. The sight of Chloe drenched in another man’s cum, her fingers buried in herself, her body trembling with pleasure—it was too much. He was losing control, and he could feel the familiar tingling spread through his body, his orgasm building rapidly.

“Look at the cum on my big tits,” Chloe cooed, her voice soft and teasing. “Look at it on my face, baby. Have you ever seen this much cum before?”

“I’m cumming!” Steve gasped, his body jerking as he reached the edge, his cock twitching violently in her hand.

Chloe’s smile was triumphant, her grip tightening as she stroked him faster. “Cum for me, baby,” she purred, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Cum for your naughty girlfriend.”

With a guttural groan, Steve’s body spasmed, and he erupted into Chloe’s hand, his cum spilling out as his hips bucked uncontrollably. His vision blurred, and all he could feel was the overwhelming release, his body trembling with the force of it.

Chloe’s hand slowed, milking every last drop from him, her other hand still holding the phone with the damning image right in front of his face. Her lips curled into a wicked grin as she watched him fall apart, completely at her mercy.

“That’s right,” she whispered, leaning in close to his ear. “Cum for your little slut.”

And he did, his body jerking with each pulse as he continued to shoot cum all over himself. Every spasm of release was tinged with humiliation, the reminder that while Ben had been the one to cum all over Chloe’s face, marking her as his, Steve was left cumming onto his own stomach. The stark contrast twisted inside him—a strange mix of shame and arousal.

And yet, he loved it. The humiliation only made it hotter, driving him to the biggest orgasm he’d ever experienced. His cock twitched helplessly in Chloe’s hand, spent but still sensitive, and Steve could feel the heat radiating from both of them as they came down from their shared high.

They snuggled close, breathing hard, their bodies still tingling in the afterglow. The room was filled with the quiet sound of their heavy breaths, the weight of the moment slowly giving way to a strange but satisfying calm.

"Wow," Steve finally said, his voice breathy and full of disbelief.

“Wow is right,” Chloe echoed, her voice soft and playful as she looked at him with a satisfied grin. “Enjoy yourself?”

Steve laughed, the sound full of exhaustion and contentment. “I did. Jesus…”

They shared a look, something tender in the way they gazed at each other, and then their lips met again—gently this time, slowly. Steve couldn’t help but think about where her mouth had been just hours ago. The massive cock she had been worshiping, the cum that had plastered her face, was still fresh in his mind. It added a dash of humiliation to the sweetness of the moment, and he had to admit, it turned him on even more.

Chloe broke the kiss first, her smile lingering as she settled back into the bed beside him. They both stared up at the ceiling, their thoughts swirling as they let the silence fill the space between them.

Steve shook his head in disbelief, still processing everything. “I can’t believe both of our roommates came on each of our faces,” he said, his voice light but edged with that same mix of arousal and disbelief.

They both burst into quiet laughter, the absurdity of the situation hitting them. Chloe turned toward him, studying his face closely, her fingers lightly trailing along his arm.

“Now that you have some post-orgasm clarity,” she teased, her voice soft but curious, “how are you feeling? Are you mad or anything?”

Steve turned to meet her gaze, a smirk tugging at his lips. “Let me answer your question with another question,” he said, his voice playful. “Can you send me those pictures?”

Chloe laughed, relieved by his response, knowing that he was genuinely okay with everything. She reached for her phone, still catching her breath. “Sure, baby,” she said with a grin. “You like them?”

“I’m going to be jerking off to them whenever you’re not looking at me,” Steve replied, half-joking, but the heat in his voice betrayed just how much the photos had affected him.

“Wow! Well, if you ask Ben nicely, I’m sure there can be more,” Chloe teased, her tone light but suggestive. The comment sent a twitch through Steve’s spent cock, his body reacting instinctively despite being drained.

But there was something else on his mind, a question that had been lingering since earlier. He needed to know. “What about you?” Steve asked, his voice softer now, more serious. “You said you were jealous about Jess earlier. Are you feeling okay about all this?”

Chloe paused for a moment, still sending the photos to him as she considered her answer. She shook her head slightly, her expression thoughtful. “No, it’s not the same. I don’t have the same reaction hearing about you and Jess the way you do with Ben,” she admitted. “But… there’s something hot about them both kind of… taking over the relationship.”

Steve raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her admission.

Chloe sighed softly, a smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “The details of you hooking up with Jess don’t turn me on, but the whole concept… it’s filthy, you know? The idea of us being taken over by them. I guess I get a little jealous at times, but it’s part of what makes it hot, too. That power dynamic.”

Steve nodded, understanding exactly what she meant. It wasn’t just the sex—it was the control, the shifting of boundaries, the way they surrendered pieces of themselves to someone else. It was messy and complicated, but undeniably exciting.

“So, um… what’s The Rule now?” Chloe asked softly, her voice uncertain, her fingers tracing absent patterns on Steve’s chest.

Steve sighed, staring up at the ceiling as he tried to gather his thoughts. The rules had been slipping, one by one, each one conquered by Ben and Jess’s irresistible appeal. The line kept moving, but now, there was only one left.

“I think…” he began, glancing over at Chloe, who met his gaze with equal seriousness. “I think there’s only one left that makes sense. No… sex. Like, no penetration.”

The weight of his words settled between them, thick with unspoken tension. They both understood the gravity of this final rule. Every boundary they had set had been crossed—this was the last one.

Chloe nodded slowly, her brow furrowed. “Yeah, that… makes sense,” she said carefully, as if testing the words. “But this one’s different. This one is like a super rule. We can’t break this one without talking about it, without agreeing together, okay? We have to be sure.”

“Yeah, agreed,” Steve said, his voice firm.

Chloe’s eyes softened as she leaned in closer. “So no matter what Ben or Jess do, we have to resist. No crossing this line until we both give each other the OK. Got it?”

“Got it.”

They kissed gently, sealing their promise with a quiet tenderness. But as their lips lingered, Chloe broke away, giving Steve a funny look, her eyes playful yet curious.

“Be honest,” she said, her voice light, teasing. “Are you thinking about how I just had a dick in my mouth when we kiss?”

Steve chuckled. “Yes! And cum on your face, yeah.”

Chloe raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “And that doesn’t bother you?”

In response, Steve grabbed her hand and guided it down to his crotch, letting her feel his cock hardening beneath her touch. “Does it feel like it bothers me?”

Chloe’s face lit up with surprise, her eyes widening. “You’re hard again?”

“You acting so slutty… it just drives me crazy,” he admitted, his voice thick with arousal.

Chloe’s expression shifted, her smile turning seductive as her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “You mean thinking about my lips…” She leaned in, brushing her lips against his, “…rubbing on his…” Another kiss, deeper this time, “…big bulge…” Her lips lingered, the kiss slow and deliberate. Steve could barely kiss her back, stunned by how filthy the moment had become. “That turns you on?”

Her lips stayed against his, their mouths barely moving, her whispered words rubbing against his lips in a way that made Steve’s head spin. He couldn’t respond, his breath caught in his throat as the intensity of the moment overwhelmed him.

“Or maybe it’s the thought of his big balls resting on my lips, hmm?” Chloe teased, sliding her lips against his in a slow, torturous motion. “Or what about what my tongue was up to?”

With that, she stuck her tongue out and ran it slowly, sensually, around his lips. The gentle, deliberate motion was too much for Steve to handle—his body shuddered with need, barely able to keep control.

“Fuck, baby. Fuck, this is so hot,” Steve groaned, his voice shaky with arousal.

Chloe’s eyes gleamed, as if a new idea had suddenly sparked inside her. “Do you feel like you could cum again, baby?” she asked, her tone wicked, a smile tugging at her lips.

Steve nodded, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “You’re making me so hot,” he answered genuinely. “I can, baby. I can cum again.”

Chloe sat up in bed, peeling off her sweatshirt with a slow, deliberate motion, revealing her bare skin beneath. “I have an idea, baby,” she said, her wicked grin growing wider. “Why don’t you jerk off on my face? You can give me a facial, just like Daddy did. And I’ll tell you what’s different.”

Steve’s cock twitched at the suggestion, his hand immediately wrapping around it as he started to jerk himself off. Chloe slid off the bed, kneeling in front of him with a look of pretend innocence. “I’m so excited,” she cooed. “I never realized until today how much I love getting covered in cum. I can’t wait for my boyfriend to do it to me, just like when Daddy did.”

Steve positioned himself over her, his cock throbbing as he continued to stroke himself. Chloe pouted, her expression shifting into something mischievous. “But something’s not right, baby,” she said, her tone full of playful innocence, though Steve could see the wicked glint in her eyes.

“What’s not right?” Steve asked through gritted teeth, already feeling the build-up of his climax starting to tighten inside him.

“Oh, baby, it’s just… when Daddy was jerking above me, his cock was big. It was all I could see,” Chloe said, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “But yours… well, it’s not quite the same, is it? It’s, um… maybe a little below average?”

Steve groaned, the humiliation only making his arousal worse. His strokes quickened as Chloe continued her game, pushing out her chest, showing off her massive tits. “See my big tits, baby?” she teased, cupping them and squeezing them together. “Daddy said big tits like these should be paired with a big cock. Don’t you think that’s true?”

Steve swallowed hard, deciding to play into her teasing. “Mine isn’t big enough?” he asked, knowing full well what the answer would be.

Chloe giggled, pretending to stifle her laughter. “Oh, baby, no. But you’re my sweet little guy, and I’m sure we can make this fun somehow.” Her eyes lit up with another idea. “I know! How about I suck your cock? Maybe that’ll get me as wet as I was with Daddy.”

She leaned forward, taking Steve into her mouth with ease, her lips wrapping around him expertly. Steve trembled with pleasure as she took him to the hilt, but as she looked up at him, her face still held that same mock confusion.

“It’s still not right, baby,” she said, taking him out of her mouth with a loud pop. “See, when I sucked Daddy’s cock, I could barely take it. But with you… well, it’s like sucking a little straw.”

Chloe picked up her phone, swiping to the picture of her gagging on Ben’s cock, still in his underwear, and held it up next to her face as she took Steve back into her mouth. The difference was stark, and Steve felt his climax drawing nearer, the humiliation mixing with the intense arousal.

As Chloe played with herself, she let out a sigh. “I’m supposed to be making myself cum right now, just like I did with Daddy. But I’m not wet at all. How about you, baby?”

“I’m… I’m so close…” Steve gasped, his strokes becoming erratic.

“Well, at least someone is,” Chloe teased, her voice turning more seductive. “But that’s okay, because my favorite part was getting covered in cum. That’s what I liked best.”

She swiped to the final picture—the one where her face was covered in Ben’s cum. “As long as I get this, I’ll be happy.”

Steve’s climax was building, but he knew he couldn’t match what Ben had done. As he neared the edge, he jerked himself harder, and finally, with a groan, he came—but it was weak. The first shot landed on Chloe’s cheek, but the rest dribbled out pathetically, falling onto her chin. The sheer humiliation of his failure made the orgasm even more intense, but the cumshot was nowhere near what Chloe had experienced with Ben.

Chloe looked up at him, her expression full of playful mockery. “Well,” she said, her tone light and teasing, “I guess my face is still Ben’s.”

Exhausted, Steve knelt down and kissed her neck, feeling an overwhelming wave of love for her despite the humiliation. Chloe laughed softly. “Let me get something to clean up with,” she said, grabbing a tissue and wiping herself off before joining Steve in bed, where they immediately snuggled up together.

“Was that okay?” Chloe asked, her voice full of genuine concern.

Steve laughed, pulling her close. “That was amazing. The whole innocent routine? Perfect.”

“I didn’t go too far?” she asked, her eyes searching his.

“I’ll tell you if that happens,” Steve reassured her. “I’m sure all the comparisons feel mean, but… I think I like mean.”

Chloe snuggled into him with a smile. “Good. I’m glad you liked it.”

“I loved it,” Steve said softly, kissing her forehead. “I love you.”

Chloe beamed at him. “I love you too.”

They stayed like that for a moment, wrapped in each other’s warmth, the intensity of the earlier moment settling into a comfortable intimacy.

After a few quiet moments, Steve glanced over at Chloe, something nagging at the back of his mind. “Hey, this doesn’t matter at all, but I’m curious… Jess told me something earlier. She said Ben was the one who stopped things when you guys were dry humping the other day. Is that true?”

Chloe looked at Steve quizzically for a moment, as if she were trying to figure out where this was coming from. "No, I stopped it. Remember when you came home, Ben had his shirt back on? The whole thing started because he took it off, and he wouldn't have had time to put it back on if we'd just heard you coming through the front door."

Steve blinked, realizing how obvious it should have been. He almost laughed at himself for doubting her. "Of course," he said, shaking his head. "I don't even know why I asked. Jess was probably just messing with me."

Chloe poked him in the side playfully, her eyes narrowing with a mischievous grin. "Ooh, Steve, were you worried?"

Steve laughed, rolling onto his side to face her more fully. "No, no! I just wanted you to know you could always tell me the truth. But, yeah, Jess was definitely screwing with me. She said that and then told me you told her all about... well, you know, the humiliation stuff I like."

Chloe's playful grin faded instantly. She blushed deeply, biting her lip as she looked away. Steve's brow furrowed. He knew that look.

"You... did tell her, didn't you?" Steve asked, putting the pieces together.

Chloe sighed, clearly embarrassed. "She cornered me and started asking all these questions! She can be scary when she gets like that, and she told me not to tell you that she asked. So... yeah, I told her."

Steve chuckled, squeezing her close. "It's okay," he reassured her. "I think it ended up working out, don’t you?”

Chloe smiled, looking relieved. “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” she admitted with a cheeky grin. They both settled back into the cozy comfort of each other’s arms, enjoying the quiet.

After a few moments of snuggling, Chloe’s voice broke through the silence again, but this time it held a trace of concern. “So… I’ve been thinking…” she began cautiously, her words slow. “What do you think is going to happen on Saturday?”

Steve had to think for a moment. “Saturday? What’s happening on Saturday?”

Chloe turned to face him, a little fidgety. “Well, so far, it’s been you and Jess in the mornings and Ben and me in the afternoons. We’ve all been kind of… separate. But this weekend, no one has plans. It’ll be the first time the four of us are all together. In the apartment. All day.”

Steve’s stomach tightened slightly as he thought about it. He hadn’t really considered the implications, but she was right. Saturday would be different. They’d all be there, together, with no distractions. No avoiding the reality of their situation.

He stared up at the ceiling for a long moment before the only words that came to mind escaped his lips.

“Uh oh.”

Chloe laughed nervously, clearly feeling the same anticipation he was. "Yeah... uh oh is right."

They both lay there for a moment, wrapped in each other’s arms, silently considering what Saturday might bring. There was a tension between them now—not the kind that made Steve anxious, but the kind that filled him with an odd mix of excitement and dread. The kind that made him wonder just how far they were willing to go, how much further their boundaries would stretch.

Chloe nuzzled closer to him, her breath warm against his neck. "We'll figure it out," she murmured softly. "Whatever happens, we'll talk about it. We'll make sure we’re okay with it."

Steve nodded, his hand gently stroking her hair. "Yeah," he agreed quietly. "We’ll figure it out. Together."

They snuggled in closer, the weight of Saturday hanging between them like an unspoken promise—something to be navigated carefully, yet something neither of them could ignore. For now, though, they had each other, and that was enough. At least for tonight.


Chapter 6

Steve woke up Saturday morning with nervous energy buzzing through him, like the air before a storm. The previous week had been surprisingly uneventful—no challenges to The Rule. Jess had mostly kept her distance, especially after their intense moment under her desk. Chloe had confessed to some light flirting with Ben as they crossed paths in the apartment, but nothing significant had happened. Yet here it was, Saturday morning, the day where there were no distractions—no work, no obligations. Just the four of them, all in the same place, with no immediate plans.

Steve watched as Chloe stirred beside him, gently squirming and stretching as she slowly woke up. She blinked her eyes open, catching Steve’s gaze, surprised but smiling.

“Hey,” she said softly, her voice still groggy.

“Hey,” Steve replied, his smile just as soft.

Chloe slid under the covers, snuggling close to him and kissing him tenderly. He kissed her back, their bodies naturally coming together as they enjoyed the warmth and closeness. There was something endlessly comforting about the bed on a Saturday morning, especially when you had nothing planned and the world felt distant.

She broke the kiss, looking into his eyes, her voice purring with comfort. “Mmmm, what are you thinking about?” she asked, her fingertips tracing lazy patterns on his chest.

Steve gazed back into her eyes for a moment, then grinned. “I’m thinking about… how cold your feet are.”

Her mischievous smile matched his, and he felt her icy toes slide up his leg, immediately finding a warm spot between his thighs. “No, don’t!” he laughed, squirming under her assault.

“Sorry, baby. When you agreed to date me, you agreed to give me all of your body heat in perpetuity.”

Steve laughed, shaking his head. “But seriously, I don’t understand how your feet are still cold! We’ve been in bed all night.”

Chloe snuggled into him, her feet finding his, warming up in the process. “It’s a gift,” she said, sighing dramatically.

“Maybe you should start wearing socks to bed,” he teased, raising an eyebrow.

Chloe pretended to be horrified. “Never! They could never warm me like you do.” She leaned in, kissing him again, both of their lips curling up into a smile mid-kiss.

They lingered for a moment, enjoying the quiet intimacy, before Chloe’s eyes drifted toward the bedroom door. Her expression shifted slightly, becoming more thoughtful. “Today’s the day, huh.”

Steve followed her gaze to the door, feeling his heart pick up a bit. “Yep,” he said simply.

“What do you think they’re up to?” Chloe asked, her voice soft. “You think they’re awake?”

Steve glanced at his watch. 9:07 AM. “More than likely. They usually get up first on weekends.”

Chloe’s eyes stayed fixed on the door, as though it might somehow reveal what was waiting for them on the other side. “What do you think’s going to happen when we go out there?”

Steve considered the possibilities, the nervous tension making his thoughts race. “Well… I think one of two things could happen. One, they won’t even be home, and we’ll realize this whole conversation was for nothing.”

Chloe nodded, lips pursed in thought.

“Or two,” Steve continued, “we’ll walk out there, and Ben will have installed a sex swing over the kitchen table, and they’ll both be wearing leather body suits.”

Chloe snorted with laughter. “Leather? Really? A little dated, don’t you think?”

“Tsk, you artists,” Steve teased. “Always worrying about visual aesthetics.”

“You just want to see Jess in leather pants,” she shot back, raising an eyebrow.

Steve opened his mouth to respond, but the mental image of Jess in tight leather derailed his train of thought, and he faltered, leaving Chloe laughing at his blank expression.

“Good to know,” Chloe giggled. “If I ever want you to shut up, I just have to casually mention Jess’s ass.”

Steve tried to recover with a witty retort but failed miserably. “You could have the same effect by finally telling me your cup size,” he shot back instead, smiling playfully.

Chloe rolled her eyes, grabbing her chest through the oversized T-shirt she wore to bed. “Guys and their cup sizes. It’s a custom bra, okay? They’re huge, that’s all you need to know.” She squeezed them together for emphasis. “See? Doesn’t matter what letter I say, does it?”

Steve blinked, his eyes glued to her hands. “Sorry, were you saying something?”

Chloe playfully smacked his arm. “Ouch! Fine, fine. It’ll forever be a mystery,” Steve grinned.

They shared another laugh before the mood settled, the nervous energy creeping back into the room. Chloe studied Steve’s face for a moment before speaking softly. “So… ready to get up?”

Steve felt his heartbeat quicken again. He nodded, feeling a mixture of excitement and anxiety flood through him. “Let’s do it.”

They both got dressed in their usual casual weekend attire—Steve in a t-shirt and jeans, Chloe in her baggy sweatshirt and comfy pants. As they finished, they exchanged a smile, one filled with the unspoken understanding that whatever was coming next would be unpredictable.

Steve’s hand lingered on the door handle for a second longer. “Ready?”

“Ready,” Chloe responded, though she didn’t seem entirely convinced.

He opened the door, revealing a sight that neither of them could have predicted.

The kitchen, usually a casual mess, was transformed. The table was set as though for an occasion—far more extravagant than anything Steve or Chloe had ever seen in their apartment. The mismatched, slightly chipped plates and cutlery were replaced by the apartment's best (which wasn't saying much), carefully laid out at four chairs. A crisp tablecloth, one they had never seen before, was draped across the table, and in the center sat an impressive spread: a tray of fresh fruit, flaky pastries, a bottle of champagne chilling in a silver ice bucket, and a jug of orange juice.

But what really threw them off was the scene beyond the table.

Jess, usually sardonic and aloof, was sitting at the table with a warm smile on her face. But it was Ben, standing shirtless at the stove, wearing nothing but an apron, that nearly made Steve question if he was still dreaming. Ben, the self-assured, cocky one, was actually cooking.

“Good morning, sleepyheads,” Jess said, her voice holding an uncharacteristic note of cheer.

“You’re awake!” Ben exclaimed, flashing them his usual cocky grin, but this time it was somehow... softer. More genuine.

Chloe and Steve stepped further into the kitchen, glancing around in disbelief. “What…?” Chloe began, unable to complete her sentence, her confusion obvious. They’d never seen the kitchen like this, let alone Ben showing any interest in cooking.

“Now I can finally start on the pancakes,” Ben declared, turning his attention back to the stove.

Jess rolled her eyes dramatically. “Oh, God. You guys, he’s been talking about these pancakes for three days now.”

“You’re going to love them,” Ben said confidently as the stove clicked to life. “The key is to make them thin, like crepes, not those thick diner-style pancakes. Trust me, you’ll see.”

Jess reached over for the champagne bottle, her fingers wrapping around the neck as she expertly popped the cork. “If he’s going to go on and on about pancake thinness, I’m going to need a drink,” she said dryly, grabbing a champagne flute. “Mimosa?” she asked, already pouring the champagne with a practiced hand.

Chloe, still caught off guard, blinked. “Um… yes, please,” she finally said.

Jess filled the glass halfway before topping it off with orange juice, swirling it gently. “Good girl,” Jess said with a smirk, handing Chloe the drink. “Saturday, no plans, the perfect time for a mimosa.”

“Steve?” Jess asked, her eyes catching his, her tone deceptively casual.

Steve stared at her, trying to make sense of the situation. Had they wandered into an alternate universe? Still, he decided to roll with it. “Yeah, I’d love one,” he said, forcing himself to relax.

“Right answer.” Jess poured his drink and handed it over before making a third for herself. She raised her glass. “Cheers.”

They all clinked glasses, the moment hanging in the air with an unspoken tension. Steve couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some underlying joke here, but Jess gave nothing away.

“Go on, sit,” Jess said, pushing Chloe gently toward the table.

“Hey, what about the chef?” Ben called from the stove, mock-indignant. “Where’s my drink?”

Jess didn’t miss a beat. “You get yours when these so-called world-class pancakes are done, honey.”

Ben grinned, flipping the pancakes in the pan. “Tough, but fair!”

Chloe, still thoroughly confused, leaned in toward the table, her voice a mix of disbelief and humor. “I’m sorry, but… what is happening?”

“We’re making you an early brunch,” Jess said simply, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

“Isn’t that just… breakfast?” Steve asked, his lips twitching into a grin. He decided to embrace the absurdity, feeling the weight of his earlier nerves lift.

“Well, if it was breakfast, it’d feel weird drinking mimosas,” Jess replied dryly. “But for an early brunch? No problem.”

“Salesmen are all massive drunks, you see,” Ben chimed in from the stove, pouring more batter onto the skillet. “Steve, you want bacon?”

“Don’t be sexist, Ben,” Jess quipped, smirking as she sipped her mimosa.

“Ah, right, right—salespeople,” Ben corrected with a playful wink. Then, with a dramatic flourish, he added, “Chloe, would you like bacon?”

Chloe, still half in disbelief, nodded slowly. “... Sure.”

Steve couldn’t help but smile, feeling a strange warmth wash over him as he watched the unexpected banter between Jess and Ben. Seeing them quibble back and forth like this, all while Ben cooked and Jess sipped champagne, made them seem almost… human. It was easy to forget that when just looking at their perfect, intimidating exteriors. But now, with the smell of sizzling bacon filling the apartment and Jess smothering a laugh, they felt more like normal roommates than the alluring, dominating forces they’d been throughout the week.

"Chloe, I’m making yours first," Ben called out, his voice a little softer now as he worked at the stove. "Do you want anything in or on your pancake? Maybe some fruit? Or..." He shot Chloe a look that Steve didn’t miss—one filled with a playful challenge. "Chocolate?"

Chloe’s face lit up at the mention of chocolate, her love for it legendary. "Chocolate?" she repeated, her voice full of excitement.

Ben chuckled, turning back to the stove. "I’ll take that as a yes to chocolate," he said, grabbing the bag of chocolate chips and sprinkling them generously into the batter.

It wasn’t long before he placed a stack of pancakes in front of Chloe, the smell of warm chocolate filling the air. He stood just over her shoulder, pouring syrup over the pancakes himself, the gesture feeling strangely intimate. Chloe looked up at him, clearly savoring the proximity, her eyes lingering on the strength of his arms, the way his muscles moved beneath the apron.

"Enjoy," Ben said with that crooked smile of his before heading back to the stove.

Chloe’s eyes followed him as he walked away, clearly enjoying the view of his muscular back exposed beneath the apron. She took a bite of the pancakes, her expression changing instantly, her eyes widening with surprise. “This is amazing.”

"See? Told you. Thin!" Ben yelled from the stove, clearly proud of his creation.

Steve, grinning at Chloe’s enthusiasm, leaned in and whispered quietly enough for only her and Jess to hear. "Be honest, how much hotter is he now that you know he can cook?"

Chloe froze mid-bite, her face flushing with embarrassment. Steve couldn’t help but chuckle. He knew exactly what she was thinking—Ben's cooking skills had just added another layer to his already considerable appeal.

From across the table, Jess let out an unexpected chortle, a sound Steve and Chloe had never heard before. She quickly covered her mouth with her hand, trying to stifle the laugh, but the twinkle in her eyes gave her away. "Chloe," Jess said with a smirk, "you’ve got chocolate on your nose."

Chloe, now overwhelmed by how much attention she was getting, buried her face in her napkin, trying to hide her embarrassment. Steve and Jess both laughed, but Steve leaned over and kissed the top of her head affectionately.

The morning continued like that—warm conversation, playful teasing, and easy laughter. It was a completely new dynamic for the four of them. Before today, they were simply roommates sharing space out of convenience, barely eating meals together. But today felt different, almost like a small family gathering. Steve found himself thinking that their relationships were evolving, in ways he hadn’t anticipated.

As the meal came to a close, the room settled into a comfortable silence. It was the perfect moment to address the unspoken elephant in the room. Steve knew it had to be brought up, though the peaceful vibe made it difficult to start.

“So,” Steve said carefully, breaking the silence, “what was all this about? Not that we don’t appreciate it, but… you know. Why?”

Ben glanced at Jess, who finished the last of her mimosa before responding. “I don’t think we should talk too much about the details—about what’s happening between us and why. About the game we’re playing. We don’t want to ruin the… well, we want things to unfold naturally. Don’t you agree?”

Steve and Chloe exchanged glances and nodded slowly.

“Six days a week, the game is on,” Jess continued, her voice smooth, yet laced with an undercurrent of control. “We get to play with you however we like.” Both Steve and Chloe felt a shiver run through them at the subtle reminder of the power Jess and Ben held over them. “But one day a week, we want to show you our appreciation. We’ll take this time to thank you for being…” Jess’s eyes glittered with a dangerous hunger as she looked at Steve. “… good. For being a good boy for me, and for being his good girl.”

Steve’s gaze flicked to Ben, who was looking intensely at Chloe, his eyes never leaving hers as that signature crooked smile played on his lips. Jess, meanwhile, had locked onto Steve, her gaze full of something deeper than just a look of thanks.

“Well,” Steve said, his voice a bit shaky under Jess’s stare, “needless to say, we appreciate it. And… it makes sense.”

Jess’s smile widened slightly, but there was something darker in her tone now as she continued. “But it’s not entirely out of the goodness of our hearts.” The friendliness from earlier slipped away, replaced by her usual intimidating presence. “I want you to understand something. You can walk away from this at any time. We’ll still be friends. We could even make brunch a weekly thing, even if you decide you don’t want to play the game anymore.”

Steve listened carefully, noting the shift in Jess’s demeanor. He appreciated the honesty, but the intensity in her eyes left him feeling slightly on edge.

“It doesn’t turn me on if you feel like you’re forced to play,” Jess explained, leaning forward slightly, her eyes boring into Steve’s. “It doesn’t make me feel powerful if you feel trapped. What does make me feel powerful…” Her voice dipped into something almost predatory. “… is knowing that you don’t have to. Knowing you can walk away at any moment, and you still choose to obey. Because that’s how bad you want it.”

The words hit Steve hard, as they were clearly meant to. Chloe shifted beside him, her attention fixed on Ben, who hadn’t said a word but had maintained his deep, steady gaze on her. The sexual tension in the room was palpable, crackling in the air between the four of them.

Chloe’s voice was almost a whisper as she asked, “I thought today… the game was off.”

Jess leaned back, a smirk playing on her lips. “It is off. We’re not going to break your Rule today. But there’s plenty of fun we can have without breaking it, don’t you think?”

Jess’s hand slowly disappeared under the table, her fingers finding Ben’s leg and gently pushing his lap toward Chloe. Steve couldn’t see what Chloe was seeing, but her immediate reaction told him everything he needed to know. Her eyes dropped down, and her lip caught between her teeth as she bit it, clearly reacting to whatever Ben was showing her under the table.

Ben must’ve had an erection that was now very much in Chloe’s line of sight. Steve could feel the heat rising in the room again, the tension building, and he knew that even with the Rule intact, today wasn’t going to be simple.

Jess's arm continued to move rhythmically, her hand deliberately rubbing what Steve could only assume was Ben’s cock beneath his jeans. Both Jess and Ben were completely focused on Chloe, their eyes locked on her as she, in turn, couldn’t tear her gaze away from Ben’s lap.

Steve could feel the strain of his own erection pressing uncomfortably against his jeans, and the subtle sting of humiliation gnawed at him—partially because he couldn’t see what was happening, and even more so because his girlfriend was visibly aroused by his roommate.

“What do you think of it?” Jess asked, her voice smooth, every word dripping with seduction as her hand moved up and down.

“I think I…” Chloe’s voice wavered, her mind caught between her thoughts and her growing desire. She hesitated for a moment, then glanced at Steve, her eyes filled with a flicker of worry as though she was seeking reassurance.

“Don’t look at him,” Jess cooed, her voice like silk. “Look over here. Look down. Look at what Ben has for you. Look at what you did to him.”

Chloe’s resistance crumbled as she obeyed, her eyes darting back to Ben’s lap. "Oh, God," she whispered, her voice barely above a breath.

“So, what do you think of it?” Jess repeated, her tone patient but insistent.

“It… it drives me crazy. I love it,” Chloe admitted, her voice full of surrender.

“Does it make you wet?” Jess pressed, her words deliberate, teasing.

“It does.”

“My boyfriend’s cock makes you wet?” Jess asked, her voice now edged with a possessive intensity, though her focus remained on Chloe’s reaction.

“Yes, Jess,” Chloe answered, her voice growing softer, like she was sinking into a trance.

There was a slight pause, the only sound in the room being Jess’s hand rubbing against the fabric of Ben’s jeans. Chloe’s eyes remained glued to Ben’s lap, her arousal unmistakable. Steve felt like an outsider—like a fly on the wall—but strangely, he didn’t mind. There was something oddly thrilling about watching this play out in front of him.

Jess broke the silence, her gaze shifting momentarily to Steve. “Did your boyfriend tell you about how he pleased me under my desk?”

“Yeah, he… he told me the story,” Chloe replied, her voice quieter now, more thoughtful.

“Did you think it sounded hot?” Jess’s question was pointed, her words leaving no room for anything but the truth.

“It did sound hot,” Chloe admitted, her voice genuine.

“Were you jealous?” Jess leaned forward, her tone sharp as she narrowed in on Chloe.

Chloe hesitated, thinking. “A little bit. Partially. I mean, it was the first time my boyfriend fooled around with someone else, so…”

“No, Chloe. Don’t be silly. That’s not what I mean,” Jess interrupted, her voice firm, yet almost playful. She leaned in closer, her words landing like a soft challenge. “I’m not asking if you were jealous of me. I don’t care about that. I’m asking if you were jealous of Steve.”

Chloe’s cheeks flushed, her embarrassment showing plainly, but she couldn’t look away. Jess had her under her spell.

“Did you think about how lucky he was to be shoved under a desk and face fucked? Did you fantasize about that situation, except it was you under the desk and Ben on the phone? Did you imagine Ben on an important call, practically ignoring you, while you’re slobbering on his cock like a good slut?” Jess’s voice was low, every word designed to pierce through Chloe’s hesitation. “I want to know—after you heard that story—were you jealous of Steve?”

Steve’s cock twitched hard in his jeans, the eroticism of the moment hitting him like a wave. He felt his face warm with the mix of arousal and humiliation, though he couldn’t deny how hot it all felt.

“I was,” Chloe said softly, her voice full of quiet confession.

Jess’s smile spread slowly across her face, victorious. “I thought you would be. Now, look over at your boyfriend.”

Chloe turned her head, making eye contact with Steve. They stared at each other, both of them breathing heavier now, the intensity between them undeniable. They could both see how turned on the other was, and it only added to the heat in the room.

“Not there,” Jess’s voice sliced through the moment, commanding Chloe’s attention back. “Look down.”

Chloe obeyed, her eyes dropping to the bulge in Steve’s pants. There was something in the way she looked at Steve’s arousal—a mix of curiosity and lust—but where looking at Ben had made her feel excited, looking at Steve’s cock brought a sense of embarrassment to him. It wasn’t the same gaze she gave Ben. Here, it felt more like a comparison, something that made Steve feel exposed.

“Is he hard?” Jess asked, her tone turning teasing once more.

“Yes,” Chloe answered, almost in a whisper.

“And what do you think of it?” Jess pushed, her hand still moving against Ben’s cock, the slight motion enough to keep everyone in the room tethered to the moment.

“I love it,” Chloe answered, though there was a slight shift in her tone—like she was torn between what she was seeing and what she was feeling.

Jess’s smile grew wider, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she leaned closer to Chloe. “That’s very sweet,” she cooed, her voice soft but commanding. “But does his cock make you wet?”

Chloe hesitated, her breath catching in her throat. “It… has done things that make me…” she began, but Jess cut her off with a slow shake of her head.

“Does his cock make you wet, Chloe?” Jess’s voice was smooth, insistent. “Like Ben’s? Come on, tell the truth. You know he loves it.”

Chloe’s gaze flickered with a mix of embarrassment and honesty as she finally shook her head. “No,” she said, her voice genuine, though the admission made Steve feel his cock pulse with arousal, even if the truth stung a little.

Jess hummed in approval, her hand still resting lazily near Ben’s lap. “Well, Ben did such a good job with brunch, didn’t he? Look back at him.”

Chloe obeyed, turning her head, but her eyes instinctively dropped to Ben’s lap, where the bulge was now unmistakable.

“I think he deserves a reward, don’t you?” Jess continued, her tone dripping with wicked intent. “Don’t you think he should get something?”

“Yes,” Chloe hissed, her voice thick with desire.

Jess’s smile sharpened. “I think I should stack up the last of the pancakes in front of him so he can eat his fill. And while he’s doing that, you should be under the table, sucking his big dick. Just like Steve was pleasing me. You’ll be stuffed under the table like a slut, slobbering all over his cock while he eats like a king.”

Chloe’s face flushed, her eyes wide with lust as she took in Jess’s words. Steve could see her trembling with need—she wanted it, desperately, and the realization made his own body respond in kind. He could sense how badly she craved Ben in that moment.

But Jess, ever in control, wasn’t finished. She leaned in closer to Chloe, her voice low and coaxing. “But you could always walk away,” she offered, her tone almost teasing. “Go back into your room with your boyfriend, who I’m sure would go down on you for the rest of the day. Go back to being a good, wholesome girl. No hard feelings from us, it’s totally up to you. It’s your choice.”

Chloe’s breath hitched, her eyes darting between Jess and Steve, torn but burning with desire.

“Or… do you want Ben that bad?” Jess pressed, her voice barely above a whisper but filled with power. “So bad you’d actually turn to your boyfriend, right now, at the kitchen table, and tell him you want to suck his roommate’s dick? Tell him... ‘I’m sorry, but I need a big cock to make me feel like a slut, and you don’t measure up.’ Do you want it that bad? Show me. Show me what you really want.”

Chloe’s gaze shifted back to Steve, her face filled with conflict for just a moment before the desire overwhelmed her. “Steve,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “I want… I want to suck Ben’s dick. Now. Here. Under the kitchen table.”

Steve’s cock pulsed again at her words, a surge of arousal flooding him despite the humiliation that came with it. The raw honesty of Chloe’s admission hit him harder than he expected.

Jess turned toward Steve, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “What do you want, Steve?” she asked, her voice silky and filled with challenge.

Steve forced himself to take a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. He was teetering on the edge of something huge, but the weight of the moment pushed him forward. “I want that to happen, too,” he admitted, his voice strained with lust.

Jess shivered, clearly overjoyed with the power she held over them both. “Well then,” she said to Chloe, her voice sharp and commanding, “take off your pants and get the fuck under my table.”

The sound of a zipper being pulled filled the room as Jess reached into Ben’s jeans, extracting his cock. Chloe, flushed and trembling with desire, slid out of her pants, her body moving in slow, deliberate motions as she got to her knees. She cast one final glance at Steve, and with a look that held equal parts apology and hunger, she crawled under the table.

“Don’t play with yourself yet, Chloe,” Jess instructed, her voice firm. “Just focus on Ben.”

Ben, who had been silently enjoying the show, was clearly ready to be part of the action. His mouth parted slightly as Chloe moved toward him under the table, her movements slow, almost reverent. Jess casually picked up her fork, stabbed it into the stack of pancakes, and placed the plate in front of Ben, as though it were just another ordinary meal.

And then, the sounds started.

Steve knew what a blowjob sounded like. Chloe had always been generous with him, and he could recall the familiar sounds of her lips and tongue as she pleasured him. But this… this was something else entirely. The sounds coming from under the table were loud, messy, and unmistakably lust-filled. Chloe was clearly dealing with something far larger than she was used to. The wet sounds of her choking, slobbering, and jerking Ben’s cock echoed in the room, far more intense than anything Steve had heard before.

It didn’t sound like the blowjobs Chloe had given him in the past. No, this was different. It was raw, desperate, and unrestrained. And what made it even more difficult for Steve to process was the constant moaning that slipped from Chloe’s lips between gasps for air, like she couldn’t get enough. Every now and then, a muffled “God, yes” or “Fuck, yes” slipped out from under the table, and Steve could only imagine the sight.

He wanted to look so badly, to see what Chloe was doing beneath the table, but he knew better. He was in no position to test Jess's patience now. The humiliation mixed with his own arousal in a way that left him trembling, and yet, he couldn’t deny how much this entire scene was turning him on.

The rhythmic sounds of Chloe’s eager mouth working over Ben’s cock continued, and Steve tried to stay composed, though his own erection ached painfully in his jeans. Jess, satisfied with the control she had over the moment, watched Steve carefully, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips.

Ben continued eating his pancakes, seemingly indifferent to the wild contrast between the sweet, almost tender kiss he shared with Jess and the wet, desperate sounds coming from under the table as Chloe choked on his cock. His moan into Jess's mouth was a subtle, intimate moment—far more tender than Steve had anticipated, especially given the scene unfolding just below them.

Steve watched in disbelief, torn between the crushing jealousy and overwhelming arousal that was building inside him. The sight of his girlfriend, hidden beneath the table, eagerly sucking Ben’s dick while Jess, so effortlessly modelesque, kissed Ben softly—it was enough to drive him mad. His cock strained painfully against his jeans, so hard he genuinely worried he might lose control then and there.

Jess finally broke away from Ben, her eyes turning towards Steve with a satisfied gleam. "Now, what about you?" she asked, her voice dripping with that controlled dominance she wielded so well.

Steve held his breath, waiting. He could feel the weight of her gaze, knowing full well that she was in complete control.

"How hard are you right now?" she asked, her voice low, teasing.

"So fucking hard," Steve managed to say, his voice coming out strained.

Jess leaned closer, away from Ben, though her hand remained under the table, presumably still wrapped around Ben’s cock as Chloe continued to suck and choke on it. She glanced down at the bulge in Steve’s pants, her lips curling into a smirk.

"Wow, you are hard," Jess remarked, her tone filled with mock surprise. “Why don’t you take off your pants? I want to see your little underwear tent again.”

Steve obeyed instantly, his hands fumbling slightly as he unbuckled his belt and lifted his hips to slide his jeans down without leaving his seat. His boxer briefs barely contained the erection pushing against the fabric, and he could see Jess’s amused expression as she stared down at him.

Jess played up her disappointment, her eyes flashing with mischief as she inspected him. Then, without any warning, she reached out and grabbed his cock through his underwear, her hand firm but unmoving.

Steve sucked in a breath through his teeth, his body reacting immediately to her touch. His cock twitched beneath her grip, pulsing with need.

She smiled knowingly. "Wow, feel that pulsing," she whispered, her voice filled with wicked satisfaction. Her fist held his shaft firmly, but she didn’t move—just a simple squeeze that sent shudders through Steve’s body. He gripped the edge of the table with one hand, trying to keep himself steady, but the combination of Jess's grip and the sounds of Chloe’s intense blowjob were pushing him toward the edge.

"Mmmm. I wonder who will cum first?" Jess teased, her eyes sparkling with wicked delight. She squeezed his shaft again, still through the fabric of his boxer briefs. “I bet you’re curious about what’s going on under the table, so let me paint you a picture.”

Steve’s heart pounded as Jess leaned in closer, her voice low and sultry. “My hand is at the base of Ben’s cock, jerking him. Above my hand, I can feel Chloe’s hands jerking him off too. And above that, of course, as you can hear… she’s trying to choke down as much of it as she can.”

Jess paused deliberately, letting the wet, filthy sounds of Chloe slobbering on Ben’s cock fill the room. Each gag and moan sent another pulse of jealousy and arousal through Steve, and he felt his cock twitch harder in Jess’s grip.

“And over here,” Jess continued, her voice a dark purr, “I’m holding—not jerking—your cock, which is still in your underwear. I’m not even technically touching you… yet.”

"It doesn't even seem fair, does it?" Jess teased, her voice dripping with wicked amusement. "Ben has two girls—three hands and a mouth—working on his dick, while you have just one hand holding it. Seems like it's no contest. Ben will be the one to cum first, I’m sure."

She gently, almost imperceptibly, moved her hand up and down over Steve's shaft, still squeezing through his underwear. The friction sent a surge of pleasure through him, and he couldn’t suppress the groan that escaped his lips. "Oh, god," he moaned.

"Uh oh. Maybe not?" Jess raised an eyebrow, her grip tightening just enough to make Steve’s body tense up further. "Wow, did you almost cum there? Can you imagine? Ben has your girlfriend working so hard down there to please him, I’ve got my hand on his cock too, but he hasn’t cum yet. You, though—you almost just came from one pump of my hand. Over the underwear, no less. Can you imagine how pathetic that would feel?"

Her hand moved again, a slight squeeze that made Steve gasp, his hands gripping the table for control. His thighs tightened as he fought to hold on, but every subtle motion of Jess's hand sent him closer to the edge.

"Look at me. Look in my eyes," Jess commanded, her voice leaving no room for disobedience.

Steve’s eyes shot open, locking onto hers. The intensity of her gaze was overwhelming.

"What feature of my face do you find the sexiest?" she asked, her voice calm yet probing.

Steve hesitated, his mind clouded by arousal, but there was no escaping her control. His eyes couldn’t pull away from hers. "Your lips," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "Your lips."

Jess smiled slowly, deliberately. “Stare at my lips. I want you to stare at them.”

Steve obeyed, his gaze fixing on her full, ruby-red lips—so plump, so perfect they could have been in an ad. Watching them move as she spoke was hypnotic, each word drawing him deeper into her web.

"Good boy," she whispered, her lips barely parting as the words spilled from them, making it impossible for Steve to focus on anything else. "Now, listen. Listen to your girlfriend."

Steve's ears tuned in, and the filthy, wet sounds of Chloe moaning and gagging on Ben’s cock filled the room again, louder now, as if they were magnified by his rising tension.

“Hear her working so hard? She’s not doing it for you. She’s not even doing it for Ben, or me. She’s down there sucking that cock because she loves it. Because she needs it. Because trying to please Ben makes her feel like a slut, and she’s discovered that she likes being a slut. Is she like that with you?”

Steve was mesmerized, watching Jess’s lips move, the seductive curve of her mouth as she formed each word. "No," he admitted, the truth cutting through his arousal.

"Of course not. It turns you on, doesn’t it? Losing control like this? Giving in to me?"

"Yes," Steve breathed, completely caught in her spell.

Jess stopped moving her hand, though she kept her firm grip on his shaft. "Okay, baby boy. Listen to me. It’s time to see who’s going to last longer." Her eyes gleamed as she tightened her hold slightly, making his cock twitch beneath the fabric. "Keep staring at my lips. Keep looking at me with that pained look I love. Keep listening to your girlfriend choking on that big dick. And keep imagining what it looks like down there, with all those hands on Ben’s cock, and how different it must look compared to your little dick still in your underwear. You got all that?"

Steve nodded, his breath shaky, his body already betraying him.

"Look at my lips, listen to your girl, think about her on that dick. Got it?" she repeated, her tone sharp and commanding.

Another nod from Steve.

"Now fuck my fist," Jess ordered, her voice firm, leaving no room for argument.

Steve’s hips moved almost on their own, his cock pressing into the tight grip of her hand. She wasn’t going to give him the luxury of a handjob—this was all him. He had to fuck her hand, like a desperate boy taking whatever small mercy she was willing to offer. But even with the humiliation settling in, as he listened to the wet sounds of his girlfriend choking on Ben’s cock, and as Jess’s lips whispered filthy words, Steve didn’t care. He needed this.

His hips rocked slowly at first, thrusting into her steady fist. His eyes stayed locked on Jess’s lips, his mind filled with the erotic chaos happening under the table. Each subtle movement of his body brought him closer, each breath filled with the sounds of Chloe’s moans and gags.

"Yes, baby boy, yes," Jess whispered, her voice like silk wrapping around him. "Fuck my hand."

Steve’s hips moved faster now, thrusting in and out, back and forth, each pump of his cock driving him closer to the brink. His mind was fogged with lust, focused entirely on the perfect curve of Jess’s lips and the pornographic sounds that filled the room. He thought of how filthy his girlfriend must look, on her knees, hands and mouth working over Ben’s thick cock, her moans making it clear how much she loved every second of it.

It was too much.

Steve’s body tensed, his hips bucking hard as he gave in completely. He felt his cock pulse violently in Jess’s grip as he came, shooting thick, hot spurts of cum into his underwear. His body trembled, every wave of his orgasm crashing over him as he continued to thrust weakly, his cum soaking through the fabric.


Chapter 7

When he finally came down from the high, his breath ragged and his mind dazed, he met Jess’s eyes again. She looked back at him, amusement dancing in her gaze, her lips curled into a satisfied smirk.

"You couldn’t even last half a minute," she said, her voice dripping with condescension. "Just fucking my hand."

Steve didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The humiliation of cumming so quickly, of cumming in his underwear while his girlfriend pleasured Ben under the table, left him speechless. But there was a strange satisfaction in it, too. The comparison between him and Ben, with two girls working on him, and Steve, who had just cum into Jess’s steady grip, only deepened his arousal. He loved it.

Jess leaned back, releasing her hold on his cock, and smiled. "Now, what about me, hmm?" she asked, her voice playfully teasing. "Everyone else seems to be having fun. What about me?"

Steve, still catching his breath, offered feebly, "Do you want me to go down on you? Do you want me to get under the table too?"

Jess shook her head, laughing softly. "I know you just want to go down there to see your pretty girlfriend choking on my boyfriend’s big dick."

Steve’s erection hadn’t gone down. He knew why, but admitting it felt like defeat. “No, I don’t,” he said quietly. “I want to go down there to please you.”

Jess crossed her arms, her lips curling into a small, knowing smirk. “Liar.” She huffed, narrowing her eyes. “I told you not to lie to me. Now I don’t think I should let you down there at all.”

His heart raced. She wasn’t making this easy—she never did. “Okay, fine,” he relented, feeling his pulse thrum in his ears. “I want to see it.” The truth left his lips before he could stop it. Lying to Jess had always been a losing game. “But I also want to make you feel good, Jess. I want to—”

“You think I care what you want?” Her voice cut through his words like ice.

Steve froze, unsure how to respond, the weight of her control pinning him to the moment. The air between them was thick, her dominance seeping into his bones. But then, in the smallest shift, her eyes softened, and she leaned forward ever so slightly.

“Convince me,” she said, her voice low but firm.

“What?” He blinked, confusion mixing with arousal, his mind spinning.

“Like I’m Jordan. Or your boss. I have something you want.” Her lips parted, teasing a smile, but it was her eyes that held him captive. “Close me.”

Steve felt a spark of curiosity amid the heat. What the hell was she doing? What did she mean by close me? Did this power play turn her on? Did she get off on this game? He could barely keep up with the thoughts swirling in his mind, but one thing was certain—Jess loved having the upper hand.

She leaned in a bit more, her breath grazing his cheek. “Come on, Steve. Everything you want is right here.” She tilted her head slightly, her gaze dropping to her hips. “Now make me want it too.”

His eyes followed the subtle movement of her body, the curves of her hips teasing beneath her shirt, the faint scent of her skin pulling him in. Steve’s breath hitched. He studied her, trying to find a way through the haze of lust clouding his mind. Jess didn’t need to be seduced—she didn’t need anything from him, really. That was the problem. But then it hit him: maybe that was the game. Jess always got what she wanted because everyone else was too busy giving it to her.

He swallowed hard, the tension between them pulling tighter. “You don’t care about me going down on you, Jess. Not really.” His voice was low, almost daring, his pulse pounding in his throat. “You could get anyone in a five-mile radius to eat you out, no problem. Hell, Ben would probably fuck you all day if you asked.”

Jess didn’t blink, her eyes locked onto his with unnerving focus. Steve’s mouth was dry, but he pressed on.

“So why involve me? Why us?” He took a breath. “I think...” He hesitated, searching her expression for any hint of what she was thinking, but her face remained unreadable, her lips parted just enough to show she was listening. “I think what gets you going is power. Control. You don’t just want someone to please you—you want to know they’re doing exactly what you want because you willed it.”

Jess’s lips twitched, the barest hint of a smile playing at the corner of her mouth. His words seemed to stir something in her.

“We can make all the rules we want,” Steve continued, his voice steadying as he gained confidence. “But you’re the one knocking them down. You always have been.”

There was the slightest glint in Jess’s eye, a flicker of amusement that told Steve he was on the right track. He swallowed, trying to keep his voice steady. “But is this the end of your brunch? I get to cum, Ben and Chloe are having fun, but what about you? You get nothing but a Mimosa? That doesn’t feel like winning, does it?” He leaned forward, grabbing the champagne bottle and refilling her glass, the fizz rising as if it echoed his growing nerves. “What’s your reward for making all this happen? Let me paint you the picture.”

Steve's hand trembled slightly as he poured, but he kept his voice steady. “Chloe’s down under the table, sucking your boyfriend’s cock. Not because she wants it—though we both know she does—but because you allow it. That dick may be attached to Ben, but let’s be honest—it’s yours, isn’t it? That’s your cock. And you, Mimosa in hand, get eaten out by your roommate’s boyfriend while everyone around you does exactly what you want.”

He paused, gauging her reaction. Jess took a slow sip of her drink, eyes locked on his, a hint of a smile teasing the corners of her lips. Encouraged, he pressed on. “You could take a picture of it, Jess. Put it in the dictionary next to the word ‘powerful.’ How does that sound? How would it feel?”

Jess raised an eyebrow, pretending to think it over. “I don’t know…”

“And don’t worry about Chloe and Ben distracting me.” Steve felt his pulse quicken as he leaned closer. “I’ve thought about you sitting on my face every day for weeks. If you think I’ll be focused on anything but you when I’m between your thighs, you’re crazy.”

Jess’s smile widened, slow and deliberate. She set her glass down, leaning forward, her breath warm against his cheek. “Get under my table,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding.

Steve’s heart skipped a beat, relief flooding through him as he realized he’d passed her test. He mentally jumped for joy, though outwardly he kept his cool, bending down under the table. Crawling beneath, the atmosphere shifted instantly—hotter, more intimate.

The dim light under the table cast Chloe in a sensual glow. She was knelt in front of Ben, her hands and mouth working tirelessly on his cock, drool glistening as it coated his shaft. It was massive—bigger than Steve had imagined, towering out of Ben’s pants like something out of a porn scene. Chloe’s hands and Jess’s hand jerked the thick shaft, and her lips glided over his balls, slick with saliva.

Chloe glanced up at Steve and whispered excitedly, “Hey!” Her mouth pulled away from Ben just long enough to greet him, though she kept her cheek pressed against Ben’s cock, reluctant to lose contact with it. The sight made Steve’s own erection strain against his pants even harder, a mess already forming in his underwear.

“I know... this is too hot,” he whispered back, his breath ragged with arousal.

“You’re telling me.” Chloe giggled softly, reaching out to grab Steve’s hand. It was a strangely tender moment in the midst of the heat, their fingers entwined before they both noticed her hand was covered in slick saliva. “Oh, um, sorry…” she muttered, blushing slightly.

“Don’t worry. I like it,” Steve murmured, leaning in to kiss her. Her lips were soft, still wet from Ben, and he didn’t care—maybe he even liked it. There was something raw, something primal about the taste of her.

Chloe kissed him back eagerly, but her hand never left Ben’s cock, almost like she couldn’t stop herself from worshiping the throbbing shaft above her. As they broke the kiss, Jess’s hand suddenly appeared, fingers tangling in Chloe’s hair. With a rough tug, she tilted Ben’s cock down toward Chloe’s mouth, shoving her onto it with a force that made Chloe’s eyes roll back in submission.

Chloe moaned around the cock, lost in being dominated, her focus completely shifting from Steve to the thick shaft now filling her mouth again. Steve’s cock twitched violently at the sight.

“You promised me focus, Steve…” Jess’s voice drifted from above, calm and controlled, like she hadn’t just orchestrated Chloe’s submission. “Chloe, why don’t you start fingering yourself so you really forget about your boyfriend?”

Chloe, still gagging on Ben’s cock, didn’t hesitate, her hand slipping into her panties. The sight of her pleasuring herself while worshiping Ben was almost too much for Steve to handle.

Steve crawled forward, finally reaching Jess. With trembling hands, he tugged down her pants, revealing the smooth, glistening skin of her thighs. She lifted her hips slightly, allowing him to strip off both pants and underwear, and slid her butt forward on the chair, spreading her legs. Her scent hit him immediately, intoxicating and sweet, her pussy already dripping wet for him.

He wasted no time, kissing her inner thighs, working his way toward her center with reverence. His tongue lapped at her folds, worshiping her, desperate to please her. His fingers slid inside her, curling upward to find the spot he knew would make her moan. Jess’s body tensed under his touch, her legs closing slightly around his head, but it wasn’t enough. She crossed one leg over the other, pressing her calf to the back of his head, and squeezed, trapping him between her thighs.

Jess rocked her hips against his mouth, riding his face with deliberate, slow movements. Steve could barely breathe, the pressure of her thighs squeezing every bit of blood from his head to his cock. The heat was overwhelming, her pussy slick against his tongue, and he could hear her soft moans as she teased herself with pleasure.

Above them, the sounds of gentle kissing reached his ears. Ben and Jess were kissing now, tender and slow, their lips barely making noise. There was no rush in their intimacy, just a quiet acknowledgment of the power they held over the others.

The contrast was dizzying—Steve and Chloe, consumed by lust and desperation beneath the table, while Ben and Jess indulged in their slow, deliberate pleasure above.

Jess’s voice cut through the haze, casual and completely in control. “I wonder who’s going to cum next,” she mused with a wicked smile. “Or again.”

Steve could feel his own orgasm building, and as he reached down to stroke his cock, still painfully hard from earlier, he realized with embarrassment how close he was to cumming again. Between Jess’s thighs, pressed against her dripping wet pussy, his cock twitched, desperate for release.

Steve could hear everything—the wet sounds of Chloe’s fingers working between her legs, her soft, desperate moans vibrating around Ben’s cock as she worshiped it with her mouth. Her moans grew louder, more insistent, and Steve could tell she was getting close to her first orgasm.

It was almost funny. Ben and Jess, seated above, looked so composed, so untouched by the frantic pleasure happening under the table. They were receiving oral, but it was clear that the ones under the table—Steve and Chloe—were the ones truly lost in it, spiraling toward the edge.

It was almost certain Chloe or Steve would be the first to cum. Ben and Jess didn’t need to rush; they weren’t focused on chasing their own pleasure. They were the ones giving it, just by allowing Chloe and Steve to worship them.

Chloe’s moans intensified, her body trembling as she worked herself closer to the edge.

"I think I know who's next," Ben's voice cut through the heated air. His tone wasn’t quite as cool and casual as Jess’s, but it was close enough—smooth, confident.

Jess raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “You think it'll be her?” she asked, her voice light, teasing.

"Listen to her," Ben replied, glancing down at the girl sucking him. His voice dipped into something darker, more possessive. “Listen to her moan on me."

Chloe moaned again, louder this time, her voice trembling with pleasure. Her lips slipped down the length of Ben’s cock, drool trailing from her chin, lost in her submission. Ben leaned back, his voice deep and taunting.

"Are you close to cumming, hmm, baby girl?" His words oozed control. "Are you close to cumming, sucking my cock?"

Chloe’s response was breathy, desperate. “Yes... yes, Daddy…” Her voice shook as she answered the table above, the pleasure making her limbs quiver.

Jess chuckled softly at the scene unfolding in front of her. She leaned back in her chair, the leather creaking beneath her, and looked over at Ben, her lips curling into a playful smile. “How about a little wager?”

Ben raised an eyebrow, glancing sideways at Jess. “A wager?” His voice held a note of curiosity, and Steve, beneath the table, felt his pulse quicken. He knew Jess loved games, and this was about to get more intense.

“Whoever gives an orgasm first wins,” Jess proposed, her voice smooth like silk.

Ben smirked, the challenge igniting something playful in his eyes. “You mean, whoever’s… person…” His voice faltered for a second, trying to find the right term. Their sluts? Their toys? “...cums first, wins?”

Jess nodded, her eyes gleaming. “Yep. Chloe cums sucking your cock, you win. But if Steve cums—again, mind you—while licking me, I win.”

Steve's body tensed at her words, a flood of arousal shooting through him at the idea of being part of their game. He could feel the heat between Jess’s thighs, the pressure building with every flick of his tongue, but the idea of being controlled in this way sent a fresh wave of need through him.

Ben chuckled. “And what’s the prize?”

“Loser buys coffee,” Jess replied nonchalantly, as if the stakes were nothing.

Steve and Chloe exchanged quick, desperate glances beneath the table. The most intense pleasure of their lives was about to unfold, all for the sake of a simple cup of coffee. A cup of coffee, Steve thought, feeling a mix of disbelief and overwhelming arousal.

Ben grinned, his voice smug as he accepted the challenge. “Deal. Rules?”

Jess leaned back in her chair, sliding it out slightly to give Steve more room between her thighs. “You can’t touch them or anything. They have to do it themselves, while they’re pleasuring us.”

Ben chuckled again, but there was a hint of frustration in his voice. “You mean I can’t just bend her over this table?”

Jess clicked her tongue, scolding him gently. “No rule-breaking today, dear. And do you think Steve would last more than five seconds if I had him in my mouth?”

Steve's breath hitched at the image—Jess’s lips wrapped around his cock, her eyes locked on his as she teased him to the edge. He felt his cock twitch, painfully hard already, but he forced himself to focus on the task at hand.

Chloe’s wide eyes met his, mirroring his arousal. She whimpered around Ben’s cock, her voice vibrating against it.

“Okay,” Ben said, his voice full of cockiness. “Game on.”

With that, both Ben and Jess slid their chairs back just enough to watch the show unfolding beneath them. Steve could feel Jess’s eyes on him, her presence looming above as her hands rested casually on the table. She didn’t need to move; her control over him was absolute.

The kitchen filled with hushed whispers, dirty and intimate, their voices weaving through the air like a web of desire.

“You feel my cock pulse in your mouth, baby girl?” Ben murmured to Chloe, his voice dripping with authority. Chloe’s lips stretched around him, trying to take more of him into her throat, her moans muffled by the size of him. “Can you feel how hard it is for you?”

Chloe’s muffled whimper was the only response she could give, her body shaking as she continued to pleasure herself, her fingers working between her legs in time with her bobbing head.

“I know you love it,” Ben whispered darkly. “I know you love how hard you make me. How big you make me.”

Chloe shuddered, her eyes rolling back as his words sank into her, fueling her need.

“When you were grinding on top of me earlier,” Ben continued, his voice taunting, “I felt how wet you got from my big cock. Just think about how good it would feel inside you. You’ve never felt anything like it, I promise. Just think, Chloe—all those times you checked me out after the gym... all those times you stared at the outline in my sweatpants…”

Chloe moaned louder, her body trembling with the edge of her orgasm. She couldn’t stop herself now.

“...And now you’re sucking it. Now you get to choke on it. Now it’s all for you.” His voice dropped, sending shivers down her spine. “It’s all yours, baby girl.”

At the same time, Jess’s voice, low and filthy, filled Steve’s ears. He could barely keep his composure as she spoke. “Isn’t this filthy, Steve?” Her voice was calm, almost mocking. “Isn’t this exactly what you always wanted?”

Steve moaned softly against her pussy, his tongue moving faster as he felt the heat between her thighs building.

“Here you are,” Jess continued, her words wrapping around him like a spell, “under my table, between the thighs you’ve dreamed about. Licking my perfect pussy while your cute little girlfriend chokes on that big cock right next to you.”

Steve’s body tensed at her words, his cock throbbing painfully between his legs as he licked her faster, trying to hold back his own orgasm.

“Hear how much she loves it, Steve?” Jess’s voice was steady, teasing. “Hear how much she worships that big cock? How could life be any better for you? Worshiping me like you’ve always wanted. Feeling your face pressed against me, my thighs squeezing you...”

Steve’s entire body trembled, the overwhelming desire to cum making it harder to focus. But Jess’s words kept him grounded, kept him in the moment, even as she thrust her hips gently against his tongue.

Ben’s voice cut through the haze. “I want you to pleasure yourself, baby girl,” he whispered to Chloe, his voice thick with lust. “I want you to think about me pressing just my cockhead into you, how good it would feel, how bad you want it.”

Chloe whimpered, her fingers moving faster between her legs as she neared the edge.

“Think about me on top of you,” Ben continued, his voice low and commanding. “I’m so much bigger than you. Think about all the ways we could fuck—all the ways I could make you feel so, so good with my big cock…”

Jess pushed Steve further, her voice dripping with control. "Jerk that cock, Steve. Remember how I just mentioned sucking your cock?" Her words were slow, deliberate, like she was savoring every syllable. "I want you to imagine that while you're trapped between my legs. Think about how good it would look—my big lips wrapped around you, taking you all the way to the base."

Steve's breath hitched, his hand already moving on his throbbing erection as her words slithered into his mind. The thought of Jess's lips on him made him weak.

Jess continued, her voice wrapping around him like a spell. "I bet it would be so easy to take all of you after Ben's cock... don't you think?" She smiled, her tone laced with wicked amusement. "I bet Chloe's blowjobs will be amazing once she gets used to Ben. She'll take you down no problem."

The image hit Steve like a punch to the gut—Chloe, after worshiping Ben’s massive cock, returning to him. Would she even want to? Jess’s next words sank that question deep into his mind.

"But," Jess teased, "if she's even interested in that after Ben. You think she will be?" Her voice dripped with condescension, pushing Steve further. "You think a blowjob with such an inferior cock will interest her?"

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest as he jerked his cock harder, his arousal battling the humiliation. Jess’s words cut deep, but they only made him more desperate, more lost in the moment.

"Jerk that cock and think about it," Jess commanded, her voice taking on an edge. "Jerk and keep listening to her moan on his dick as you think about my big lips wrapped around you, kissing you, licking you..."

It was too much for both Steve and Chloe. The combination of the mental images Jess was planting in their minds, coupled with the overwhelming pleasure of giving oral, pushed them both over the edge.

"I'm going to..." Chloe moaned, the words barely audible as she gagged on Ben’s cock.

Steve felt his own orgasm rushing through him, unstoppable. "Oh god, Jess, I’m going to—" His voice cracked, his body trembling violently.

"Cum!" they both cried out in unison.

Chloe had to pull her mouth off Ben’s cock, pressing her face against it as she came hard, her body shaking uncontrollably. Steve, his body spasming, filled his underwear with yet another load of cum, his orgasm crashing through him in waves.

For a few seconds, the room was filled with nothing but heavy breathing and the sounds of them coming down from their high. Steve and Chloe panted under the table, their bodies spent. Above them, they heard the soft laughter of Ben and Jess.

"Sounds like a tie," Ben chuckled, his voice lazy, satisfied.

Jess glanced over at him, her lips curving into a playful smirk. "Feels like it should be my win, considering Steve already came once…" she teased, shooting a glance down at Steve, her eyes gleaming.

"You should’ve added that to the rules." Ben’s voice grew mischievous, a dark edge creeping into it. "I think it’s a tie... and we can go for a tiebreaker later."

"Deal," Jess replied, her voice soft and dangerous.

Steve and Chloe shivered at the thought of another round. They had barely survived this one.

"But now..." Jess stood up, gracefully slipping out of Steve’s reach. He couldn’t help but feel a pang of sadness as her thighs left his face. "Now I think it’s time we took care of you," she said, her gaze shifting to Ben.

Jess walked over to him, standing beside his chair. The room filled with the wet, obscene sound of their lips meeting in a kiss. This time, it wasn’t tender or affectionate—it was charged, electric, driven by raw sexual hunger.

One of Ben’s large hands slid down, finding Chloe, guiding her gently back to his cock. Chloe didn’t hesitate for even a second. She took him into her mouth with renewed vigor, her hands gripping his shaft as she sucked him with a desperation that made Steve’s heart race.

It was a filthy sight—Chloe, jerking and sucking Ben’s massive cock, her mouth slick with drool, while Ben and Jess kissed with a ferocity that made the room feel like it was on fire. Steve’s chest tightened as he watched it all unfold, helpless but captivated by the scene.

From beneath the table, Steve could see Ben’s other hand slide around Jess’s body, gripping her naked ass. His fingers pressed into her flesh, squeezing, kneading her in a way that made Steve feel an intense pang of jealousy. That’s Jess’s perfect ass, he thought, the one I’ve fantasized about so many times…

All the while, Steve's girlfriend was worshiping Ben's cock, her mouth working feverishly to pleasure him.

It was, without a doubt, the most jealous Steve had felt so far. And yet, somehow, he loved it. The jealousy only made him harder, the twisted mix of emotions sending his arousal soaring again. His erection returned with a vengeance, throbbing painfully in his already-soaked underwear.

For several minutes, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of wet, filthy kisses and Chloe’s gagging on Ben’s cock. Jess moaned softly into Ben’s mouth, her hands running through his hair as she pressed her body against him.

Steve’s mind swirled with lust and jealousy, and the sight of Jess and Ben’s bodies entwined, of Chloe’s lips wrapped around Ben’s cock, was pushing him close to losing control again.

Finally, Ben groaned, his voice thick with need. "Oh god... I’m getting close."

"Cum for me, please, Daddy!" Chloe moaned, her voice muffled around his cock, her hands jerking him faster.

Ben let out a shaky breath, his body tensing. "Where do you want it, baby girl?"

Before Chloe could answer, Jess’s voice sliced through the air. "Let Steve decide," she said, her tone dripping with authority. "Let him decide, and I’ll jerk you off onto whatever body part he picks."

Chloe glanced over at Steve, her eyes wide and eager, her cheeks flushed with arousal. She didn’t stop stroking Ben’s cock, her hands moving faster as she waited for Steve’s answer.

Steve didn’t even have to think about it. "Her tits," he breathed, his voice trembling. "Please."

"Fuck yes," Ben growled, his chair scraping against the floor as he slid back to get a better view. Chloe quickly pulled off her sweater, unhooking her bra in record time. Her large tits spilled out, heavy and perfect.

"Oh god," Ben moaned, his eyes glued to Chloe’s body. "They are perfect, baby girl. You look so good…"

Chloe kneeled beneath him, squeezing her tits together, creating a perfect valley for Ben’s cock. Jess stood beside him, taking over, expertly jerking his shaft, positioning him just right.

"They are huge," Jess murmured, her voice low and impressed. "You think you can cover them, big boy?"

Ben groaned, his hands gripping Jess’s ass tighter as he neared the edge. "Please, Daddy," Chloe begged, her voice shaking. "Please cover them, please, I want your cum. I want your cum all over my big tits, just like my boyfriend picked for you."

Jess grinned wickedly as she stroked Ben’s cock faster, aiming it at Chloe’s heaving chest. "You heard her."

Ben’s entire body tensed, his hand digging deeper into Jess’s flesh. "Oh god... here it comes," he moaned.

Chloe stuck out her tongue, just in case, as Ben exploded. Jess’s aim was perfect—she jerked his cock as he came shot after shot, rope after thick rope of cum splattering across Chloe’s tits. Her breasts were huge, but even they weren’t enough to contain the sheer amount of cum Ben produced. It dripped from her skin, pooling in her cleavage, covering her completely.

Ben and Jess kissed again, this time slower, more tender, as the last few ropes of cum spilled out. Chloe looked euphoric, her body trembling with satisfaction as Jess, without even looking, reached down and guided her head toward Ben’s cock.

Chloe happily obliged, her lips wrapping around the tip as she cleaned him off, swallowing every last drop.

Steve watched the entire scene, his third erection pressing painfully against his pants, his body aching with need.

Jess broke the kiss with Ben, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. "Now, just me left, huh?"

Ben’s voice was thick with the afterglow, still riding the wave of dominance. "You need anything from me, babe?" he asked, his voice soft but still full of power.

Jess sat back in her chair, her legs spreading casually as she leaned into the leather. "Nope," she said, her eyes glinting with wicked intent. "I just want to watch you get cleaned up by that slut, covered in your cum, while her boyfriend eats me out." Her gaze flicked to Steve, and he knew immediately what was expected of him.

Without a word, Steve positioned himself between her legs, the smell of her arousal overwhelming his senses. He began to pleasure her in every way he knew, his tongue moving with desperation, trying to make her cum. But Jess was already close—her eyes half-lidded, her body tense with the power she held over everyone in the room. Watching Ben dominate Chloe, seeing the control she wielded over them all, was what really pushed her to the edge.

Jess’s hand tangled in Steve’s hair, her grip tight as she thrust herself against his mouth. "That’s it," she breathed, her hips rocking harder. "That’s it, baby, make me cum." Her legs squeezed around his head, trapping him as her orgasm tore through her, her body shuddering as she came powerfully against his tongue.

For a few moments, there was silence. The room felt heavy with the afterglow, everyone catching their breath, basking in the satisfaction of what they had just experienced. Steve could feel the heat of her thighs still pulsing around him, her pleasure humming in the air.

But then, without warning, Jess stood up, sliding her pants back on. "Coffee?" she asked Ben, her voice casual, as if they hadn’t just orchestrated the most intense sexual experience of Steve’s life.

Ben, still catching his breath, began to dress as well. "Sure, let’s pick some up and bring it back."

They moved toward the door, leaving Steve and Chloe mostly naked beneath the table. Chloe's body still glistened with Ben’s cum, and Steve’s third erection was painfully obvious, straining against his pants. They both looked up as Jess stopped at the door, her smile wide and playful.

"We’ll be back in a few minutes with coffee," she said, her tone so nonchalant that it sent a shiver through Steve. "You guys can fuck, but if you do… you have to stay under the table. Where you belong today. Okay?"

Steve and Chloe exchanged a shocked glance. The command hung in the air, heavy with its implications. Slowly, Steve nodded.

Jess’s smile widened. "Good boy." Without waiting for a response, she opened the door and stepped out with Ben. The door slammed behind them, leaving the room in sudden, deafening silence.

For a moment, Steve and Chloe just stared at each other, both out of breath, still pulsing with the high of what had just happened. Chloe’s tits rose and fell with each breath, shining with Ben’s cum, the weight of everything they’d just done still lingering between them.

Steve’s eyes trailed over her body, from her flushed face down to her heaving breasts, the cum dripping from them, pooling between her cleavage. Her nipples were stiff, glistening with a mix of sweat and semen. The sight was enough to make his cock throb painfully, his need becoming unbearable.

Chloe, too, was taking in the sight of him—his hair disheveled, his body trembling from exhaustion and arousal, his third erection tenting his soaked boxer briefs. The air between them was thick with lust, with the raw need to continue.

Neither of them knew who moved first, but suddenly they were on top of each other, lips crashing together in a desperate kiss. Their hands tore at whatever pieces of clothing remained, feverish in their hunger for one another.

"Oh my god, Steve, did you see...?" Chloe gasped between kisses, her fingers fumbling to pull off her panties.

"I saw," Steve panted, yanking down his cum-soaked briefs, his cock springing free. "And I heard. Jesus, Chloe, it was so hot."

Chloe laid back on the floor, the hard surface digging into her skin. It wasn’t comfortable, but it didn’t matter—staying under the table, obeying Jess’s order, made the entire situation even hotter. "And Jess was squeezing you between her thighs the whole time..." Her voice was breathless, her body trembling with need.

Steve positioned himself between her legs, his cock twitching as it pressed against her entrance. "The way you worshiped him, baby, it was..." He paused, his voice thick with lust. "It was the filthiest thing I’ve ever seen."

Chloe’s eyes sparkled, her lips parting as she looked up at him. "Did you like it?" she asked, her voice genuine, a hint of vulnerability creeping in.

"I loved it," Steve groaned, unable to hold back anymore. "God, I loved it."

"Oh God, Steve," Chloe moaned, her voice needy. "Fuck me right now."

He didn’t need to be told twice. With a single thrust, he buried himself inside her, their bodies connecting with a desperate urgency. There was no need for foreplay—they were both beyond ready, their bodies slick with sweat and arousal from everything they had done. He leaned down and kissed her deeply, their tongues entwining with a familiar hunger, each of them remembering where those tongues had been just moments before.

Steve fucked her hard, his hips slamming into hers with a rhythm that felt primal. Chloe moaned beneath him, her hands reaching up to grab the leg of the table for support. They both knew they were already close to cumming again.

Steve’s eyes were locked on her tits, the way they bounced with each thrust, completely covered in Ben’s cum. The sight was mesmerizing, filthy, and it only made him fuck her harder.

"You like the way they look, baby?" Chloe asked breathlessly, her voice breaking through his trance. "You like the way they look covered in Ben’s cum?"

Steve’s cock twitched inside her, growing even harder. "I do, baby," he groaned. "I fucking do."

"Does it make you jealous?" Chloe’s voice was teasing, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. "Seeing them like this? Your girlfriend’s big tits covered in your roommate’s cum?"

Steve moaned, his voice raw. "Oh god, it does."

"You cum on my tits," Chloe continued, her hands reaching up to cup her breasts, rubbing the cum into her skin like it was lotion. "But it’s never like this, is it? Just a little dribble down my cleavage. Look how covered they are, baby. It’s probably because of those big balls he has." She smiled wickedly, rubbing the cum across her tits with slow, deliberate movements, the sound of it wet and obscene.

Steve’s mind was spinning, the sight and sound of her playing with Ben’s cum driving him wild. "Fuck, this is so hot," he groaned. "You are so fucking hot."

Chloe smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she saw the effect it had on him. She took one hand, now coated in cum, and slowly brought a finger to her lips, sucking it into her mouth. "Mmmm," she moaned softly, savoring the taste. "Too bad you didn’t ask for some in my mouth, too. He tastes so good, baby."

Steve’s cock pulsed inside her. "Oh god, Chloe, I’m going to—"

Before he could finish, Chloe pushed against him, flipping him onto his back. She climbed on top of him, her body moving with renewed desperation as she began to ride him. "Hold on, baby," she whispered, her voice shaking. "I’m so close, baby, I’m so close to cumming with you..."

She grabbed the leg of the table for support, her body moving faster as she rode him. Her tits swung back and forth in Steve’s face, still glistening with Ben’s cum, and normally he would have buried his face in them—but now, he was conflicted. The thought of touching them, of being so close to another man’s cum, made him hesitate.

But that hesitation only made him harder. The confusion, the jealousy, the arousal—it all mixed together, creating a heady cocktail of emotions that drove him closer to the edge. He was doing everything in his power not to cum, but Chloe’s body, the way she moved on top of him, was making it impossible to hold back.

"What are you thinking about, baby?" Steve’s voice was low, his eyes fixed on Chloe as he noticed her eyes were squeezed shut now, her breathing coming in ragged gasps.

Chloe moaned softly, the sound dripping with need. She knew exactly where Steve was headed, and she couldn’t help but play along. "Oh, I’m thinking about you, baby," she said innocently, her voice trembling with barely-contained arousal. But the way her hips moved, the way her body reacted, begged him to challenge her.

Steve smirked, not letting her off that easily. "Are you sure?" His voice took on a teasing edge. "Are you sure you aren’t wishing it was Ben you were riding right now, instead of me? Maybe Ben, right on our bed?"

Chloe moaned louder, her body trembling as his words dug into her mind, igniting something deeper, something filthier. Her hips ground down harder, her movements more frantic.

Steve knew he had her now. "Maybe one day soon," he continued, his voice darkening, "he’ll tell you to send me to the office so you can have the room to yourself. Would you like that, baby? Fucking him on our bed? The one we sleep in every night?"

"Oh god..." Chloe gasped, her breathing ragged as her body quivered.

"You’d call in sick just to ride his big cock while I’m stuck at work, wouldn’t you?" Steve’s words were like gasoline, fueling the fire between them. "Imagine how it would feel, baby. That big cock inside you, stretching you open. I know you were thinking about it while you were sucking him. Just imagine how good it would feel if it was him right now... if it was Ben’s cock you were being so slutty for..."

Chloe’s moans turned desperate, her hips moving faster, riding Steve with a newfound intensity. "Oh god, Steve..."

"But I bet he wouldn’t just fuck you on our bed, would he?" Steve continued, his hands gripping her waist as he thrust up into her. "What if he bent you over our desk? The one where I work every day? What if Ben got to claim you with his big cock right there, in the room where we sleep? While I’m at the office, he'd have you to himself, fucking you over the desk while you moaned his name, begging for more."

Chloe's body trembled on top of him, her eyes rolling back as his words pushed her closer to the edge.

"He’s so much bigger than you, baby," Steve groaned, feeling her tighten around him. "I bet he’d push you around like a rag doll, wouldn’t he? You’d love that, wouldn’t you? Being treated like a piece of meat by him, bent over, fucked until you couldn’t think straight—"

"Oh, God, I’m cumming!" Chloe screamed, her body convulsing as her orgasm hit. She leaned forward, her big tits pressing against Steve’s chest as she kissed him deeply, her hips still pumping, desperate to draw out every last ounce of pleasure.

Steve could feel her shaking on top of him, her wetness soaking him as she came, and that was all he needed. His grip on her ass tightened, his body tensing as he gave in, pumping into her hard, his own orgasm surging through him. Their tongues intertwined as they both rode the wave of pleasure, lost in each other.

The filthy thought of her cum-covered tits pressed against him sent Steve over the edge, and he groaned as he filled her with his cum. Chloe’s moans grew softer, more breathless, as they both squeezed each other tight, their bodies trembling as they came down from their shared high.

For a long moment, they just lay there, breathing heavily, their bodies still pressed together.

"Oh my god," Chloe panted, her voice barely a whisper. "That was insane."

Steve nodded, his head spinning from the intensity of it all. "I want to start every morning under this table," he joked, his chest still heaving.

Chloe let out a soft laugh, kissing him tenderly. "As hot as that was," she teased, "I think it might kill my back if we fuck under there too often."

Steve grinned, climbing out from under the table and stretching. "You’re going to have back problems anyway, with those tits of yours," he teased, his eyes glancing down at her chest still covered in Ben’s cum.

Chloe smirked, playfully rolling her eyes. "Should we... shower? Before they come back?"

She grabbed his hand, pulling him toward the bathroom. As they reached the shower, Chloe turned on the water, and they held each other, the warmth of their bodies still radiating between them as they kissed gently, their lips lingering as the steam began to fill the room.

The kiss broke, and Chloe looked at Steve with a funny expression, her brow furrowing slightly.

"Um… did you notice something?" she asked, her voice tentative.

Steve blinked, confused. "What?"

"Under the table," she said, her eyes wide as if the realization had just hit her. "Did you notice how clean it was?"

Steve frowned, thinking back to the morning. He had been so caught up in everything that he hadn’t paid attention.

Chloe laughed softly, shaking her head. "I mean, we keep the apartment relatively clean, sure, but it was spotless. Like… the cleanest I’ve ever seen any of our floors."

Steve’s eyes widened as the thought dawned on him. "Wait... you think they cleaned it?"

Chloe nodded, a playful grin spreading across her face. "I think they moved the table and cleaned it this morning before we got up."

Steve shook his head in amazement, a chuckle escaping him. "So... they knew exactly what was going to happen?"

Chloe smiled, stepping into the shower as the water began to warm up. "They knew everything," she said with a laugh. "But it’s kind of sweet, don’t you think? They could’ve left it dirty—it’s not like that would’ve stopped us."

Steve grinned, stepping in beside her, the warm water washing away the evidence of their morning. "Yeah, it’s funny," he said, pulling her close, their bodies pressed together under the spray. "It’s like... their way of taking care of us."

Chloe smiled against his lips, her eyes sparkling. "Yeah," she whispered, kissing him softly. "It really is."

"Wow," said Steve, shaking his head in amazement. "They’ve got us pegged."

Chloe giggled, her eyes sparkling with a mix of disbelief and amusement. "I know! They knew exactly what was going to happen."

They kissed again, soft and lingering, letting the last remnants of their post-orgasm glow settle between them. The kiss wasn’t rushed or desperate anymore—it was filled with a sweet intimacy, a quiet acknowledgment of how much they trusted each other. As they began to clean each other off, it felt different. They often showered together, but usually, they focused on their own bodies. This time, they took their time, gently scrubbing each other, exploring every inch of skin as if to make sure nothing was left untouched.

It wasn’t sexual, but there was a tenderness in their movements. Steve’s hands slid over Chloe’s back, her arms, and down to her legs, slowly washing away the remnants of the morning. Chloe did the same, her fingers tracing the muscles in his chest, her gaze soft as she looked at him. They often kissed gently as they worked, enjoying the feel of being close, of sharing this moment. They were both happy, content, and confident in each other.

After drying off, they got dressed and returned to the common living space, just as Jess and Ben came through the door, carrying coffee for each of them. Steve noted the small smile on Jess’s face as she handed him a cold brew.

"Cold brew for you," she said, her tone casual but with a hint of playfulness. "And mocha for you," she added, handing Chloe her cup.

"Thank you," said Steve, genuinely surprised they had picked up coffee for them. It was a small gesture, but thoughtful in a way that made him feel a strange mix of warmth and anticipation.

Jess’s eyes flicked to Chloe, her gaze sharp and knowing. "So? Did you stay under the table?"

Chloe’s cheeks flushed a soft pink, but a small, satisfied smile crept onto her face. "Yes, Jess," she replied, her voice soft but sure.

Jess smiled in return, clearly pleased. "Good girl." She took a seat at the table, motioning for them to do the same. "Now, come sit. We have something we want to run by you."

Steve and Chloe exchanged curious glances before taking their seats at the kitchen table—a table that now held a different kind of significance. It wasn’t just a place to eat anymore; it was where they’d been dominated, where they had crossed a new boundary. As Steve sat, a flicker of arousal ran through him at the memory, but he pushed it aside, focusing on Jess and Ben.

"So," Jess began, her voice taking on a more serious tone. "As you may or may not know, the week after next I have a business trip coming up. I’ll be in Vegas for a conference."

Steve nodded slowly, realizing he had lost track of how many trips Jess took for work. It was almost routine at this point.

"There’s no pressure to say yes to this," Jess continued, her eyes scanning both of them. "It doesn’t have to impact our game at all if you don’t want it to. But, Steve—" she paused, giving him a pointed look. "You can work from anywhere, right?"

Steve cocked his head, a bit thrown by the question. "Yeah, anywhere with an internet connection. Why?"

Jess smiled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "I want you to come with me."

There was a beat of silence as Steve and Chloe processed what she was suggesting. Chloe’s eyes widened slightly, her gaze darting from Jess to Steve, and Steve’s mind raced through the possibilities.

"I’d be in meetings all day," Jess explained, leaning back in her chair casually, "so you could work from the hotel room. In the evenings, sometimes we’d go out with clients. Other times, we’d have the nights to ourselves. And at night?" She let her voice trail off, raising an eyebrow. "Well, I’ll let you guess."

Steve felt a blush creeping up his neck, the implications of what she was offering clear.

"I’d pay for the flight, the hotel, and all the food," Jess continued, her voice practical but with an undercurrent of suggestion. "You’d get your own room, of course—though it would be connected to mine. It would be a chance for me to take another boring business trip and turn it into something more… interesting. Vegas gets dull after a while." Her eyes flicked to Chloe. "And it would give Ben and Chloe the apartment to themselves all week."

Ben smirked, leaning back in his chair. "I’ve got some ideas of things we could do while your boyfriend’s away," he said, his tone layered with sexual promise, but also with a genuine sense of planning, as though he already had something in mind.

Chloe’s face flushed a deeper red as Ben spoke, her mind clearly wandering to what he meant by that.

"So," Jess asked, her voice softer now, "what do you think? No pressure."

Steve and Chloe exchanged a look, both feeling the weight of the decision. Jess was offering what could potentially be the most intense, sexually charged week of their lives, but it also felt like a major step forward in their arrangement. Was this taking things too far? A week spent focused solely on someone else, far away from home?

"What do you think?" Steve asked Chloe, his voice quiet but steady.

She glanced at Ben again, her face thoughtful. "I mean, I obviously want to..." She hesitated, clearly torn between the temptation and her own reservations. "But I want to make sure we’re both okay with where this is going. With us."

Steve reached out, taking her hand gently. "Look, I love you, and I trust you," he said, his voice filled with sincerity. "We’re opening things up, but nothing’s going to change that. You can stop this anytime you want, and that’s okay. But if you want to push it further... I’m ready."

Chloe nodded, her expression softening, a look of relief crossing her face. "Yeah, I feel the same way." She leaned forward, kissing him gently, her lips brushing against his in a moment of quiet understanding.

"So?" Steve asked, his heart racing.

Chloe’s eyes gleamed with mischief now, her doubt gone. "So... let’s do it."

Steve turned toward the hallway. "Hey, guys?" he called out.

Jess and Ben reappeared, their expressions expectant.

"Well?" Jess asked, her voice holding a knowing edge, as though she already knew their answer.

"We’re in," Steve said, a nervous excitement bubbling up in him.

Jess’s smile widened, a glint of satisfaction in her eyes. "Great," she said. "Now—do you own a suit?"

The next day, Steve found himself standing in front of the mirrors at a high-end tailor shop, watching as the tailor carefully took his measurements. When Jess had asked him if he had a suit, he had confidently said yes, only for her to demand a picture. Once she saw the photo, she had given him a look that made him feel like a complete idiot and immediately told him she would buy him a new one.

Steve had tried to protest, knowing how expensive suits could be, but he quickly realized this wasn’t optional. Jess was preparing him for the trip, and this was part of the package.

The shop was clearly top-tier, with no other patrons in sight. Jess sat nearby, her legs crossed, typing away on her phone as Steve was fitted. The racks were filled with exquisite dresses and suits, each one more luxurious than the last. Steve had glanced at a few price tags and quickly decided he was better off not knowing how much this was going to cost.

The tailor was an older woman, her face serious as she measured his shoulders and chest. "What’s the occasion?" she asked, her voice polite but distant. "A special event, or more day-to-day wear?"

"More day-to-day," Jess answered smoothly before Steve could open his mouth.

The tailor glanced at Jess, a faint hint of amusement in her eyes. She could tell who was calling the shots here.

"Color?" she asked, continuing her work.

"Navy blue," Jess responded without missing a beat.

"Vest?" the tailor inquired, holding the tape measure against Steve’s waist.

"Two-piece," Jess answered the tailor confidently.

"Buttons?" the tailor asked, her pen poised above her notebook.

"Two," Jess replied without hesitation.

The tailor sighed dramatically, her frustration palpable. "So boring."

Jess shrugged, the corner of her mouth lifting in amusement. "Agreed, but it’s his first suit. We can be a little bolder for the next one."

"Hey, I own a suit!" Steve interjected, feeling a small wave of defensiveness rising in him.

Jess’s smirk widened, her tone playful but firm. "An unfitted suit. Ten years out of style."

The tailor gave Steve a look, as if he had just claimed he owned a suit made of cardboard. "Well… it’s still a suit," Steve muttered under his breath, though his protest felt weak.

"The girl your boyfriend brought in this morning was much more of a fun project," the tailor said nonchalantly, making notes as she worked the measuring tape around Steve.

Steve blinked, confused. "They were here today?"

The tailor nodded, barely looking up as she continued her measurements. "I mean, I assume you're still dating him, since he put it on your account."

"We're still dating," Jess answered smoothly, her tone unreadable. Steve noticed the slight furrow in the tailor's brow—clearly wondering why they'd come separately—but the woman remained professional, not asking any probing questions.

"Why was her fitting more fun?" Steve asked, curiosity piqued. "Did she pick out an interesting dress?"

The tailor shook her head, chuckling softly. "Not the dress... her. Poor girl probably needs every piece of clothing custom-made."

Steve understood immediately, thinking about Chloe’s bust, and nodded quietly.

"You, however," the tailor continued, giving him a quick once-over, "seem to be completely average in measurements."

Jess chimed in without missing a beat, her voice carrying a faint edge of teasing. "That he is." Her words hung in the air, and Steve knew there was a double meaning lost on the tailor.

"I'll be right back," the tailor said, walking toward the back of the store. "Let me get something for you to try on."

As soon as she was gone, Steve and Jess exchanged a glance in the mirror, the reflection of them standing side by side casting an odd sense of familiarity—yet also reminding Steve of how much had changed.

"Thanks again," Steve said quietly, looking at her reflection instead of turning toward her. "For the suit."

Jess waved a dismissive hand, brushing off the gratitude with a smile. "Trust me, it’s more for me than you. We’re going to meet plenty of people who’d judge me for showing up with a date wearing jeans and a hoodie."

Steve chuckled softly but paused as the word date hung in the air. He met her eyes in the mirror, a question forming. "Is that what I am? A date?"

Jess raised an eyebrow, her playful smirk never fading. "A friend date."

Steve nodded slowly, the complexity of their situation becoming even more apparent. It wasn’t a simple dynamic anymore—heading out in public with Jess while having Chloe at home. Yet, somehow, it felt natural for them.

The tailor returned, arms full of fabric. She handed Steve a suit to try on, and he disappeared into the changing room. The moment he slipped into the jacket, he was surprised by how good it looked, even without any alterations. It felt different from his old suit—a world of difference. When he stepped out, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and almost didn’t recognize the man standing there.

Jess stood up and walked over, inspecting him closely. "Not bad," she murmured, circling him, her critical eye scanning every detail.

The tailor, however, pursed her lips, clearly unsatisfied. "Let me get another," she said, already walking back toward the racks.

Steve turned to Jess with a playful grin. "Now be honest," he teased, watching her in the mirror. "Is this a Pygmalion situation?"

Jess’s eyes twinkled, amusement flashing across her face. "Pygmalion?" she echoed, arching a brow.

Steve grinned, keeping his gaze on Jess through the mirror as she let out that short, quiet laugh—a rare sound that, from anyone else, might have seemed minor. But from Jess, it was like a full-blown belly laugh. Progress, he thought. 

"I don’t see that as an improvement," she responded smoothly. "Besides, it feels more like a reverse Pretty Woman to me." 

Steve pretended to look shocked, raising his eyebrows. "Is that what you think of me?" 

Jess tilted her head thoughtfully. "Well... not that I’m paying you," she quipped, "but I am buying you some nice clothes." 

Steve couldn’t help himself—he glanced down at the price tag, his stomach flipping slightly at the number. Of course, it was twice as much as his old suit. He winced internally. That suit was just fine, he told himself, but now it seemed ridiculous in comparison. 

He caught her gaze in the mirror, where she was still focused on judging the suit. "Jess?" 

"Yeah?" she answered, her eyes flicking up to meet his. 

"Can I ask you a question?" 

"Sure." 

He hesitated for a second, then dove in. "I’m not going to ask if you make five hundred an hour," he joked lightly, "but… you clearly make a lot. Why the hell are you living with roommates on the Upper East Side? I mean, couldn’t you be in a penthouse in SoHo or something?" 

Her eyes met his again in the mirror, her expression unreadable at first. "You think I should move out?" she asked, her tone deliberately teasing, though there was that familiar edge of mystery behind her words. 

"No, I—of course not." Steve quickly backpedaled, feeling a rush of heat in his cheeks, but he caught the glint of amusement in her eyes. She’s messing with me, he realized. 

Jess smiled, a little more openly now. "I think people spend money in all the wrong ways," she began, her tone slipping back into something more serious. "Could I afford to live in a nicer place? Sure. I could spend ten times what I do in rent now on a swanky apartment somewhere else. But would I enjoy it ten times as much? I don’t think so. Not right now, where we are in our lives. Maybe when we’re older, settling down, sure. But right now?" She shrugged, crossing her arms casually. "I’d say I have more fun living the way we do than I would being all alone in some huge apartment, and I spend less to get it." 

Steve blinked, her practicality catching him off guard. He smirked, then let out a small laugh. He didn’t even try to hide his amusement. 

Jess looked confused, her eyebrows pulling together. "What?" 

"You know," Steve teased, a grin spreading across his face, "you can just say, ‘I have fun living with you guys.’ You don’t have to make it about the… per dollar value." 

For the briefest moment, Jess’s ears turned the faintest shade of red, a rare sign of vulnerability. She blinked, clearly caught off guard by his retort, and Steve couldn’t help but feel the rare satisfaction of having the upper hand—for once. 

The tailor returned, holding a few more suit options draped over her arm. "I think I’ve got some good choices for him here," she said, her voice brisk and professional. 

Jess checked her watch, the usual intensity returning to her expression. "Excellent. Let’s get this done—we need to get to your haircut." 

Steve blinked. "Haircut?" he repeated, glancing at her with mild alarm. 

"Obviously," Jess said, barely suppressing a smile. "We can’t leave that mop untouched." 

Steve groaned lightly, running a hand through his hair. "You’re turning me into some kind of mannequin, aren’t you?" 

Jess grinned, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Trust me, Steve… by the time we’re done, you’ll be unrecognizable." 

Steve laughed, but there was a faint shiver of anticipation running through him. The suit, the haircut, the Vegas trip—it was all starting to feel like more than just an upgrade. It was a transformation. A challenge. And one Jess was intent on seeing through. 


Chapter 8 


The week leading up to the trip had passed in a blur of anticipation. Jess had called the game off, making it clear that she and Ben weren’t going to make any moves on either Steve or Chloe until Vegas. That decision created a palpable tension, as if everyone was holding their breath, waiting for what was to come.

Steve’s haircut had been a serious change. It required more effort in the mornings—combing and styling, which wasn’t something he was used to—but the way Chloe had looked at him when she first saw it made the extra effort more than worth it.

On Sunday afternoon, the day before their departure, Jess had told them not to make any dinner plans. Steve had been sitting in their room when Ben suddenly knocked on the door, asking for Chloe. She kissed Steve quickly and left with Ben, her excitement clear on her face. Steve, however, was left confused, unsure of what was happening.

A little while later, Jess arrived, holding his new suit draped over her shoulder. She smiled as she walked into the room.

"Ready to try this thing on?" she asked, handing it over to him. "Let’s go. Strip."

Steve hesitated for a moment, feeling a little self-conscious under her careful gaze, but he complied, quickly slipping into the suit. He tied the tie as best as he could and slid his feet into the new leather shoes Jess had bought him. Stepping in front of the mirror, he stopped short, stunned by his reflection.

Wow.

He looked... good. Better than good. The suit fit perfectly, hugging his frame in all the right places. His newly styled hair added an extra layer of sophistication, making him look like a completely different person. It was a transformation.

Jess stepped up behind him, clearly enjoying his reaction. "You clean up nice," she remarked, her tone casual, but her eyes holding approval.

"I actually... kind of think I do," Steve admitted, still surprised by the image staring back at him. "I mean, I’m not Ben, but..."

"You look very handsome," Jess interrupted, walking in front of him. She reached up to adjust the knot of his tie and buttoned the top button of his jacket, her fingers moving with precision.

As she stood so close, her fingers working the fabric around his neck, Steve found himself studying her face—the perfect, sharp lines, the intensity in her eyes. She was always stunning, but there was something about this moment that felt different. Intimate, even. Like this wasn’t the Jess who enjoyed controlling him, but someone more... personal, as if they were on a real date. It unsettled him in a way he couldn’t quite describe.

"There," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Now I can be seen with you."

Steve looked at her, still needing the validation. "You really think I look okay?"

Jess gave him an appraising glance, her lips curving into a slight smile. "I’m tempted to mess with you," she said, the playful glint in her eyes returning, "but yes, you look good. Now come on. Let’s meet your date."

She opened the bedroom door, gesturing for him to head into the common room. As Steve stepped out, his eyes landed on Chloe.

Wow.

Again.

Chloe was standing in the kitchen, nervously fidgeting with her dress. But it wasn’t just any dress—it was a silver cocktail dress, custom-fitted to her curves. The fabric hugged her body in all the right places, emphasizing her stunning figure, and the deep neckline showcased her spectacular cleavage in a way that was both classy and incredibly sexy. She wore matching high heels, something she rarely did, and her makeup—usually soft and natural—was just a touch more dramatic tonight, making her eyes pop and her lips look full and red.

For a moment, Steve was speechless, taking in how gorgeous she looked. Chloe, too, was studying him, her eyes wide as she took in his new suit, his styled hair, and the polished look he now wore. She almost couldn’t believe this was her boyfriend—he looked so dashing, so put together.

"Just a little taste of how your significant other will be dressing for us this week," Jess remarked, her tone light, but both Steve and Chloe felt a flare of jealousy flicker up at the reminder of who they were really getting dressed up for.

"You look... stunning," Steve finally said, his voice full of genuine admiration.

Chloe smiled, her face glowing. "You look so handsome. So, so handsome."

Steve glanced around, still a bit confused. "What are you guys... where are you going in that?"

"We’re going dancing," Ben called from the kitchen table, casually lounging as if this were any ordinary night. "I’ve got some good clubs I wanted to take her to."

Jess snorted. "He fails to mention that he wants to invite every guy he knows so they can see what he’s getting on the side."

"No, I want to dance with my date!" Ben shot back, though there was a mischievous edge in his voice. "But if a few guys want to come with their girls, and they find out I’m hooking up with Chloe here—with my girlfriend’s blessing, no less—well... that’s not my fault, is it?"

Jess rolled her eyes, but Steve felt his cock twitch at the thought. Ben clearly loved making people jealous, and Steve couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like for Ben’s friends to see him dancing with Chloe, knowing he had Jess waiting at home—and that they were all okay with it. The idea sent a rush of arousal through him.

"You two have reservations at a great sushi spot across town," Jess said, pulling her phone out and typing something quickly. "I’ll text you the address. Enjoy yourselves, but whatever you do tonight, do not mess up your new clothes. No tearing them off or anything. If you do, I will kill you."

"But while you’re having your romantic dinner, looking into each other’s eyes, kissing, and fucking tonight..." Jess’s voice trailed off, a wicked smile curling on her lips. "There’s just one thing I want you both to remember. One thought I want to make sure is always in the back of your minds."

Chloe blinked, her eyes widening slightly. "What’s that?" she asked, her voice tentative.

Jess’s smile grew wider, more dangerous. "Next week. All week." She paused, letting the tension build. "You’re ours."


Chapter 9

The trip to Vegas was, without question, the most comfortable and luxurious travel experience Steve had ever had.

Jess had upgraded them both to first class without hesitation. Though Steve had protested—reminding her that she’d already bought him a new suit—she simply waved it off with a casual flick of her hand, claiming she had too many points. Steve wasn’t exactly sure what kind of points she meant, but she implied the upgrade had been free. He couldn’t argue further, and in truth, he didn’t want to.

The difference in their travel experience was clear from the moment they arrived at the airport. While Steve fumbled with his phone, unsure if he was even checked in, Jess moved through the terminal like she’d done it a thousand times. She knew exactly where to go, breezing through the airport with the same sharp efficiency she applied to everything in her life. By the time Steve was still struggling to find his ID and boarding pass, Jess had her electronics and toiletries ready for the TSA agent, her bag neatly packed. Steve noticed an odd, long box in her bag when she opened it to pull out her toiletries, but he didn’t ask. His mind was already swirling with anticipation about the week to come.

Once they boarded the plane, Steve was hit with the realization that this level of comfort would spoil flying for him forever. He’d never flown anything above "extra legroom" economy, and now here he was, in a seat that reclined fully, with a flight attendant offering him champagne before they even took off.

"This," Steve thought, settling into the plush seat beside Jess, "is the only way to travel."

As the flight attendant returned with their drinks, Steve raised his glass to Jess. "Cheers," he said, a genuine smile tugging at his lips. "And thanks. Again."

Jess returned the toast, her eyes flickering with that same predatory hunger he’d seen before, though her smile remained soft and composed. "You'll pay for it," she said, her voice smooth. "In time."

Steve’s grin widened. "Somehow, I think I'll enjoy paying."

Jess leaned in, her tone dropping slightly. "We'll see, won’t we?" Her expression shifted, suddenly serious, and she glanced around to make sure no one else could hear her. "There’s just one more thing I want to cover before we get to Vegas and start this week."

Steve felt the change in tone and leaned in, intrigued. "Oh?"

"This week, we’ll be pushing each other’s boundaries," Jess said, her voice low, her words measured. "Mine and yours. We’ll be playing games, making bets, negotiating for sexual favors. We’ll push each other to break the rules we set for ourselves. That’s the fun of it, right?"

Steve nodded, though her words left him curious about how far she was planning to push things. "Right."

"But I want you to know something important before we get into any of that," Jess continued, her gaze locking onto his. "If you ever cross a line or do something that makes me uncomfortable, I’ll tell you immediately and clearly. And I expect you to do the same with me."

"Of course," Steve agreed, nodding.

"Good." Jess’s eyes softened slightly as she leaned back, her expression relaxing.

Steve cocked his head, still processing her seriousness. "You wanted to make sure you had my... consent?"

Jess smiled faintly but shook her head. "More than that. I wanted to make sure you had my consent. For example..." She leaned closer again, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Let’s say the hostess brings us hot towels, and we make a bet. If she gives me my towel first, you have to go down on me. But if she gives it to you first, I have to go down on you."

Steve raised an eyebrow, grinning. "I believe you’d call that a win/win."

Jess’s eyes darkened, her lips barely moving as she leaned in even closer. "If you won... and I brought you into that tiny airplane bathroom to suck your cock while we’re 30,000 feet in the air…"

Steve felt his pulse quicken, his heart skipping a beat at the image she painted.

"I don’t want you to think, ‘Oh, I’m forcing Jess to do this against her will’ just because you won the bet." Her voice was silky, but firm. "You aren’t. This is all just a game. If I ever do something I don’t want to do, I’ll stop. You cannot force me to do anything outside of exactly what I want. Understood?"

Steve nodded, suddenly understanding the deeper dynamic Jess was preparing him for. There was going to be a lot more to this week than just teasing and control—it was going to be a game of power, and both of them were going to be testing the limits.

"Understood," he said softly.

"Good," Jess said, her face brightening with a quick smile as she leaned back in her seat. "Now we can relax."

"I’m glad you covered it, though," Steve admitted. He glanced up and saw the hostess making her way down the aisle with a tray of towels. "Though, to be honest, that hypothetical bet doesn’t seem like it’s in your favor. I’m in the aisle, after all."

Jess gave him a cryptic look but didn’t say anything.

The hostess finally reached them, holding two small metal prongs and a tray with steaming towels. She smiled warmly, glancing at Steve. "Hot towel?" she asked, holding the prongs toward him first.

Steve smiled back and reached for it, but before he could grab it, Jess’s cheerful voice cut through the moment.

"Do you mind if I get mine first?" she asked, her voice unnaturally bright, as though she were channeling a different version of herself. It was a tone Steve rarely heard from her, and it caught both him and the hostess off guard.

The hostess paused for a moment, her smile faltering before it quickly returned to its polished glow. "Oh, um, sure! Ladies first, after all."

Jess grabbed the first towel with a small smirk, tossing a wink Steve's way. He shook his head, knowing what was coming.

“That felt like cheating,” Steve said as he took his towel after her.

Jess wiped her hands, clearly pleased with herself. “Why? Did you really think I’d leave something like that to chance?”

Steve opened his mouth to protest, but when her eyes sparkled with amusement, he gave up, smiling instead. “I should’ve known better.”

The flight had gone smoothly, and now a car awaited them at the airport, ready to whisk them off to the Strip. As they stepped into their suite, Steve couldn’t help but marvel at the setup. Jess had clearly snagged the larger, more luxurious master bedroom, while his was a smaller room with two queen beds. Typical.

At Jess’s suggestion, they took separate showers to wash away the day’s travel. When Steve finished and stepped back into the suite, dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, he found Jess lounging on a chaise near the window. She wore nothing but one of the hotel’s robes, her bare legs crossed casually as she tapped away on her phone. The dimming Vegas skyline framed her perfectly, making her look like some kind of decadent goddess against the glittering city below. His heart skipped a beat as he sat down across from her, but she didn’t immediately look up.

“All clean?” she asked, her eyes still glued to her screen.

“Squeaky,” he replied. Silence hung between them for a moment, but Steve’s pulse quickened. Was this where things started to shift? He couldn’t help but wonder what would happen now that they were alone. The room was quiet save for the soft sound of Jess’s fingers gliding over her phone screen, but tension hummed in the air, thicker than before.

“So,” Steve ventured, trying to break the tension. “What’s the plan now?”

Jess finally glanced up, her lips curling into a small smile as if she was privy to a secret. “I’ve got some time to kill before dinner. Client meeting. No plus ones, so you’ll have to entertain yourself until I get back later.”

“Yeah, I can do that.”

“Try not to lose your life savings while I’m gone.”

“Oh, I’m not gambling,” Steve said. “I was thinking of checking out the Pinball Hall of Fame.”

Jess’s expression shifted, as though he’d just spoken in a foreign language. “The...what?”

Steve’s grin widened. “It’s a museum dedicated to classic pinball games. I’ve always wanted to go.”

She stared at him, really studying him this time, before pinching the bridge of her nose in exasperation. “Let me get this straight. You’re in Vegas, and the first thing you want to do is play pinball?”

He shrugged, sheepish. “What, you don’t like pinball?”

Jess shook her head, clearly torn between amusement and disbelief. “Remind me again why I invited you on this trip?”

“Generally? To bully me.”

Her eyebrow arched, though her eyes twinkled with mischief. “I only bully you because you like it.”

Steve’s cheeks warmed. “You’re not wrong.”

Just then, his phone buzzed on the table. Chloe’s name lit up the screen. Jess’s eyes flickered with sudden interest, the playful glint sharpening into something more calculated. “Speaking of bullying,” she purred, leaning forward slightly, “I think it’s time for our first event.”

Steve blinked, unsure of what she meant. “Huh?”

“Pick up the phone,” Jess instructed, her voice dropping into something that sent a shiver up his spine. “Put it on speaker.”

He did as she said, fumbling slightly as he swiped to answer the call. “Hey, babe.”

Chloe’s voice bubbled through the speaker, bright and excited. “Hey, baby! How was the flight?”

Steve’s eyes flicked to Jess, who was watching him closely, her finger pressed to her lips in a silent command not to reveal her presence. “Great,” he replied, trying to keep his voice steady. “Amazing, actually. I think I’m only flying first class from now on.”

Chloe laughed on the other end. “She’s really spoiling you, huh?”

Steve’s gaze never left Jess. “Yeah, she is.”

Jess smirked but didn’t move, content to watch as Steve squirmed under the pressure of her gaze.

“How’s the hotel?” Chloe asked. “Everything nice?”

“Very nice. The view’s...amazing.” He hesitated, wondering just how much Jess had orchestrated. She sat there, in her robe, looking like sin wrapped in luxury, while his girlfriend on the phone remained blissfully unaware. What game was Jess playing?

“Sounds like you’re living the dream,” Chloe said, her voice warm. “So, uh... I had a thought before the weekend really gets going.”

Steve’s heart skipped. “What’s that?”

“Well,” Chloe paused, her voice dropping to a quieter, more suggestive tone. “I was thinking it might be fun to... you know... mess around. Before things get busy.”

Steve’s breath caught. He glanced at Jess again. She was watching him intently, still as a statue, as if waiting for him to make a move.

Chloe’s voice was soft but steady. “I was hoping you could... tell me a dirty story about us. So I could...play with myself a little.”

Steve’s pulse thundered in his ears. He glanced back at Jess, who arched an eyebrow. Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she brought a finger to her lips again, silently demanding he stay quiet about her being there.

Steve swallowed, his mind spinning. Jess had known. She had orchestrated this. But how? Why? The tension between them thickened, and suddenly, he felt trapped in this web she had so carefully spun.

"Um... yeah," Steve’s voice wavered, uncertainty bubbling in his chest as his eyes locked with Jess's. "Yeah, of course."

"Just one little rule," Chloe purred through the phone. "If you cum, you have to hang up. So you’ve got to hold off on cumming, okay?"

Steve glanced at Jess, trying to read her expression. What was this game? "Okay, baby, that sounds... fun. What do you want the dirty story to be about?"

"Hmm," Chloe replied, as if she were considering it. But Steve could tell she already knew. "Tell me about me going down on you."

"You want to suck my dick?" Steve’s voice grew more seductive, playing along.

"I want to suck your cock." Chloe’s words sent a pulse of heat through him, but what shocked him more was the way Jess nodded along, lips curling in the faintest of smiles, as if she too was giving her permission. "Tell me a story, baby. What happens first?"

Steve swallowed, the weight of the moment settling on him. "Okay, well, first thing is that I see you... I see you in your new dress, and you look so good, baby. So I go over, and I kiss you on the lips. I plant a kiss gently, as I hold you t—"

Suddenly, the unmistakable sound of kissing filled the air, echoing from the phone. Steve froze. No one could make kissing sounds that convincingly by themselves.

The smacking sound of a passionate kiss breaking apart came through the speaker. "What’s wrong, baby?" Chloe’s voice was breathless. "I want to hear more."

Steve stared at the phone, dread and arousal twisting in his stomach. "What... was that sound?" he asked, though he was already sure of the answer. His heart pounded hard in his chest.

"Oh, I’m just playing along with your story, baby. I’m pretending like... you're right here. Tell me. What happens next?"

The reality hit him like a wave. Could this really be happening? Chloe wasn’t alone. The sounds, the timing—it all lined up. "Well, of course, baby, our kisses would start to get dirtier." As if on cue, the smacking of kisses intensified through the phone. Chloe’s soft moans mingled with what was clearly Ben’s mouth on hers.

Steve felt his cock throb. There was no denying it now—Ben was there with her, and whatever story Steve told, they would act out together. All while Chloe innocently pretended it was just phone sex.

Then, Jess stood up. Steve hadn’t realized she was wearing heels, but now that she was standing, she towered over him just slightly, her figure commanding the room. Without a word, she tugged at the robe’s belt, and the fabric fell away, revealing her body in a matching set of black lingerie. Her panties were a G-string, the high straps accentuating her long, toned legs. The black bra pushed up her full, round breasts—larger than he had imagined, but now, with nothing between them, he could see just how stunning she was. While Chloe had an impressive chest, Jess’s figure had its own sultry allure.

Steve’s cock strained against his jeans, fully hard now.

Jess moved toward him, slow and deliberate, her eyes never leaving his. She seemed to savor the power she held, even though she barely spoke. When she reached him, her fingers slid behind his neck, pulling him in for a kiss.

The kiss was different from any he’d ever had with Chloe—there was no gentle build-up, no tentative exploration. Jess was in control, her full lips moving over his with raw dominance, her tongue demanding, teasing. Steve found himself melting into her, a soft moan escaping him as he kissed her back, completely out of his depth.

The kissing on the phone paused for a moment. "What’s next, baby? Tell me what happens next," Chloe’s voice was almost desperate, oblivious to the real scene playing out on Steve’s end.

"Well," Steve panted as Jess’s lips left his, his body aching for more, "first, you'd take off my shirt..."

He heard the rustling of clothes over the phone as Chloe and Ben presumably stripped. At the same time, Jess smoothly took the phone from Steve’s hand and, with her other hand, pulled his shirt over his head. Steve now fully understood what this was—a synchronized performance. A game where his story would guide them both.

"You look so good without a shirt on," Chloe’s voice came through. "You look so fucking hot."

Steve’s heart raced. Who was she talking to? Ben, or him? The ambiguity sent a thrill through his body, making him even harder.

"And you start making your way down," Steve continued, breathless. "Kissing my... my neck, then my... chest..."

Jess complied without a word, her soft lips trailing along his neck, then moving down his chest, each kiss sending electric shivers through him. She didn’t need to say anything; her actions spoke louder than words. The phone, still clutched in her hand, echoed with the sound of Chloe doing the same to Ben.

"Your body feels so good against my lips," Chloe whispered, her voice sultry.

"Your lips feel so good against me," Steve muttered, his eyes meeting Jess’s. She was waiting, watching him expectantly, waiting for him to tell her what to do next. "Now you... reach toward my belt," he said, his voice thick with desire. "Undo them... and pull off my pants."

Jess didn’t hesitate, her fingers deftly unbuckling his belt, and with a quick tug, his jeans fell to the floor. The sound of pants dropping echoed over the phone as well, Chloe and Ben continuing to mirror their actions. Steve stood there, bare except for his underwear, his cock straining against the fabric.

Jess knelt down in front of him, her face inches from his bulging crotch. She still held the phone in one hand, keeping the connection between them and Chloe alive. Her expression was calm, almost indifferent, as she glanced at the tent in his underwear.

"Oh, you're so big for me," Chloe cooed from the other end. "I can see the outline of your cock... it’s so big, baby."

Jess looked up at Steve, her expression less impressed. Her lips curled slightly, but it wasn’t a smile—it was a challenge. The power dynamic shifted. Even on her knees, Jess radiated control, while Steve felt utterly at her mercy.

"You like it?" Steve asked, trying to regain some control.

"I love it!" Chloe’s voice was genuine, filled with enthusiasm, but Jess only shook her head ever so slightly, her expression unimpressed.

"You want to suck my cock, right?" Steve pressed, though the words felt forced as Jess’s silent judgment weighed on him.

"Please let me suck your cock, baby," Chloe begged from the other end. Jess only nodded in response, her disinterest clear.

"So you pull down my waistband," Steve said, his voice trembling as Jess reached up, her fingers hooking into his waistband. She tugged down his underwear, leaving him completely exposed, his cock standing hard in front of her.

"Oh, you're so hard for me, baby," Chloe moaned through the phone. "You look so big and hard for me."

Jess, still kneeling, inspected him closely. Her fingers brushed against his cock, but there was no reverence, no awe in her touch. Even now, as she held his cock in her hand, it was clear—Jess held all the power. And Steve was just along for the ride.

"Can you do me a favor, d—baby?" Chloe asked through the phone, her voice breathy with anticipation. Steve caught the slip—she nearly called him by the wrong name. His pulse quickened.

"You want me to slap you with my cock?" Steve asked, genuinely surprised by the request. Chloe had never asked for that before. He wondered briefly if maybe he hadn't quite had the equipment to make it exciting for her before.

"Yes, please!"

Steve glanced at Jess, unsure of what to do. Jess raised one eyebrow and brought a finger to her own cheek, slowly tapping it, silently giving him a target. Her expression remained impassive, though there was a flicker of amusement in her eyes. "That's so hot, baby," Steve continued, playing along, "So I take my cock, and slap it against your cheek—"

He hesitated. He had never done anything like this before. Gripping his cock at the base, he moved closer to Jess. He tried to mimic what he imagined it should be, but his confidence faltered. The tip of his cock barely grazed her cheek, softly squishing against it without any real impact. The result was... underwhelming. No sound, no satisfying smack. Jess blinked up at him, completely unfazed.

A loud, exaggerated smacking sound came from the phone's speaker, followed by Chloe's delighted voice. "Oh, baby, that felt so good. It feels so heavy against me, so solid."

Steve swallowed hard, glancing at Jess again. Her eyebrow arched higher, his cock still pressed against her cheek, barely leaving a dent. He could feel the power shift between them—Jess was unimpressed, which only heightened the sense of control she had over him.

"I'm rubbing my cheek against your shaft," Chloe purred into the phone, the sounds of her licking and kissing Ben filling the air. Jess, still silent, tilted her head slightly and moved it back and forth against Steve’s tip, mimicking Chloe’s words. Her cheek brushed softly against him, but there was no passion in it—just pure, calculated performance.

"Let me suck it, baby. Please?" Chloe begged through the phone, her voice drenched in lust.

Steve's heart raced. "You ready to suck my cock?"

"Yes!" Chloe’s enthusiasm rang through the phone, her desire palpable. Jess, ever the silent partner, simply nodded along, her expression cool and in control.

"So I stand right in front of you with my cock right at your face," Steve said, his breath coming faster. Jess pulled her face away from his cock, a thin line of precum connecting them for a fleeting moment before it broke. She glanced at the precum with disinterest, her face letting him know exactly what she thought of how close he was to cumming already. Steve's cock twitched, inches from her face, the tension mounting between them.

"And you open your mouth for me..." His voice wavered, barely able to believe what was happening.

Through the phone, Chloe’s voice rang out as she opened her mouth wide. "Ahh..." Jess mirrored her, parting her lips, leaning forward slightly, her back arching in a way that accentuated the curve of her perfect ass behind her. Steve’s cock pulsed at the sight—Jess looked like a dream come true, but her expression still carried that same cool detachment, as if all this was beneath her.

"And you... suck on the tip of my dick," Steve said, his heart pounding. Was this really happening? His words felt like a command that would make the fantasy real.

Jess leaned in, her soft lips wrapping around his cockhead with expert precision. There was no noise, no sloppy sounds—just her silent, controlled movements. She sucked gently, taking him in, her big lips enveloping his sensitive tip. Steve's knees felt weak as pleasure surged through him. Meanwhile, through the phone, Chloe’s moans were loud, messy, and obscene. The wet, exaggerated sucking sounds from Chloe filled the hotel room, contrasting sharply with the almost clinical precision of Jess's technique.

"Holy shit," Steve muttered under his breath, his legs trembling as Jess worked him over.

"You like that?" Chloe’s voice broke through, playful and full of heat.

"I do. Do you like... my cock?" Steve asked, his voice catching as Jess’s mouth slid further down his shaft, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she sucked him in deeper.

"I love this cock in my mouth, baby," Chloe replied, sidestepping the truth of whose cock she was really worshiping. The dirty, obscene sounds of her gagging on Ben echoed loudly, filling the space around Steve, making his head spin.

Jess continued to bob her head, moving in and out in a slow, deliberate rhythm. She was taking more of him with each movement, but still, no sound came from her. Steve could feel himself losing control. He wasn’t going to last long, not with the combination of Jess’s silent dominance and the pornographic soundtrack from Chloe.

"So... oh god... so you slowly take in more and more of my cock..." Steve managed, his voice a strained whisper.

Jess obliged, taking him deeper, though her eyes remained detached, almost bored. It was as though this was routine for her, an act she could perform without any real investment. That expression—so unimpressed—only turned Steve on more. Despite her being on her knees in front of him, she still held all the power. She could reduce him to nothing with a look.

The sounds from the phone only intensified. Chloe was taking Ben deeper, gagging, moaning, slurping—it was pure chaos. Steve could barely think straight. His cock throbbed in Jess’s mouth as he heard Chloe lick and suck her lover, teasing Steve without even realizing it.

Steve bit his lip, trying to hold back. He couldn’t help it—he wanted Chloe to tease him more. "That sounds so real, baby."

Chloe moaned an affirmative through the phone, her mouth clearly still full of cock.

"You must really miss my cock," Steve said, playing along, though knowing full well she was sucking someone else.

"Oh yeah," Chloe groaned, the sound of her licking Ben’s shaft loud and wet. "I don’t know..." Lick. "...what I’m going to do..." Lick. "...all week without you..."

"You like my cock that much?" Steve asked, his words shaky, his cock pulsing as Jess continued to silently bob her head on him.

"I dream of having this cock in my mouth," Chloe moaned. "I love worshiping it. It makes me so wet, getting it all hard for me."

Without warning, Jess moved faster, suddenly taking all of Steve’s cock into her mouth in one smooth motion. His shaft disappeared between her lips, and her throat constricted around him as she held him deep. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, still with that bored, unreadable look. She didn’t gag, didn’t react—just took him fully, her power absolute.

Steve’s legs buckled. "Oh, fuck," he gasped.

"What?" Chloe’s voice cut through, oblivious to what was happening on Steve’s end.

"Um—so you, uhm, you got all of me in your mouth," Steve stammered, struggling to hold it together as Jess stayed still, his cock buried deep in her throat. She remained there for a moment, unbothered, waiting for him to continue, her control over him complete.

Chloe’s voice on the phone carried a nervous excitement. "All of you? Well, I don’t know if I can, but I can try..."

The sounds from the phone intensified. Chloe was gagging on Ben’s cock, loud and messy. In contrast, Jess continued her slow, deliberate rhythm, bobbing her head back and forth on Steve’s shaft, her lips moving in smooth, precise motions.

"Oh, fuck," Steve groaned, feeling the pleasure building uncontrollably. "Baby, I think... I don’t know how much longer I can last..."

"Oh no, baby! Please! Remember the rule? It all ends if you cum!" Chloe's voice sounded breathless, pleading. But Jess—Jess had no mercy in her eyes. Instead, a wicked glint sparkled in them as she picked up her pace, her lips sliding down Steve’s cock faster, tighter. Every motion sent shockwaves through his body.

Waves of pleasure rippled through Steve as Jess’s hands slid around, gripping his ass firmly. She gave him no room to move, no control—she was taking everything from him. Her arched back, the view of her heart-shaped ass still on display behind her, only made the scene more surreal, more torturous in the best way.

"I... oh, fuck, FUCK," Steve gasped, his body teetering on the edge. He knew he was losing the battle. "I’m so sorry, baby, I just can’t..."

"Please, baby! Just a little longer, you can do it!" Chloe's voice dripped with desperation, but Jess didn't slow down. She continued to take his entire length in, her lips gliding from base to tip with ease. The contrast between the sloppy sounds from Chloe on the phone and Jess’s expert, silent blowjob drove Steve wild.

"Ah... fuck!" The orgasm hit Steve like a tidal wave. He grunted as his cock throbbed in Jess’s mouth, his cum spilling into her. She didn’t flinch—didn’t even break her rhythm. She kept going, her lips milking every last drop from him as he shuddered through his climax.

Jess pushed her head all the way down one last time, holding his cock deep in her throat as he nearly collapsed from the intensity of the orgasm. Slowly, she slid her mouth off him, her lips releasing his shaft with a quiet pop. She looked up at him, her expression unreadable but her eyes glimmering with control. With a casual flick of her tongue, she showed him that she had swallowed everything.

Then, without a word, she glanced at the phone in her hand and hung up on Chloe. Steve blinked in shock as Jess rose gracefully to her feet, her body once again towering just slightly over his. The power dynamic was palpable.

"That’s too bad," Jess murmured, her lips inches from his, her breath hot against his skin. "If you could have lasted just a little longer, think of all the fun you could’ve had with your girlfriend. All the things you could have listened to." She let out a small, wicked laugh. "But you couldn’t control it, could you? Your little cock couldn’t handle a few minutes of one of my blowjobs."

Steve’s face flushed crimson, a mixture of shame and arousal twisting inside him. But despite the embarrassment, his cock remained hard, throbbing in the aftermath.

"Did you enjoy it?" Jess asked, her voice soft, but the command in her tone undeniable. "Controlling the story?"

Steve nodded, unable to form words. His body still trembled.

"It’s nice, isn’t it?" Jess continued, a smirk playing on her lips. "Having everyone do what you want?"

He nodded again, his voice caught in his throat.

"Good." Jess’s smile widened as she turned her back to him. "Now follow me." Her words left no room for debate—she was in control once again. Steve followed, almost instinctively, like a puppet to her command.

She led him into her bedroom, and then into the adjoining bathroom. He watched as she kicked off her heels, the sound echoing off the tiled floor. Slowly, she slid off her panties, leaving her in nothing but the black bra. His eyes were glued to her body—the smooth curve of her hips, the toned lines of her legs, the teasing sight of her bare ass. His cock twitched again, still aching with need.

Jess moved casually, reaching into her makeup bag by the sink, pulling out a few items. "Why don’t you sit on the floor behind me?" she suggested, her tone light but the command clear.

Steve obeyed, sitting down on the plush bathroom rug, his back against the shower. From this angle, he had the perfect view of Jess—her long legs leading up to that thick, toned ass of hers, still just a few feet away. His cock was rock solid again, twitching with every movement she made.

"You like what you see?" she asked, her back still to him as she organized her makeup on the counter.

"Yes," he replied, his voice rough with need.

"You love my ass that much?" she asked, glancing at him through the mirror, a knowing smirk on her lips.

"I do."

Jess bent over slightly, leaning toward the mirror as if inspecting her reflection, but Steve knew better. The motion revealed her pussy to him, completely exposed and utterly perfect. His fingers itched to touch himself, but he knew better than to act without permission. She was driving him insane, pretending to focus on her makeup while giving him a view designed to push him to the brink.

His cock pulsed, throbbing painfully with arousal. "Please," he said, his voice a desperate plea.

Jess straightened and pulled out some mascara, her movements slow and deliberate. "Please?" she echoed, feigning surprise.

"Please let me eat you out," Steve begged, his voice ragged with desire.

"Right here? In the bathroom?" Jess asked, still playing the part of the innocent, though her eyes sparkled with mischief.

"Please," he repeated, the desperation clear in his voice.

"From behind? With your face pressed into my ass?" She arched her back slightly, showing off that perfect, toned backside. "Is that what you want?"

His cock twitched violently at the thought. "Yes," he gasped, barely able to contain himself.

Jess hummed softly, pretending to think it over. "I don’t know," she said, teasing him further. "I’ve already done a lot of favors for you tonight. I sucked your cock. And now I’m letting you eat me out." She shrugged, as if it were nothing. The way she said it made him feel like it was all for him, when in truth, he knew she held all the cards.

"Please," he begged, his voice cracking. "I’ll do whatever you want."

Jess clicked her tongue, shaking her head in mock disappointment. "Don’t give it all away in a negotiation, Steve. You have to control the conversation. Define the terms you want."

Steve blinked, caught off guard by her advice. He thought quickly, trying to play her game. "A massage," he blurted out. "Before bed. Twenty minutes."

Jess smirked at him through the mirror, amused. "You’ll probably cum again just from rubbing my body."

"Just a massage. Nothing sexual," Steve said, his voice trembling slightly. "I mean, I can’t help it if I get hard, but... just a massage."

There was a pause as Jess stared at him through the mirror, calculating. "Forty minutes."

Steve was tempted to agree instantly, but something told him she wanted him to fight for it. "Thirty," he countered, trying to keep his voice steady.

A small smile tugged at Jess's lips. She leaned forward, applying mascara, which caused her to reveal her pussy again—deliberate, taunting. "Deal," she said softly, "but you better make me cum."

Steve’s heart leaped, and he eagerly slid closer to her, kneeling behind her, worshipping her with his hands. He cupped one of her ass cheeks, pressing his lips against it, then moved to the other. Her ass was perfect—thick, firm, the kind of ass men fantasized about. Now, he was the one kneeling before it, the one lucky enough to worship it.

Slowly, he kissed his way inward until he found her pussy. He gently licked her all over, focusing on her clit as he went. It was the first time he’d eaten someone out from behind, but as soon as his tongue met her, he knew he loved it. Every inch of her tasted incredible, and the way she purred softly in response drove him wild.

"You are good at that," Jess said, her voice still casual as she continued applying makeup, her tone so composed that it almost felt dismissive. But Steve heard the approval, and it only pushed him to work harder at pleasing her.

Minutes passed, his tongue exploring every inch of her as she casually went about her routine. He was rock hard, his cock aching as he served her.

"I wonder what they’re doing," Jess said offhandedly, breaking the silence.

Steve knew who she meant—Ben and Chloe.

"It’s too bad you came so early," Jess continued, her tone unbothered, as if she wasn’t having her pussy licked. "I wonder what would’ve happened next? What you could’ve had them do?"

Steve’s mind reeled at the thought. He had been wondering the same thing ever since his orgasm ended the call.

"Now they’re free to do whatever they want," Jess teased, her voice sharp despite the casual delivery. "And we don’t get to hear a thing. She was worshipping his cock already, wasn’t she? I bet by now she’s gotten a lot of it down. I bet she’s going to get quite good at that this week."

Steve moaned into Jess’s pussy at the thought of Chloe perfecting her skills on Ben. His cock pulsed between his legs.

"But I wonder what they’re up to now? Right now. You think they’re in your bed? Ben's head resting on your pillow while she sucks his dick? Or maybe... maybe she’s in your desk chair, and he’s standing in front of her?" Jess’s voice carried a tone of mock curiosity, but her words burned into Steve’s mind.

He moaned again, his face pressing harder against her perfect ass.

"Or," Jess continued, her voice now dripping with amusement, "do you think they’ve moved on to other stuff? I mean, they probably have by now, don’t you think? Such a shame. Chloe could’ve been describing it all to you... if only you’d lasted a little longer."

Steve’s body trembled with the weight of her words. The idea of Chloe and Ben, free to do whatever they wanted, all while he remained in the dark, drove him mad with arousal.

"Ben’s wanted to fuck your girlfriend’s tits for a while now, you know," Jess said, her voice wicked. "I don’t blame him one bit. Those tits... wow. He wants to conquer them. He wants to make them his."

Steve’s breath grew shallow, every word a trigger, his cock throbbing painfully.

"They dry-humped on the couch once, didn’t they?" Jess mused, as if recalling a memory. "I wonder if they’ll do it again, but this time naked. Can you picture it? Ben lying on your couch, and your girlfriend grinding up and down his big cock. Her tits bouncing, her pussy soaking wet as she rides him, trying to make him cum. Can you imagine it?"

Steve’s mind was spinning, the thought of it almost too much to bear. His face was still pressed against Jess’s ass, his hands gripping her hips as he licked her furiously, desperate to make her cum, desperate to stay in control, but losing himself in her dirty words.

"Maybe they’re not breaking The Rule just yet," Jess said, her voice contemplative. "But they’re probably getting as close as they can. I bet Ben’s teasing her, rubbing his cock against her clit, pushing her to the edge, right to the brink of breaking The Rule. What do you think?"

Steve groaned again, louder this time, his body aching with need. His mind was clouded with images of Chloe and Ben, their bodies intertwined, and it was driving him mad.

"Or maybe they’re breaking The Rule right now," Jess whispered, her tone sending shivers down his spine. "They’ve been eyeing each other for years, haven’t they? Do you really think they’ll go all week without fucking? Eventually, she’s going to beg him for it. She’s going to beg him to fuck her."

His cock twitched violently, and he moaned into her pussy, the thought of Chloe begging Ben for his cock pushing him closer to the edge again.

"But you..." Jess’s voice softened slightly, her breath hitching. "You’re willing to risk all that... just to eat me out."

Steve could hear her orgasm building now, her breathing uneven, the tension rising. He redoubled his efforts, his tongue working furiously against her clit.

"Just to press your face into my ass," she moaned, her voice tight with pleasure. "That’s how fucking obsessed you are with me. Isn’t that right? You’d let your girlfriend... give herself to him, just for a taste of me."

Steve moaned in agreement, his cock pulsing, ready to explode.

"Just imagine them fucking," Jess continued, her voice rising with pleasure. "Imagine trading your whole girlfriend just to worship me. Just to kneel behind me, your face buried in my ass... You’re so fucking obsessed with me."

Her body tensed, and she shuddered as her orgasm hit. Her hand found Steve’s hair, pulling him firmly into her as she cried out in pleasure. Steve continued to lick her, desperate to prolong her orgasm, feeling her legs tremble around him.

He couldn’t help himself—his hand found his cock, stroking it quickly, and within seconds he came, spilling onto the floor between her feet, his body shaking as he came harder than he thought possible.

Jess’s body finally relaxed, and she collapsed against the sink, breathing heavily, her skin glistening with sweat. Steve sat back, his eyes drinking in the sight of her bent over, her pussy glistening with his saliva and her own juices.

"Fuck, that was good," Jess said, her voice genuine, though she was still catching her breath. The room was silent for a few moments, the air thick with the aftermath of pleasure.

Finally, Jess straightened, her eyes flicking down to the floor where Steve had cum. She let out a small laugh and turned to face him. "You came again?" she asked, her eyebrow raised.

Steve blushed deeply and nodded.

"Clean this up," she ordered, her voice sharp once more. "I’ve got to get ready. For real this time."


Chapter 10

The Pinball Hall of Fame wasn’t much to look at. It was just a large, open room, lined with rows of pinball machines stretching from corner to corner, each one flashing its own lights and playing its own sound effects, creating a steady hum of retro nostalgia. There were no frills—just machines. To Steve, it was perfect.

Jess had finished getting ready for her dinner earlier, looking like the perfect mix of professional and stunning, the kind of look that turned heads wherever she went. Steve, on the other hand, had grabbed some quick greasy food and found his way here. The neon lights of the pinball machines bounced off the walls as he took in the rows upon rows of games. He felt like a kid again.

The machines were sorted by era. Some were old enough to be entirely mechanical, down to the scoreboard, while the more modern ones allowed you to post your high scores directly to your phone. But Steve was drawn to the middle, where the machines from the late '90s to early 2000s lived. To him, that was the golden age of pinball—when everything felt like the perfect balance of old-school mechanics and new-school electronics.

He already knew which machine he wanted to play most, but he wasn’t ready for it just yet. So, with his pockets full of quarters, he decided to warm up on a few random machines. The clink of quarters hitting the slot and the familiar “ding” as the game started felt oddly comforting. Steve picked a few classics, then some he didn’t even recognize, enjoying the thrill of each new game.

As he played, his phone buzzed in his pocket. He carefully timed a drop catch—a move where the flipper perfectly stops the ball’s momentum mid-flight, effectively pausing the game—and checked the caller ID.

It was Jess.

"Hello?" he answered, balancing his attention between the game and the call.

"Hey—dinner’s over. I’m heading—" She paused, and Steve could hear the faint confusion in her voice as she picked up on the background noise. "Wait. Are you seriously playing pinball right now?"

"Yeah! This place is great." Steve glanced at his watch, realizing how much time had passed since she’d left. "Do you want me to meet you back at the hotel?"

There was a beat of silence before Jess responded, sounding like she was mulling something over. "No, I’ll come to you."

Steve blinked, caught off guard. "Really?"

"Yeah, what the hell. Text me the name of the place. I’ll be there soon."

She hung up before Steve could say more. He stood there for a moment, the phone still in his hand, surprised by her reaction. He quickly texted her the address, shoved his phone back into his pocket, and let the ball drop back into play, skillfully sending it up a ramp with a flick of the flipper. As he played a few more games, his mind wandered back to Jess’s decision to come here. He couldn’t help but wonder what she thought of the whole pinball thing.

After playing through a few more machines, he felt a tap on his shoulder. Turning around, he found Jess standing behind him, still dressed to kill in her sleek dinner attire, but looking a bit amused.

"Hey!" Steve greeted her, his excitement genuine. "You made it!"

"Hey," she said back, though her gaze wandered around the arcade, her expression baffled by the scene. "This place is crazy."

"I know! It’s awesome, right?" He was practically beaming.

Jess raised an eyebrow, giving him a look that said she didn’t quite share his enthusiasm. "I wouldn’t go that far." She leaned against the cabinet next to him, watching as he focused back on the game. "I don’t get it. Isn’t pinball just... random? Like, it’s all luck?"

Steve smiled, still locked on the playfield. "That’s what I used to think too, before I got into it. But it’s more about skill than you’d expect."

Jess’s lips curved into a slight smile, a hint of intrigue in her eyes as she watched him. "I didn’t know you were into pinball. That’s so... random."

"You’re saying ‘random,’ but what I’m hearing is ‘nerdy,’" Steve teased, sending the ball up a steep ramp with a flick of the flipper.

Jess shrugged playfully. "Well... both. How did you even get into it?"

Steve chuckled, feeling the comfort of the familiar rhythm as he kept the ball in play. "There’s this bar with pinball machines near my office. I used to go there when I needed a break from work. Programming can be exhausting, you know? You’re constantly solving problems, piecing things together in your head like a big puzzle. It’s like solving chess problems, over and over, and it burns you out."

Jess nodded, genuinely listening now, her eyes following his movements on the machine. "Makes sense. So pinball is your escape?"

"Exactly. Pinball’s all about reaction. It’s not mindless, but it uses a completely different part of your brain. It’s fast, instinctual. When my work felt overwhelming, I’d play a game or two, and suddenly, when I went back to work, I’d see the problem from a totally new angle."

Jess watched him for a moment, a small, thoughtful smile on her face. "That actually makes sense," she admitted, her tone less teasing now.

Steve grinned. "Good, I was worried you’d think I was a—" Suddenly, his attention was pulled away from his game. "Oh! It’s open!" he exclaimed, looking across the room.

Jess barely had time to react before Steve grabbed her hand and led her across the arcade, weaving through the rows of machines.

"Wait—what?" Jess stumbled slightly as Steve pulled her along.

"Medieval Madness! You have to try it," he said, his enthusiasm infectious as they reached the machine. "It’s one of the best pinball games ever made. Trust me."

Jess raised an eyebrow, eyeing the machine warily, but she couldn’t help the small smile tugging at her lips. "Alright," she said, humoring him, "but if I suck at this, it’s your fault."

Steve laughed, already loading quarters into the machine. "Don’t worry. I’ll teach you."

Steve led Jess to the machine, gesturing grandly at the Medieval Madness pinball cabinet. The flashing lights of the machine illuminated the area, casting vibrant colors across their faces. The machine itself featured a grand, cartoonish castle at the back, towers and all, while the playfield was littered with targets shaped like knights and dragons.

"Here it is," Steve declared with a grin. "The greatest pinball machine of all time. Fun for beginners, but deep enough to master. It's the best. It even has voice lines from famous actors." His enthusiasm was infectious, but when he looked over at Jess, her expression was... unreadable.

He frowned. "Are you all right?"

Jess blinked, snapping out of whatever trance she was in. "What? Yeah, why?"

"Your ears are red. Are you hot or something?"

She gave him a look that was hard to read, but there was a hint of something mischievous behind it. "No, I'm fine. Go on."

Steve eyed her for a second but then waved it off. "Okay, cool. So, this game’s awesome. Let’s play it!"

Jess blinked again, seeming surprised. "Us? Together?"

"Yeah!" Steve said, his excitement bubbling over. "It’s got two-player mode."

But Jess’s smile faded, her voice becoming dry. "I don’t think so."

Steve looked genuinely surprised. "What! Why not?"

"I’m glad you like it, Steve," Jess said, leaning back slightly, "but this... this isn’t really my thing."

An idea struck him. A mischievous grin crept across his face. "Oh, I see how it is."

Jess narrowed her eyes, suspicious. "Hmm?"

Steve shrugged casually. "No, it’s fine. If you’re too scared to play against me, that’s cool."

Her gaze sharpened. "I’m not scared."

"It’s fine!" Steve teased, his grin widening. "If you think you can’t win, I totally get it."

Jess continued to study him carefully, but a glint of humor sparked in her eyes. "I know what you’re doing."

"I know," Steve admitted, barely holding back a laugh. "But it’s kind of working, right?"

Jess sighed, but a smile tugged at her lips. "Fine," she said, stepping closer to the machine. "What are the stakes? I want good odds."

Steve, sensing her competitive streak kicking in, rubbed his chin as though deep in thought. "Fair enough. You get all three balls, I only get one. High score wins."

Jess leaned against the pinball cabinet, her eyes glinting with amusement. "Wins what?" she asked, a playful twinkle in her eye.

Steve paused, not entirely sure where she was going with this. "You tell me."

Jess looked thoughtful for a moment, then her expression shifted to something sly. "If I win," she said slowly, "you have to walk back to the hotel with my panties stuffed in your mouth."

Steve’s eyes widened, his face a mix of shock and amusement. "Whoa! Jess." He couldn’t help but laugh, caught off guard. "You thought of that really fast."

Jess shrugged, her expression nonchalant yet teasing. "I used to think about that back when you could barely be in the same room with me without blushing. I thought, 'I bet I could slowly stuff my panties in his mouth, and he’d just let it happen.'"

Steve let out a nervous laugh, a mix of arousal and apprehension fluttering inside him. "You’re kind of scary, you know that?"

She flashed him a knowing smile, her eyes narrowing with playful menace. "Sure, but I’d bet every quarter in your pocket that you’re hard right now. Am I right?"

He was, but he wasn’t about to admit it. "No comment."

"Mmmm," she hummed, satisfied. "So, what happens if you win?"

Steve took a deep breath, trying to think of something that could even remotely match the stakes she’d set. "If I win... I want us to take a shower together. Before your massage tonight. And we, like… really clean each other."

Jess’s eyebrows lifted slightly, but her smile widened. "Deal," she said, her voice low and challenging. "Put your quarters in, Pinball Wizard."

He dropped the quarters into the slot, pressed the start button, and the familiar clatter of the pinball launching filled the air. The ball shot out, bouncing down the playfield, and Steve’s hands gripped the flippers as the game began. His eyes focused on the ramps, the lights, the targets. He was determined.

But Jess had other plans.

Suddenly, she stepped closer behind him, her arms wrapping around his chest in a soft, teasing hug. Her breath was warm on his neck, and before he could register what was happening, her lips gently pressed against his skin in a slow, tender kiss.

Steve shivered. Damn it, he thought, mentally kicking himself for not seeing this coming. His focus wavered, the ball clattering dangerously close to the outlane.

"There are… people around," Steve protested weakly, trying his best to keep his focus on the game.

"It’s Vegas," Jess whispered between kisses, her voice low and sultry. "They’re going to see worse things right outside the door."

His hands twitched on the flippers, trying to keep the ball in play, but every shot he took veered off course. He missed ramps, his aim wild as Jess continued her slow, methodical kisses. Somehow, by sheer luck, he managed to keep the ball in control, but he knew it wouldn’t last.

Jess’s hands drifted lower, her fingers grazing his stomach. Steve’s breath hitched as her mischievous smile pressed against the back of his neck.

"Oh god," he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

One of her hands disappeared, and before he could react, he heard the distinct sound of a phone ringing. Ben? He kept his eyes glued to the playfield, trying to maintain some semblance of concentration.

"Yo!" Ben’s voice came through the phone, cheerful and loud. Jess had put it on speaker.

"Hi, honey," Jess said sweetly between kisses, her lips still moving against Steve’s neck. "How’s it going?"

"Good! You caught us at a good time. We’re Ubering between clubs."

"Oh yeah? How’s Chloe?"

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest, his mind spinning. His hands shook on the flippers as Jess kept her teasing kisses going, and the ball ricocheted wildly.

Ben laughed. "Well, it took me a little while to get her moving, but once I did... wow. She’s a dancing queen." His voice muffled briefly as he clearly spoke to Chloe. "What? You are!" he said to her, and Steve’s stomach flipped at the mention of her name. "And you should’ve seen it. I’ve never seen anyone get more free drinks in my life."

"Mm, should I be jealous?" Jess asked, her voice dripping with playful intent as she kissed Steve’s neck again, making him squirm.

"Haha! Babe, you’d get the same attention if people weren’t so scared of you," Ben replied with a chuckle.

"So, a lot of guys checking her out?"

"Oh, definitely. I’d say everyone in eyesight was jealous of me tonight."

Jess’s lips curved into a smile against Steve’s skin. "Lucky boy. So, what did you two get up to after we hung up earlier?"

Steve froze. His hands slipped on the flippers as Ben’s voice went muffled again. "Ooh, you want all the dirty details?" he teased, clearly talking to Chloe. Steve’s chest tightened. "She’s asking what we got up to once they so rudely hung up on us," Ben continued, his voice coming back clearer. "Haha! You should see Chloe’s face right now, it’s bright red."

Focus! Steve thought desperately, but the ball suddenly slipped between the flippers and drained out. Fuck! he cursed silently. I could’ve saved that!

Before Ben could finish his next sentence, Jess quickly cut him off. "Oops, got to go! Tell me later, bye!" She ended the call abruptly, her hand still resting lightly on Steve’s chest as he slumped over the pinball machine, trying to catch his breath.

Slowly, Steve turned around, his expression a mix of frustration and surrender. Jess stood there, looking utterly pleased with herself, the picture of mischievous delight.

"You. Are. Cruel," he said, exasperated but unable to hide the flicker of desire beneath his words.

Jess’s smile was pure wickedness. "I had to even the odds a bit. I really want to see your face when I stuff my panties in your mouth." She winked, brushing past him with a knowing smirk, leaving Steve standing there, both frustrated and turned on beyond belief.

Steve checked the score, glancing at the low number displayed on the cabinet. It was a pretty terrible score by his own standards, but for someone new to the game, it might still be a challenge to beat. Without much thought, he fired off his last two balls, letting them drain immediately, cementing his weak performance.

"Alright, your turn," he said, stepping back with a mischievous grin.

Jess approached the machine, placing her hands on the side buttons and studying the playfield briefly. Steve watched her, thinking about trying to distract her the way she had done to him, but quickly remembered how he'd gone down on her while she was on a conference call earlier. There was no way he could top that kind of distraction.

She pressed the button to fire the pinball, and the ball shot out onto the playfield, bouncing around unpredictably. Like most beginners, Jess flipped both flippers wildly the moment the ball got close, sending it ricocheting around the playfield. Steve couldn’t help but smile—this was why so many thought pinball was a game of luck rather than skill. They didn’t realize the game was about control, not just survival.

The ball took a bad bounce and rolled straight between the flippers, draining. Jess huffed in frustration, her brow furrowing.

Steve chuckled to himself. Two more balls like that, and she wouldn’t even come close to his score. But then, something made him hesitate. He didn’t want to just win by default. He wanted her to have fun.

Jess fired off her second ball, but this time, just as the ball neared her right flipper, Steve reached out and pressed the button with her hand. The flipper locked into the upright position, gently catching the ball and holding it in place.

"Go a little slower," Steve said, his voice soft but guiding. "Don’t rush it. Think about where you want to aim. Then, when you’re ready, let go of the button and hit it at the right moment." He gestured at the ramps. "You want to shoot for these ramps—they’ll feed the ball back to your flippers smoothly—or..." He pointed at the castle near the top of the playfield. "You can try hitting the castle."

Jess looked at him, their hands still touching on the button. Her eyes narrowed slightly. "What are you doing?"

Steve blinked. "What do you mean?"

"I mean... Do you want to lose?" Her voice was suspicious, but her lips twitched, betraying her curiosity.

He shrugged, feeling his face heat up. "No, I don’t want to lose."

"Then why are you helping me?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

The blush crept higher on his cheeks. "Because I want you to have fun. With me."

Jess's ears turned red, but she gave a small smile. "Okay, so... what do you think I should do?"

"Pick a ramp. The castle can be tricky with funny bounces. Just keep aiming for the same ramp, and you’ll get the hang of it."

She studied the playfield for a moment, then let go of the button, allowing the ball to roll down the flipper. At the right moment, she hit it, sending the ball careening off the edge of the ramp. It bounced around the field wildly before returning to the flippers. This time, instead of panicking and flailing, she calmly caught the ball again.

With renewed focus, Jess lined up her next shot. She let the ball roll down and, with perfect timing, hit it again—this time, the ball shot up the ramp cleanly.

"I got it!" she exclaimed, a genuine smile lighting up her face.

"Nice!" Steve grinned, feeling a sense of pride in her success. "Now it's coming back. Try to hit the same shot again—remember how you hit it last time."

The ball dropped back onto the flipper, but this time it came faster. Jess didn't have time to catch it, but she reacted quickly and hit it on the fly, just missing the ramp. She remained calm, though, getting the ball back under control. Her next shot sent the ball right back up the ramp.

"Awesome, Jess. One more time!" Steve encouraged.

With her confidence growing, Jess hit the ramp again on her first try. The ramp lit up, and the pinball machine erupted in lights and sounds.

"What does that mean?" she asked, her smile widening.

"It means you’ve unlocked part of the multiball. That’s where you get three balls at once. Trust me, it’s a good thing. Now pick a new ramp and keep going."

Jess followed his advice, and whether it was beginner’s luck or raw talent, she started hitting shots left and right. Each time she succeeded, her smile grew brighter, and Steve couldn’t help but admire her focus and determination.

"Damn, Jess. You’re a natural," Steve said, watching with a mix of awe and admiration.

That beautiful, genuine smile crept back across her face. "You know, it's kind of like playing pool—it's all about the angles."

Steve’s eyebrows shot up. "Whoa, are you a pool shark?"

She gave him a playful look. "Why don’t we go to a pool hall next, and I’ll show you?"

He laughed, shaking his head. "Fine, but I’m not putting any money on it."

Jess pretended to pout. "You’re no fun."

As she hit another ramp, it lit up again—the second part of the multiball was ready.

"What next?" she asked, excitement sparkling in her eyes.

Steve pointed at a target. "Well, you can keep building up the multiball for bigger multipliers, but if you miss, you might lose it all. Or you can hit that target over there and start the multiball right now. Either way, if you start it, you’re going to crush me."

Jess smiled at him for a moment, savoring the moment of control before turning her attention back to the playfield. She fired a few shots at the target, missing wide a couple of times, but steadily honing in on it.

"Are you looking forward to having my panties in your mouth?" she asked, not breaking focus from the game.

"You’re pretty cocky for someone who cheated her way into this position," Steve teased, watching her carefully.

"I was just using every advantage I have." She smirked, eyes still on the playfield. "Besides, I bet you wanted to know what those t—"

Her shot hit true, and the ball landed squarely in the target. The machine caught the ball, pausing the game for a moment. Jess’s eyes lit up as the pinball machine went wild with flashing lights and sounds.

"Shit, Jess! You got it!" Steve exclaimed with a wide grin.

"PEASANT. JOUST! MULTIBALL MADNESS!" the machine bellowed as three balls fired onto the playfield, signaling the start of the multiball.

As the multiball kicked into action, chaos erupted on the playfield. Three balls bounced around, lighting up targets and triggering jackpots almost automatically. Jess was beaming now, no longer playing casually—her focus was intense, but her joy was infectious. She hit the flippers wildly, but it hardly mattered. With three balls in play, the game was practically playing itself, lighting up the machine like fireworks.

Eventually, though, the complexity of tracking three balls got the better of her, and one by one, they drained, leaving only the flashing lights and loud sound effects marking the end of her first multiball. Jess let out a full, genuine laugh, turning to Steve with a smile that made his heart skip.

Without a word, she leaned in and kissed him. It wasn’t the teasing, sexual kind of kiss that usually passed between them. It was simple, spontaneous, the kind of kiss two people share on a date when they’re both genuinely having fun. Steve felt her smile against his lips, and it sent a strange warmth through him, making his heart flutter in a way that felt... wrong. Or at least, unexpected.

This wasn’t supposed to happen, not between them. This wasn’t part of the games they played, where they pushed boundaries, teased, and bent the rules. It was just a kiss—a soft, unsexual kiss. A moment of real affection.

When they broke apart, Jess’s eyes were locked on his lips, her expression uncertain. Steve’s heart raced for an entirely different reason now, and for the first time, he saw something in her face he’d never seen before—vulnerability.

He cleared his throat, trying to shake off the odd shift in the air. "So, um," he began, forcing a smile, "Yeah, you’re a natural, Jess."

Her gaze flickered to his, though she still seemed distracted, her eyes occasionally darting back to his lips. "You know... I can see why you like it," she said softly, but it felt like she wasn’t just talking about the game.

Steve glanced at the score, trying to steer his brain back into familiar territory. "Somehow, I’m still ahead by fifty points, but... you'll get that by hitting the ball once."

Jess met his gaze, studying him for a long moment before shaking her head, as if trying to shake off whatever was hanging in the air. "Fifty points, huh?"

"Yeah," Steve nodded, forcing a grin. "I’m ready to admit defeat now, if I’m being honest."

She took a deep breath, her eyes scanning the playfield as if contemplating her next move, but there was something different in her expression. "You know what?" she said, pressing the ball launch button. "A shower sounds nice." Then, to Steve’s surprise, she took her hands off the buttons entirely, watching as the ball bounced around the playfield before harmlessly draining, cementing her score just below his.

Steve blinked, caught completely off guard. Jess... lost on purpose? He never thought he’d see the day.

"What are you doing?" he asked, his voice filled with disbelief.

She gave him a small, almost enigmatic smile. "Having fun. With you."

Her words hung in the air, leaving him unsure whether she was talking about the fun of spending time with him, or whether she was just messing with him again. Knowing Jess, it was probably both. She always left just enough ambiguity to keep him guessing.

She turned toward the door, her tone light but with a certain pull behind it. "Come on," she said, looking back at him with that same playful smile. "I saw a pool hall on the way here."

Steve stood there for a moment, still processing everything that had just happened—between the kiss, the game, and the strange sense of something more lingering beneath the surface. But then he shook his head, letting it go. Jess was impossible to predict, and maybe that was the whole point.

"Fine," he said, following her. "But no crazy bets this time. I’m not stuffing any pool balls in my mouth."

Jess laughed, the sound as light and genuine as before, and Steve felt that flutter in his chest again—this time, he didn’t try to stop it.

***

Jess lined up her shot with the casual confidence of someone who knew they’d already won. Steve watched from the side, knowing full well he was going to lose—again. The bet had been made just for fun, but he knew from the moment the words left his mouth that he’d end up with her panties in his mouth by the end of the night. He couldn't even remember what he'd asked for in return; it felt like a joke compared to the inevitable outcome.

She sunk the eight ball with a practiced flick of her wrist, turning to face him with a triumphant grin. “Well, well, well,” she said, straightening up and walking toward him with a deliberate sway in her hips. “Looks like you owe me something.”

Steve chuckled, shaking his head. “I knew I was in trouble the second you made that bet.”

Jess reached up, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear with one hand while the other landed playfully on his chest. “I’m saving my payment for later. Don’t worry, I’m not making you walk back to the hotel with a mouthful of panties.” She paused, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Though it’s tempting.”

He could feel the heat rising in his cheeks, but it wasn’t embarrassment—it was the familiar anticipation that came whenever Jess took control. “Generous of you,” he said, his voice low.

Jess winked, then picked up her phone from the table. “Let’s check on Ben and Chloe, see what they’re up to.”

By the time they got back to the hotel, Jess had already started a FaceTime with Ben. He answered almost immediately, the background noise of a car filling the screen. His grin spread as soon as he saw Jess. “Hey, you two. How’s your night?”

“Great,” Jess said, leaning back against the couch and crossing her legs. “We just got back to the hotel. You on your way to another club?”

Ben’s laughter came through the speakers, a little too loud. “Nope. Not exactly.”

Jess exchanged a glance with Steve, both of them curious. “Where are you headed then?”

“Home,” Ben said, shaking his head, then turning the phone to reveal Chloe, slouched against him. Her head lolled a little, but when she spotted the screen, her face lit up. “Jess! Steve! Hi!”

Chloe’s voice was a little too loud, a little too excited, and Steve could tell instantly that she was more than just tipsy. He smiled, though, seeing her so happy. “Hey, babe. How was your night?”

“It was sooo much fun!” Chloe slurred, her head bobbing as she struggled to sit up straight. “Like, the most fun ever. Ben’s such a good dancer, and everyone kept buying me drinks! I was like a queen or something!”

Steve chuckled, though the twinge of jealousy in his chest was harder to ignore than usual. “Sounds like you had a great time.”

Chloe nodded vigorously, her eyes half-closed. “Best date everrr.”

Jess glanced over at Steve, and for a brief moment, their eyes met. He knew she noticed that flicker of jealousy, but she didn’t say anything, only smirking as she watched the screen.

“Had to cut the night short, though,” Ben said, still chuckling. “Someone couldn’t quite handle all those free drinks.”

Jess grinned. “Sounds like you’ve got your hands full tonight.”

Ben shrugged, the cocky edge in his smile unmistakable. “You could say that. What about you guys?”

“A little pool, a little pinball,” Jess replied, her tone casual.

Ben raised an eyebrow. “You do know you’re in Vegas, right?”

Steve laughed, more to cover the lingering tension than anything else. “Hey, we had fun.”

Ben’s grin softened, and he nodded. “Glad you’re having a good time. We’re almost home now. Put a couple hundred on blackjack for me, will you?”

Jess gave him a mock salute. “You got it.”

Chloe leaned into the camera again, her lips puckered as she sloppily kissed the screen. “Byeee, you guys! Mwah!”

As the call ended, Jess shook her head, a grin still tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Your girlfriend is something else.”

“That she is,” Steve murmured, but something gnawed at him, the jealousy stirring deeper than before. He couldn’t stop himself from asking. “But you don’t think... Ben would try anything, do you?”

Jess didn’t miss a beat. She stood and crossed the room, retrieving a bottle of champagne from the hotel’s minibar. “Steve, Ben’s cocky, sure, but he’s not an idiot. He’ll put her right to bed, trust me.”

Steve nodded, though his shoulders still felt tense. “I know. I guess with everything going on... I just needed to hear it.”

Jess returned, two glasses of champagne in hand, and sat beside him on the couch. She handed him one, her eyes steady on his. “Cheers,” she said, her voice warm.

“To what?” Steve asked, taking the glass.

“To new experiences,” Jess replied, her gaze sparkling with intent. She raised her glass, clinking it lightly against his.

Steve took a long sip, feeling the bubbles tingle on his tongue, but it wasn’t the champagne making his head buzz. It was the look in her eyes, the slow build of what was about to come. “I’m ready,” he said, his voice thick with anticipation.

Jess stood, setting her glass aside, and looked down at him. “I want to do some roleplay,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur.

“Oh?” Steve’s heart skipped a beat, already feeling the shift in energy between them.

“I want you to pretend it’s morning,” she said, walking slowly around the room, her fingers tracing the edge of the couch. “Before all of this. Before everything changed. You’re sitting in the kitchen, drinking your coffee. And Chloe is still in bed, fast asleep, completely unaware.”

Steve tilted his head, intrigued by the scenario. “Before everything changed?”

Jess nodded, a slow, deliberate motion. "Before you told me about The Rule. Back when I used to have this... fantasy." Her voice softened, eyes gleaming with something darker. "Of stuffing my panties in your mouth. Right there in the kitchen, while Chloe was still asleep."

Steve felt a flicker of surprise. Jess had always been playful, but roleplay was new territory. Still, he could feel the shift in the room—the heavy, almost electric energy between them. He nodded, his heart racing but a smile on his lips. “I’m game,” he said quietly, willing to dive into whatever fantasy she was about to unfold.

She set her champagne down on the table, then began walking toward him, each step slow and deliberate. Her eyes never left his as she crossed the room. “Good morning, Jess,” Steve said, trying to ease into the scene, his smile more nervous than usual.

“Morning,” she replied, her tone already slipping into something more sultry, more commanding. She stopped directly in front of him, her figure towering over him where he sat on the couch. "Where's Chloe?" Her voice was casual, but there was a thickness in the air between them.

“Still sleeping,” Steve answered, feeling a tight knot of anticipation forming in his stomach.

“Oh.” Jess’s breath hitched slightly, a subtle sign of her excitement building. Steve watched her chest rise and fall a little more heavily, the atmosphere thickening by the second. “You sure love her a lot, huh?”

“I do,” Steve replied, his voice steady, but his body already beginning to betray him.

“You’re very happy with her, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice dripping with temptation as she took a step closer, her gaze locking onto his.

“I am.” The room seemed to shrink around them, Jess’s presence enveloping him as she drew closer.

“And she’s very beautiful, no?” Jess’s lips curled into a teasing smirk.

“She is.” Steve swallowed, his pulse quickening.

“And yet...” Jess took another slow, deliberate step closer, her legs brushing against his knees. “And yet you can’t seem to keep your eyes off me, can you?” Her voice was low, teasing, and it sent a ripple of heat through him.

Steve didn’t respond, just as he knew he wouldn’t have in real life. His throat felt dry, his body warm under her gaze.

Jess’s smirk deepened, as if reading every thought racing through his mind. “It seems... despite how happy you are, despite how much you say you love her, you’re a little obsessed with me. Aren’t you?” Her voice was a whisper now, close and intimate. “Always sneaking glances, always checking me out. You can hardly look me in the eye when Chloe’s around. It’s like you can’t control your attraction to me.”

Steve felt a thrill shoot down his spine, the weight of her words pressing on him. "No," he said, though his voice was weak, trembling with the strain of his own desire. "No, that’s not true. I’m attracted to Chloe, not you."

Jess didn’t respond with words. Instead, she unbuttoned her pants slowly, never breaking eye contact. She slid them down her legs with an agonizing slowness, her long, toned legs revealed inch by inch until she kicked the pants aside. She stood before him in only her shirt and panties. “Oh really?” she whispered, the heat of her gaze intensifying. “Then you’ll walk away when I take these off, right?”

Steve’s eyes drank her in, the curve of her hips, the way her legs seemed to go on forever. He stayed still, his mouth dry as he watched her.

“No?” she teased, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “What happened? I thought you weren’t obsessed with me. Your girlfriend is just in the next room—what if she catches us like this?” Jess’s fingers hooked under the waistband of her panties, and in one fluid motion, she slid them down her thighs and let them fall to the floor. Now, she stood before him, her body bare except for the thin shirt that barely covered anything. “Here I am. Naked, right in front of you. Why don’t you get up and walk away, hmm? Anyone loyal to their girlfriend would. Right?”

Steve sat frozen, the air feeling thick and heavy in his lungs. He was mesmerized, completely locked into her presence, his body betraying him with every second that passed.

Jess dangled the black lace panties in front of his face, the same ones she’d been wearing earlier. Her fingers twirled them lazily, taunting him. “I bet you’d let me do anything to you,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “You’re like a little puppy dog, aren’t you? Following me around with those hungry eyes. I bet...”

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his cheek as she moved the panties closer to his face. “I bet I could stuff these in your mouth, and you’d just let it happen. Even though Chloe’s right there, asleep. That’s how obsessed you are with me, isn’t it?”

Steve’s heart raced, his protest coming out as a weak, breathy, “No...” But even he knew it was a lie. His eyes stayed fixed on hers, and the hunger between them burned hotter.

“Oh, really? Let’s see.” Jess moved the panties closer to Steve’s face, her movements slow, deliberate, a taunting dance of control. Her eyes never left his, locked on the flicker of submission she could already see growing there. “You can walk away at any time. You’re in control here. You don’t have to let this happen—unless you really, really want it.”

The lace dangled just inches from his lips now, teasing him, her breath coming out in heavy, excited bursts. “You know you should walk away. You know this is wrong. But you can’t, can you? You want it. You want it so bad.”

Steve’s heart raced. He could feel the thick heat building between them. Slowly, deliberately, he parted his lips, just enough to give her a hint of his submission. A quiet surrender. Jess’s eyes darkened with pleasure as her thumb gently pressed the soft fabric against his mouth.

“Good boy,” she whispered, the words dripping from her lips like honey. “I know you want this.”

Her thumb lingered, then her pointer finger followed, gently but firmly pushing more of the lace fabric into his mouth. Steve’s heart pounded as she pressed deeper, repeating the motion, her finger pushing inch by inch, filling his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—Jess was toying with him, dominating him in the most intimate way. Each time her finger pressed in, it was like she was fucking his mouth, slow and teasing, her control absolute.

“Just think,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry, “These panties have been pressed against my pussy all day. They've been in my ass. And now, inch by inch, they're going into your mouth. Do you like that? Do you like tasting me like this?” Her breath hitched as she leaned closer, her arousal palpable. “Is it worth risking everything with Chloe, just for a taste of me?”

Steve could only nod, his mouth full of her panties, the lace brushing against his tongue. The shame and arousal mingled, creating a heady mix he couldn’t escape from.

“I knew it,” Jess purred, watching him squirm under her control. “I knew you’d be my good boy. Such a good baby boy. I see your cock getting hard in your pants. Look at you—imagine if Chloe came out right now. Imagine if she saw you like this, acting like such a bitch for me. What would she think? Seeing you risk her, just to have my panties in your mouth. But you can’t help it, can you?”

Steve moaned softly as she pushed the last bit of fabric into his mouth, her finger sliding deep before pulling away, leaving his mouth full of her scent, her essence.

Jess’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she leaned down and kissed him. Her long tongue slid into his mouth, pressing the panties deeper, her kiss hot and possessive. Steve’s head swam with the sensation, trying to kiss her back, though the panties muffled his movements.

She broke the kiss, a thin strand of saliva connecting their lips for a brief, electric moment before it snapped. “Play with my pussy,” Jess commanded, her voice firm but breathless. She kissed him again, more urgently this time, her hands tangling in his hair as she pressed herself against him.

Steve obeyed, his hand sliding up her smooth, bare thigh, feeling the heat radiating from her skin. His fingers found her clit, already swollen and slick from their play. Jess moaned into his mouth, her body trembling slightly as he touched her, rubbing slow circles against her sensitive spot.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her breath hot against his cheek as she broke the kiss, her lips brushing his ear. “That’s a good boy. That’s my good baby boy. You’re making me feel so good. Keep going.”

He slipped a finger inside her, feeling her walls tighten around him as he began to pump in and out, his rhythm steady. Jess’s body reacted immediately, her hips rolling forward to meet his hand. She moaned softly, her lips brushing against his skin as she whispered praise after praise.

“Ooh, yes, just like that. Keep sucking on my panties and fingering me. Keep doing what I say, even if it risks waking your girlfriend up.” Her voice trembled with pleasure. “You’re so obsessed with me, aren’t you? You’re that attracted to me.”

Steve groaned around the fabric in his mouth, his fingers working faster, deeper, as her body shuddered against him.

Jess’s legs twitched as the orgasm overtook her, a deep, satisfied moan escaping her lips as she came hard on his hand. Her body clenched around his fingers, and she leaned down, kissing him deeply as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Steve did his best to kiss back, though the panties in his mouth made it almost impossible.

Slowly, her orgasm subsided, her body relaxing against him. She stood up, her breath still heavy, and looked down at him with a pleased, almost predatory smile. She cupped his cheek gently, her thumb brushing over his skin before she reached into his mouth and pulled the soaked panties out.

Jess leaned in, giving him a real, tender kiss, and this time, Steve kissed her back fully, his body still thrumming with arousal. His cock strained against his jeans, hard and aching.

She pulled back, her eyes glittering with satisfaction. “Come on, baby boy. I think I owe you a shower.”

Jess turned, revealing her perfect bare ass as she sauntered to the bathroom. The sight of her swaying hips almost made Steve lose control then and there, but he forced himself to follow, stripping his clothes off as he went.

By the time he stepped into the bathroom, Jess had already turned on the shower, the steam filling the large, glass-enclosed space. It was luxurious, clearly designed with indulgence in mind—like so many things in Vegas. Jess stepped back out, standing before him completely bare now, her shirt and bra gone.

It was the first time he’d seen her completely naked. Her breasts were flawless—full, perfectly round, defying gravity. His eyes couldn’t help but linger.

Jess smirked, glancing down at where his gaze had landed before meeting his eyes again. “I know nothing can compare to Chloe’s chest...” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

“No, they’re... gorgeous,” Steve replied, his voice thick with admiration as his eyes lingered on her flawless chest.

“Thanks,” Jess said with a pleased smile, one that hinted at just how much she loved teasing him. “And now you get to clean them.”

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest, his pulse thrumming with the arousal coursing through him. “They’ll be... insanely clean when I’m done with them. Same for your ass,” he added, his words half playful, half serious.

Jess chuckled, the sound sending a shiver through him, before she stepped into the now-warm shower. He followed close behind, the steam wrapping around them like a veil. She rinsed off under the hot spray for a moment before offering him the water with a flick of her head. Steve stepped in, sighing as the warmth washed over him, his muscles relaxing but his cock still painfully hard, twitching with anticipation.

Jess glanced down, her gaze lingering on his cock, which stood straight out, hard as steel. She smiled mischievously. “Hmm,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Maybe we should take care of that first.”

Both of them watched his cock twitch at the implication, the heat between them thickening with every passing second.

“I have an idea,” she said, reaching for the nearby soap. She rubbed it generously between her thick thighs and over her pussy, the slickness of the lather adding a sinful shine to her skin. “Sex is off-limits for now, but we can get pretty close, can’t we?” She stepped forward and kissed him, her lips soft and commanding. “Stick your cock between my legs.”

Steve didn’t need to be told twice. His cock throbbed as he slid it between her soapy thighs, the back of his shaft brushing up against her wet pussy. He had to bend his knees slightly to align with her, but the height difference made it almost perfect—just enough to make it tight, just enough to drive him wild.

“Mm, that’s it. Now grab my ass and fuck my thighs,” Jess whispered against his ear, her breath hot and heavy.

Steve obeyed, gripping two handfuls of her big, firm ass, the feeling of her skin against his palms sending a wave of pleasure through him. He began to thrust between her thighs, the slickness of the soap and the heat of her body creating a friction that made his mind spin. It wasn’t quite sex, but it was so close, so intensely intimate that he couldn’t stop the moan that escaped his throat.

“Ooh, baby boy,” Jess teased, her voice thick with arousal. “Don’t tell me you’re going to cum so fast... again? You were such a disappointment this morning too. I think this is a good indication of how long you’re going to last when I finally do fuck you. I like my men to last longer than a few minutes, you know.”

Steve gritted his teeth, doing everything in his power not to lose control. The sight of her tits pressed against him, the feel of her slick thighs wrapped around his cock, the wet slapping sound their bodies made as they moved together—it was all too much. His hands tightened on her ass as he fought to hold on.

Jess’s smirk widened as she felt him tremble. “It’s too bad your cock is so little,” she continued, her words dripping with mock pity. “I bet if you were average, you’d get all the way through my thighs. I bet Ben’s cock would stick out the other end. But you can barely reach, can you? Just think how much better this would feel if you could slide your whole shaft between my legs, feel it rubbing against my pussy... Instead, you’re just doing your little pumps.”

Steve moaned, loving the way she humiliated him, the way she took control of every aspect of his pleasure.

“Oh no! I can see it in your face,” Jess said, her voice taking on a sing-song teasing tone. “You’re going to cum again, aren’t you? It hasn’t even been two minutes. Am I that hot, baby boy? Do I make your little cock erupt so easily? I’m just standing here, not even doing anything, and yet you’re already so close. Why is that? Is it that I’m so hot... or is it that you loved having my panties stuffed in your mouth? Or is it both?”

Steve’s breath hitched, the tension coiling tighter and tighter inside him. “Oh fuck,” he groaned, his body on the edge.

Jess smirked, gently pushing him away, just as he was about to lose control. His cock twitched desperately, precum leaking from the tip, almost as if it was begging for more.

“I think I know what you’d like,” Jess purred, grabbing the soap again and reapplying it to her thighs. Then she turned around, bending at the waist, presenting her perfect ass to him. She placed her hands on the tiled wall, arching her back to give him the best possible view. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes full of confidence and lust as she watched his reaction.

Steve stood there, almost stunned by the sheer sexual beauty of the sight in front of him. His eyes trailed down her body, from her back to her ass, to her legs... it was pure, raw perfection. He grabbed his cock, squeezing it in a desperate attempt to gain control. He knew he’d last all of twenty seconds in this position.

“Well?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement as she wiggled her hips just slightly.

“Fuck, Jess. You’re the hottest woman that has ever walked the earth,” Steve said, his voice shaking with arousal.

She smiled, clearly enjoying the effect she had on him. “I thought you might enjoy this. Stick that cock back between my legs, baby boy.”

Steve obeyed, sliding his cock between her slick thighs once more. He began thrusting slowly, each movement making her ass jiggle slightly, the wet slapping sound echoing through the shower. It was the most erotic noise he’d ever heard, the combination of her body, the warmth, the slickness driving him closer and closer to the edge.

Jess kept watching him over her shoulder, her eyes half-closed, a lazy smile on her lips. “This is what it would look like if you were fucking me doggy,” she said, her voice soft, teasing. “You like it?”

“I... fucking love it,” Steve growled through gritted teeth, his fingers digging into her hips. 

Jess’s lips curled into a wicked smile, the kind that told him she was enjoying every second of this—enjoying the control, the tension she was building. “I love getting fucked doggy,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “But my favorite part... is seeing the guy’s face when I start pushing back.” 

Without warning, she started moving her body, her hips pressing into him, taking over the pace. Slowly at first, teasing him, her body rocking back and forth. “...And realizing I’m still the one in control,” she added, her breathy words barely audible over the wet slapping sound of their bodies. 

Steve’s breath hitched as she increased the pace, the tightness of her thighs squeezing his cock just right. The sounds grew louder, more obscene. Every thrust pushed him closer to the edge, his orgasm building rapidly. 

Jess glanced over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust, a smile teasing the corners of her mouth. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked, her voice dripping with seduction. “Do you want to stick it in me?” 

Steve’s heart slammed against his chest. She was challenging The Rule. The one they’d set in place to avoid crossing a line. His cock throbbed painfully at the idea of breaking it. “You know I do...” he breathed, the desire almost too much to hold back. 

Jess’s smile widened. “You want to feel my tight pussy instead of these thighs?” 

“Y-Yes...” Steve gasped, his restraint slipping. 

“I want to feel you inside me, baby boy,” Jess cooed, her pace increasing as her hips pushed harder against him. “I want that hard cock in me so bad. I know you’re close... and I know you won’t last more than a few strokes inside. But I don’t care. It’ll feel so good, and I want it. Do you want it? Do you want to fuck me for real?” 

“More than anything...” Steve’s voice was trembling now, the thought of it making him dizzy. 

“Then break that Rule,” Jess whispered, her voice dropping to a breathy moan. “Break that Rule and stick it in me. Please, baby boy... give it to me.” 

She was pushing back harder and harder now, her whole body moving with an insistent rhythm, the wet slapping of her ass against his thighs growing louder, more urgent. Steve’s mind spun, caught between the burning desire to break free and the restraint he was barely holding onto. 

“I... I can’t...” Steve protested, his voice cracking, though he didn’t sound convincing even to himself. 

Jess’s laughter was soft but full of confidence. “You’re going to give in at some point. I’m going to fuck you one of these days. You know it. You know I want it. Why not right now?” She pushed back with more force, her thighs gripping him tighter, her body moving faster. “Right here, in the shower, staring at my ass I know you’re obsessed with. Do you hear those filthy sounds? Just imagine how much filthier the real thing would sound. I want it, baby boy. I want it. Give it to me.” 

Steve’s breath came out in ragged gasps, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. “Fucking... I want it so bad, I just... I...” 

Jess leaned forward, her voice barely a whisper now, dripping with temptation. “Think about it,” she purred, her hips rolling in time with his thrusts. “Think about how amazing it would feel. Come on... I’m begging you. Fuck me! Break your rule and give in to me, let me have all of you... I want it doggy, I want it cowgirl, I want it missionary, I want it every way you can imag—” 

“Fucking—fuck!” Steve couldn’t hold back anymore. His restraint shattered as he grabbed both of her ass cheeks, taking over the pace with furious thrusts. His body pounded into her, his cock sliding between her thighs, his mind consumed by the sheer intensity of it. 

It only took a few strokes before he lost it completely, his orgasm ripping through him like a wave. He groaned loudly, his hands gripping her tight as he came, thick ropes of cum shooting between her thighs. Jess moaned at the sensation, her body still moving with his as he pumped himself dry, the intensity overwhelming them both. 

Slowly, Steve’s massive orgasm began to subside, his breath ragged and his body trembling. He pulled back, his cock twitching from the aftershocks. 

Jess stood up, turning around with that same satisfied smile on her lips. She leaned in, kissing him deeply, the heat of the kiss almost as intense as what they had just done. Steve kissed her back, the taste of her lips mingling with the last remnants of his release. 

When they finally broke the kiss, Steve’s breathing was still heavy. “That... was amazing,” he panted. 

Jess grinned, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “It may have been,” she teased, running her hand down his chest, “But now it’s your job to clean me up.” 

*** 

Steve sat straddling Jess’s legs on the bed, wearing nothing but his underwear as his hands worked across her bare skin. She was still completely naked, much to his delight, though he was doing his best to keep his focus on the massage. He was hard again—of course—but true to his word, he wasn’t trying to make this sexual. He wanted to give her thirty minutes of the best massage he could. 

Jess rested her head on her cheek, a soft smile playing at her lips as she sighed contentedly. She looked perfectly at peace, basking in the moment. 

“Lower,” she murmured, her voice lazy and relaxed. 

“Yes ma’am,” Steve replied, his tone playful. 

“Are you sassing me?” she teased, without opening her eyes. 

“Never. Ma’am,” he said, his grin widening as his hands traveled lower down her back, his fingers pressing gently into her muscles. 

Jess hummed softly, clearly enjoying the attention. “You know...” she began thoughtfully, “Tonight might have been the best date I’ve ever had.” 

Steve laughed, caught off guard. “You mean because it ends with you getting a thirty-minute massage?” 

She chuckled quietly, the sound warm and soft. “No. Well, that’s nice too. But... every date I’ve ever been on, I feel like the guy is trying too hard. Like he’s working overtime to impress me—spending a lot of money or showing off. Dates always felt so fake. Tonight felt... real. It was fun.” 

Steve smiled, his hands still working their way along her lower back. “If pinball and pool with me ranks highly in your dates, then that’s pretty sad. I’m going to have to have a word with Ben about that.” 

She laughed softly, but there was a sincerity in her voice that caught him by surprise. “I’m just saying... I’m glad I invited you along. I’d probably be drinking wine alone in my hotel room if I hadn’t. So... thanks.” 

The sudden flattery threw Steve off balance, and for a moment, he just blinked. “Thanks,” he said quietly, his heart doing an unexpected flip. “I’m really glad I came along.” His gaze drifted to her open suitcase, noticing something he hadn’t before. “Hey, I got to ask you something.” 

“Hmm?” Jess didn’t open her eyes, still relaxed under his hands. 

“What’s that long box on top of your suitcase?” he asked, curiosity getting the better of him. 

“It’s a dildo,” she said casually. 

Steve blinked, caught completely off guard. “...Oh.” 

“Yeah, Ben did one of those molds where they make an exact copy of your cock, you know? He gave it to me for when I go on trips without him.” 

Steve shook his head, amused at how nonchalantly she said it. “Of course.” 

Jess’s lips curled into a mischievous smile. “I’m confident you’ll meet it soon enough.” 

Steve’s cock twitched a little harder at the thought. He swallowed, trying to stay focused. “Lower, please,” Jess murmured, her voice low and inviting. 

“You want me to massage your ass?” Steve asked, raising an eyebrow. 

“Mm-hmm,” she replied with a knowing smirk. 

He grinned. “Is it because your ass is sore or because you want to drive me crazy?” 

“Both,” she said simply. 

Steve laughed, but his hands obediently moved lower, his fingers kneading the soft, firm flesh of her ass. The sight of her bare skin under his touch, the way her cheeks shifted beneath his thumbs, made it nearly impossible for him to focus on anything else. “Oh, great,” he muttered to himself. “Guess I’ll be jerking off in my room later.” 

“Mm, that’s nice,” Jess purred, her voice full of contentment. 

He worked his way down her legs, trying to keep his mind on the massage, but every inch of her body was driving him to the brink. He finally made his way back up her back, his hands gently easing the tension from her muscles until the thirty minutes had passed. 

“I think that’s it,” he said softly, giving her one final touch on her back. 

Jess moaned happily, stretching a little. “That was amazing. I bet if I asked you to massage my ass again, you’d stay here all night.” 

Steve chuckled. “I mean... true. Yes, I would.” 

She opened her eyes and turned her head to look up at him, her expression soft but playful. “Why don’t you?” she asked, her voice quieter now. 

He laughed, brushing it off at first. “While I’d love to, I don’t think my thumbs could handle it.” 

“No,” she said, her tone more serious now. “I mean... Why don’t you sleep here? Tonight. In bed. With me.” 

There was a pause as Steve considered her words. His heart skipped a beat. “You want me to?” 

“Yeah,” she replied, a little hesitation creeping into her voice. “Yeah, I think it’d be nice. Don’t you?” 

He studied her face. She seemed a little... nervous? That was unlike her. She was always so sure of herself, so confident. 

“You know,” she added, her voice becoming lighter, “in case I get horny in the night or something. You’d be right there. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 

Steve looked at her for a few more moments, his mind racing. “Yeah,” he said finally. “Yeah, it does.” He glanced down at the obvious tent in his underwear. “But seriously, I think I need to take care of this or I’ll never get to sleep.” 

Jess smiled at him, her eyes glinting with playful intent. “Take those off and lie back.”

Steve didn’t need any more encouragement. He slid off his underwear and lay back against the pillows, the cool air teasing his skin, his body already humming with anticipation. Jess snuggled up next to him, her head nestled into his neck, her soft breasts pressed against his side, and one leg draped possessively over his own. The warmth of her body was intoxicating. Her hand drifted down, her fingers wrapping around his cock, and she began to stroke him slowly, her lips brushing against his neck as she kissed him softly.

“What are you going to think about while I jerk you off?” she whispered, her voice smooth as silk, her breath hot against his skin.

Steve swallowed, his heart already pounding. “Your ass,” he admitted, his voice thick with desire.

Jess let out a quiet, breathy laugh, her lips curling into a grin against his neck. “You really are obsessed,” she teased, her tone light but knowing.

“I just watched it jiggle under my thumbs for like twenty minutes,” Steve replied, shifting under her touch as her hand stroked him a little faster. “It’s probably all I’m going to think about for the next month.”

Jess kissed his neck again, her lips soft but deliberate, her touch sending sparks down his spine. “Close your eyes,” she whispered.

He did, surrendering to the sensation as her hand moved a little more firmly over his shaft. She was good at this—really good. Each stroke was purposeful, and he could feel his body responding, his cock pulsing in her grip.

“Now,” she purred, her voice low and sultry, “I want you to imagine something for me.”

Steve’s breath hitched, his mind already spinning. “What?” he murmured, his voice barely audible.

“Imagine you’re on top of me again,” Jess continued, her words dripping with sensual promise. “But this time, I’m lying on my stomach. I’m not asking for a massage anymore.” She paused, letting her words sink in as her hand tightened just slightly around him. “I’m lying there so you can fuck me like that.”

A groan escaped Steve’s lips, his whole body tensing at the thought.

“You’re mounting me,” she whispered, her voice softer now, almost like a confession. “Your cock is hard for me, and you slide it inside me while I’m on my stomach. I crane my neck back... just to kiss you. Sloppily. Like I know you love.” Her hand stroked him faster now, her words feeding into the fantasy. “But all you can think about is how my ass looks while you’re fucking me... and the sound it makes when our bodies slap together.”

Steve couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped him. “Oh, god...”

Jess’s breath quickened too, the heat between them intensifying. “I’m pushing my ass back,” she whispered, her tone edged with need. “Because I want more of you. You feel so good inside me. My hands are gripping the sheets, and all I want is more.”

Steve clenched his fists, trying to focus, trying to hold on, but the mental image she was painting was driving him wild. “Fuck... Jess...”

“I push up,” she continued, her lips brushing against his ear, “until we’re in doggy style, and you’re grabbing onto my waist. You’re holding me tight... fucking me... making me feel so full.”

Steve was losing control. He could feel himself spiraling closer to the edge, his breathing ragged, his body trembling.

Jess propped herself up on her elbow, her lips hovering near his. “Why don’t you reach under me?” she whispered, her voice low and tempting. “Grab my ass.”

Steve’s hand moved without hesitation, sliding under her, feeling her smooth skin beneath his fingertips as he traced his way down her back. When he finally reached her ass, he gave it a firm squeeze, loving the way it felt under his touch. Jess let out a soft, satisfied moan, her lips finding his as she kissed him deeply, her tongue teasing his.

The kiss was slow but intense, every movement deliberate, her body pressing closer to his. All the while, her hand kept working him, faster now, slick with precum as she stroked him with expert precision.

When Jess finally broke the kiss, she gazed down at him, her eyes dark with lust. “Shit,” she breathed, her voice shaking slightly. “Seeing you like this is making me so fucking horny.”

Steve’s pulse quickened at her words, his cock twitching in her hand.

Jess bit her lip, her eyes flicking down to his mouth before she spoke again. “I need your tongue,” she said, her tone husky with desire.

She shifted, getting up on her knees and sliding over to straddle his head. Steve’s heart raced, his body burning with anticipation as she positioned herself over him, her knees on either side of his head. She lowered herself slowly, her pussy pressing against his mouth, her ass covering his face.

It was exactly what he had fantasized about every time he caught a glimpse of her. He didn’t waste a second. His tongue darted out, tasting her, moving with urgency to please her. He wanted this—had wanted it for as long as he could remember.

“Oh, shit,” Jess moaned, grinding herself against his mouth, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Fuck... that feels so good. Oh god, you’re worshiping me, aren’t you? You love this pussy. You’d live down there if you could, wouldn’t you?”

Steve groaned against her, his hands gripping her hips as his tongue worked her over. He could feel her getting wetter, her body trembling with every stroke of his tongue.

Jess leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his stomach, her hands bracing against the bed. “Oh, you... want me to take your cock in my mouth while you eat me out?” she asked breathlessly, her voice hitching with pleasure. “Is that... fuck... is that what you’ve been dreaming about every time you looked at me?”

Steve moaned in response, his tongue moving faster as he pulled her closer, burying his face between her legs.

That was it. Jess’s mouth closed over his cock, taking him in one smooth motion. The sensation of her lips, the heat of her mouth, combined with the pleasure of her grinding against his tongue, sent Steve over the edge.

He came hard, filling her mouth with every pulse of his orgasm. His whole body shook with the intensity of it, but he didn’t stop. He kept licking her, kept devouring her, desperate to make her cum too.

Jess moaned around his cock, the vibration of her voice sending shockwaves through him. The combination of his tongue on her clit and the feeling of him cumming in her mouth pushed her to the brink. Her thighs squeezed together as she came hard, grinding against his face, her whole body trembling as she rode out her orgasm.

Steve didn’t stop until she did. He kept licking, his tongue relentless, giving her everything she needed until she finally slowed, her body relaxing, her breathing ragged.

Jess released him and rolled off to the side, collapsing onto the bed next to him. They lay there, side by side, both of them staring up at the ceiling, their bodies still trembling from the intensity of what just happened.

“That was... I mean... wow,” Steve finally managed between breaths.

“Same,” Jess whispered, her voice breathy and satisfied.

“Seriously... a dream come true,” Steve added, his chest still heaving.

Jess let out a soft laugh, her body still pressed against his. “Well... I think I know how to wake you up tomorrow,” she teased.

She reached over and turned off the lights. To Steve’s surprise, she snuggled back into him, the same way she had been before, her head resting on his chest, her leg draped over his. They both breathed deeply, their bodies exhausted but content. As they lay there, ready for sleep, a small thought tugged at the back of Steve’s mind.

What was the dildo for?


Chapter 11

Chloe woke up with a throbbing headache. She groaned softly, lifting a hand to her temple and massaging gently, trying to piece together the fragmented memories from the night before. Everything felt hazy.

“Steve,” she croaked, her voice rough from sleep. “Can you get me some water?”

“Already did,” came a deeper voice than she expected. “It’s on the nightstand.”

Her eyes flew open. She blinked, turning her head to see Ben lying next to her, propped up on his elbow with a crooked grin on his face.

Suddenly, the events of last night came rushing back—dancing, drinking, laughing with Ben. She remembered stumbling home, Ben helping her into bed, and... fuzzier memories of asking him to stay.

Then it hit her like a truck. She bolted upright in bed. “What time is it?!”

Ben glanced at the clock on the nightstand, unfazed by her panic. “It’s eight tw—”

“I’m missing first period!” she gasped, her heart racing.

“Hold on—” Ben sat up, but she was already halfway out of the bed, scrambling for her clothes. “I’m late! I’ve never been late to a class!”

“Whoa, hold on, crazy lady!” Ben’s deep voice cut through her panic. “Stop. You took a sick day.”

Chloe froze at the edge of the bed, one foot almost on the floor. “I did?”

“Yes,” Ben replied, his tone calm, like he was soothing a wild animal. “You told me who to contact last night, and I did, early this morning. You even told me what to say. Well,” he added with a playful smile, “I edited it a bit.”

Chloe’s shoulders sagged with relief. “I’ve got a sub?” she asked, her voice still a little shaky.

“Yep. They’ve got a sub for your classes, including first period. So...” He patted the spot next to him. “Why don’t you lie back down?”

Chloe hesitated for only a moment before sinking back into the bed, pulling the covers over herself. “Thank god.” She took a breath, relaxing into the pillows. “What about you? You don’t have to work today?”

“I found someone to cover my shift,” Ben replied smoothly.

She squinted at him, her head still fuzzy. “Are you hungover too?”

“No,” he said, his signature smirk tugging at his lips. “But if you’re home all day, I’m not going anywhere.”

From anyone else, it might have sounded romantic. From Ben, it just sounded... seductive.

Chloe took a moment to really look at him. He was lying in his black boxer briefs, which left little to the imagination. In the same spot Steve usually occupied, it was hard not to compare the two. Ben was taller, broader, his body more defined. His shoulders seemed to stretch the width of the bed, his chest carved with muscle, each of his abs perfectly visible. He looked almost too big to fit, like the bed was shrinking beneath him.

Her eyes flicked down, realizing she was still in the bra and panties she wore the night before. Heat rose to her cheeks, and she instinctively pulled the covers up higher.

Ben chuckled, his eyes sparkling with amusement. “Suddenly shy? You sure weren’t last night.”

Chloe blinked, confused. “You mean... dancing?”

“No,” Ben said with a slow shake of his head, his grin widening with mischief. “I mean when we got back.”

Her mind spun, memories just out of reach. Did we hook up? She felt a flush creeping over her as she glanced at him. “W... what did I...?”

“You said you thought of a loophole to your Rule,” Ben continued, clearly enjoying this. “A way we could fuck without breaking it.”

Her eyes widened. “What? What did I say?”

Ben raised an eyebrow, waiting for her to piece it together.

Suddenly, like a floodgate opening, the memories hit her. “Anal?!” she blurted, her voice rising in shock.

Ben laughed, nodding. “Yep. You said it wasn’t technically sex—”

“With you?” she asked, her voice incredulous as her gaze dropped to his crotch. “With... that?!”

“You seemed very into the idea,” Ben replied, his grin not fading.

“Jesus,” she muttered, covering her face with her hands. Her body tensed with embarrassment, and she could feel her cheeks burning. Ben’s laugh filled the room, teasing and unbothered.

“You were definitely hammered,” Ben added, “so that’s when I asked who to contact for your sick day. You gave me their info—Rachel, I think—and told me to tell her...” He paused, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “You had a case of ‘getting your ass destroyed.’”

Chloe groaned and covered her face again, her heart racing with embarrassment. “Please tell me you didn’t actually say that to Rachel,” she begged, her voice muffled by her hands. Rachel was her mentor, only a few years older than her but someone she deeply respected. If Ben had said that to her... she might have to transfer schools.

Ben laughed again, shaking his head. “Relax. I told her you had the stomach flu.”

Chloe sighed with relief, her body sagging back into the pillows. “Oh, thank god,” she muttered, shooting him a wary look. “So... we didn’t...?”

“Hook up? No. Of course not.” Ben’s smile softened slightly. “Not like that. But you did ask me to stay, so I did.”

He scooted closer to her, the bed shifting under his weight. As he reached across her to the nightstand, Chloe was suddenly enveloped by his scent—clean and masculine, a faint trace of cologne. His bicep was inches from her face, the sheer size of him impossible to ignore. She caught herself staring, her pulse quickening without her permission.

Almost instinctively, her hand slid under the covers, down to her panties. She barely noticed, her mind still racing from the tension and the hazy memories.

Ben grabbed the water and painkillers he had clearly prepared in advance. “Here, take these. Drink some water. You’ll feel better in no time.”

Chloe sat up slowly, pulling the covers up with her, instinctively trying to keep herself covered even though it felt silly. It wasn’t as if Ben hadn’t already seen everything last night. She took the pills and began sipping the water, her throat still dry from sleep and the remnants of alcohol.

“My god,” Ben said, his voice laced with amusement as his eyes roamed over her. “How many hooks does your bra have?”

Chloe lowered the glass, swallowing. “It’s more comfortable with more,” she explained, her voice still raspy. “Or really, just the wider band. Otherwise, it digs into my back.”

Ben chuckled softly, but his hand drifted to her back, his fingers tracing her spine with a light touch. The sensation made her shiver involuntarily, and she almost spilled the water from the tingling shockwave it sent through her. His fingers played lazily along the back strap of her bra, like it was a mindless motion for him—but for her, it was electrifying. Distracting. Half of her wanted him to rip the damn thing off, while the other half just wanted to collapse back into bed.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, his voice quieter now, more serious.

“I’m... okay.” She shook her head, trying to refocus, though her mind kept drifting under the influence of his touch. “I do need to run into school quickly, grab some of my students' art to grade. Trying to figure out when I should do that.”

Ben’s hand stilled on her back for a moment. “Why don’t you let me do it?”

Chloe blinked, looking over at him. “You? Why?”

Ben let out a soft laugh, the kind that always sounded effortless. “Look, I think you need more sleep. I’ll run to your school, pick up the work, and grab some coffee on the way back. That way, you get your rest, and I get a walk. Plus, you won’t have to go later, you know, when we might be... busy... if you’re feeling better.”

Chloe’s face flushed, her pulse quickening at the way he said busy. The entire day lay ahead of them, and she knew exactly where Ben’s mind was headed. And honestly, hers wasn’t far behind. “If you don’t mind,” she said slowly, “that would be... pretty great.”

“Of course not.” Ben swung his legs out of bed, already moving. “Luckily, it’s all digital art, right? All on a thumb drive? You can’t have me waltzing in there unannounced, though, so just tell Rachel to meet me with it.”

Chloe watched as that cocky smile spread across his face. “I get to meet Rachel, huh? She sounded cute.”

“She’s cute and married,” Chloe said, narrowing her eyes at him.

Ben’s grin only widened. “Even better.”

Chloe rolled her eyes, though she couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips. His playful confidence was both irritating and oddly charming. “How many girls do you need to be flirting with at once, exactly?”

“Well,” Ben drawled, his eyes sparkling with mischief, “I haven’t fucked you... yet.”

She felt her cheeks warm, but she didn’t look away. “Come back with a mocha, and I’ll think about it.”

Ben’s eyes lit up as he stood, pulling on his shirt and jeans. “You got yourself a deal.”

Without another word, he left the room, his footsteps soft as he headed out the door. Chloe was left alone in the quiet apartment, the sound of the door clicking shut echoing faintly behind him.

She rubbed her temples, still processing the strange situation she found herself in. The intimacy with Ben felt oddly natural, like they’d fallen into this new dynamic without even trying. But still, the reality of the day ahead gnawed at her thoughts.

Her gaze flickered to her phone. Steve. She wanted to call him, wanted to hear his voice, but it was still so early—only five in the morning in Las Vegas. He’d probably had a late night and wouldn’t appreciate being woken up just yet.

Instead, she typed out a quick text, keeping it light.

Hey, thinking about you. Hope you’re not too hungover. Call me when you wake up.

She hit send and set the phone down. Closing her eyes, she let her body relax into the pillows. One quick nap wouldn’t hurt. She rarely got the chance to sleep in on a weekday, and now, with the apartment to herself for at least a little while longer, the temptation of a lazy morning was too hard to resist.


Chapter 12

Steve checked his watch. Five in the morning. No chance of going back to sleep now. His body was wide awake, his mind racing—and not because of the time. Throughout the night, he and Jess had shifted positions in their sleep, something he barely noticed until he woke up in their current situation: spooning.

Jess was fast asleep in front of him, still naked, just like he was. His cock, hard as a rock, was nestled perfectly between her ass cheeks, the heat from her body seeping into him. Steve swallowed hard, trying to convince himself to pull away, knowing full well he should move before things escalated. But the sight—his cock twitching between her soft, perfect curves—was too much. He couldn’t bring himself to break the contact.

Jess moaned softly in her sleep, her body stretching ever so slightly. The shift caused her ass to slide against him just enough to send a bolt of pleasure through his cock, making it pulse. Steve’s body tensed, desperate to keep control. God, if I cum on her and wake her up... she’s going to kill me.

He tried to steady his breathing, his eyes flicking over her flawless form, the way her body fit against his like a puzzle. His phone dinged with a message, the faint noise startling him. He glanced at it—Do Not Disturb mode was on, but a few people could get through: Chloe, his parents.

The sound made Jess stir. She shifted again, then stilled. Steve held his breath, praying she hadn’t woken up.

"Steve?" Jess’s voice cut through the silence, low and serious.

His heart skipped a beat. “Yes?”

“I feel something,” she said, her tone unreadable. “Poking at my ass.”

Steve exhaled slowly. “Uh, yeah... somehow we... ended up like this.”

Jess shifted her waist, keeping her ass pressed against him while twisting her upper body so she could look at him in the dark. The movement exposed the side of her breast, casting a shadow over her perfect curves.

“Somehow?” Her voice was softer now, closer. A teasing lilt carried in her words.

“Don’t look at me,” Steve mumbled, feeling his cheeks flush despite himself. “I’m more of a little spoon guy.”

“Oh, so you want to turn around?” Jess asked, her tone playful. She punctuated the question by gently pushing her ass back into him.

Steve shivered, every muscle in his body tightening at the sensation. “God, no,” he muttered, unable to tear his eyes away from where his cock disappeared between her cheeks.

He could hear the smile in her voice as she turned back around. “I thought so.” She sighed dramatically. “Well, okay. Guess we should try to get back to sleep.”

Her words hung in the air, but as she spoke, Jess began to slowly, subtly move her ass against him. It was such a gentle motion, almost like she wanted him to think it was accidental. But every soft slide sent shockwaves of pleasure through Steve’s body, the friction against his cock almost unbearable.

“Jess...” he whispered, his voice strained.

“Hm?” she moaned, as if tired, though Steve could hear the amusement lacing her tone.

“Please...” His breath hitched, desperate.

“Please?” she teased, her voice low and sultry. “Oh, Steve... Don’t tell me—are you horny again?”

“Yes,” he groaned, his body betraying him as his hips twitched involuntarily.

“You want me to let you cum?” she asked, her voice thick with teasing, each word dragging out like she was savoring his need.

He shivered, closing his eyes as he pressed harder against her. “Yes, Jess. Please.”

Jess smirked in the dark, reaching back to grab his ass, pulling him deeper into the heat of her body as she ground her ass faster, more deliberately. “You want to cum fucking my ass crack?”

Steve’s entire body tensed, his orgasm building, the need becoming overwhelming. “Yes, please, Jess. Please, I’m so close...”

Just as he was about to lose control, Jess stopped. Her body stilled, leaving Steve’s cock twitching helplessly between her cheeks.

“Well,” Jess said, her voice light, almost playful, “eat me out, and I’ll think about it.”

Before Steve could respond, Jess shifted away from him, rolling onto her stomach. For a moment, Steve was confused, expecting her to flip onto her back and spread her legs for him.

“What are you...?” he asked, his voice hesitant, his body still throbbing with need.

"After you ate me out from behind yesterday, I realized just how perfect it is for us," Jess murmured, her voice muffled slightly by the pillow beneath her head. She kept her position low, face pressed into the soft fabric, but pulled her knees in beneath herself, raising her ass high in the air. The sight was intoxicating, her curves on full display. "You get to bury your face in my ass as much as you want. And it really makes you feel like my bitch. Win/win, wouldn’t you say?"

Yeah, Steve thought, it really was.

He crawled onto the bed, his heart racing, taking a moment to appreciate the sight in front of him. Jess, in this position, with her head buried in the pillow and her ass arched up so perfectly, looked unreal. Her soft skin, the way she presented herself so effortlessly, her pink pussy fully revealed to him—it made his mind short-circuit. For a brief moment, Steve let himself take a mental snapshot, knowing he’d play this image in his head for the rest of his life.

He wasn’t entirely sure what position he should be in to do this, but instinct guided him. Staying on all fours, he moved forward, letting his mouth press against her slick folds, kissing her softly at first, then gradually exploring her with his tongue.

“Mmmm, that’s nice,” Jess murmured, her voice laced with teasing, still pretending to sound sleepy. She shifted slightly, pressing herself more into him.

Steve’s tongue darted out, tasting her, finding her clit, and flicking it gently. He moaned into her, the sensation and taste sending sparks through him.

“Ooh, you are good at that,” Jess moaned, her voice low and breathy. “You’re a natural pussy licker, you know that?”

Steve moaned again, focusing all his attention on her, his tongue working her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Her praise sent a rush of pride through him.

“You love it too, don’t you?” Jess continued, her hips starting to move with his rhythm. “Last night, when I sat on your face... I’ve never had anyone react like that.”

Steve’s response was another moan, his mouth buried in her, letting her words wash over him. The memory of her sitting on his face burned in his mind, his cock twitching just thinking about it.

“You’d live under my ass, wouldn’t you?” Jess’s voice had that teasing edge again. “Too bad. I was planning on waking you up by sitting on your face this morning, but you couldn’t control yourself... had to wake me up with your little boner.”

Steve felt a pang of embarrassment, mentally kicking himself for waking her. But her words, though humiliating, made his cock throb with need.

“So now, as punishment,” Jess went on, her voice sultry and cruel in the most delicious way, “you have to eat me out from behind. Not with me on my back, like we’re lovers. Not sitting on your face, like I know you really want. But from behind... like a bitch.”

His cock twitched again, harder this time, at the sheer humiliation of her words. He loved it. He loved the way she talked to him, loved the way she could turn him into a desperate, obedient mess.

“Ooh, right there, baby boy. Right there, just like that,” Jess moaned, her voice growing louder, her hips pushing back against him. He could feel her body responding, her orgasm building. “You still love it, though, don’t you? Getting so close to... my ass.”

Steve moaned an agreement, his tongue flicking her clit in just the right way. He was desperate to please her, to make her cum.

“God, that’s good,” Jess groaned. “All I had to do was stick my ass in the air, and you were ready to crawl behind me... ready to do anything I wanted.”

Steve’s heart raced. He really would do anything for her in that moment.

“You better lick my ass crack too,” she commanded, her voice breathy. “Get it nice and wet for when you fuck it.”

Steve didn’t hesitate. His tongue traveled from her clit to her ass, licking her just the way she asked, his heart pounding with excitement. After a few moments, he returned to her pussy, focusing on her clit again, determined to bring her over the edge.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Jess moaned, her voice shaking now. “Bending over like this... it makes me want to get fucked. You ready to fuck me, Steve?”

Steve’s heart nearly stopped at her words. He lifted his mouth from her pussy, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “I... I want to, but—”

“Oh, not with your little guy,” Jess said, cutting him off, her voice laced with teasing cruelty. “I mean with a real cock.”

Steve blinked, momentarily thrown, until he realized. The dildo.

“Why don’t you go get Ben out of his box?” Jess asked, her voice casual, like she was asking for a favor. But Steve could hear the challenge in her tone.

Steve pushed himself off the bed, his mind racing as he reached over to the box in her suitcase. He opened it and pulled out the dildo—Ben’s replica—and the weight of it shocked him. He had seen Ben’s cock before, but holding the exact replica in his hands was something entirely different. The size, the thickness, the heft of it—it was almost overwhelming.

He glanced down at his own cock, still hard, sticking straight up. The comparison was unavoidable. Ben’s dildo was realistic, flesh-colored, but it was in a completely different league. There was no way his own cock could even begin to compare.

Swallowing hard, Steve turned back to Jess, holding the dildo in his hands, feeling its weight like it was a tangible reminder of the humiliation and desire swirling in his mind.

"Get back up here and fuck me with it."

Steve’s heart raced as he climbed back onto the bed, positioning himself on his knees behind her, as if he were about to take her in classic doggy style. But instead of his own cock, he held the base of the dildo, his hands gripping it tightly, the massive replica hovering just above his own much smaller erection. The size difference was stark—his cock completely eclipsed by the weight and length of "Ben."

He teased her first, letting the thick tip brush against her entrance. Jess groaned, her voice thick with need. “Oh, god. Fuck.” Her hand snaked between her legs, fingers finding her clit as she began to rub it in slow circles. “Give me more, baby boy. Give me more of your new, big cock.”

Steve swallowed, his throat dry as he pushed the dildo in an inch or two, watching with wide eyes as it disappeared into her. Jess squirmed beneath him, her moans getting louder, her hips moving with anticipation. The view—the sight of that massive cock sliding into her pussy—was unreal. It felt like something out of a porn scene, but it was right in front of him. And he was the one driving it.

“Keep going,” Jess moaned, her voice urgent. “Fuck me with it, baby. Fuck me with your big dick.”

Steve complied, starting to thrust in and out, moving the dildo in sync with his hips as though he were the one fucking her. It was a strange sensation—his body moving in all the familiar ways of sex, but none of the sensations were there. His cock ached, twitching in frustration, but the humiliation and power of the moment sent shivers of pleasure through him. Jess was loving it, her moans getting louder, her hips pushing back to take more and more of the thick dildo.

The wet, obscene sound of the dildo sliding in and out of her filled the room. It was louder than Steve expected—so loud it made him blush, even though he was the only witness.

“Oh god, baby boy, that’s so good,” Jess panted, her breath ragged. “But you know what would be even better?” She paused, spreading her knees a bit wider, lowering her ass closer to the bed. “If I had your tongue again.”

Steve’s heart skipped a beat. He knew what she meant—knew that if he slid down between her legs, he’d be just inches away from the massive dildo still fucking her. But the thought didn’t stop him. In fact, it excited him. Or maybe, he thought, I like it? He couldn’t tell anymore. All he knew was that he needed to please her.

Without a second thought, Steve flipped onto his back, sliding up beneath her until his head was positioned between her legs. Once he was in place, Jess spread her knees even more, pressing herself down, her weight settling onto his face. Steve held the dildo with both hands, pushing it in and out of her as his tongue found her clit, lapping at her with fervor.

The effect was immediate.

Jess’s body tensed, and her moans shifted from teasing to desperate. “Oh fuck, Steve. Fuck! This feels so good. This feels so fucking good. Ben’s cock and your tongue both pleasing me. It’s perfect, perfect, perfect...”

She was squirming now, her hips grinding down into his mouth, but Steve stayed focused. His tongue worked her clit, flicking it with precision while his arms—already tired—kept thrusting the dildo in and out of her slick, wet pussy. The combination was overwhelming her, and he could feel it in every tremble of her body.

“I’m going to cum,” Jess gasped, her voice frantic, on the edge of control. “I’m going to fucking cum, bigger than I... ever... holy fucking shit!”

With a series of powerful spasms, Jess came, her whole body jerking with the intensity of it. Steve had made her cum before, but this... this was something else. It was as if every muscle in her body was tightening and releasing in waves, her moans turning into cries of pleasure. Whether it was the size of the dildo or the combination of his tongue and the filthy situation, Steve wasn’t sure—but watching her, being beneath her as she came so violently, turned him on more than he thought possible. He could cum just from this, without even touching himself.

Finally, Jess’s orgasm began to fade, her body still trembling as she collapsed forward, rolling onto her back with a satisfied groan.

“Jesus,” she said, breathless and genuine.

“Good?” Steve asked, sliding up next to her, still feeling the aftershocks of everything that had just happened.

Jess shook her head, still trying to catch her breath. “No joke, the biggest orgasm of my life. Insane.”

Steve laughed softly. “Good. I’m glad ‘Ben’ was here to help.”

Jess let out a tired moan, her eyes half-closed. “Me too. But it was a team effort, for sure.” She leaned up, her lips meeting his in a soft, tender kiss, completely different from the raw intensity that had just passed. It was sweet, lingering.

She pulled back, her voice teasing again. “Ready for bed?”

Steve opened his mouth, his heart still pounding, but hesitated. “Jess...”

"I'm pretty beat," Jess said, her voice languid as she stretched, teasing the moment out.

"Jess. Please," Steve begged, his voice thick with need.

Jess cocked her head, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Please?” she echoed, a teasing smile playing on her lips. “Please what?”

Steve’s heart pounded. “You said...”

“I know what I said,” Jess interrupted, pursing her full lips as if in deep thought. “I said I’d think about it.” She let the words hang in the air, her eyes flickering with amusement. “Hmmm...”

“Jess!” Steve’s desperation was palpable now, his body trembling with anticipation.

She laughed at his frustration, the sound light and unbothered. “All right, fine,” she relented, flipping onto her stomach, this time lying prone. “Go on, slide that little dick between my cheeks.”

Steve didn’t need any more encouragement. Scrambling into position, he mounted her, his hands eagerly parting her toned, full ass cheeks as he slid his cock between them. The sensation of her soft, warm skin pressing against him made his breath hitch, and he squeezed her ass tighter, trying to control the overwhelming rush of arousal.

“Ooh, how long do you think you’ll last fucking me like this?” Jess teased, her voice a smooth purr. She grabbed her phone from the nightstand, tapping the screen until she opened a timer and showed it to him. “Tell you what... If you last thirty seconds, I’ll suck your dick in the shower later. Deal?”

Steve’s heart raced. Thirty seconds. He could do that. He nodded, feeling a surge of determination.

Jess smirked, starting the timer. “Go ahead, baby boy. Let’s see if you can last.”

Steve began pumping his hips, his cock sliding up and down between her ass cheeks, the friction almost unbearable. Jess propped herself up on her elbows, turning her head slightly to watch him, her eyes gleaming with amusement.

“Oh, god,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Look at your little guy sliding around back there. And those fingers... do you see how they’re pressing into my ass? It looks pretty fucking hot, doesn’t it? Keep going, baby boy.”

Fuck, Steve thought, gritting his teeth as he thrust faster. He was already close, but he kept going, determined to last.

“Just imagine it,” Jess continued, her voice soft but dripping with eroticism. “Imagine sliding that cock inside me right now. Fucking me like this. Kissing me while you’re fucking my tight little pussy. What do you think it would feel like, hmm?”

Steve groaned, his cock twitching dangerously. He checked the timer—twelve more seconds.

“It’s so hot when Ben fucks me like that,” Jess mused, her tone casual but teasing. “And you’ve gotten pretty up close and personal with his clone, haven’t you? You know what it can do to me... can you picture him fucking me like that? Or maybe... Chloe?”

Steve’s heart nearly stopped. The thought of Ben fucking Chloe in the bed next to them, while all he could do was slide his cock up and down Jess’s ass... it was too much.

“Imagine him fucking her prone, right next to us, while you’re here, humping my ass... like this,” Jess whispered, her voice sending him spiraling.

“Ah, shit!” Steve cried out, losing control right at the four-second mark. His body convulsed as he came, thick ropes of cum shooting across Jess’s back. The humiliation of cumming so quickly, combined with the erotic vision she’d planted in his mind, pushed him over the edge in a way he hadn’t expected.

Jess smiled knowingly, her eyes still gleaming with satisfaction as she felt him twitch and spill onto her skin. The sight of him, overwhelmed and helpless, sandwiched between her perfect ass cheeks, clearly turned her on, too. She didn’t need to say anything—her grin said it all.

Steve quickly grabbed tissues from the nightstand, gently wiping the cum off her back, trying to clean up the mess before collapsing next to her, his body still trembling.

“Mmmm,” Jess moaned happily, stretching out in the aftermath of the moment.

Steve let out a breathless laugh. “That was awesome.”

Jess chuckled softly, rolling onto her side to face him. “You really do love being tormented, don’t you?”

He met her gaze, a sheepish smile tugging at his lips. “And you love to torment.”

Her eyes softened just slightly. “Well,” she said, thoughtfully, “I love to torment you, anyway.”

They studied each other for a moment, the air between them shifting, the playful teasing giving way to something more intimate. It was a brief but potent connection, a flicker of affection amidst the sea of sexuality between them.

Jess broke the moment, turning over with a soft sigh. “We should try to get a little more sleep. But... I think I heard your phone go off earlier.”

Steve blinked, suddenly remembering the notification that had woken them. He turned, grabbing his phone from the nightstand, and checked the message.

Chloe: Oh, man. I am sooooo hung over. I actually had to take a sick day... hope your night was fun too! <3

A soft smile spread across Steve’s face as he read the message. He typed out a quick response, his thoughts lingering on Chloe and everything that had happened last night.


Chapter 13

"Hey, sleepyhead. Your mocha’s getting cold."

Chloe’s eyes fluttered open, adjusting to the light. Ben was sitting on the bed next to her, his signature crooked smile plastered across his face.

She rubbed her face, trying to shake off the fog of sleep. "What time is it?"

"Almost eleven," he said casually, watching her with amusement.

Chloe groaned, pressing a hand to her eyes. “Wow—that flew by.” A thought suddenly hit her, and she glanced at Ben suspiciously. “Wait… you were out that long? My school isn’t that far away.”

Ben’s smile widened, a glint of mischief in his eyes. “Rachel and I got talking. She invited me into the teachers' lounge for coffee.”

Chloe’s jaw dropped. “Ben!”

He shrugged, his tone all innocence. “Hey, I was just there for the thumb drive! She’s the one who invited me in.”

Chloe gave him a look, raising an eyebrow, clearly not buying his story. She knew him too well.

Ben laughed, throwing his hands up. “Okay, okay. I may have done a little flirting. Just a little bit. But only because you told me I shouldn’t.”

“Ben!” Chloe groaned again, though a small part of her wasn’t really surprised.

His grin didn’t falter. “What? Are you jealous?”

Chloe opened her mouth to respond but quickly closed it again, uncertain. Was she? Ben wasn’t her boyfriend—he wasn’t even officially hers. Why should it matter if he flirted with someone? Still, a strange knot formed in her stomach.

She sighed, letting out a reluctant, “Maybe a little.”

Ben’s smile deepened as he casually pulled off his shirt, tossing it aside before sliding back into bed next to her. “Good,” he said, settling in. “Because I told her I’ve secretly been in love with you for years. And asked her for some advice about it.”

Chloe blinked, her mind racing to process what he had just said. “What?!”

“Yep,” Ben replied, his grin widening as he stretched out beside her, completely unfazed by her shock.

Chloe stared at him in disbelief. “Are you... trying to cause chaos in my life?”

“No, not really,” Ben said with a shrug, clearly enjoying the reaction he was getting from her.

“Then why would you do that?” Chloe asked, exasperated, though there was a hint of amusement creeping into her tone.

He glanced over at her, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “It just seemed like it would be a funny thing to do.”

Chloe suddenly remembered her phone and quickly grabbed it, her heart pounding. She unlocked the screen and saw the messages—two new ones, both from people she hadn’t expected.

Steve: I had an amazing night. Get some more rest, and let’s video call soon?

Rachel: Lol, who is this hottie you’ve sent me?

Rachel: OMG CALL ME AS SOON AS YOU CAN.

Chloe put the phone down, a mix of disbelief and amusement swirling inside her as she turned back toward Ben. “Are you the devil?”

Ben chuckled, that self-assured grin never leaving his face. “Maybe. But I bring gifts.” He held up the mocha like a peace offering. “And I brought your thumb drive.”

She sat up, accepting the drink and taking a grateful sip. “Where is it?” she asked between gulps, her mind still racing with the mess he’d made.

“Where’s what?” Ben replied, feigning innocence as he raised an eyebrow.

“The thumb drive, Ben,” Chloe said, giving him a pointed look.

His smile widened. “I’ve got it safe and sound. You’ll get it... if you’re a good girl today.”

Chloe felt a shiver run down her spine at his words. “But... my students’ work...” she protested, her voice weakening.

“And you’ll get it,” Ben said calmly, his large hand reaching up to cup her cheek, his thumb rubbing gently over her lips. “As long as you’re a good girl.”

Chloe’s breath hitched at the touch.

The shift in tone, the sudden tension between them—it was palpable. Chloe swallowed, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. She could feel herself slipping into the dynamic they’d only danced around before.

“I’m feeling…” she began, her voice quieter now, more subdued, “I’m feeling much better.”

Ben’s eyes darkened, his thumb lingering over her lips, teasing her. “Much better…”

Chloe’s heart raced, and she knew what he was waiting for. She hesitated for just a second before whispering, “Much better… daddy.”

Ben’s smile turned hungry, his hand moving to cradle her jaw, the weight of his palm grounding her. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and possessive. “You had a fun night last night, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Chloe replied truthfully, her mind flashing back to the night before. The drinks, the dancing, the way she’d felt so free, teasing the men around her—teasing him. It had been one of the greatest dates she’d ever been on.

Ben’s grip tightened slightly, just enough to make her pulse quicken. “You were teasing all those guys at the bar with your body… teasing me all night. And then when we got back, you went right to bed, didn’t you?”

Chloe bit her lip, feeling her cheeks flush as she whispered, “I did. Daddy.”

"You were grinding up on me, touching me. You even kissed me once or twice. Didn't you?" Ben's voice was low, dripping with a knowing tone, as if daring her to deny it.

Chloe's face flushed a deep pink, heat spreading through her chest. Her eyes flicked down, avoiding his gaze, but she couldn’t ignore the growing bulge in his underwear. Her breath hitched as her body responded without hesitation, a familiar warmth pooling between her legs. "I did," she admitted softly, her voice barely a whisper. She looked away, embarrassed by how easily he stirred her, her pulse racing.

Ben's smile curled at the edges, dark and teasing. "It doesn’t seem fair, does it? Are you a tease, Chloe? Or are you my slut?"

Her body shivered at the word, her heart pounding in her chest. The sharpness of his words cut through her, and she felt a surge of lust, of helpless submission. "I'm..." she swallowed hard, the word almost catching in her throat. "I’m your slut, Daddy."

The smirk deepened, and he leaned in closer, his lips barely brushing against hers, hovering but never quite touching. "Then what should we do to make this right?" His breath was hot on her skin, his voice a hushed command. "What do you think we should do this morning, hmm?"

"I..." Her mind spun, her thoughts dissolving into the haze of desire he always seemed to pull from her.

He edged even closer, the heat of his body tempting her, lips grazing hers but not quite giving in. "Why don't you finish your drink," he whispered, his voice sending shivers down her spine, "and think about how you want to make it up to me. I'll be taking a quick shower."

Chloe’s eyes followed him as he stood up, his movements deliberate and slow, savoring her attention. His fingers slid down the waistband of his underwear, and his cock sprang free, thick and proud. He didn’t say a word, just gave her that cocky smile, knowing full well the effect it had on her.

She bit down on her lip, her pulse racing as she watched him walk out of the room, the sight of him leaving her breathless. He knew exactly what he was doing to her.

Left alone, Chloe’s thoughts spun. Her body ached for him. One hand drifted idly down her stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. She was soaking wet, already lost in the fantasy of spending the entire day in bed with Ben, wrapped in his control. A small whimper escaped her lips as her fingers teased her sensitive skin. Fuck. Ben always got her going so easily.

But then, guilt pricked at the edges of her thoughts, and the buzz of her phone snapped her out of it. Steve.

Her chest tightened with the realization she’d almost forgotten about him in the haze of desire. With trembling fingers, she picked up the phone and called.

"Hey!" Steve’s cheerful voice greeted her, full of warmth and oblivious to the sinful morning she was about to have.

“Hey,” Chloe said, her voice soft, a playful edge already creeping into her tone.

“So,” Steve’s voice came through the phone, a smile audible in his words, “how was your night?”

She laughed, a light, teasing sound. “It was... well, maybe too much fun.”

Steve chuckled. “Sounded like it. And dancing? I had no idea you liked to dance that much.”

“Neither did I! I mean, at first, I felt ridiculous. But somehow Ben pulls you out on the dancefloor, takes the lead... and, well, it feels natural.” Her voice trailed off, as if she were still processing the ease with which Ben commanded the night.

Steve laughed again, his tone easy but carrying a hint of something else. “No, I get it. Jess takes the lead no matter what we do.”

Chloe smirked. “What did you guys get up to?”

“Pinball and pool,” Steve replied casually.

She blinked, momentarily surprised. “That sounds... more innocent than I was expecting. Especially for Vegas.”

He coughed awkwardly. “Well... it was. Until it wasn’t.”

Chloe bit her lip, feeling a little spark of mischief bubble up. “So, you had a fun night yourself, huh?”

Steve paused, then admitted, “Yeah. Yeah, I did. Did, uh... did Ben...?”

“No,” she interjected quickly, her heart skipping. “No, he was a perfect gentleman. Put me right to bed.”

“Good,” Steve replied, though there was a flicker of relief—or maybe something else—in his voice.

She hesitated, a coy smile curling on her lips. “He did sleep in the bed with me, though. Apparently, I begged him.”

Steve let out a nervous laugh. “You don’t remember?”

“Not really,” she admitted, her voice lowering. “I mean, kind of. It’s fuzzy. But you guys...?”

“Yeah, we fooled around,” Steve said, his tone shifting, a little deeper now. “Do you want the details, or...?”

Chloe chuckled softly, imagining what had happened. “No, that’s fine. But... it makes me feel better about what’s about to happen.”

A pause stretched between them. She could hear his breathing grow heavier. “Why? What’s about to happen?” Steve’s voice was laced with curiosity, but there was an unmistakable edge of excitement, a thrill he was struggling to contain.

Chloe leaned back on the bed, her lips curling in a seductive smile. “Mmmm...” she moaned softly into the phone, her voice dripping with suggestion. “Well... the thing is, I was teasing him all last night. Dancing on him, grinding against him...”

“Oh?” Steve’s voice sharpened, his attention completely on her now.

“Yeah,” she whispered, the heat rising in her words. “And now... we’ve got the whole day to ourselves, here.”

“Oh really?” His eagerness was palpable.

“Just the two of us... all alone in our apartment.” Chloe’s words rolled slowly, like honey dripping from her lips. She savored each one, drawing Steve in. “So... I think I’ve got to give him some relief.”

Steve’s breathing quickened, his arousal nearly tangible even through the phone.

“Lots... and lots... of relief,” she finished, her voice thick with seduction, every syllable dripping with intent.

“That sounds... really fucking hot, baby,” Steve murmured, his voice low, breathless.

The sound of running water stopped, and Chloe’s heart skipped as she heard the shower turn off. Ben’s footsteps echoed softly down the hall, growing closer. Chloe bit her lip, a fresh surge of excitement fluttering in her stomach. She hadn’t lied to Steve—there would be plenty of relief.

An idea sparked in Chloe's mind, her pulse quickening. "Do you want to hear?" Her voice came out more breathless than she intended.

“What?” Steve’s tone was curious but confused, not yet catching onto her intention.

"Do you want to... listen?" she asked, her voice dipping into a sultry whisper. “I’ll... I’ll hide the phone. Would that turn you on?”

There was a pause, and then some muffled noise on Steve’s end. Chloe faintly caught the sound of Jess’s voice, and for a split second, she wondered if Steve was hesitating.

“Quick!” she urged, her heart pounding with both anticipation and daring.

“Yes, baby. Yes… please… I want to,” Steve finally breathed, his eagerness sending a thrill through her.

The door opened, and Chloe’s breath hitched as Ben stepped into the room, a towel slung low around his hips, water still glistening on his toned chest. For a moment, she considered actually hiding the phone from him—but then a wicked thought crept in. Ben would put on even more of a show if he knew Steve was listening. Her stomach fluttered at the thought, the thrill of it making her decision for her.

Sitting up in bed, her eyes locking directly with Ben’s, Chloe spoke clearly into the phone, not hiding a thing. “Okay, baby... Ben’s coming from the bathroom now. I’ll hide the phone so you can hear... everything.”

With a slow, deliberate movement, she turned her phone so Ben could see the name on the screen—Steve. There was no need to explain. Ben's eyes glinted with understanding as he flashed that cocky grin, the one that always made her knees weak. He winked, his confidence palpable, making her heart race even faster.

Chloe’s chest tightened with excitement. God, telling him was the right call. She could already see the change in Ben—the way he stood taller, his posture more predatory, knowing he now had an audience. This wasn’t just for her anymore. It was for Steve, too.

Ben slowly dropped his towel, his cock springing free as he took his time walking toward her, his eyes locked on hers. Chloe bit her lip, her pulse pounding as the air between them thickened. She could barely hear Steve’s quickened breathing through the phone, but knowing he was there, listening to everything, made her body hum with anticipation.

Ben walked over to the nightstand, towering above her, the towel hanging loosely on his hips. His presence filled the room, commanding. “All right,” he said, his voice low and deep, sending a shiver through her. “Did you think about what you'd like to do this morning?”

Chloe’s breath hitched, and she glanced up at him, her heart racing. “Yes, Daddy,” she replied, her voice soft and dripping with anticipation. “I want to suck on that big cock of yours.”

His smirk widened, clearly pleased with her response. “That,” he said, the satisfaction clear in his voice, “sounds like a great start.”

Chloe licked her lips, her body humming with arousal. “Why don’t you take off that towel and lie back in bed so I can please you, Daddy?”

Ben didn’t hesitate. With a single movement, he let the towel drop to the floor, revealing his cock—hard, thick, and aimed right at her. Chloe’s breath caught in her throat at the sight of him, her body reacting instinctively as heat pooled between her thighs.

But before she could move, Ben reached behind her back with those confident hands of his. “First, though...” he murmured, his fingers deftly undoing her bra with a practiced flick. The straps loosened, the fabric falling away as she gasped, genuine surprise lighting up her face.

He laughed softly, the sound filled with amusement. “What’s that for?”

Chloe cast a glance at the phone on the nightstand, a sly smile curling her lips. “My boyfriend... well, he has a lot of trouble taking my bra off. I usually have to do it for him. He’s never done it one-handed like you.”

Ben's grin widened, clearly enjoying the comparison. “Maybe his hands are too small.”

“Or maybe,” she teased, pulling the bra away from her body and letting it drop, her tits now fully exposed, “he hasn’t had all your practice.”

His eyes darkened with lust as he took in the sight of her massive tits, her skin flushed with desire. “Fuck, those look good.”

“These?” Chloe said, grabbing them in her hands and squeezing them together, presenting them to him. “My big tits?”

“Yes, baby girl,” he growled, the hunger in his voice making her pulse quicken.

“They’re all for you, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice sultry, knowing exactly what that did to him.

“Mmmm,” Ben’s eyes gleamed as he slid into bed, leaning back against the pillows. “I want to see how they bounce while you’re sucking me off.”

“Of course, Daddy,” she replied, her heart racing as she moved between his legs. She felt the heat from his body as she lowered herself down, her mouth watering as she took his thick cock into her mouth, feeling the weight of him against her tongue.

As she worked him deeper into her mouth, Ben reached over to the nightstand, his fingers curling around the phone. He silently brought it closer to her, letting Steve—and probably Jess—hear the wet, erotic sounds of Chloe worshiping Ben’s cock. The idea of them listening, of Steve hearing every moan, every gag as she struggled to take him deeper, only made Chloe work harder.

She put on a show, not just for Ben, but for Steve. Her tongue danced along his length, licking, sucking, choking on him as she bobbed her head up and down. Her hands worked the base of his cock, her mouth sliding wetly along his shaft. The noises filled the room—loud, wet, obscene—and she knew Steve could hear every moment. Fuck, even the neighbors might be able to hear.

Ben’s groans of approval sent shivers through her. “Fuck, that’s good,” he growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “You were made for this cock, you know that?”

Chloe moaned around him, taking in as much of him as she dared. The weight of him in her mouth, the taste of him, it all drove her wild.

“Are you getting wet?” Ben asked, his tone playful but commanding.

She pulled her mouth off him just long enough to reply, her voice breathless. “So wet,” she whispered, both hands stroking his shaft as she spoke, her fingers slick with his precum.

Ben’s smile turned wicked. “Do you get this wet sucking your boyfriend’s cock?”

Chloe paused, her heart pounding, a wicked giggle escaping her lips. “No, Daddy,” she admitted, feeling a rush of arousal as she said it. “I only get this wet if he’s eating me out. But even then…” She hesitated, biting her lip, wondering if she was taking it too far. Steve liked this kind of humiliation—he got off on it—but without being able to see his reaction, she wasn’t sure where the line was.

Ben cocked his head slightly, a glint of curiosity mixed with the dark gleam in his eyes. "What?" he asked, his voice low and rough, sensing her teasing.

Chloe bit her lip, her heart pounding with a daring thought. She smiled up at him and decided to take a chance. "Even when he is... I’m thinking about you, Daddy."

Ben’s expression shifted instantly, his grin widening with satisfaction. “Fuck, baby girl. It’s true, isn’t it? That is so hot.”

Before she could respond, his big hands moved to her head, his fingers curling into her hair with just the right amount of control. He didn’t wait for her to adjust, guiding her with firm but careful movements. His hips thrust forward, and he began pumping his cock in and out of her mouth, slow at first but with an unmistakable intention. Not all the way—he knew how big he was—but enough to make her feel completely at his mercy.

Chloe’s heart raced, her body reacting to the intensity of his dominance. She let herself go, her eyes fluttering shut as she surrendered fully to him. The feeling of his thick cock sliding between her lips, slick with her saliva, made her moan. Drool dripped down her chin and around his shaft, a messy display of her submission to him. Fuck, she loved it—being used by him like this, completely taken over. She felt herself melt, her body loose and pliant, becoming his little fuck doll.

“Fuck,” Ben growled, his voice dripping with lust as he took control, thrusting into her mouth with rhythmic precision. “You love getting face fucked, don’t you? You love getting face fucked by my huge cock.”

Chloe could only moan in response, her mouth full of him, her throat tightening around his length. She was lost in the moment, the pleasure of pleasing him consuming her.

After a few deep thrusts, Ben pulled her head back, her lips leaving his cock with an audible pop. He guided her lower, forcing her down toward his balls. Chloe eagerly dove in, licking and kissing them with fervor, her hands stroking the base of his cock as she worked.

“Ah, shit,” Ben groaned, his head tipping back, the pleasure evident in his voice. “That is amazing. Unbelievable— you love licking my balls too?”

“I do, Daddy,” she murmured between licks, her voice full of need as she tasted him. “I do. They’re so big.”

“Bigger than your boyfriend’s?” Ben’s voice was dripping with arrogance, knowing full well what her answer would be.

“Of course,” Chloe whispered, her tongue tracing every inch of him. “Everything about you is bigger, Daddy.”

“And you like that?” he pressed, his voice rougher, pushing for more.

“I love it, Daddy,” she confessed, her words breathless and honest.

Ben’s eyes darkened with lust, his control over her fueling his own desire. “Fuck, you are so hot,” he growled, his hands tightening on her. “Take off those panties and get on top of me.”

Chloe quickly obeyed, her body trembling with excitement as she slid off her soaked panties and climbed on top of him. His massive cock rested against his stomach, thick and hard, the head reaching up toward his defined abs. She could barely believe how far it extended, stretching up his six-pack, a clear reminder of just how big he was.

With a slow, deliberate motion, she straddled him, letting her wet pussy press against the length of his cock. She moaned as she settled her weight onto him, the sensation of his twitching cock against her dripping heat sending waves of pleasure through her body. “Oh... fuck,” she whispered, her hips instinctively rolling against him, savoring the feeling of him beneath her.

Ben’s eyes gleamed, his hands gripping her thighs as he watched her move. “Grind my cock,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerous.

“Yes, Daddy,” Chloe breathed, her body already responding, her hips moving in slow, tantalizing circles as she ground against his thick shaft. Each motion sent sparks of pleasure through her, her wetness coating him as she rode him, her body shivering with anticipation.

Chloe’s breath caught as she began to move her soaking wet pussy up and down his cock, her juices mixing with the saliva already coating his length. The friction was electrifying, every glide sending shivers up her spine. She moaned, her body surrendering to the heat and power radiating from him.

“You like that?” Ben’s voice was a deep rumble, low and filled with authority.

She moaned again, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “I’ve wanted to feel you against me since that first time,” she confessed, her words breathless. “When I straddled your big cock with those sweatpants in the way. God, I’ve been dreaming of this every night since then.”

Ben’s hips responded, thrusting up to meet her movements, the increased friction sending her senses into overdrive. He grabbed her hips, tightening his grip, taking control of the rhythm. Chloe’s eyes rolled back as the sensation heightened, her body loose and pliant under his dominance. Fuck, she loved it when he took over, when she became his little plaything, his fuck doll.

He began to slide her back and forth, her body helplessly following his motions as he used her, sliding her from the tip of his cock to the base—a journey that seemed impossibly long, each movement making her moan louder. Her hands instinctively moved to her tits, squeezing them, her nipples hard under her palms. “Oh, fuck, Ben,” she panted. “Fuck. You’re making me feel so good. This cock is insane.”

Ben grinned, his eyes gleaming with that cocky, confident look she had come to crave. “Just think about what it’ll feel like when it’s inside you.”

The words sent a thrill down her spine. When, she thought. He’s so cocky. But… he’s right. The thought of him inside her was all-consuming, her body craving it more with every second.

Ben increased the pace, sliding her up and down his shaft with more urgency. She felt her orgasm building, coiling tight inside her, threatening to break free. Her hands found their way to his chest, fingers spreading over his rock-solid pecs as she propped herself up. The feeling of his hard muscles beneath her palms only turned her on more, driving her closer to the edge.

“Fuck, Ben. Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Her words came out in gasping moans as his cock rubbed perfectly against her clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her. She felt herself losing control, her body trembling. “Oh shit, Ben, this is— I’m… I’m going to…” Her voice trembled as the orgasm crested inside her, her entire body shivering.

And then… suddenly, it all stopped. Ben lifted her hips off his cock, breaking the contact, leaving her on the verge of release, but not quite there.

Chloe gasped, out of breath, her mind reeling from the sudden denial. “Wh-what are you doing? I was going to—”

“You can cum,” Ben interrupted, his voice wicked, eyes glinting with control. “Once I’m inside you. Otherwise… I’m going to keep teasing you. But no orgasms.”

The weight of his words sank in, the implication clear. He was going to tease her, deny her, until he had her begging—until she broke her last rule.

“Ben, I… I can’t,” Chloe stammered, panic mixing with her arousal. “It’s the one rule left, it’s the one promise I made to…” Her protest was cut short as Ben dropped her back onto his shaft, her words dissolving into a moan as the overwhelming pleasure hit her again. She felt drool escape her lips, dripping down onto his six-pack as he moved her up and down, his cock rubbing against her so perfectly she could barely breathe.

“Oh god, oh god, oh my god,” she babbled, her mind spiraling, pleasure and denial warring inside her. “So good, so good, Ben, I’m so close, I’m going to—”

Once again, he pulled her off just as she reached the brink. Her legs shook, her body desperate for release, but denied. One of her hands moved toward her pussy, instinctively trying to bring herself the relief she craved, but Ben caught her wrist mid-air, pinning it beside her.

“No,” he growled. He was in control.

“Ben, please,” she whined, her voice desperate. “I’m so fucking close, I can’t take it…”

He waited, watching as her body calmed, her need simmering but still intense. And then he dropped her back onto his cock, the teasing starting all over again. Each denial made the pressure build higher, each moment drawing her closer to something beyond her control. She was moaning, screaming, the intensity of the sensations driving her wild. She’d never felt anything this good, not even during real sex. Ben was a god, and he knew it.

“You thought I’d be happy with just teasing and oral?” Ben asked, his voice low, his words sending shivers down her spine. “That I’d wait another couple of days so you could keep your rule? When I know we’re going to fuck anyway? When I know how badly you want it?”

Chloe’s body trembled, her hands gripping his chest as she fought not to give in. But Ben knew—he could feel how close she was. He pulled her off again, just before she could break.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her body shuddering with unspent desire. Each denial made it worse, made the next wave of pleasure even stronger. She couldn’t take it anymore. Not without him inside her. Not without finally breaking the rule.

“No,” Ben continued, his voice filled with finality. “I’ve been waiting to fuck you since the day we met. I’m done waiting.”

He held her still, letting the tension build for a few agonizing seconds before dropping her back onto his cock again, grinding her against him.

“Do it,” he demanded. “Say it. Say it, and I’ll give you what you want. What I know you’ve been thinking about since you first started checking me out.”

Chloe bit her lip, fighting the overwhelming desire to give in. But it was useless. Her body was on fire, her mind spiraling as she moaned and squirmed on his cock. Finally, she broke, the words spilling from her lips.

“Oh god… Ben… please… please… fuuuuck me!”

Ben smiled, that dark, satisfied grin. He had her. Finally.

He reached over, grabbing the phone, and Chloe’s heart skipped a beat as he did something unexpected. With a sly look, he said into the phone, “Well. Ask then. Ask to break the last rule.”


Chapter 14

Steve and Jess lay naked in bed, the phone on speaker between them. Jess had been teasing him relentlessly, her hand lazily stroking his cock as they listened to the muffled sounds of Chloe and Ben on mute. Chloe’s moans were a constant in the background, each one a reminder of how close she was to breaking the last barrier, the final rule.

Jess unmuted the phone, her voice casual yet commanding. "Hold on," she said into the phone, as if she were making a quick business deal. “We need to talk about it. No sex until I say so.” She muted the call again, her demeanor so controlled, as if she hadn’t just denied Chloe’s desperate pleas for release.

Steve could barely process what was happening. Ben had worn Chloe down faster than he ever anticipated. It wasn’t even the end of the first day apart, and already she was begging to be fucked.

"You look surprised," Jess observed, her eyes flicking over him with a knowing smirk.

Steve swallowed, shaking his head. “It just... wow. I mean, it was so fast.”

Jess smiled, a slow, satisfied smile. "I thought this might happen."

"You did?"

Jess studied him, her gaze piercing. “I don’t want to talk too much about the game. It ruins some of the fun. But… clearly… you and I are different from Chloe and Ben.” Her tone softened just a little, but the sharpness never left her eyes. “We both thrive on this power exchange, the teasing, me being dominant, denying you. We’re very compatible that way. Those two… well, they’ve just wanted to fuck for years. It’s a different game.”

“So, I guess this is it? The end of the last Rule?”

Jess shook her head, a hint of amusement in her expression. “No. There’s still two Rules left.”

Steve raised an eyebrow, genuinely intrigued. “Two?”

She nodded, eyes gleaming. “Allowing Ben to fuck Chloe… and allowing you to fuck me.”

Steve couldn’t help but laugh at the revelation. “You mean, just because I say okay to them breaking the Rule…”

“Doesn’t mean you get to break yours. Yet.” Jess’s smile was wicked, her voice dripping with control. “Like I said, those two have been dying to fuck for years. It’s not nearly as… valuable… as you getting to fuck me.”

They locked eyes, the air between them crackling with unspoken tension.

“So,” Jess purred, turning over onto the bed, her body moving with a slow, sensual grace as she crawled toward him. “You want to let my boyfriend fuck your girlfriend. Listen to her—she’s practically begging for it. And I know you want it too. The humiliation… the comparison. You want it all.” Her eyes glinted as she closed the distance between them, her face now just inches from his.

Steve’s cock, already hard from her teasing, throbbed with need. Her words, the way she controlled every element of the situation, made his desire almost unbearable.

Jess’s voice dropped to a whisper, her breath hot against his skin. “The question is… what will you give me for it?”

Steve blinked, momentarily taken aback. “You want to…?”

“You know what I want,” she said with a sly smile, her tone deceptively casual. “I want to negotiate. The most important negotiation of your life.”

He studied her, realizing she was deadly serious. In the background, Chloe’s moans of frustration grew louder, her voice breaking as Ben continued to torment her, edging her closer and closer to the orgasm he refused to give her.

Steve’s mind raced. Jess was offering him everything he’d fantasized about—letting Ben fuck Chloe, the ultimate act of submission. But she wasn’t giving it away freely. She wanted something in return, something that would push the dynamic further into her control.

“Okay,” Steve finally said, a slow smile creeping onto his face. “Deal.”

Jess sat up, blinking in surprise, the shock clear in her expression. She hadn’t expected him to agree so quickly.

“What?” Steve asked, tilting his head, his eyes gleaming with amusement.

For a moment, it seemed like Jess might admit something, but she caught herself, her ears tinged red. She cleared her throat, her usual control slipping for just a moment. “Nothing. You’ve just… gotten ahead of yourself.” She composed herself quickly, her voice regaining its sharpness. “So? What will you give me?”

Steve opened his mouth to speak, but Jess held up a hand, her eyes narrowing. “Think carefully,” she warned, her tone deadly serious. “Your first words are important here.”

Steve shut his mouth, forcing himself to block out the erotic sounds spilling from the phone’s speaker. Chloe’s desperate moans echoed in the background, but he needed to focus. He finally understood the game—this was about more than just words. It was about knowing Jess, understanding her intentions, and finding a way to align them with his own desires.

But that was the challenge. What did Jess truly want? She had always been an enigma, carefully revealing only what she wanted him to see. Their relationship had evolved; they were more comfortable with each other now, but she still kept parts of herself hidden, guarded. Why?

Steve’s mind raced, studying her face, the way her eyes stayed locked on his. She was still naked, her body illuminated by the soft light, but it wasn’t her nudity that distracted him. It was the intensity of her gaze, the weight of her expectations pressing down on him. Jess wasn’t just asking for sex or pleasure—that would be too easy. No, she was after something bigger.

The problem was, Jess could take anything she wanted from him, at least sexually. He’d happily give her more oral, more massages, anything she asked for. But offering that was too simple, too easy, and Jess didn’t negotiate for things she could take freely. This wasn’t about sex.

Her stare stayed fixed on him, and Steve realized she was studying him just as carefully. These little negotiations—they weren’t just games for her. Jess always wanted something deeper from him in these moments. Sure, they were sexually charged, but there was more at play. She wanted him to be good at this. She wanted him to be confident, to show strength, to prove that he could match her.

That’s it, Steve thought, his heart beating faster. Jess didn’t just want him to win this negotiation. She wanted him to understand how to win, to see the bigger picture. But how? What could he possibly give her that would satisfy both of them? Didn’t she want this, too?

And then it hit him. Of course.

A slow smile crept onto his face. He tilted his head slightly, pretending confusion. “Give… you, Jess? What do you mean? It’s my Rule to break.” He leaned forward just enough to let his voice drop into a more confident tone. “It sounds like you want to let your boyfriend have my girlfriend. So, the real question is: what will you give me to make it happen? What will you do to seal the deal?”

Jess’s eyes gleamed with approval, a rare warmth flickering behind her usual coolness. Her smile was subtle but genuine. There was pride in her expression, something she didn’t show often. “Very good,” she said, her voice soft but pleased. “It’s a hard lesson to learn: the framing of the negotiation is as important as the negotiation itself. If you let the other person define the terms, you’ll almost always lose. I’ve seen even great negotiators fail because they couldn’t see past the terms set by the other party. But you—you saw the bigger picture.”

Steve’s heart swelled with satisfaction, his smile widening. He had made her proud. He had finally understood the deeper game Jess played.

“I am tempted to continue the negotiation,” Jess mused, her voice laced with amusement, “but I’ll let you have this one. Name your price.”

Steve paused, considering his options. He could demand something sexual—something tied directly to their teasing and power dynamic—but the moment didn’t feel right for that. Instead, he thought of something simpler, something that spoke to their evolving relationship. “Dinner tonight,” he said slowly, “just the two of us.”

Surprise flickered in Jess’s eyes, her expression softening for a brief moment. Then, she leaned in, her lips brushing his gently in a kiss filled with a hint of affection. “Deal,” she whispered, her voice tender, almost sweet.

Without missing a beat, she reached over and unmuted the phone. The sound of Chloe’s moans flooded the room, louder and more desperate than before. She was so close, teetering on the edge of her own breaking point.

Jess grinned wickedly, her control back in full force. “Okay, Ben,” she said, her voice sharp and commanding. “We’ve come to an agreement over here.”

Chloe’s voice broke through, barely coherent, begging, “Oh god, please, please, please…”

Jess’s smile widened, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Fuck her,” she commanded, the words dripping with authority. “Oh, and switch to video. I think we’d like to see it.”


Chapter 15

Finally. Chloe was broken, lost between heaven and hell. Ben had swung her from the edge of orgasm to denial so many times that her mind was shattered, her body trembling with need. The sensations were beyond anything she’d ever experienced, each denial making the next wave of pleasure sharper, more unbearable. She had never been denied this many times in a row, never been toyed with this expertly. Half of her reveled in it, loving how Ben was using her, owning her completely. The other half was desperate, craving the release that had been just out of reach for so long.

She needed to cum. She needed to feel him inside her, needed that relief so badly it was almost painful. Ben, it seemed, was a master of this kind of torture.

He switched the phone to video, propping it up against the lamp on the nightstand, ensuring Jess and Steve could see everything. His hands remained free, his movements casual, unhurried—so unlike her frantic desperation. Despite the fact that she was still rubbing her soaking wet pussy against his cock, he barely seemed affected. His control was absolute.

It didn’t seem fair. How could he make her fall apart like this, while remaining so calm, so unaffected? How was he this good at it?

“Fucking finally,” Ben growled, his deep voice vibrating through her, sending fresh sparks of need shooting down her spine. He gripped her hips with one of his large hands, lifting her effortlessly off his cock, positioning her above him as he guided his thick shaft upright with his other hand.

Chloe had just enough awareness left to marvel at the sheer size of him. God, what a cock.

“You ready, baby girl?” Ben’s voice was teasing, but there was a dark edge to it, a promise of what was to come.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice barely a breath. “Please put it in me. I need to feel it, Daddy. I need it… oh my god!” Her words dissolved into a cry as he slowly began guiding her down, pressing the thick head of his cock against her opening.

Her legs quivered as the ripples of pleasure shot through her body, but Ben held her weight easily, his hands firm and controlling as he continued to guide her down, inch by inch. The stretch was intense, her tight pussy gripping him as he pushed deeper inside.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Ben grunted, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Jesus. You feel like a little virgin, you know that?”

Chloe’s mouth opened to respond, but no words came out. Her mind was blank, overtaken by the overwhelming sensations of his cock filling her up.

“You feel so good around my cock,” he continued, his voice dark and rough with pleasure. “And I bet I know what would make you feel even tighter.”

His thumb moved to her clit, pressing down without finesse, without precision—just raw, forced pleasure. Unlike Steve’s careful, attentive touch, Ben simply forced the sensations on her, taking control of her body with no hesitation.

She loved it.

It was too much. The thick length of his cock finally inside her, the rough pressure of his thumb on her clit, all of his teasing, all of the denial crashing down on her at once. Every fantasy she’d had about Ben, every moment she’d dreamed of this, came rushing to the surface.

“Oh my goooood!” Chloe screamed, her body convulsing as she came, harder than she ever had in her life. He was only a few inches inside her, and yet the orgasm rocked her, shaking her to her core.

Ben looked down at her, a satisfied smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, that’s good. When you cum, you feel so fucking tight around me. You feel that?”

“I do,” Chloe gasped, her body still shaking from the aftershocks of her orgasm. “I feel it.”

“Good,” Ben growled, his grip on her tightening. “Because I’m going to keep making you cum.”

Chloe melted at the confidence in his voice. Please… please keep making me…

Before she could finish the thought, Ben began guiding her down again, inch by agonizing inch. His cock slid deeper inside her, deeper than Steve had ever gone. Deeper than Steve could ever go. The difference was insane—the way Ben’s cock stretched her, filled her, made her feel completely owned.

Inch by inch, he worked her down onto him, his thumb still working her clit, his cock filling her up. Chloe’s body was trembling, her mind spinning from the overwhelming pleasure. By the time their bodies finally touched, she had taken all of him, every inch buried inside her. The sensation of being so completely filled, combined with the relentless pressure on her clit, sent her spiraling into another orgasm.

She screamed, her body writhing in pleasure, her hands roaming over her own body. She grabbed her tits, squeezing them, pulling on her nipples, desperate to make the sensation even bigger, even more intense.

From the phone, Jess’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure. “Holy shit,” she said, sounding shocked. “She’s taking all of you? To the base?”

Ben’s breathing was heavier now, the pleasure finally starting to show on his face as he looked down at Chloe, his eyes dark with hunger. “She is,” he groaned, the sensation of her tightness and the intensity of her orgasm pushing him closer. “She was made for this cock.”

“I can’t even do that,” Jess said, her voice laced with disbelief.

Ben shook his head, looking uncharacteristically eager. His control was slipping just slightly, but the desire in his voice was undeniable. “Tight, but she can take it deep. Fuck. You were made for me, Chloe. You were made for a cock like this.”

Chloe’s hands continued to explore her body, her fingers tracing the curves of her hips and breasts, but her eyes locked onto Ben’s. She bit her lip, a proud, seductive smile playing on her face. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice filled with submission and satisfaction. “My body is for you.”

With slow, deliberate movements, she began to rise and fall on his cock, her body moving in a sensual rhythm. “All of me,” she murmured, her breath hitching with each descent, “is. For. You.”

Her hands pressed against his firm chest as she began to ride him, her movements slow, deliberate, drawing out every sensation. Her tits shook with each upward glide, her body slapping softly against his as the sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room. The tempo was slow, but building, a gradual climb that promised more.

Ben’s hands found her hips, gripping her firmly, guiding her as she rode him. With each stroke, Chloe’s moans grew louder, her breath coming faster as she felt him deep inside her. Ben began to grunt, his body slick with sweat as he used her, driving himself deeper into the pleasure he was creating with her body.

“Fuck, Ben,” she moaned, her voice thick with need. “You feel so good. You are so fucking good at this.”

Ben’s grin widened, dark and satisfied. “Oh yeah?” he growled, his voice steady as he continued to move her up and down his shaft without missing a beat. “Is it everything you ever dreamed of? When you were fucking your boyfriend, thinking of me? Did you ever think it would feel this good?”

Chloe’s heart raced as his words hit her, and the pace between them quickened. Her body trembled as another orgasm began to build, the pleasure tightening in her core. Knowing how much Steve would love the humiliation, she leaned into it, her voice thick with lust and submission. “Never… I never would have guessed... that it could feel... oh, fuck... this fucking good...”

Ben’s hands tightened on her hips, his control over her complete. “And we’ve just gotten started,” he growled, his eyes gleaming with wicked intent. “I’ve got all day with you, and I’m going to fucking use it.”

“Use me, Daddy,” Chloe begged, her breath coming in gasps as her body rocked on his cock. “Please… use me all day. I want you all day.”

Ben’s grin turned feral, his voice dripping with arrogance. “What’s the most your boyfriend’s ever made you cum in a day?”

“Twice, Daddy,” she confessed, her voice trembling with anticipation.

Ben laughed, a low, mocking sound that sent shivers through her. “So we’re already tied? Think I’ll beat him?” With a sudden shift, he increased the pace, moving her faster, but still not at full speed. He was drawing this out, teasing her with the promise of more.

Chloe’s third orgasm was inevitable, the pressure inside her building to an unbearable point. “Fuck, Ben,” she moaned, her body shaking as she felt herself on the edge. “Jesus, you’re going to… crush him... fuck...”

"Squeeze those big tits for me," Ben commanded, his voice rough with lust.

Chloe obeyed immediately, her hands moving to grab her breasts, squeezing them together for him. Her nipples were hard beneath her palms, and she felt a fresh wave of arousal as she watched his eyes darken with desire.

"God, they’re insane," Ben groaned, his hands gripping her hips tighter as he watched her play with herself.

She bit her lip, leaning into the moment, pushing her breasts together even more. “I want you to fuck them later,” she whispered, her voice dripping with need.

Ben grinned, wicked and hungry. "I’m going to fuck every part of you all day," he promised, and with that, he finally began to thrust into her at a real, relentless pace.

“Fuck! Fuck, Ben,” Chloe cried out, her body rocking with the force of his movements. “Oh my god!”

Ben’s rhythm was intense, his cock driving into her with powerful, precise thrusts. His control was overwhelming, every stroke hitting her deep, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her. “Has anyone ever fucked you like this?” he growled, his voice thick with dominance.

“No one,” Chloe moaned, her body trembling as he pushed her closer to the edge.

“Not even your boyfriend?” he pressed, his thrusts unrelenting, the question dripping with arrogance.

“Ahhh god! Fuck!” Chloe’s breath came in gasps, the pleasure building faster than she could handle. “I’m going to... I’m going to fucking…”

Suddenly, Ben pushed her down, forcing her to take every inch of him, but holding her still, stopping her from moving as he bottomed out inside her. The sensation was overwhelming, her body trembling as the orgasm hovered just out of reach.

"Say it," Ben commanded, his voice low and dangerous. “Say it, slut. I want them to hear.”

Chloe’s breath hitched, her mind reeling from the intensity. “Yes, Daddy!” she cried, her voice filled with desperate lust. “You feel so much better than my boyfriend…”

Ben didn't stop. He kept fucking her, increasing the pace, driving into her harder and faster. Chloe’s moans turned to screams as her body tensed, her mind clouded with the relentless pleasure. “I’m… I’m going to… fucking… cum!”

And she did. Her body convulsed around him as the orgasm hit, her pussy clenching tight around his cock. This time, Ben didn’t slow down. He pounded into her, each thrust prolonging her orgasm, intensifying the pleasure until she was completely overwhelmed, lost in the sensation.

“Get on your back,” he ordered, pulling out just as the tremors of her orgasm began to subside.

Chloe obeyed, her body still trembling as she rolled onto her back and opened her legs wide for him. She watched him with wide, lust-filled eyes, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

“I have to start girls out on top, you see,” Ben said, a cocky smile curling his lips. “So they have some control on my big cock. But now that you’ve gotten used to me...” He slid the tip back inside her, teasing her, making her gasp. “I want control.”

With that, he thrust into her again, the pace instantly relentless. Chloe’s breath hitched, her body jolting as he drilled into her, his cock filling her over and over with punishing strokes. The bed squeaked beneath them, louder than it ever had with Steve, a testament to the force with which Ben was fucking her.

And the pleasure—Chloe had never felt anything like this. Her big tits bounced with each thrust, her body moving in time with the force of Ben’s powerful hips. From this position, his size was even more overwhelming. He towered over her, his muscles flexing as his six-pack rippled with each movement, his cock driving deeper into her than Steve ever could.

Watching him, seeing the way his body worked over hers, was the hottest thing she had ever seen. Every inch of him screamed dominance, and her body responded with desperate, uncontrollable pleasure.

She was going to cum again. There was no stopping it—Ben seemed to have that effect on her, pulling her to the edge with every thrust, every movement of his body.

“Fuck, Ben,” she moaned, her voice trembling with ecstasy. “You are a fucking god. This… ohh… This is insane.”

“You like it?” he asked, his voice steady, not missing a beat as he continued to pound into her.

“Y-Yes, of course,” she gasped, her body trembling beneath him. “I want you to fuck me every day from now on.”

Ben’s smile turned wicked, his eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. “Even when your boyfriend gets home?”

Chloe bit her lip, her thoughts racing. Of course not, she thought at first. There was no way she could keep this up with Steve in the picture… or could she? Would she really want to give up something this intense, this raw, if she could have it every day? But for now, she played along, pushing the question to the back of her mind.

“Even then, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice teasing. “I want you to show him how to please me.”

Ben’s eyes darkened, a wicked smile curling his lips. “You think he can please you like this?”

Chloe shook her head, her body trembling beneath him. “No, Ben. Only you fucking can.”

Ben’s hands moved to her tits, gripping them like handles, and he began to really pound into her, his thrusts deep and powerful. Chloe gasped, her breath catching as the pleasure overwhelmed her, every nerve on fire.

“Fuck! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, Ben,” she screamed, her voice hoarse from the intensity. “This is insane. You are so fucking good, so fucking good. I had no idea sex could be... this good…”

Ben’s grin widened, and his voice dropped to a commanding growl. “Cum again for me, baby girl. Cum again on my cock. I want to feel you tighten around me.”

Chloe’s body was already teetering on the edge, the relentless pace driving her closer and closer to another orgasm. “I’m going to, Daddy,” she gasped, her voice shaking. “I’m going to cum again. Holy shit, I can’t believe I’m actually about to—four times… fucking… YES!”

Her body convulsed, the orgasm ripping through her as she squirmed on his cock, her hands gripping the sheets as the pleasure took over. Ben didn’t let up, pistoning in and out of her, pushing her deeper into the throes of her orgasm.

Finally, Chloe noticed a change in him. Ben’s breath was heavier, his thrusts more erratic. He was close too. “Where do you want me to cum?” he growled, his voice rough with pleasure.

“Fuck my tits, Daddy,” Chloe moaned, her chest heaving. “I want to see what it looks like with your cock between my big tits.”

Without hesitation, Ben pulled out of her, moving up her body and positioning his cock between her slick, heaving breasts. His cock was drenched in her juices, glistening as she squeezed her tits together, creating a tight tunnel for him.

“Holy shit,” Chloe whispered, her eyes wide as she looked down at the sight of his cock sliding through her cleavage. Even her big tits couldn’t completely cover him. When Steve fucked her tits, his cock disappeared between them, but Ben’s massive shaft slid all the way through, the thick head appearing and disappearing at the top of her cleavage with each thrust.

“Oh, fuck, this looks so hot. This feels so good,” Ben growled, his cock sliding aggressively between Chloe’s tits. His eyes darkened with lust as he watched himself disappear into her cleavage, her body slick with sweat and arousal.

“Fuck my tits and spray my face, Daddy,” Chloe begged, her voice dripping with need. “That’s what I want. I want to see every rope of cum hit my mouth, cover my face, cover my tits. Please, Daddy, please… pleeeeeaaaassee...!”

Her words sent Ben over the edge. He thrust between her tits one last time, the friction driving him mad with desire. “Here it comes!” he grunted, pulling out just in time.

His hand gripped his cock tightly as he jerked over her, the buildup of tension finally releasing. With a deep, guttural moan, his orgasm hit. Thick ropes of cum shot from him, splattering across her face, her open mouth, and down her neck. He aimed lower, groaning as he covered her tits, her huge cleavage filled with a river of cum, the warm, sticky fluid coating every inch of her.

“Fuck,” Ben sighed, satisfaction dripping from his voice. He looked down at her, his breath still heavy. “That was amazing. Sorry I couldn’t last too long, but... that was just the first round.”

Chloe lay there, cum dripping down her face, chest, and neck, her body still trembling from the intensity of everything. Equal parts fear and excitement filled her expression as she stared up at him, still trying to process what he’d said. “First… round?”

Ben grinned, wicked and confident, leaning down to pick up the phone. He turned it toward her, giving Steve and Jess a point-of-view shot of his huge cock hanging over Chloe’s cum-covered body. The sight was raw and primal, her skin glistening under the mess he’d left.

“You guys catch that?” Ben asked, his voice filled with arrogance as he angled the phone to show off the result of their session.

“We saw... we saw it all, Ben,” Steve replied, his voice shaky with arousal from the other end of the line.

Chloe’s heart raced. “What did you think, baby?” she asked, her voice soft, vulnerable.

“That was so fucking hot,” Steve responded, the desire in his voice unmistakable.

Chloe smiled, relief washing over her as she realized he had enjoyed it. She let herself relax into the moment, knowing Steve was as turned on as she was.

“I hope you guys are ready for round two!” Ben announced, his tone full of teasing confidence. He paused, his grin widening as he glanced back at the phone. “Oh, but wait a second. Remember how you hung up on me not once, but twice yesterday?” He turned the phone toward Steve and Jess, his expression darkening playfully. “I think we’ll do a few rounds just by ourselves. Bye-bye!”

With a wicked chuckle, Ben ended the video call, the screen going black.


Chapter 16




Steve collapsed back against the bed, his chest heaving. He’d cum twice as he watched Ben and Chloe fuck, each orgasm more intense than the last. Now, staring at the blank screen of his phone where the video call had been cut short, he felt a mix of frustration and disbelief.

Jess, still beside him, sighed, slightly annoyed at Ben for hanging up on them. "It’s probably for the best," she said, sliding off the bed and stretching. "I need to get to work. And, I think, so do you."

“But... they’re fucking! Right now. And we’re missing it!” Steve’s voice held a hint of desperation as he sat up, eyes flicking to the phone in disbelief.

Jess raised an eyebrow, already gathering her clothes. "Steve, they’re going to be fucking all week. Honestly, I don’t think we’ll be able to stop them once we get back. You’ll have plenty of chances to see more." Her tone was practical, grounded in a way that made Steve realize she had already accepted the new dynamic.

Steve glanced at his phone, the blank screen taunting him. He sighed, running a hand through his hair. "No, you’re right," he admitted, though a part of him still resisted. "I’ve got plenty of work to do." He shook his head, a small smile tugging at his lips. "I just don’t think I’ll be able to focus."

Jess smiled, slipping into her clothes. "Put in a few hours, then come meet me for lunch. There are some clients bringing dates, so you can join us."

Steve looked up at her, intrigued. "Yeah?"

She nodded, her demeanor shifting back to business. "Time to break out the suit."


Chapter 17

Steve sat at the lunch table in a fancy restaurant overlooking the strip, surrounded by polished conversations and the hum of high-end business deals. Jess, as usual, was deep in discussion, negotiating something about a deal across from him. Meanwhile, Steve found himself making small talk with the woman seated to his right.

“And what do you do?” she asked, her tone polite but curious.

“I’m a programmer,” Steve replied, offering a casual smile.

Her eyebrows raised, clearly intrigued. “Really? Fascinating! We rarely get a programmer at these lunches.”

He smiled wider, sensing her genuine surprise. “Well, glad I could mix things—” His phone buzzed in his pocket, and his heart skipped a beat. Was it Chloe?

“Excuse me, one second,” Steve murmured, his voice tight with anticipation. He slipped his phone out under the table, discreetly angling it so only he could see.

Two images. His pulse quickened, his body reacting even before his mind fully processed what he was looking at.

The first was a selfie of Chloe lying prone on their bed, her body fully exposed as Ben fucked her from behind. Her head was lifted slightly off the mattress, her hair gripped tightly in Ben’s fist, and the angle of the photo gave Steve a clear view of her deep cleavage, her body stretched out and vulnerable.

The second image was from Ben’s perspective, fucking her on Steve’s desk. His computer keyboard had been tossed aside, her tits clearly in motion as Ben pounded into her, their belongings scattered around them like afterthoughts.

Below the images, a message from Chloe: Chloe: A few pics from today. I hope you like them… love you! <3

Steve felt the familiar rush of heat flood through him, his cock instantly hardening beneath the table. How many times can a person cum in a week? The thought flashed through his mind, half a joke and half a genuine question as he shifted uncomfortably in his seat.

“Sorry!” he said suddenly, his voice a little too bright as he slipped his phone back into his pocket. He flashed the woman next to him a quick smile, trying to shake off the intensity of the images. “What were you saying?”

She smiled politely, unaware of his distraction. “I was just saying how unusual it is to have a programmer here. How did you meet your girlfriend?”

Steve blinked, the question catching him off guard. His mind scrambled for a response, still half-focused on the images burned into his brain. “Oh, she’s...” He paused, realizing he wasn’t sure how to describe Chloe now. What the hell was she to him? “She’s just... a friend. We’re roommates.” The words felt strange and wrong as soon as he said them, almost as if he was denying something more profound.

Jess, overhearing the exchange, turned toward him with a knowing smile, her gaze piercing in that familiar way that always left him second-guessing. Her smile confused him even more, as if she knew something he didn’t.


Chapter 18

“College?!” Steve’s voice echoed with disbelief over their steak dinner, his fork pausing halfway to his mouth.

Jess’s ears reddened slightly, but the smile on her face betrayed her amusement. “Yes... college.”

“You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen, and your first kiss was in college?” Steve leaned back, shaking his head as if the thought was incomprehensible.

Jess’s smile widened, and she shrugged, her tone teasing but sincere. “Well, I just assumed everyone found me too intimidating before then.”

Steve burst into laughter. Coming from anyone else, it might have sounded like bragging, but from Jess, it felt oddly true. There was a confidence about her that could easily have left people unsure how to approach. “Why, when was your first?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

Puffing out his chest in mock pride, Steve replied, “Senior year of high school.”

Jess tilted her head, eyes gleaming with humor. “So, one year earlier? I’d bet we were both eighteen at the time.”

“Hey, still high school! That’s the important part.” Steve waved his fork for emphasis, a grin on his face. “I just assume all the girls were so intimidated by me as well.”

At that, a real laugh escaped Jess’s lips, light and unexpected. She quickly brought her hand to her mouth, trying to stifle it but failing.

Steve placed a hand over his heart, feigning offense. “Excuse me! What exactly is so funny about all the girls being intimidated by me?”

Jess’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in a little, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. “Didn’t you mention earlier that you were in the chess club?”

Steve straightened his back, pretending to take the comment seriously. “Yes, and…?”

“And the computer club?”

“What exactly is your point?” Steve asked, his voice filled with humor, though he already knew where this was heading.

Jess’s smile widened, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I just have a very clear picture of high school you.”

Steve leaned forward slightly, playing along. “You think we would’ve been friends?”

Jess tilted her head, her smile turning almost wicked. “I think,” she said slowly, savoring the words, “I would’ve been shoving you into lockers.”

Steve chuckled. “Fair.”

“But only because,” Jess added with a playful glint in her eye, “I would’ve had a crush on you.”

There was a beat, an awkward but charged silence between them, as the implication hung in the air. The playful banter suddenly felt heavier. They studied each other, both sensing that unspoken tension. What exactly am I to her? Steve wondered, not for the first time.

The moment lingered a bit too long, but before either could overthink it, their phones both dinged, breaking the tension.

Jess glanced down first and sighed, shaking her head. “They better clean up after this.”

Steve’s phone displayed the same images: another set of explicit pictures. The first showed Chloe bent over their kitchen counter, her big tits pressed against the cold surface as Ben fucked her hard from behind. The second showed her riding Ben on the couch, his massive cock clearly visible, thick and glistening.

Steve felt the familiar heat in his gut, a mix of arousal and awe. How many times can they go at it? “Have they… eaten at all today?”

Jess chuckled softly. “It’s been a long time coming.”

Steve sighed, setting his phone back down. “You’re right. Their chemistry is… something else.”

Jess nodded thoughtfully, her eyes lingering on the phone for a moment longer. Then, with a sly smile, she met his gaze again. “So… dessert?”

Steve raised an eyebrow, curiosity sparking. “Dessert?”

Jess’s smile turned wicked. “Oh, I’ve got an idea for dessert.”

That evening, Jess mirrored the scene unfolding on the hotel TV, streaming the video call in full display. On the screen, Steve saw Chloe from Ben’s point of view—her body bent over the bed, waiting, trembling slightly in anticipation, ready to be fucked on all fours. It was a vision of erotic surrender.

Jess, positioned exactly the same way on their hotel bed, glanced back at Steve, her eyes dark with lust, her lips curling into a wicked smile. The air in the room was thick with tension—every breath Steve took felt weighted, every heartbeat heavy with the dual sensations of jealousy and arousal.

“Oh God, Ben. Fuck me,” Chloe's voice crackled through the speakers, a seductive plea that sent a jolt of need straight to Steve's gut.

Steve nearly laughed under his breath in disbelief. Hadn’t Chloe had enough? They’d been fucking all day, pushing their limits, yet there she was, desperate for more. And in that moment, the torment in Steve’s chest grew sharper, the eroticism of the scene swallowing him whole.

In his hands, he gripped the dildo—the perfect mold of Ben’s cock. It was a cruel and ingenious idea. Ben’s cock was going to fuck both of them simultaneously—Jess with the replica, Chloe with the real thing. Steve lined up behind Jess, his fingers trembling slightly as he pressed the base of the dildo against his stomach. The idea of fucking Jess with something that wasn't his own was maddeningly erotic. It filled him with a desperate mix of jealousy and desire, but he couldn’t deny how hot it was, how much it turned him on.

“Ready?” Ben’s voice came through the phone, steady and deep, the authority in it unmistakable as he held the camera up, giving Jess and Steve the perfect view from his perspective.

“Fuck us, baby,” Jess purred, her voice a low growl, her hips wiggling slightly, teasing Steve, beckoning him.

Ben wasted no time. He began thrusting into Chloe with deep, steady strokes, his thick cock filling her up on the screen. At the same moment, Steve began thrusting into Jess, the fake cock mimicking Ben's rhythm. Jess gasped, her body responding immediately, her perfect heart-shaped ass bouncing against Steve, each slap of her body sending a wave of pleasure that Steve could only feel secondhand.

It was torture—delicious, excruciating torture. The sight of Jess, his Jess, moaning and writhing, taking the dildo so eagerly, yet knowing it wasn’t him she was truly feeling. His own cock was rock-hard beneath the fake one, a sharp contrast that filled him with frustration and arousal in equal measure. And on the screen, Chloe was getting fucked by the real Ben, her cries of pleasure filling the room.

"Fuck," Chloe whimpered, her voice breathy and high. "Fuck, Ben. You're filling me up. You’re filling me up so good, Daddy, so good."

Jess echoed her words with her own breathless moans, her head thrown back as she gripped the sheets beneath her. “Mm, me too, baby. You feel so fucking hard inside me. God, it’s so good.”

Steve’s heart raced, his breaths coming faster. He could feel himself losing control, teetering on the edge of something dark and powerful, the raw desire to please Jess mixing with the torment of watching someone else give Chloe the real thing. Every thrust he made was a reminder that he was a spectator in this twisted game, his role reduced to using a replica while the real pleasure was happening on the screen.

“You like that?” Ben's voice was smug, confident, as he pounded into Chloe, each thrust sending ripples of pleasure across her body. She was coming undone, her moans growing louder, more frantic, and it only added fuel to the fire burning inside Steve.

"Yes," both Jess and Chloe moaned at the same time, their voices blending in a symphony of pleasure. 

Steve's cock twitched painfully at the sight of them being filled, stretched by the huge cocks that neither of them could seem to get enough of. On the screen, Ben began to speed up, his hips driving harder into Chloe. Steve matched his pace, the tension in his body building as he shoved the replica of Ben’s cock deeper into Jess. 

“Oh fuck, baby,” Jess gasped, her back arching, pressing her ass against him. “That feels so good. You’re so fucking deep inside me.” 

“Mm, god, I love this fucking cock,” Chloe echoed, her voice thick with lust as Ben’s thick length disappeared inside her, inch by inch. 

Steve’s breath caught in his throat. The torment of hearing both girls praise the cock that wasn’t his was driving him insane, his little cock throbbing beneath the fake one. It wasn’t enough. It never would be. 

“Push yourself back on me,” Ben growled, his command clear and dominant. And both women obeyed—Chloe and Jess, in perfect sync, began rocking back, grinding themselves against the cocks inside them, their bodies undulating with practiced ease. 

Steve could see it—Chloe took Ben all the way to the base, her ass flush against his hips, while Jess, though close, couldn’t quite take the full length of the dildo. Still, the sight of her trying, her body shivering with each thrust, was enough to make Steve dizzy with desire. 

“You like how deep I am?” Ben's voice came through the speaker, the words thick with control. 

“Yes, baby,” Jess moaned at the same time Chloe whimpered, “Yes, Daddy.” 

Steve’s heart raced. The erotic power of hearing them beg for more was overwhelming. It was as if Ben’s cock was owning both of them at once, thousands of miles apart, and Steve could do nothing but follow along, matching his thrusts to the brutal pace Ben set. 

“I’m going to fucking make you cum,” Ben promised, his voice dark and commanding. His thrusts became punishing, slamming into Chloe, and Steve pushed into Jess just as hard, feeling his own exhaustion creeping in. He hadn’t been fucking all day like Ben, but he was struggling to keep up, his muscles burning with the effort. 

Both girls began to moan louder, their voices blending, filling the room, their pleasure reaching new peaks. Chloe’s breath came faster, more desperate. “Oh fuck, Ben. Fuck. Here it comes. Here it comes, baby, you’re going to make me cum again…” 

“Yes, fucking yes,” Jess screamed, her nails clawing at the sheets. “I’m going to cum on your cock, your cock that’s so hard for me. Keep fucking my pussy, harder… don’t stop, just keep going!” 

And then it happened—both of them, Jess and Chloe, cumming in perfect sync, their bodies shaking, their voices rising in ecstasy, each screaming Ben’s name as they climaxed on identical cocks, one real, one a perfect imitation. Steve could see Chloe’s body trembling on the screen, her face buried in the pillows, as Jess’s body tensed beneath him, her pussy tightening around the dildo. 

Steve’s heart pounded in his chest, his cock twitching painfully again at the sight. Ben had done this—had made them both cum. And Steve knew, even though he couldn’t see Ben’s face, that he was reveling in it. 

But Ben wasn’t done. His thrusts didn’t slow. He kept pounding through Chloe’s orgasm, relentless, and Steve, struggling to match him, did the same with Jess, who whimpered with every deep stroke. 

“Holy shit,” Chloe groaned, her voice muffled by the pillows. “Your big fucking balls keep slapping my clit. It feels so fucking good. Keep slapping my tight pussy, just like that.” 

Jess, still trembling from her orgasm, glanced back at Steve, her eyes hazy with lust. “Get between my legs and lick me again,” she ordered, her voice thick with need. 

Without hesitation, Steve slid between her thighs, assuming the same position as that morning. His tongue darted out, lapping at her clit, while he continued thrusting the dildo into her. The room filled with the wet, slick sounds of their coupling, punctuated by the background noise of Ben fucking Chloe on the screen. It was surreal, erotic, and maddening all at once. 

“Oh, God!” Jess gasped, her hips bucking against his face. “Fuck, Steve. That’s so good. Don’t stop. Keep licking me just like that.” 

Steve’s mind spun, lost in the sensation of Jess’s body squirming beneath him, her moans filling his ears. He could hear Ben's grunts growing louder. “I’m… I’m getting close,” Ben said, his voice straining. “Where do you want it?” 

“Don’t you dare pull out of me,” Chloe groaned, her voice filled with desire. “Fill me up, Daddy.” 

The room seemed to shudder with the weight of her words. Steve couldn’t see Ben anymore—he was trapped beneath Jess’s glorious hips, his face pressed between her thighs, but he could hear it all. The relentless slapping of Ben’s balls against Chloe’s body, the wet sounds of her pussy taking him in over and over. 

Jess squirmed, her body trembling. “I fucking love this. I fucking love… all of it.” 

Ben’s grunts grew louder. “You want me to cum in you, don’t you? You want me to fill you up, you little slut?” 

Chloe's voice was a broken, breathy chant. “Oh god, oh god, oh god…” 

Steve couldn’t take it anymore. His hand moved down, wrapping around his cock, jerking himself as the tension reached its peak. He was caught in the heat of it all—the sounds, the sights, the feeling of Jess quivering under his tongue, and the knowledge that Chloe was about to be filled with Ben’s cum. 

Ben’s thrusts became wild, each one harder and faster than the last, filling the room with the unmistakable sound of flesh meeting flesh. Chloe’s moans grew desperate, her body jerking beneath him as she gripped the sheets tightly. Jess, too, was rocking back against Steve, her cries of pleasure rising in pitch as her body trembled under his touch. 

“Oh god, Ben,” Chloe whimpered, her voice barely audible between her gasps. “I’m so close. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop…” 

Ben's grunts echoed through the speakers, a primal sound that sent a shiver through Steve. He could hear it—the raw desire in Ben’s voice as he neared his own climax. And, despite being thousands of miles apart, both girls seemed attuned to him, their bodies responding to the rhythm of his thrusts. 

Jess’s body bucked under Steve, her back arching as her moans turned into a chant. “I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum... Fuck, Steve, keep licking me. Just like that. Just... like... that.” 

Steve could hardly think. His hand was wrapped around his cock, stroking himself desperately as he watched it all unfold—the two women, one beside him, the other on the screen, both on the brink of ecstasy. The fake cock he was using on Jess, mimicking Ben’s, drove her closer to her orgasm, but Steve couldn’t ignore the painful throbbing of his own erection. He stroked himself faster, but it felt like a cruel imitation of the pleasure happening around him. 

Then Ben’s voice broke through, a rough growl. “I’m cumming. I’m going to fucking cum...” 

Chloe cried out, her voice cracking with anticipation. “Oh god, yes, yes! Cum inside me, Daddy. Fill me up. Fill me up.” 

Jess’s body tensed at the sound of Chloe’s desperate plea, as if she too could feel the tension building in the room. “Fuck, yes, I want it too,” Jess moaned, her legs trembling as Steve’s tongue circled her clit. “Cum for me, Steve, cum while I cum.” 

And in that moment, everything seemed to happen at once. Ben let out a deep, guttural groan, his hips slamming into Chloe’s ass as he pumped his thick load inside her. Chloe’s back arched, her body convulsing as she screamed his name, the pleasure overwhelming her. 

At the same time, Jess’s whole body locked up beneath Steve, her pussy clenching around the dildo as her orgasm tore through her. “Oh my god!” she cried, her fingers digging into the sheets, her body shaking with the intensity of her climax. “Fuck, yes, I’m cumming so hard!” 

The room was filled with the sound of their simultaneous orgasms—Chloe’s muffled cries from the screen, Jess’s desperate moans beside him, and Ben’s deep grunts of satisfaction. 

Steve was caught in the middle of it all, his own hand pumping furiously as his cock twitched in his grasp. But as he reached the edge of his own release, it felt muted in comparison. His strokes, though fast and desperate, didn’t match the raw pleasure the others were experiencing. His orgasm came on weakly, a few unsatisfying pulses as he watched the others ride the waves of ecstasy. His cum dribbled from the tip of his cock, his release lacking the force or intensity he craved. 

He gasped, feeling the rush of disappointment even as his body trembled from the release. It wasn’t enough. Not nearly enough. 

Jess collapsed onto the bed, breathless and glowing, her body still trembling from the aftershocks. Chloe, on the screen, was a vision of exhausted pleasure, her body limp beneath Ben, who was still buried deep inside her, panting heavily. 

Steve’s own soft, unsatisfying orgasm left him feeling empty, frustrated. He wiped the thin stream of cum from his cock, still breathing hard, watching Jess as she slowly came down from her high. 

Jess turned her head, eyes half-lidded, still glazed with pleasure, and smiled at him, as if unaware of his internal struggle. “That was... incredible,” she whispered. 

Steve nodded, forcing a weak smile. It had been—for them. But for him, it had been something else entirely. Beautiful, erotic... but somehow hollow. The contrast between their overwhelming pleasure and his own left him feeling like an outsider, still aching for something more. 

*** 

Ben and Chloe lay next to each other, their naked bodies tangled in the aftermath of a day spent indulging in each other. Chloe rested her head on Ben’s chest, her large breasts pressed against him, their skin warm and slick with the shared heat of their intimacy. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting a golden hue on their exhausted, satisfied forms. They had done little else that day but nap, fool around, and eat delivery food between bouts of pleasure. It had been an amazing day—one of those rare, lazy Sundays where the world outside felt irrelevant.

But now, the weight of the night settled in, and both knew that tomorrow would bring work, responsibility, and the mundanity of daily life.

“That,” Chloe murmured sleepily, her voice thick with lingering satisfaction, “was genuinely amazing.”

Ben smiled, a soft chuckle rumbling in his chest. “Thanks,” he said, leaning down to press a lazy kiss on the top of her head.

Chloe shifted slightly, her hand drifting down his body, fingers grazing the still-warm length of his cock. “People told me guys with big cocks are lazy in bed, but... not you. No sir.” She gave him a playful squeeze, as if to thank him as well. “Though I think I’ll be sore tomorrow.”

Ben smirked, a glint of mischief in his eyes. “A little dancing tomorrow night will help loosen you up.”

She blinked, looking up at him in surprise. “Again?” She looked almost flabbergasted at the thought of going another round so soon.

He kissed her, a slow, lingering press of lips, then pulled back just enough to grin down at her. “Trust me, it’ll be exactly what you need. Just as long as you don’t drink every free drink that comes your way.”

Chloe flushed, remembering the last time. “Never again,” she promised with a sheepish smile. “Only what you buy me.”

Ben raised an eyebrow, his smirk deepening. “Oh, so I’m buying now, huh?”

“That’s right,” she said, her smile soft but teasing. “Now that you’re fucking me, that’s the deal.” She sighed, leaning back against him, her body melting into his. “Though I’ll buy you a few, too,” she added, her voice a little quieter, more tender now.

They kissed again, slower this time. There was still a heat between them, but it was softened by the tenderness of the moment.

After a few breaths of comfortable silence, Chloe spoke again, her thoughts drifting. “I wonder…” She hesitated, biting her lip before continuing. “I wonder if their sex is this good.”

Ben glanced down at her, raising an eyebrow. “You mean… Jess and Steve?”

“Yeah,” she said, eyes closed, her head resting comfortably against his chest.

Ben laughed, the sound low and warm. “Okay, first of all, do you really think they’ve had sex yet?”

Chloe’s eyes popped open, startled by his question. “But... the rule,” she said, furrowing her brow. “It’s broken. All bets are off.”

Ben chuckled again, shaking his head. “I doubt Jess will see it that way.” He pulled her in a little closer, his tone playful. “And second, there’s no chance in hell their sex is as good as ours.”

Chloe hummed, her lips curving into a smug smile. “Mm,” she said, pride coloring her voice as she tilted her chin up for another kiss. Their lips met, slow and languid, with just a hint of the passion that had driven them all day.

But Ben wasn’t done teasing. “Why don’t we find out?” he said, pulling back just enough to grab his phone from the nightstand. With a mischievous grin, he typed out a quick text to Jess. “Who knows,” he said, snickering to himself. “Maybe Steve got lucky, and we can hear how he performed.”

Chloe laughed and playfully swatted his chest. “Be nice! That’s my boyfriend you’re talking about.”

Ben’s grin widened. “For now,” he said, his cockiness returning in full force. “Soon, you’ll both be dating me.”

Chloe rolled her eyes, though she couldn’t deny that his confidence was part of what attracted her to him. Still, Steve deserved more credit than Ben was giving him. He might not have Ben’s bravado, but Steve was far from lacking in bed.

As they waited for a reply, the room fell into a comfortable quiet again, the warmth between them lingering as they snuggled closer.

Then, Ben’s phone dinged, the sound breaking the silence. His grin widened as he reached for it. “Well, let’s see what we’ve got,” he said, his tone smug as he opened the message. But the grin faded quickly, his expression shifting to one of disbelief.

Chloe, seeing the sudden change on his face, leaned in closer, curiosity piqued. “Hah!” she said, laughing softly. “Did they hook up?”

Ben shook his head, still staring at the screen as if he couldn’t believe what he was reading. “No… they haven’t.”

Chloe blinked, confused. “Oh, poor Steve. Why must Jess torture him so?”

Ben’s eyes flicked to hers, his voice laced with shock. “No… you don’t understand.” He paused, almost for effect, before continuing. “She asked him to fuck her.”

Chloe sat up slightly, her brow furrowing. “Okay… so what?”

“He said no.”

The words hung in the air for a moment, and Chloe’s mouth fell open slightly, not quite comprehending. “...What?” she finally managed, her voice incredulous.

Ben nodded, still staring at the message. “He turned her down. Jess offered, and Steve… said no.”


Chapter 19

“No?” Jess echoed, her voice laced with disbelief. “What do you mean ‘no’?”

Steve, seated on the plush chair beside the couch in their hotel suite, could feel the weight of her stare pressing into him. He shifted slightly, running a hand through his hair as he studied her carefully. Jess’s eyes were locked onto his, an icy intensity behind them that made it clear she hadn’t expected this. Not in her wildest dreams did she think Steve would turn her down.

“I mean just that,” he said slowly, his voice steady despite the tension in the air. “I’m… not sure I want to. I’m not sure we should.”

The room fell into an awkward, suffocating silence. Jess’s body was still, her back straight against the couch, but the tension radiating off her was palpable. Her glare was sharp, cutting into him as if trying to peel back his layers and see what was really going on inside his head.

“Is this some kind of power play?” she asked, her tone dripping with suspicion. “Are you trying to get the upper hand here? Trying to see what it’s like to deny me for once, instead of the other way around?” Her voice was curious, but there was a dangerous edge to it—a silent warning that she’d eat him alive if this was his attempt to play games with her.

“No,” Steve said, shaking his head, his voice firm. “It’s not like that.”

Jess’s eyes softened slightly, but the confusion remained. She leaned back against the couch, her posture relaxing but her gaze still sharp. “Do you like being denied that much? The teasing? Enough that you'd rather not...?”

“No, Jess, that’s not it.” His tone was more earnest now, his frustration slipping through. “This isn’t part of the game. I’m not playing right now.”

Her icy stare melted, replaced by genuine curiosity. She leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees as she tried to read his expression. “Okay. Talk to me, then. We’ve been building up to this for weeks, so what’s going on? I assume some part of you wants to. What’s holding you back?”

Steve exhaled, his fingers tracing the seam of his jeans as he looked away for a moment, collecting his thoughts. He could feel the weight of her question hanging in the air, demanding an answer. Finally, after a few more moments of silence, he looked up and met her eyes again.

“Jess... what am I to you?”

Her reaction was immediate—a sharp laugh that escaped her lips, tinged with mockery. “That’s what this is about? Labels? You’re looking for some kind of label to put on us? That’s awfully cliché, Steve.”

He shook his head. “No, it’s not about labels. Not exactly. I know once we started hooking up outside our significant others... it makes things messy. Defining any of these relationships is impossible.” He paused, searching for the right words, his voice quieter now. “But that’s part of the problem. We’ve been doing this, and it’s... it’s been amazing. But I can’t help but wonder… what am I to you in all of this?”

Jess’s expression shifted, the playful mask she usually wore faltering. For the first time, there was a flicker of something deeper in her eyes—uncertainty, maybe even vulnerability. She didn’t speak right away, and Steve felt the tension between them grow heavier, the unanswered question hanging between them like a storm cloud waiting to break.

She cocked her head. "So... what is it then?"

Steve leaned back in his chair, sighing as he ran a hand through his hair. The weight of his question hung in the air between them. "You didn’t answer the question. If you had to define, right now, who I am to you... what would the answer be?"

Jess’s eyes flickered with something unreadable. She shrugged, but there was a tightness in her shoulders. "Depends on who's asking. To some people, I'd say roommate. To others, you'd be a fuckbuddy, really."

Her casual response was met with Steve’s steady gaze. His voice was softer now, but confident. "I’m asking."

Jess blinked, caught off guard by the quiet intensity of his words. She opened her mouth, hesitated, then closed it again. Her uncertainty was rare, and it showed in the way she fidgeted slightly on the couch, her usual cool demeanor faltering.

"You’re my... you’re Steve," she finally said, shaking her head as if trying to clear away the discomfort. "I don’t know. It seems like we’re worrying about labels here, Steve. Do you... want to be more?"

Her voice had regained a bit of its edge, but there was something vulnerable beneath the surface. Steve watched her carefully, waiting for the right moment to respond.

"It’s not about being more," he said after a beat, his words deliberate.

Jess tilted her head, her brow furrowing. "Because we have our significant others..."

Steve shook his head, cutting her off gently. "It’s not about that."

A flicker of confusion crossed Jess’s face. She studied him, her expression hard to read now. "Okay..."

Steve leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on his knees as he exhaled. His next words were slower, more thoughtful. "It’s about... not becoming less."

Jess’s head tilted further, her lips parting as if to speak but not quite ready. "Not becoming... less?" she echoed, her voice quieter now, like she was trying to grasp his meaning.

He sighed again, feeling the weight of everything he wanted to say press down on him. His eyes found hers, and he finally dug into what had been gnawing at him. "Jess, the way you look at people... it’s different than anyone else I know. Every relationship you have seems like it’s... competitive. Like everyone is either a challenge or a stepping stone."

Jess's face remained still, but there was a subtle tension in her posture. He continued, pressing gently but firmly.

"You and Ben—you're constantly trying to outdo each other. And your coworkers... it’s like they’re either opponents or tools for you to get what you want. I never hear you talk about friends or family. I’m not even sure you’d say you have any friends."

She shrugged again, but this time there was a slight edge to it. "So what? I’ve always been independent and competitive. That’s part of who I am, Steve. In fact," she added, a slight smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth, "I bet that’s part of why you’re attracted to me."

Steve shook his head, leaning back slightly, his expression earnest. "Jess, no. You don’t get it. This isn’t a critique of you. I like these things about you."

Her smirk faded slightly, replaced by something more cautious as she listened.

"But here’s the thing," Steve continued, his voice dropping a little. "I don’t think you really see me as just a roommate. Or even just a fuckbuddy. I think you see me as a challenge."

A pause. Jess’s eyes narrowed, processing his words. "Okay... so?"

"So," he said, leaning forward again, his eyes locking onto hers. "What happens to us once there’s no challenge left?"

Something clicked in Jess’s expression—her eyes widening just a fraction, a subtle shift that told Steve she was beginning to understand. He pressed on, feeling the tension between them deepen.

"Before The Rule—or really, before you discovered it—we didn’t have much of a relationship at all," Steve said, his tone more reflective now. "We were basically strangers sharing an apartment. A few conversations over breakfast, but that was it. You’d hardly look up from your morning paper to say hello."

Jess’s lips pressed together, but she didn’t interrupt. She was listening.

"But as soon as you found out about The Rule, suddenly I became... part of your focus. You and Ben saw Chloe and me as a fun challenge. You wanted to see how far you could push us, how far you could get us to break our own boundaries using nothing but your charisma and beauty. And yeah," he added with a small, almost self-deprecating smile, "it was fun. It’s been a dream come true, honestly. I’m sure Chloe would say the same."

Jess didn’t respond, but her eyes were locked onto his, the tension thick between them.

"But then there are these moments between us..." Steve paused, his voice growing quieter. "Moments that have nothing to do with sex. They’re just... moments of connection. Chemistry. Like when you were putting on my tie, or when we played pinball together. Or that dinner we had."

He stopped again, studying her reaction. Jess’s face remained still, but he could see the complexity behind her eyes, the wheels turning. She wasn’t dismissing what he was saying—she was considering it.

"Maybe it’s just on my side," Steve admitted softly, his voice filled with uncertainty now.

Jess didn’t speak, but her silence wasn’t cold. She was listening—really listening.

"Look," Steve continued after a beat, his words growing more urgent now. "I don’t want to lose that. Whatever it is we’ve found. My fear is that once you’ve won the game—once you’ve broken every rule we could come up with... we go back to how we were. Because once I’m no longer a challenge for you, I’m... irrelevant. We go back to being strangers in the same apartment."

Jess’s expression shifted—he saw it in her eyes. The realization was sinking in.

"So," Steve said, his voice steady, but filled with emotion. "If my options are either we sleep together and the game ends... or we keep playing, I’m going to keep the game going. Because I don’t think I want to—no, I know I can’t—lose whatever this relationship has become."

They studied each other for a long moment, the weight of Steve’s words settling between them like a slow drop of rain.

"Does that make sense?" Steve finally asked, his voice quieter now, a hint of vulnerability creeping in.

Jess nodded, her lips pressed together as she considered everything he’d said. “It does,” she admitted softly, but then shook her head, her expression shifting to one of disbelief. “You’re really going to turn me down? Because of our... relationship?”

Steve held her gaze, steady and calm. "Because of our... friendship," he said simply, letting the word hang in the air between them.

Jess bit her lip, her eyes narrowing slightly. “My instincts are screaming that you’re just doing this to manipulate me. That this is some kind of play to become the dominant one.”

Steve let out a small, rueful laugh. “To what end, exactly? You just asked me to sleep with you. If I wanted to manipulate you, I’d have kept my mouth shut, and we’d be fucking right now.” He leaned forward, his voice softening but firm. “That’s why I had to wait to bring this up until you asked. So you’d know it wasn’t a power play. I don’t have anything to gain here. Not sexually, anyway.”

Jess studied him, her expression unreadable, but Steve could see the tension slowly unwinding in her. She was listening. Finally, she cocked her head, one eyebrow raised in a challenge. “I’m not worried about that?”

He smiled, leaning back slightly, his confidence growing. “No. You know why?”

“Why?” she asked, her voice tinged with curiosity.

“Because you know me better than that.”

They fell into silence, their eyes locked, the unspoken connection between them thickening the air. It was subtle but undeniable—something deeper than just roommates or lovers. Something uncharted.

Jess let out a soft laugh, shaking her head slightly, her icy demeanor melting. “You’ve really changed, you know. You’ve gained... confidence.”

Steve smiled back, but it was softer, almost nostalgic. “I haven’t changed as much as you think,” he said, his voice gentle. “It’s just... you’ve taught me to see what people really want. And I’ve finally asked myself that same question—what I really want.”

Jess’s eyes narrowed again, but there was warmth behind them now. “And what’s that?”

Steve stood up, slipping his hand into his pocket, stepping closer to her. He looked down at her, his expression serious but open. “I want you to prove to me that I’m more than a challenge. I want you to show me that I mean something to you beyond this game we’ve been playing.”

Jess blinked, the playful edge slipping from her face as she listened, really listened.

“I want you to prove to me that if I let you break the last Rule, you’ll still think of me as... important in your life. That I’ll still matter to you.”

Jess tilted her head, her expression softening. “You mean...”

Steve nodded, his gaze unwavering. “Sell me, Jess. Show me. After that, if you want to fuck or never touch me again, fine. I’ll be happy either way. But at least I’ll know where I stand. At least then, I’ll know... in some way, I’m yours.”

His voice dropped, quieter, more vulnerable now. “But if you can’t do that... I have to draw the line here.”

Jess stared at him for a long moment, her breath shallow as she absorbed his words. The tension in the room was thick, heavy with unsaid emotions, their connection dangling on a precipice.

By the time Steve woke up the next morning, the last full day in Vegas, the hotel room felt unusually still. The space beside him was empty. Jess had already gone to her conference, leaving him alone in his thoughts.

They had slept in separate rooms, and now, as he stared at the ceiling, the weight of last night’s conversation pressed down on him. Had he really turned down Jess? The woman who’d held his focus for weeks—the hottest woman he’d ever seen? And he knew Chloe would’ve given her blessing, so why had he drawn that line?

Steve sighed, taking a deep breath as he tried to settle the knot of uncertainty in his chest. He knew it had been the right call... or at least, he kept telling himself that. The right call for their complicated dynamic.

He reached over to the nightstand, picking up his phone and checking the time. Chloe would be having lunch around now. He tapped her name, starting a call. The familiar sound of the dial tone was strangely comforting, a connection to something steady in his life.

“Hey!” came Chloe’s voice, bright and full of energy. He could picture her sitting in the teacher’s lounge, sneaking in this call between bites of her sandwich.

“Hey, baby,” Steve replied, a smile tugging at his lips despite the lingering weirdness of the morning.

“How are you doing?” Chloe asked, her voice softening a little, sensing something in his tone.

“I’m great,” Steve said, though there was still that odd feeling lingering, the strangeness of turning Jess down gnawing at him. “How are you?”

“I’m great,” she said, her tone light and playful again. “I mean, I’ve got a handsome boyfriend who lets me...” She lowered her voice conspiratorially, so no one would hear her in the lounge. “Uh, fool around with my hot roommate.”

Steve laughed, the sound genuine. Chloe’s joy was infectious. “Life is good!”

“I’m glad, baby,” he said, feeling some of the tension in his chest ease. Chloe had that effect on him, always lifting his mood with her enthusiasm.

“How do you feel?” Chloe asked, her voice dropping again. “I mean... I just want to make sure. It seemed like you were having fun, but... are you okay? With the last... break? The last Rule gone?”

Steve blinked, surprised by her question. He hadn’t expected her to bring it up so soon. “What, you mean you and Ben fucking?”

“Shh!” Chloe hissed softly into the phone.

Steve raised an eyebrow, smiling to himself. “I’m not on speaker, am I?”

“No, no! Of course not,” she whispered quickly. “But Rachel’s in the room with her headphones in, and if she sees me blushing this hard, she’s going to start asking me questions.”

Steve chuckled, picturing her face turning crimson. “So, I shouldn’t mention how many times Ben made you orgasm? Or when he covered you in his cum? Or how about that time he was fucking you from behind and you—”

“Steve!” Chloe’s voice was a mix of horror and stifled laughter, clearly trying to keep her composure in the shared space.

He laughed again, unable to resist teasing her. “All right, all right,” he said, relenting.

“Please stop,” she begged, though there was a hint of relief in her tone. Steve could tell she appreciated him joking about it—it lightened the weight of the conversation, made it easier to talk about.

“Okay, I’m done,” he promised, still smiling. “But really, I’m totally fine, babe. Last night was easily... easily the hottest night of my life. Watching the two of you... it was insane. You guys have off-the-charts chemistry.”

Chloe let out a soft laugh, her relief palpable now. “Good! Good. You’re sure you’re okay?”

“Of course. Really. Why?” His voice softened a little, sensing there was something more behind her concern.

There was a pause on the other end of the line, the quiet hum of the room filling the space as she hesitated. When she finally spoke, her voice was lower, more serious. “I just... heard you turned Jess down. I wanted to make sure it wasn’t because you... felt weird about me hooking up with... you know.”

Steve blinked, surprised at the shift in the conversation. “Oh! Oh, no. It has nothing to do with that.”

He could practically hear the sigh of relief from Chloe. “Good,” she said, her voice lighter again. “So... why’d you turn her down?”

Steve shifted, his eyes drifting to the ceiling as he thought. How could he put it into words? His brow furrowed slightly, trying to find the best way to explain. “It’s just... I don’t know. Jess and I have actually become kind of... friends, or something. And I didn’t want the sex to... complicate that. Or, really, end it altogether.”

There was a pause on the other end of the line, a heavy silence that made Steve’s heart race just a little faster.

“Really?” Chloe finally asked, her voice quieter now, the teasing edge gone.

“Yeah,” Steve said, running a hand through his hair as he leaned back in the chair. “I don’t know. I just wanted to make sure of our footing, I guess. Before that last step.”

He could hear her sigh softly, then a groan.

“What?” he asked, eyebrows knitting in concern.

“I just...” There was a pause, and Steve could almost hear her swallow before she continued. “That’s the first time I’ve really, actually, felt a little jealous, this whole time.”

His stomach dropped. “Oh, no! It’s not—”

“No, I know,” she cut in, her voice calm but carrying the weight of unspoken emotions. “It’s just... you’re putting the relationship with her above the sex with her. Which is the right thing to do, probably, but...”

Steve shifted uncomfortably in his seat, hating that his decision had caused her to feel this way. “It’s not like... that,” he said, trying to find the right words.

“I know,” Chloe said, and then there was a soft, almost nervous giggle. “And look, I don’t really have a leg to stand on here. I mean, Ben and I just... you should really be the one feeling jealous.”

Her voice got serious, and Steve could sense the shift in tone. “I know things are changing fast here,” she said. “With our relationships to these two, and maybe a bit with each other. I don’t mind that. I just... promise me, when you get home... you’ll love me as much as you did when you left.”

Steve’s heart ached at the worry in her voice. It was a rare moment of vulnerability, and it hit him hard. “Chloe,” he said, his voice soft but firm, “I promise. I’ll love you more.”

She let out a breath, and he could hear the relief in her voice. “That is the right response,” she said, sounding genuinely comforted. Then her voice lightened, adopting a playful tone. “Now go tell Jess to figure this out! I want you to fuck our roommate, too, babe! At least then we’d be on equal footing.”

Steve was about to respond when he heard a shocked, distant voice from the background.

“What?!” Rachel, clearly, had overheard that one.

“Oh shit,” Chloe whispered, and Steve could practically see her blushing furiously. “Um, I’ve got to go.”

Steve burst out laughing, shaking his head. “Good luck explaining that one.”

Chloe groaned, embarrassment coloring her voice. “I love you.”

“I love you more,” he replied, grinning at the thought of Chloe’s bright red face. Then the call ended with a soft click, and the room fell into silence once again.


Chapter 20

Rather than dwell on the complexities of his relationships, Steve threw himself into his work. He became a machine—ticket after ticket, fix after fix, his fingers flying over the keyboard as he tackled problems with precision. The day blurred, time slipping by unnoticed. Lunch arrived, but Steve hardly glanced up from his laptop as he ate, his mind laser-focused on the code in front of him.

But every so often, a thought would creep in. He hadn’t heard from Jess all day. His mind played through their last conversation, wondering if he’d ruined something between them. Had the talk... changed things? His stomach knotted at the thought, but he quickly shoved it down, diving deeper into work to drown out the worry.

Hours passed in a blur until finally, in the late afternoon, the door creaked open. Steve glanced up, his pulse quickening as Jess stepped inside, setting down a notepad on the table.

“Hey!” Steve greeted her, a little too eagerly, hoping to gauge her mood.

“Hey,” she replied, her voice cold and neutral—that tone, the one she used before any of this started, before they crossed the line into whatever they were now. The sound of it made his chest tighten, an uneasy feeling spreading through him.

“How was today?” he asked, trying to keep things light.

“Good,” she said, sitting on the couch beside him. “How’s... coding life?”

Steve nodded, his fingers still resting on his laptop. “Good. Busy.”

The silence that followed was thick and awkward, the kind of pause that made Steve’s heart race, wondering if they’d taken a step back. Jess tapped away on her phone, her face unreadable. It felt... wrong. Different. As if the connection they’d built had been fractured.

Did I mess everything up?

He swallowed hard, trying to stay calm. Just as the tension in the room started to become unbearable, Jess finally broke the silence.

“Can you get out early?” she asked, not looking up from her phone.

Steve blinked, a little caught off guard. “I think so. Why?”

Jess put her phone down and finally turned to him, her voice softening. “We’ll head to the hotel’s penthouse. I’m playing a couple of hands of poker with a client at a private table, and then we’ll get dinner.” She paused, her eyes finally meeting his. “And... we’ll talk.”

Steve exhaled, the relief flooding through him as her tone warmed, melting the icy tension between them. “Yeah?” he asked, a hint of hope in his voice.

“Yeah,” Jess said, offering a small smile. “Just the two of us.”

A smile crept onto Steve’s face, his shoulders relaxing. “Good. I’m looking forward to it.”

Jess smiled back, but there was still something guarded about her, a lingering strangeness in the air that kept things from feeling quite right. “Throw on your suit and be ready in thirty?”

“Sure,” Steve replied, watching as she stood up and walked to her room, the door closing softly behind her.

He sighed, leaning back in his chair, the remnants of tension still gnawing at him. The conversation had helped, but there was no denying that things felt... off. He closed his laptop, heading to his own room to get ready. His suit hung neatly in the closet, and as he slipped into it and fixed his hair, he found himself rehearsing what he might say later. Would they talk about what happened between them? Or would it all get swept under the rug?

After getting dressed, Steve returned to the common area, reopening his laptop and putting the finishing touches on his work. Thirty minutes ticked by slowly, the seconds dragging as he waited, his mind wandering to what dinner might hold.

Almost to the minute, Jess’s door opened again, and when Steve looked up, his breath caught in his throat.

Gone was the business-like outfit she had worn earlier. In its place was a stunning evening gown, still professional in its cut, but undeniably striking. The deep blue fabric shimmered slightly as she moved, hugging her hourglass figure in all the right ways. The dress left her shoulders bare, the fabric sweeping down her back in a way that revealed far more skin than he’d expected. A slit along the side teased the length of her long leg, catching the light with every step.

Steve swallowed hard, standing as she walked into the room. She was breathtaking.

"Jesus. Jess..." Steve’s voice trailed off, his breath catching as he looked at her.

Jess met his gaze, her eyes calm but curious. “What?” she asked softly.

“You look gorgeous,” he said, the words slipping out before he could stop them.

A small smile played at the corners of her lips, and she glanced down at her dress. “It’s a nice dress, isn’t it?”

Steve shook his head slightly, his eyes still fixed on her. “Well, you’d look good in a potato sack. But yes, you look... stunning.”

He stood up in front of her, his heart racing. With her heels on, Jess was just an inch or so taller than him, her presence almost overwhelming in the best way. As she stood close, her hands moved toward his tie, hovering just inches from his chest before pausing, as if she were hesitating.

“Not quite right?” Steve asked, his voice softer now, caught in the intensity of her gaze. The dress made her eyes even more vivid—a deep blue that seemed to draw him in.

Jess’s fingers lingered in the air for a moment, uncertainty flickering across her face. Then, with a sudden decision, she adjusted his tie, her fingers brushing against the fabric with a gentle touch. Once it was in place, she flattened the tie against his chest, her hand resting there for just a beat longer than necessary.

“There,” she whispered, her breath barely audible. “Perfect.”

They stood there for a moment, closer than they had been in days, their faces inches apart. Steve felt the sudden rise of tension between them—charged, undeniable. His pulse quickened, his heart pounding in his chest as he stared into her eyes, both of them acutely aware of the moment stretching between them.

Jess’s hand remained on his chest for another second before she finally pulled it away, the air between them thick with unspoken thoughts. Steve broke first, stepping to the side, trying to ease the tension. He offered her his arm with a playful smile.

“Shall we?” he asked.

Jess gave a soft smile in return, slipping her hand into the crook of his arm, their bodies linking together as they began to walk toward the elevator. The hallway was quiet, and Steve could feel the warmth of her touch through his suit sleeve.

“This feels like prom or something,” Steve said lightly once they were alone in the hallway. “I just need a corsage.”

Jess let out a soft laugh, but there was something distant about it. “I wouldn’t know,” she said. “I never went to mine.”

Steve blinked, taken aback. “What? You didn’t go to prom?” He couldn’t hide the genuine shock in his voice.

"I didn’t have a date," Jess admitted, her voice quieter now, almost reflective.

Steve glanced at her, surprised by the vulnerability in her tone. “Well, I could never get a date either,” he said, hoping to lighten the mood. “But I still went with friends. You didn’t want to...?”

Jess shrugged, her eyes darting away for a moment before she spoke again. “No, I never really had...” Her voice trailed off, and Steve noticed her ears turning red. Jess, who was always so composed, looked uncharacteristically unsure of herself. “I didn’t have that many close friends, growing up.”

They stood in front of the elevator, the soft hum of the hallway filling the silence between them. Steve studied her, the words lingering in his mind. “Really?”

Jess nodded, a small, sad smile tugging at her lips. “Yep.” She sighed softly, glancing at him with a look that made his heart ache just a little. “You know, I haven’t told anyone that in years.”

Her confession hung in the air, and Steve felt a sudden urge to break through the quiet sadness of the moment. His eyes darted around the hallway, searching for something—anything—to lighten the mood. His gaze landed on the small table near the elevator. Nothing but a notepad. He grabbed the first page, tearing it off and quickly crumpling it into a rough cone shape, something that vaguely resembled a bouquet.

“Jess?” he called out, his tone more serious than it should have been.

Jess turned to him, her brow furrowing in confusion. “Yes?” she asked, looking at him as if he’d lost his mind.

Steve grinned, then dropped down on one knee, holding out the crumpled paper like it was a grand, dramatic gesture. “Will you go to prom with me?”

Jess blinked, staring at him as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. For a second, she seemed completely dumbfounded, her mouth opening and closing in shock. Then, her hand flew to her mouth, covering a laugh that she couldn’t hold back. The sound was bright, and her eyes lit up with amusement, the tension between them evaporating.

Steve smiled, feeling a surge of warmth. He was glad to see her icy exterior melting away.

“So... is that a yes or...?”

Jess shook her head, still laughing softly, her eyes shining. “Yes, Steve,” she said, her voice light and playful. “I’d love to go to prom with you.”

He stood up, grinning. “Great. Can your mom drive us?”

She laughed again, the sound full and genuine. “We’re not getting a limo?”

Steve offered her his arm again, which she took, smiling up at him. “Look,” he said, showing her the crumpled paper, “I don’t even have real flower money. You think I have limo money?” He leaned toward the nearby trash can, ready to toss the makeshift bouquet away.

“Don’t!” Jess said suddenly, her tone unexpectedly serious.

Steve paused, turning to her with a look of genuine surprise. “You seriously want to keep this?”

Jess’s expression softened, but there was a spark of playfulness in her eyes. “A girl only gets flowers for prom once,” she said, her voice mock-serious as she reached for the paper bouquet.

Somehow, despite the day starting in a strange, uncertain place, Steve felt like they were finally back to where they belonged as they stepped into the elevator together. Jess pressed the top button, and the quiet hum of the elevator filled the space as they began to ascend.

“You’re right,” Jess said quietly, her voice almost a whisper. “We’ll talk about it tonight, but... those moments. I don’t want to lose them either.”

Steve turned to look at her, their eyes locking in a rare, serious exchange. For a moment, the world outside the elevator seemed to fade away, the tension from earlier still there but softened, replaced by something deeper, more meaningful.

The ding of the elevator broke the silence, and the doors slid open to reveal their floor. Jess led the way down the hallway, her heels clicking softly against the polished floor as they approached the door to the penthouse.

Inside the large suite, a small group of executives mingled, everyone dressed in their finest. The air was filled with the low hum of conversation, and Steve quickly realized all eyes were on Jess. He may as well have been invisible standing beside her. An older gentleman across the room waved, and Jess responded with a polite smile.

"That’s the CFO of a company called Lumina," she whispered to Steve, her lips barely moving.

“You need to go schmooze with him?” Steve asked, glancing at the man, then back at her.

Jess tsk’d softly. “Too desperate. I’ll let him come to me,” she said, her eyes gleaming with confidence.

“Such a shark,” Steve replied with a smile, admiring her in a way that made his chest feel tight.

An attractive hostess approached them, holding out glasses of champagne. "Welcome! There’s food around the corner, and we can get you any of the drinks we offer at the hotel. Please let me know if you need anything.”

Jess took her glass and handed over the crumpled paper bouquet Steve had made earlier, her expression dead serious. “Can you protect this with your life?”

The hostess glanced down at what was clearly just a crumpled piece of paper. Her eyes flickered with confusion, but she quickly recovered, offering a practiced smile. “Um, sure,” she said, taking it with careful hands.

As the hostess walked away, Steve leaned in and whispered, “That woman thinks you’re insane.”

Jess shrugged nonchalantly. “There’ll be a big tip in it for her for humoring me.”

Steve chuckled, glancing around the room, taking in the opulence and the mingling guests. “So how is this... legal?” he asked, lowering his voice. “I mean, we’re gambling in a hotel room in Vegas. I assumed there’d be more regulation.”

Jess sipped her champagne, her eyes scanning the crowd. “The chips aren’t worth anything. They’re not the casino’s real chips. It’s just a friendly game. The dealer gets an hourly rate. And while money will probably exchange hands at some point, it’s... legally vague. The hotel’s happy to bend a few rules given how much money my company is spending here this year.”

Steve raised an eyebrow. “This is hosted by your company?”

“Yep,” she replied casually.

“So are most of these people your coworkers?” Steve asked, glancing around at the unfamiliar faces.

Jess shook her head. “No, it’s mostly clients and potential clients. Maybe a quarter of the people here work for my company.”

Steve hesitated for a moment, then asked, “Is... Jordan here?”

Jess’s eyes sparkled with amusement, a mischievous grin tugging at her lips. She leaned in close and whispered, “Why? What else do you want to do just outside his view?”

Steve felt his face heat up, the memories of their time under her desk flashing in his mind. His blush deepened as he stammered, “Just... curious what he looked like.”

Jess chuckled, a low, teasing sound. “No, he won’t be here at this conference,” she said, her voice soft and intimate. She poked his side playfully. “Too bad for you.”

As they moved further into the suite, Steve’s mind drifted back to something Jordan had said on the phone. The memory was hazy but something about it stood out.

“Jordan said something,” Steve began, glancing at Jess. “He said you were the best closer, but you had... the second-best record or something like that.”

Jess cocked her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You remember that? Even when you were... so busy?”

Steve felt a fresh wave of heat rise to his cheeks. “I... I don’t know. I just remember thinking it was odd.”

Jess smiled faintly, her eyes scanning the room before she nodded toward a gentleman sitting alone on a couch. He seemed completely out of place among the polished, corporate crowd. With his gray hair and tortoiseshell glasses, slightly overweight and with a relaxed demeanor, he looked more like someone’s fun uncle than an executive shark. “He’s over there. Rodrigo. Best sales record at the company.”

Steve blinked in surprise, following her gaze. “Him?”

“Yep. Let’s go say hello.”

Jess led the way, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor. Rodrigo noticed them approach and stood up, his face brightening with a warm smile. “Jess, you look beautiful,” he said in a voice marked by a faint accent Steve couldn’t quite place—Brazilian, maybe?

“What can I say?” Jess responded with a playful smile. “I wanted to look nice for you.”

Rodrigo chuckled, waving her off. “Somehow I do not think it’s an old man like me you’re trying to impress.” He turned to Steve, offering his hand. “You must be the famous Steve.”

Steve hesitated for a split second, glancing at Jess, whose ears flushed slightly at the comment. He shook Rodrigo’s hand firmly, trying to keep his curiosity in check. “Nice to meet you.”

“I hear you were cooped up coding all day,” Rodrigo said, his smile widening. “Must be nice to stretch your legs, eh?”

Steve opened his mouth to respond, but his gaze instinctively drifted toward Jess, surprised that she’d been talking about him with her colleagues. His eyes met hers, filled with playful guilt.

Jess rolled her eyes, waving off his reaction. “Don’t look at me like that! Rodrigo somehow gets all the right information out of everyone. If I’d known he was going to try to embarrass me, I wouldn’t have walked over here.”

Rodrigo let out a hearty, full-bodied laugh. “Sorry, Jess! Steve, my friend,” he said, turning back to Steve, his grin infectious, “when you know someone as serious as Jess here, you have to take advantage of moments like this to tease her. Don’t you agree?”

It was clear why Rodrigo was good at his job. He was instantly likable, radiating charm and warmth. Steve found himself grinning back. “You know what? I do.”

Just then, the CFO Jess had been eyeing earlier appeared at their side, interrupting the conversation. “Sorry to interrupt,” the man said, nodding politely to Steve before turning his attention to Jess. “I just wanted to say hello.”

“Oh, Ethan! I thought I saw you,” Jess responded, leaning in to exchange a cheek kiss with the CFO.

“My COO wanted to say hello as well—do you have a second?”

Jess glanced at Steve, her eyes silently asking if he’d be all right on his own. Steve nodded with an understanding smile, and with that, she slipped off into another conversation. Steve couldn’t help but steal a glance as she walked away, the dress hugging her figure in all the right places. The movement of her hips was graceful, magnetic, and he felt his pulse quicken slightly as she disappeared into the crowd.

Rodrigo, still by Steve’s side, seemed to notice, but mercifully said nothing, his eyes twinkling with quiet amusement.

They continued their conversation, Rodrigo’s easygoing charm making it feel effortless. Despite being surrounded by high-powered executives, Steve found himself enjoying the conversation more than he expected, though he couldn’t help but keep one eye on Jess as she worked the room, her presence commanding attention wherever she went.

Eventually, the hostess made her rounds, announcing that those interested in playing poker should take their seats. Most guests remained mingling, but a few—including Jess and the CFO—gathered around the table. Steve stood off to the side, watching the game unfold.

It didn’t take long for him to realize something: Jess was good. Really good. She was practically unreadable, her face calm and focused as she played each hand with surgical precision. She didn’t just conceal her own cards—she seemed to anticipate what the other players were holding based on their betting patterns. Slowly but surely, the pile of chips in front of her grew.

Every now and then, she’d glance up at Steve, catching his eye. He smiled back, impressed, but she kept giving him strange, curious looks, as if she were trying to figure something out.

After one particularly large win, Jess asked to be dealt out of the next hand. She stood up, smoothing the fabric of her dress as she walked over to Steve with a serious expression.

“Hey!” Steve greeted her, smiling. “You’re killing it. I had no idea—”

“Come with me,” Jess interrupted, her tone low and insistent.

Steve blinked, surprised by the sudden shift in her demeanor, but he followed without hesitation. Jess led him through a door and onto the suite’s large balcony. The air was cooler out here, crisp and refreshing compared to the warmth inside. They stepped out onto the expansive balcony, which overlooked the glittering lights of the Vegas strip. They were alone, the quiet hum of the city below them.

Steve furrowed his brow, looking at Jess quizzically. "What?"

Jess shifted slightly, an unusual flicker of embarrassment in her eyes as she turned toward him. "You've got to stop smiling when I’ve got a good hand."

“Wh—what?” Steve blinked, caught off guard.

"You're smiling. Every time I’ve got the winning hand. But not when I'm bluffing." She crossed her arms, tapping her foot in an impatient rhythm. “So. How do you notice? What’s my tell?”

Steve stared at her, genuinely puzzled. “I... Jess, I had no idea I was doing that. I don’t know what your tell is.”

Jess didn’t look convinced, her foot tapping faster. “Seriously! Jess, I really had no idea I was doing that.”

She sighed, clearly flustered by the idea that he could read her so easily. “Well, stop it before another player notices,” she said, her tone clipped, a rare break in her usual calm demeanor.

“I’m sorry,” Steve said quickly, not wanting to push her further. He could see how much it bothered her.

Jess opened her mouth to say something more but seemed to think better of it. With a small shake of her head, she turned and headed back inside, leaving Steve standing on the balcony, still processing what had just happened.

When he joined Rodrigo again, Steve made a conscious effort to keep his face completely neutral as he watched the game. But her question gnawed at him. How had he known?

As the game progressed, he realized—almost instinctively—that Jess was happy with her cards again. He studied her carefully this time: the way her eyes shined just a little brighter, the subtle change in her breathing.

And then it hit him. The changes were so subtle, almost imperceptible. Had he been picking up on them without even realizing it?

“Rodrigo,” Steve said, turning to him, his curiosity piqued, “I’m guessing you’re good at reading people.”

Rodrigo gave a hearty chuckle. “I like to think so, yes.”

“Tell me—do you think Jess is happy or disappointed with her hand right now?”

Rodrigo leaned back, a knowing smile spreading across his face. “Jess? At the poker table? Nobody’s that good. I can hardly tell what she’s thinking most of the time, let alone when she’s trying to hide it.” He laughed again, shaking his head.

Steve nodded, but he was more certain than ever that Jess had a strong hand. He continued watching as the game unfolded, his attention locked on Jess as she and the CFO, Ethan, raised the stakes. The pot grew larger, the tension around the table rising with it.

It came down to just Jess and Ethan, both of them pushing the bets higher and higher. Steve could feel the tension in the air. Finally, with a small, almost disappointed smile, Jess threw her cards in and folded.

Rodrigo leaned over to Steve. “Guess she wasn’t too happy with her cards after all,” he remarked casually.

But Steve shook his head, his voice low and certain. “She had him.”

Jess stood up from the table, out of chips, but there was a round of polite applause from the spectators. Steve couldn’t shake the feeling that she had let Ethan win on purpose. As she walked back toward him, a warm smile on her face, Steve couldn’t help but admire the way she carried herself, even in moments like this.

"I think I’m ready for dinner. How about you?" Jess asked, her voice light as she approached Steve.

Steve smiled back. “Yeah? Okay, let’s—”

Before he could finish, Ethan stepped in front of him, cutting him off to stand directly in front of Jess. “Just wanted to say how much fun that was, Jess,” he said, his tone friendly but with a smug edge that Steve instantly disliked.

Jess smiled, but Steve caught the fleeting flash of annoyance in her eyes. “I’m glad! You’re too good for me, but it was fun while it lasted,” she replied, her voice polite but distant.

Steve bit his cheek, knowing full well that Jess could have destroyed Ethan at that table but had chosen not to. He stepped to the side, trying to maneuver around Ethan, who either didn’t notice him or was purposefully blocking him out.

“Listen,” Ethan continued, ignoring Steve entirely, “we’re about ready to wrap things up here. I wanted to let you know, I was talking with my COO—I think we’re in a good position to have a contract signed by the end of the month.”

Both Jess and Rodrigo’s faces lit up, and Steve could tell that this was a big deal. The air between them shifted, the business talk taking over. Jess nodded, her expression smoothing out as she turned her full attention back to Ethan.

"That's fantastic, Ethan," Jess said, her voice smooth and professional.

Ethan’s grin widened. "Why don't you join me for dinner tonight and we can hammer out the details?"

Jess blinked, momentarily caught off guard. "Oh, sorry, Ethan, I already have plans."

Ethan’s smile faltered, his eyes narrowing slightly. He scoffed, as though her response was absurd. "Well, cancel them! I know this would be a big contract for your company. One of the biggest, if I’m not mistaken."

Jess hesitated. "That may be true, but—"

"So... I sort of expect to be a priority here," Ethan interrupted, his tone making it clear that he wasn’t used to hearing ‘no.’

Steve felt a surge of irritation rise in his chest. Yeah, he really hated Ethan now. The guy was arrogant, pushy, and clearly didn’t respect Jess’s boundaries. But Steve also knew how important Jess’s career was to her. He didn’t want to get in the way, so he started to chime in, “Jess, it’s fine, we can—”

But Jess shot him a sharp look, one that said, Shut up. She turned back to Ethan, her expression composed. "Ethan, trust me, you’ll be our company’s biggest priority. But I just need to wait until next week—we can set something up when we’re both home. Literally first thing Monday. How does that sound?"

Ethan’s expression soured. "It doesn’t seem like we’re the biggest priority if we need to wait all the way until next week. We’re looking to move fast here. I’m sorry, Jess, but this is a bad indicator..." His words were dripping with entitlement.

Steve cleared his throat, trying again, “Jess, seriously, I—”

Jess didn’t let him finish. "What about this weekend?" she said, cutting Steve off. "I can call you Saturday first thing, and we can walk through it."

Ethan’s face twisted in annoyance. “You want me to work on the weekend just so you can get dinner with another company tonight?”

There was a heavy silence as Jess stared at him, her eyes sharpening. Steve watched as she studied Ethan, assessing the situation with the same intensity she used at the poker table. He could see her calculating, weighing her options.

Then, with a small sigh, Jess’s face softened. She plastered on a bright smile, one that Steve knew was meant to disarm Ethan. To anyone else, it would have looked full and happy, but Steve had spent enough time with Jess to recognize the forced mask she was putting on. "All right," she said with an air of cheerful surrender. "You win. You're right, of course. You’ll get all the details hashed out tonight over dinner."

Ouch.

Steve’s stomach twisted. He knew it was the right call. This contract sounded important, not just for Jess but for her company. Logically, he understood that she made the right decision. But emotionally, he couldn’t help but feel a pang of disappointment. He had been looking forward to their evening together, and now it felt like she had chosen the contract over him. He forced a smile at her, but he could tell it was tinged with sadness.

Ethan, on the other hand, looked utterly pleased with himself. "Excellent!" he exclaimed. "I’ll head down to the lobby in... let’s say twenty minutes?"

Jess nodded, her voice still bright. "Perfect. I just need to run to my room to grab my purse. I’ll see you down there."

“Great! Trust me, Jess, this was the right call. We’ll have something in place by the end of the month. See you soon!” With that, Ethan turned and headed down the hallway, his smug grin still plastered across his face.

As soon as he was out of earshot, the air shifted. Jess, Steve, and Rodrigo stood in silence, watching him disappear into the crowd.

“What an ass,” Rodrigo muttered quietly, shaking his head.

Steve, however, kept his eyes on Jess. He expected her to look annoyed, maybe even frustrated, but instead, to his surprise, a warm smile spread across her face. Not the practiced, professional smile she’d used with Ethan, but a genuine one. The kind of smile that made her look even more beautiful, the kind of smile that melted the icy exterior she often wore.

Steve’s heart skipped a beat. "Wait... what’s going on?" he asked, confused.

Jess turned to him, her eyes glinting with amusement. "Well, you’d better get used to him," she said, her smile growing wider. "Because he’s all yours."

Both Steve and Rodrigo did a double take. “What?” Rodrigo asked, clearly just as baffled as Steve.

"I told him I have plans," Jess said with a light shrug. "I’m not going. You take him."

Rodrigo blinked, staring at her in disbelief. "You want to... split the opportunity?"

Jess shook her head, her smile unwavering. "No, Rodrigo. I want you to take the whole thing."

Rodrigo stared at Jess like she’d lost her mind. “Jess, please— I know he was an ass, but the deal is in the bag. Do you understand what you’re throwing away here? Lumina is huge!”

Jess didn’t waver. “I know. And in twenty minutes, their COO and CFO will be waiting downstairs. I’m not fucking meeting them. So you’d better do it.”

Rodrigo blinked, his mouth falling open in disbelief. “This might be the biggest contract the company has ever pulled in, Jess!” His voice was louder now, clearly unable to comprehend what was happening.

Jess remained calm, a serene smile on her face. “All the more reason you should want it.”

Rodrigo shook his head, utterly flabbergasted. “You’re... you’re sure?”

Still holding that same confident smile, Jess locked eyes with Steve. “I’m sure.” Without waiting for another word, she extended her hand to Steve, who, still in shock, took it automatically. She began guiding him toward the elevator, her pace calm and steady. “Good luck with him!” she called back to Rodrigo over her shoulder.

Steve’s mind was spinning. He could barely find the words as they walked. “Jess, you... you don’t have to—”

“I know I don’t.” Jess’s voice was firm, yet there was a tenderness to it. “That’s what makes it impactful, Steve. I’m choosing it.”

His heart pounded in his chest, a mixture of awe and disbelief washing over him. “But... it sounded like... like a big deal.”

“It is,” she replied simply.

At the door, Jess spotted the hostess. “Hi, can I have my bouquet?” she asked casually, as if this were the most natural request in the world.

The hostess blinked, confused. “Your... what?”

“The piece of paper,” Jess clarified, her tone light but insistent.

Realization dawned on the hostess, who quickly scrambled toward the closet. A moment later, she returned with the crumpled paper bouquet, handing it over with an apologetic smile. Jess slipped her a few twenties, the transaction swift and gracious.

Then Jess turned back toward Steve, looking him directly in the eyes, holding the crumpled paper between them like it was a symbol of something much bigger. “I know what’s important. And I know what I choose.”

Steve’s mouth went dry. His pulse raced as he stared into her eyes, feeling the weight of her words sink in. She wasn’t just saying it—she meant it. Jess was making a choice, a deliberate and unshakable one. He could feel the gravity of it, the pull between them.

Without another word, Jess gently pulled him away from the suite, her hand warm in his. As they walked down the hallway toward the elevator, that same confident, radiant smile never left her face.

“Jess, stop! Wait.”

“No.”

“Jess, Jess!” Steve finally pulled his hand free from hers, halting just in front of the elevator doors.

Jess turned to face him, her eyes shining with pure, radiant confidence. But unlike her usual cold, intimidating demeanor, this was different—this was happy, grounded, unshakable confidence.

“What?” she asked, though her tone was softer, patient.

Steve’s heart pounded, a conflict of emotions swelling inside him. “We can... we can talk later, you can still have your deal...”

She rolled her eyes, a teasing smile tugging at her lips. “Steve, there’s always going to be another deal. There’s always going to be something else for me to conquer, to win.” She stepped closer, her eyes locking with his, her voice steady and resolute. “But there’s only one moment, one time, right now, here with you. When we go back to New York, things are going to get more complicated. We’re all fucking each other, for God’s sake. It’s going to get messy. And now, there’s all these... stupid emotions, too.”

She sighed, but her smile softened, her gaze never wavering. “But here, now, in this hotel, over dinner... there’s just us.”

The elevator dinged behind them, the doors sliding open. Without breaking eye contact, Jess stepped inside and grabbed Steve’s hand, pulling him with her. The doors closed, sealing them in the private, intimate space.

“There’s just us, and I need you to know—to believe me—when I say that you’re not just a game to me. You’re not just a challenge. There’s something between us... something real... and I won’t let it go. It’s not about the sex—not really.”

She paused, breathing heavily, her words coming fast as she tried to make him understand. “And holding on to that... to this... whatever it is... it’s not just worth that one deal. It’s worth every deal going down in that room tonight.”

Her voice trailed off, her breath ragged, and for a moment, they just stared at each other. The tension, the passion, the weeks of teasing—it all collided in this one moment. Jess was out of breath from her rant, her eyes burning with intensity. She looked even more stunning now, her vulnerability mixed with the fire in her voice.

Steve no longer had a shred of doubt.

Neither of them could remember who started it, but in the next instant, they were on top of each other, kissing with wild, unrestrained passion. It was as if the dam had finally burst—weeks of desire and tension pouring out all at once. Their hands were everywhere, squeezing, gripping, pulling each other in as close as humanly possible.

Jess moaned into Steve’s mouth, her fingers tangled in his hair, her body pressing against his as if she couldn’t get close enough. She glanced over at the elevator buttons as Steve kissed her neck, his lips hot against her skin. She was breathing him in, lost in the moment.

“We’re not... making it to...” She gasped as Steve’s hands roamed her body. “...to dinner, are we?”

“No,” Steve replied, his voice deep with certainty.

Jess smirked, her fingers fumbling as she pressed the button for their floor, her body already yearning for his again. The elevator began its descent, but they were lost in each other. Steve pushed her against the wall, his lips finding hers again, their tongues intertwining with desperate hunger. Jess moaned, her hands gripping his back as he held her tight.

The elevator dinged, the doors sliding open. Jess didn’t hesitate, dragging Steve out of the elevator, past a few hotel guests who shot them amused glances. It was Vegas, after all—no one was surprised to see a young couple in the throes of passion.

They stumbled down the hallway, Jess fumbling for the key to their suite as Steve kissed the back of her neck, his hands exploring her body from behind. Her moans grew louder, her concentration slipping as she tried to unlock the door.

Finally, with a beep, the door unlocked. Jess spun around, grabbing Steve by the suit jacket and pulling him in for another heated kiss, backing him into the suite. The door clicked shut behind them, but they barely noticed.

Jess’s fingers were already working at his suit jacket, pulling it off his shoulders, while Steve’s hands found the zipper of her gown. As her heels kicked off, he began to unbutton his shirt, their lips never staying apart for more than a second. The air between them buzzed with electricity, the weeks of buildup exploding into this fiery, passionate moment.

Jess’s gown slipped down her body, revealing a stunning matching set of blue underwear. Steve took a step back, momentarily stunned by the sight of her, before quickly shedding his shirt, leaving him in just his suit pants. His shoes were kicked off haphazardly as they moved closer to the bed, their lips still locked, their hands never ceasing in exploring one another.

Jess’s breath hitched as she felt his hands caressing her, her skin burning under his touch. She couldn’t think, couldn’t focus on anything except him. The anticipation, the chemistry—it all crashed over them like a wave, pulling them deeper into the moment.

They both knew this was what they had been waiting for, and neither wanted to let go.

Jess crashed back onto the bed, her breath ragged and filled with need. Steve joined her, his lips trailing along her neck, breathing in the intoxicating scent of her skin. Each kiss sent sparks through her body, and she moaned happily, her hands sliding down his back, grabbing him, pulling him closer.

“Oh god,” she moaned toward the ceiling, her voice thick with desire. “That feels so good.”

Her fingers moved lower, gliding down his chest, then his stomach, until they found his belt. She deftly undid it, her touch both impatient and expert. At the same time, Steve reached behind her, finding the clasp of her bra with ease. He flicked it open with one hand, eliciting a small, pleased sound from Jess as she undid the button of his pants in return.

For a moment, they paused—disconnected only by necessity—as they hurried to rid themselves of the last barriers between them. Jess sat up, pulling off her bra, revealing her perfect breasts, and Steve quickly slid off his pants, tossing them carelessly to the floor. The brief seconds apart felt torturous, an agony that heightened their need to be together again. Their eyes never left each other, filled with an electric charge.

Jess’s breasts were fully exposed now, and Steve felt his cock twitch in his underwear, rock hard at the sight of her. He barely had time to process it before they slammed back into each other, their bodies colliding in a desperate frenzy of kisses and touches. He pushed her down onto her back, his hands exploring her curves as his lips found her skin again.

His kisses trailed lower, down her neck, across her collarbone, and finally to her chest. When his mouth found one of her nipples, Jess gasped, arching into him. “Oh, fuck!” she cried out, her voice breathless with pleasure. Steve massaged her other breast, his fingers teasing the sensitive nipple, sending shivers through her entire body.

“God, Steve... I feel like I’m on fire,” Jess moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him tighter to her. She pressed him closer, urging him to go harder, to do more. Steve obliged, his own cock throbbing, straining against his underwear.

She pulled him up again, capturing his lips in a fierce kiss, her tongue pushing into his mouth with a moan that drove him wild. They broke apart just long enough for Jess to gasp, “I need... Steve, I need you to fuck me. Now.”

With that, she slid her panties down her long legs and threw them off the bed. Steve watched, his heart racing, his mind spinning as he realized what this moment meant.

“You want me to break the Rule? The last one?” he asked, his voice thick with desire and anticipation.

“Yes, baby,” Jess almost hissed, her lips finding his face between kisses. “Please—please. I need you to fuck me.”

Steve grinned, teasing her as his hand slid down between her legs. He pushed two fingers inside her, and his mind reeled at how wet she was—more than he’d ever imagined anyone could be. “You’re sure? We couldn’t wait another day?” he teased, his fingers moving slowly inside her, eliciting a deep moan from Jess as she gripped the sheets tightly.

Jess, the one usually in control, was now completely at his mercy, and the shift in their dynamic was intoxicating. “Please, Steve. Please!” she begged, her voice filled with need, her body writhing beneath him.

He leaned down, kissing her again, savoring the moment. He thought briefly about teasing her longer, about seeing how far he could push her, but he was just as desperate. He couldn’t wait any longer.

“Okay,” he whispered.

With that, the last Rule was broken.

Jess reached down, sliding her hands to the waistband of his boxer briefs. She pushed them down, revealing his rock-hard cock, glistening with precum. She moaned at the sight, her body trembling with anticipation, loving how excited he was for her.

Steve positioned himself between her legs, leaning down so their bodies pressed together once more. Their lips met again in a frantic, needy kiss, their tongues intertwining as their hands explored each other’s bodies. Jess’s fingers trailed down his back, pulling him closer, her breasts pressed tightly against his chest, her skin warm and flushed with desire.

Steve reached down, guiding his cock to her soaking wet pussy, pressing gently against her entrance. Jess let out a deep moan, her body arching up into him, her legs parting wider in anticipation.

“Fuck, Jess...” Steve murmured, his voice hoarse with need.

Jess moaned again, her hands gripping his back, her body aching for him to finally fill her.

Steve left himself there, just at the entrance, teasing her soaking pussy with the tip of his cock as they continued kissing, their bodies pressed together in desperate need. He could feel how wet she was, how ready she was—for him, of all people. The thought alone sent a thrill through him.

Jess, her breath ragged and filled with urgency, reached around, grabbing his hip, pulling him toward her with all her strength. She wanted him—no, she needed him inside her. Slowly, inch by inch, Steve gave in, gently rocking into her, feeling her warmth envelop him.

“Oh, fuck...” Jess moaned, her voice trembling. Though their kiss had broken, their faces were still impossibly close, their foreheads nearly touching, as if neither could bear to be apart for even a second. “Oh, fuck, Steve, oh fuck...”

He pushed all the way in, a low groan escaping him as her tightness welcomed him fully. Slowly, he began to move, pulling out and thrusting back in with a deliberate, unhurried rhythm. His eyes dropped to her breasts, watching them bounce with each stroke—an exquisite sight that only heightened the already overwhelming pleasure.

As he increased his pace, Jess moaned deeply, their lips finding each other again, locking in another filthy, desperate kiss. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies, exploring, squeezing, pulling, the need between them only intensifying. Every few seconds, they would break the kiss just long enough to gasp for air before diving back into it, their passion insatiable.

“Oh, God,” Jess moaned, her voice breathy and raw. “Fuck. This feels so good... so fucking good.”

Encouraged by her reaction, Steve started fucking her harder, his rhythm growing faster, more urgent. Jess’s moans turned into breathless cries of pleasure as their bodies pressed tighter, their movements more frantic. She kissed him harder, her nails digging into his back, but soon the pleasure became too much, and she had to break the kiss. Her head fell back against the pillow as she moaned, completely lost in the sensations.

Their eyes locked, each of them drinking in the sight of the other as pleasure overtook them. Steve could see an orgasm building in Jess, but this one was different from the others he’d witnessed. It was more intimate, more raw. Her face was flushed, her body trembling with every thrust. She wasn’t as loud as she had been with the dildo, but her moans were softer, almost whimpering, as if the pleasure was so intense that she could barely handle it.

And Steve—he was holding on by a thread. His cock twitched, his balls tightening as the waves of pleasure built inside him. He could hardly believe he’d lasted this long, considering how long he’d dreamed about this moment.

“Jess, I’m... I’m going to cum...” he warned, his voice strained.

“Just a little longer... just a little more,” she pleaded, her own voice breathless, her body on the edge of release.

Steve gritted his teeth, increasing his pace even more, determined to hold on for her. Each thrust sent Jess closer to the edge, her moans reaching new heights. Her hands gripped the sheets, her back arching off the bed as she teetered on the brink. Steve was doing everything he could to hold back, but the sight of her, the feel of her around him—it was too much. One of her hands rested beside her head, and Steve reached out, intertwining his fingers with hers. She squeezed his hand tightly, her breath coming in short gasps.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, her body trembling beneath him.

“God, Jess, you’re so fucking hot,” Steve groaned, his own orgasm nearing its peak. “This feels so fucking good, I’m going to... to fucking...”

“Cum in me,” Jess demanded, her legs wrapping tightly around his waist, pulling him deeper. “I want you to cum in my pussy, Steve. I want you to fucking shoot your load inside me.”

Her words drove him wild. He kissed her deeply again, his thrusts relentless, their moans swallowed by each other’s mouths. His hips bucked against her, his body entirely consumed by the need to release.

“Fuck, Jess, I’m going to fucking...”

She was right there with him, her own climax building. “Yes, Steve, fucking yes... yes... do it, cum in my tight little pussy... I’m going to... I’m going to fucking cum... oh my god... oh my god...!”

The moment Jess’s pussy tightened around him, Steve was lost. Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing beneath him, pulling him over the edge with her. His cock throbbed inside her, and he buried his head in the pillow next to her as his release crashed through him. He came hard, shooting rope after rope of cum deep inside her, the pleasure overwhelming.

Jess’s orgasm hit a glorious new height as she felt him fill her, her legs trembling uncontrollably around his waist. They clung to each other, their bodies shaking, their orgasms intertwined as they rode out the wave of pleasure together.

When they finally began to come down from the high, their bodies still entwined, they kissed again, this time slower, sweeter. Their lips met softly, savoring the afterglow of what they’d just shared.

They lay there for a moment, breathing heavily, their foreheads pressed together as they caught their breath. Eventually, Steve pulled out of her and collapsed onto the bed beside her, both of them staring at the ceiling, completely spent.

Neither of them said a word, but the silence between them was comfortable, their connection palpable as they lay side by side, their hearts still racing, their bodies still humming from the intensity of their shared release.

Finally, Jess broke the comfortable silence. “That... was insane.”

Steve laughed, turning his head to look at her. “Yeah. Yeah, it was.”

She turned her head too, and for a moment, their eyes locked. Jess reached down, squeezing his hand, the warmth of her touch sending a ripple of affection through him. Steve leaned in, kissing her softly—this time, just a gentle press of lips, slow and tender.

When she pulled back, her face lit up with a warm, genuine smile—the kind of smile that made Steve wish he could capture this moment, all naked and happy, and hold onto it forever.

“Worth the wait?” she asked, teasing lightly.

Steve smiled back. “The wait and then some.” He shook his head, still marveling at how the night had unfolded. “That is not how I imagined this going.”

Jess raised an eyebrow, curious. “No?”

“I thought you’d be... making fun of my cock size or something. Teasing me more, denying me.”

Jess looked at him with a slight tilt of her head, as if she were surprised. “You know, I only do that stuff because you like it, right? We both enjoy those games, but they’re just games.”

“I know! Trust me, I’m not complaining.”

She gave him a sly smile. “If you weren’t so into the humiliation stuff, I’d tell you that we just had some of the best sex of my life. Maybe the best. And that orgasm? Massive.”

Steve grinned, leaning in to kiss her again, feeling that warmth spread between them.

But then her eyes sparkled with mischief, and her tone shifted, becoming more playful. “But since you are into it,” she said, her voice teasing, “I’ll tell you that the orgasm? It was nothing compared to the one with the dildo last night.”

Steve swallowed hard, feeling the familiar shift in power dynamics as Jess began to reclaim her role, the tension growing once more. “Yeah?” he asked, his voice slightly strained.

“Oh, yeah,” she purred, turning into him, her full breasts pressing against his arm, the soft warmth of her skin driving him wild. Her voice became more confident, more seductive. “Ben’s cock and your tongue working together? It was... insane.” She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his skin. “I didn’t realize how full I could feel until I could compare it to yours today.”

Steve’s cock, which had softened only moments ago, sprang back to life, rock hard in response to her words. Jess noticed instantly, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

Her fingers traced lazy circles on his chest, teasing him. “It just doesn’t seem fair,” she said, pouting dramatically. “Chloe gets my boyfriend’s big cock back home, and I’m stuck here with your little guy. Not my best trade, huh? I thought maybe it’d feel better than it looks, but... no such luck. Good thing I’m so good at faking orgasms, hmm?”

“Fuck,” Steve mumbled, his cock twitching under the covers, aching from her words.

Jess smiled, a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Hey, I have an idea. Since you didn’t even last long enough to get me into a second position, why don’t we try one now? Maybe you’ll last a little longer this time. Sit up.”

Steve, his body burning with desire, did as he was told, sitting up next to her.

“Now, why did you shoot your load so quickly?” she asked, her fingers flicking lightly at his cock. “Hmm? Maybe it was because of these perfect tits?” She ran her hands up her body, squeezing her breasts, making them look even more irresistible. “They’re pretty big and perky, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, Jess. They’re amazing,” Steve breathed, unable to tear his eyes away from her.

Jess pretended to think, her wicked smile widening. “Well, maybe if those were out of sight, you’d last a bit longer.” She paused, as if a brilliant idea had just dawned on her. “Oh! I know.” She shifted onto all fours, her ass raised high, presenting herself to him in the most delicious way. “Why don’t you fuck me from behind? Maybe you’ll be more in control then.”

Fuck.

There it was—the glorious, heart-shaped ass he’d been fantasizing about for years, finally offered to him. Not as a tease, but to fuck.

Steve’s cock throbbed painfully at the sight, already slick with precum from Jess’s relentless teasing.

Jess glanced over her shoulder, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “There might be a little cum left. With Ben, I have to clean up right away—he leaves me practically drowning in cum. But with your little creampie? I think we can get right back to it, hmm?” She shook her ass back and forth, taunting him. “Well? Come on, lover... boy.”

Steve groaned, his control slipping. He got on his knees behind her, positioning his cock at her entrance, the sight of her perfect ass driving him wild. He paused for a moment, taking it all in, trying to sear the image of his cock near her beautiful ass into his memory.

Jess glanced over her shoulder again, catching him watching her with awe. She grinned and reached back, grabbing a handful of her ass, squeezing and shaking it for him. “Oh no, Steve! Don’t tell me you’re going to lose it to my ass, too?”

Then, with a firm smack, she spanked herself, just like she had that first day she’d teased him.

Steve let out a low moan, precum beading at the tip of his cock. He could feel his control slipping—he would never last long like this, not with Jess taunting him so perfectly.

"Well? Come on, baby boy. Fuck me."

Steve’s breath hitched at the command, his hands gripping her hips as he lined himself up. He slid inside her, his body trembling from the intense sensation of her wet, tight heat. The sight of her ass jiggling as he pushed deeper made his head spin—he could barely hold himself together.

Jess let out a soft moan, pushing her hips back toward him. "More," she teased, her voice dripping with sensuality. "Fuck me deeper."

He thrust harder, his cock sliding in as far as it could go, the pressure of her body overwhelming him. But he was already flush against her, unable to push further.

"More!" she demanded again, her voice playful but firm.

"I... I can't," Steve gritted out, struggling to stay in control. His fingers tightened on her hips, his cock pulsing inside her, but there was nowhere else to go. He was already as deep as he could be.

Jess craned her head slightly, glancing back at him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "What’s that?" she asked, her tone mocking, but with a seductive edge that sent shivers down his spine.

“I... I can’t,” Steve repeated, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “I’m all the way in.”

Jess let out a theatrical sigh, her breath catching just slightly from the pleasure coursing through her. “Oh, well,” she said, the teasing still heavy in her voice. “I guess that’ll have to do.”

She paused, her body still for a moment, then gave him a sly smile. “Why don’t we start fucking at a normal pace, though?”

With that, Jess began throwing her ass back against him, the erotic rhythm of her hips sending waves of pleasure through Steve. Each slap of her skin against his echoed in the room, the sight of her ass bouncing erotically against his hips making his heart race.

His cock twitched inside her, and his control began to slip. Fuck, he wasn’t going to last long.

"Jess, I’m going to—" he gasped, his voice strained, his breath coming faster as the pressure built in his core.

Jess turned her head slightly, catching his eyes with an amused glance. “What?” she asked, her voice full of mock surprise. “Are you seriously about to cum again? We’ve been fucking for less than a minute.”

Steve’s cheeks flushed, his breath ragged. “It’s so fucking hot, Jess, I...”

Her smirk deepened as she pushed back harder, her ass bouncing more intensely against him, sending shockwaves of sensation through his body. “Come on, baby boy,” she teased, her voice low and sultry. “You just need to think of something else. Stop looking at my perfect, heart-shaped ass.”

Steve groaned, his eyes glued to the sight of her body, every curve hypnotizing him.

“Stop thinking about the sound it’s making as it slaps against you,” Jess continued, her words dripping with playful cruelty. “Stop thinking about how wet my pussy feels... how tight it is around your little dick.”

Steve bit his lip, trying to focus, but his body was betraying him.

Jess leaned forward, pushing her ass back even harder. “Just stop thinking about how fucking hot this all is,” she purred, “and I’m sure you’ll be able to—”

“Fuck!” Steve cried out, his body losing control. His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, his hands gripping her ass hard as he thrust into her one last time, his body shaking with the force of it.

Jess chuckled softly, laying down on her stomach and turning to her side, a smug smile playing on her lips. “Well, well,” she teased, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “That didn’t take long.”

Steve collapsed beside her, wrapping his arms around her and spooning her from behind, his breath still heavy. He kissed the back of her neck, trying to catch his breath. “Fuck, Jess. That was so hot.”

“Mmm, I know,” she purred, her tone soft but teasing as she turned her head to meet his lips. They kissed again, this time slower, their tongues exploring one another as the intensity of the moment began to fade into something more tender.

Steve pressed against her, feeling the heat of her skin and the curve of her body beneath his hands. To his surprise, he felt his cock stirring again, growing harder as it pressed against her ass.

Jess shifted slightly, feeling it too. She broke the kiss, her eyes widening in playful surprise. “Do you think... are you ready again?” she asked, her voice soft, almost shy.

Steve felt his cock twitch against her ass, the sensation of her body driving him crazy. “Yeah,” he murmured, his voice low. “You’re... you’re driving me insane.”

Jess’s cheeks flushed, and her breath came a little faster. “Can you fuck me from behind more?” she whispered, her tone now filled with genuine need. “I was really close... I didn’t finish.”

Steve’s eyes locked on hers, and for a moment, he saw the vulnerability behind her usual confident exterior. Her face was flushed, her breathing heavy, and her eyes gleamed with desire. It was a reminder that, for all the games they played, Jess was feeling this too.

He kissed her deeply, his hand trailing down her body as he repositioned himself. His cock slid against her entrance, and he pushed inside her once again, his body aligning perfectly with hers in the spooning position.

Jess moaned softly as his hips began to move, her ass pressing back against him. Her moans grew louder, her breathing ragged as he thrust deeper. Each movement sent waves of pleasure through both of them, their bodies moving in perfect sync.

Steve kissed her neck, his lips brushing against her flushed skin as her body squirmed beneath him. “Fuck, Jess...”

Her moans turned into breathless cries of pleasure, her body trembling with each thrust. She was close—so close.

“Steve... I’m so close... oh God...” Jess’s voice was raw with need, her body tense as she rode the edge of her orgasm.

He held her tighter, his hips moving faster as he chased both of their releases. Her body shook, and with a final thrust, Jess’s orgasm hit her. She cried out, her legs shaking as her body tensed and released, waves of pleasure washing over her.

Steve kissed her deeply as she came, feeling her tighten around his cock, the sensation pushing him over the edge as well. He held her close, his body shaking with the force of his own release, their orgasms entwining as they clung to each other.

As their bodies finally stilled, Steve buried his face in the crook of her neck, breathing heavily. “God, Jess...”

She turned her head slightly, her smile soft and satisfied. “I know,” she whispered.

They lay there, their bodies still pressed together, their breathing slowing as the intensity of the moment faded into something deeper, something more intimate. Whatever games they played, the connection between them was undeniable, and as they lay in the quiet aftermath, neither of them wanted to let go.


Chapter 21

The rest of the night passed in a blur of passion, seamlessly shifting between the power games they loved—Jess teasing and tormenting Steve until he was trembling on the edge—and this newfound intimate sex. It was something they hadn’t fully explored before, something softer, more tender. The rhythm between them was intoxicating, alternating between heated, raw desire and moments where they held each other, as if the world outside didn’t exist.

They’d take breaks—long, warm showers together, ordering room service and eating in bed, or just lying there in each other’s arms, basking in the afterglow. But the need would always pull them back, relentless and hungry for more. It was as if they couldn’t get enough of each other, both insatiable, as though the boundaries they'd crossed only deepened the desire.

By the end of the night, exhaustion finally caught up with them. They curled into each other under the sheets, their bodies still humming from all the sensations they’d shared. As their breathing slowed, they fell into a deep, dreamless sleep, wrapped in the comfort of one another.

Morning came too soon. They packed in quiet companionship, the energy between them different now. There was still that undeniable spark, but an unspoken tension lingered in the air. What happened last night had changed things—there was no denying that.

On their early flight back to New York, Steve’s thoughts kept circling back to the same question, one he knew Jess was likely asking herself, too.

What did this all mean for their relationships back home?

Steve leaned his head back against the seat, watching the clouds pass outside the plane window, but his mind was thousands of miles away. He loved Chloe—of that, he was sure. In fact, what he’d told Jess was true: he felt even more in love with Chloe now than when he’d left. But what had happened with Jess wasn’t just about sex anymore. There was something deeper, something more complicated brewing between them.

Was that okay?

Jess, sitting beside him, was silent as well, her expression unreadable as she scrolled through her phone. She seemed calm, but Steve knew her well enough now to sense the gears turning behind her eyes. They were both trying to figure out what came next. What would happen when the four of them—him, Chloe, Jess, and Ben—were back together, all in the same room again?

The closer they got to New York, the more real that question became.

When they finally landed, they shared a quiet taxi ride home, the familiar hum of the city filling the air around them. By the time they reached their apartment, both were tense, though neither said anything. They rode the elevator up in silence, standing side by side but lost in their own thoughts.

As they reached their door, Steve felt the weight of the uncertainty hanging between them. Jess looked at him, her lips curving into a small, reassuring smile. He smiled back, but there was a tightness in his chest, a feeling that something big was about to shift.

Jess slipped her key into the lock, pushing the door open. The familiar sounds of the apartment greeted them, but instead of the silence they expected, they were met with Ben’s eager voice.

“Hello?” Ben called out from somewhere in the apartment.

“Oh, God,” came Chloe’s voice, filled with exasperation. “Don’t come in here!”

Jess and Steve exchanged a look, dropping their bags by the door before heading down the hallway toward the kitchen where the voices were coming from. Steve’s mind raced. After everything that had happened, part of him half-expected to walk in on something... explicit. He was bracing himself for the possibility that Ben and Chloe might have been engaging in one of their own wild escapades.

But when they reached the kitchen, it wasn’t the sight of a steamy scene that greeted them.

Instead, it was chaos.

The entire kitchen was a mess—bowls everywhere, flour coating every available surface, utensils scattered haphazardly. Pots and pans were strewn across the countertops, and there were far too many ingredients laid out for whatever disaster was currently underway.

"Oh, God," Chloe groaned, glancing down at the chaos in the kitchen, a sheepish look crossing her face. She was wearing Ben's apron, which was far too big on her, the fabric bunching up in places and dusted with flour. “Please don’t look at all this.”

Ben, lounging off to the side, laughed softly, clearly amused by the scene. “She wanted to bake you guys cupcakes, you know, to welcome you home and congratulate you. But, uh… it went a little wrong.”

“I mixed up the amounts for baking soda and baking powder!” Chloe blurted out, clearly frustrated. “Then I had to redo it, but then I realized I had it right the first time… Why are they named such similar things? Who does that?”

“Because they’re both used for baking,” Ben chimed in, throwing his hands up with a playful shrug. “I did offer to help!”

“I wanted to try doing it for once!” Chloe huffed, glaring at him. “Plus, your idea of helping really is more about pinching my butt while I try to measure stuff out.”

Ben grinned mischievously at Jess and Steve, clearly unapologetic. “I mean… yes.”

Chloe hung her head in mock defeat, a little pout on her lips. “They were supposed to say ‘Welcome home and congrats on boning!’”

Steve stifled a laugh, but Ben shook his head, looking bemused. “Chloe… how on earth were you going to fit all of that on, like... ten cupcakes?”

“I don’t know!” she replied, throwing her hands up dramatically. “I’m an artist, I’d make it work!”

Jess and Steve exchanged a glance before bursting out laughing. The sheer absurdity of the situation—Chloe flustered and flour-covered, Ben smirking from the sidelines—was too much. And as they laughed, Steve realized something else. The tension he’d been carrying, the worry about their relationships, began to melt away. It was nice to see things like this—normal.

Ben laughed along with them, though Chloe’s cheeks flushed pink. Steve, feeling a tug of affection for her, walked over and kissed her on the top of her head. “It’s the thought that counts, baby. Thank you.”

Chloe looked up at him, her lips curling into a shy smile. “I’m glad you’re home. I missed you.”

“I missed you, too,” Steve said, softly, before kissing her again, this time on the lips. “And by the way, you look really cute in that apron, you know.”

Chloe’s smile turned cheeky, her eyes lighting up. “Maybe I’ll get one that fits better then.”

“That’s… kind of part of the charm,” Steve teased, his hand resting on her waist.

Her eyes glinted with a mischievous spark. “Is charm the right word? Or do you just like me wearing another guy’s clothes?”

Steve laughed, shaking his head. “No comment.”

Chloe leaned in, humming softly as she kissed him again, her fingers playing with the collar of his shirt.

Across the room, Jess and Ben had moved closer, sharing their own intimate kiss. Steve couldn’t help but notice how comfortable it all felt—like they’d crossed some invisible line long ago and now, here they were, effortlessly affectionate in front of one another. Before everything began, they would’ve been careful about PDA, but now? Who cared?

Jess finally broke the kiss, looking slightly out of breath but smiling. “I need a shower,” she said, stretching her arms above her head. “Does anyone want to join me?”

It was a simple enough question, but the implications lingered in the air, almost humorous in their complexity. Was this their life now? Where either Ben or Steve could be the one showering with Jess each day?

Steve and Ben shared a quick glance, both silently sizing up the situation, unsure who would answer first.

“Oh, I will,” Chloe chimed in, her tone cheery.

Jess blinked, clearly not expecting that response. “You will?”

Chloe shrugged, completely unfazed. “Look at me, I’m covered in flour. Plus, you’ve seen every inch of me a few times now. What’s the harm in taking a shower together? It’ll be fun.”

Jess laughed, nodding. “Fair. Come on, then.”

Chloe grinned and walked toward Jess, slipping her hand into hers. “Now these two get to sit out here and daydream about me washing your body,” Chloe teased, casting a playful glance over her shoulder at Steve and Ben. “Not to mention, I want to hear all about what fucking my boyfriend was like...”

Jess smirked as they headed toward the bathroom, her voice trailing off with a laugh. “Just remember, you fucked mine first.”

Steve watched them disappear around the corner, the sound of giggles following them down the hall.

And then, just like that, it was quiet.

Steve and Ben stood there for a moment, the weight of their shared situation settling in. It was hard not to acknowledge the truth lingering in the air between them—I’ve fucked your girlfriend now.

“So,” Ben said, a small, amused smile creeping onto his face.

“So,” Steve echoed, the corners of his lips twitching.

They stared at each other for a beat longer before both of them broke into laughter. It was impossible not to. The sheer absurdity of the moment—their girlfriends showering together while they stood here, sharing beers after sleeping with each other’s partners—was too ridiculous not to laugh at.

“You want a beer?” Ben asked, heading toward the fridge.

“Sure,” Steve replied, moving toward the kitchen table as Ben opened two bottles, setting one in front of Steve before taking the seat next to him.

Ben raised his bottle in a casual toast, prompting Steve to do the same.

“What are we drinking to?” Steve asked, his tone light, but there was still a flicker of tension underneath.

“To our girlfriends,” Ben said with a cocky grin, raising his beer.

Steve mirrored the gesture. “Fair.” They clinked bottles and took a swig, letting the comfortable silence between them stretch for a moment before Ben spoke again.

“So… we good?” Ben squinted, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his usually self-assured face.

Steve leaned back, feeling a little heat rise to his cheeks. “Yeah, man. I mean, we’re pretty even, right? So far as I can tell. Why? What’s up?”

Ben scratched the back of his neck, a rare moment of vulnerability. “Just—Jess told me to really play up the cocky jerk routine when Chloe and I were hooking up. She said you’d both like it.” He hesitated, his grin fading a bit. “I know I can be an ass sometimes, but she wanted me to take it to the next level. I just wanted to make sure you were cool with it, you know?”

Steve’s face flushed, but he gave a reassuring nod. “Yeah, it’s all in good fun.” He smiled, though his pulse quickened at the memory of Ben and Chloe together, Jess orchestrating the whole thing. “We’re into it.”

Ben laughed, shaking his head in disbelief. “I’ve got to be honest, man, I don’t really understand your version of fun.” He smirked, the swagger returning. “But hey, if I get to keep fucking your girl, I’m not complaining.”

Steve laughed, though the words hit harder than expected. He raised an eyebrow at Ben, trying to shake off the weird mixture of arousal and jealousy creeping in. “You should look closer at the kitchen counter, by the way.”

Curiosity piqued, Steve stood and wandered over to the counter. At first glance, it was just a mess of flour and baking supplies, but as he leaned closer, he noticed the faint outline of handprints—small ones, Chloe’s. Then, more obvious impressions—the outline of her tits, pressed firmly against the counter. His pulse spiked, and his cock twitched in his jeans as the scene came together in his mind.

“Shit,” he muttered, the image burning into his thoughts.

Ben chuckled from behind him. “Yeah. One last round before you got home.”

Steve took a mental snapshot, letting the details etch themselves into his memory, then casually returned to the table, trying to maintain composure. He took another sip of his beer, glancing at Ben, who seemed far too relaxed.

“Seems like you two have a lot of… chemistry,” Steve said, attempting to keep his tone even.

Ben grinned. “Yeah, that’s one way to put it. So, how was Jess? She rock your world?”

Steve hesitated, feeling the weight of the question. It felt strange, almost like kissing and telling, but Ben was Jess’s boyfriend—it wasn’t like talking to a friend. “Yeah, man,” Steve replied slowly, his voice softening as memories of Jess washed over him. “She’s… incredible.”

Their eyes met for a brief, loaded moment. The absurdity of the situation settled over them, and they both burst into laughter, tension breaking like a snapped string. The sound of giggling—maybe something else—echoed from behind the bathroom door, bringing them back to reality.

“I don’t care what’s going on with our relationship,” Ben said, nodding towards the door, “but I am not taking a shower with you.”

Steve clutched his chest in mock hurt, grinning. “I bet Jess will have us all in there eventually.”

Ben shook his head, though his grin never faltered. “What do you think they’re talking about in there?”

“Better ways to bake cupcakes, probably,” Steve said, shrugging, but his mind lingered on the moan he thought he heard a moment ago.

“Seriously.” Ben shot him a knowing look.

“Seriously?” Steve leaned back, his lips twitching into a smirk. “I’d guess they’re comparing notes.”

Ben’s brow arched, skepticism in his eyes. “You don’t think they’re fooling around?”

Steve chuckled, though the thought stuck in his mind, heating his blood. “You just want them to be fooling around.”

“Hell yeah, I do.” Ben’s grin widened, mischief dancing in his eyes.

Another giggle floated through the door, but this time it was softer, laced with something more. Or was that a moan? Steve’s grip tightened on his beer, his mind racing with possibilities.

Both men stared at the door now, the tension in the room thickening. An idea formed in Steve’s mind, one he tried to push away, but it stuck, refusing to be ignored. His pulse quickened.

“Hey, Ben.”

“Yeah?”

“Maybe you should… go in there. Check it out.”

Ben blinked, processing the suggestion, then gave Steve a slow grin. “You want me to go in there, huh? Not you?”

“Yeah,” Steve replied, his voice quieter now, more deliberate. “See what they’re up to.”

Ben studied him for a beat, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. He stood, beer still in hand, and shrugged. “Alright. But I’m telling them this was your idea.” He winked before heading toward the bathroom.

Steve’s heart pounded as he watched Ben approach the door, knock lightly, then open it with his usual confidence. “Hello, ladies,” Ben’s voice oozed charm, disappearing into the echo of the small apartment.

“Why, Ben,” Jess’s cool voice slipped through the steam. “Have you come to check in on us?”

Chloe’s giggle followed, light and teasing. “I think the thought of the two of us naked together was too much for him to handle. He just had to come in.”

Ben chuckled, his voice dropping as he played along. “Oh no, don’t give me that much credit. It wasn’t my idea.” There was a pause, and Steve’s heart skipped in the silence, the only sound coming from the steady spray of water. “Steve suggested I join you.”

The quiet that followed was electric, thick with unspoken approval. Steve’s breath caught in his throat—he hadn’t explicitly told Ben to get in the shower, but the unspoken suggestion hung in the air. It was all the invitation Ben needed.

“He did, did he?” Jess’s voice was a silky purr now, playful and dangerous all at once.

“He did.” There was a rustle of fabric, and then Ben’s confident response: “So, room for one more?”

A low hum from Jess, her tone dripping with amusement. “Just barely. Come on in.”

Chloe’s voice chimed in, her nervous energy palpable. “It’s going to be tight…”

“We can handle tight,” Jess replied, a soft promise beneath her words. “Can’t we?”

There was the unmistakable sound of Ben’s belt buckle loosening, followed by the soft thud of his pants hitting the bathroom floor. The shower curtain slid back, the metallic rings clattering against the rod, the sound louder against the quiet that had settled.

“Come on in,” Jess invited again, her voice a little softer now, closer to Ben, as the sound of water muffled their voices. Steve strained to listen, thanking his luck that Ben had left the door cracked open just enough for him to hear—and for his imagination to fill in the rest.

Their shower was large for a New York apartment, but with someone like Ben, it was hard to imagine three bodies fitting comfortably. Still, Steve could visualize them crammed together, skin brushing against wet skin, water streaming down their bodies.

The low murmurs became harder to hear as they moved into the shower. Steve’s pulse raced, his blood hot in his veins as he unconsciously stepped closer to the bathroom door, desperate to hear more.

“How did I end up in the middle?” Chloe’s voice came through, breathy, laced with something akin to excitement.

“We want to share you,” Ben’s deep voice rumbled, the hint of a wicked smile in his words. “Now, where are we in the cleaning process, ladies?”

Jess’s voice followed, sultry and teasing. “We’re all clean. But you,” she purred, “you’re still dirty, big boy.”

“I am,” Ben agreed, a rough edge in his tone.

“Well, we can fix that, can’t we, Chloe?”

“Uh-huh,” Chloe mumbled, her voice thick with desire. It was obvious she was already lost in the moment, pressed between their bodies, her head spinning.

“Why don’t you go low, and I’ll go high,” Jess instructed, her words dripping with control.

“You want me to…?” Chloe’s question was cut off by a hum from Jess, who was clearly in charge of the scene unfolding.

“Mmhmm,” Jess confirmed softly. “Why don’t you get on your knees?”

Steve’s breath caught in his throat as he heard the shifting of bodies—water splashing against the tile as they adjusted. He could practically feel the electricity in the air. His cock strained painfully in his pants, fully hard now as his imagination ran wild.

For a moment, only the sound of the water filled the air. Then, faintly, Steve could make out the subtle sounds of Chloe’s lips on Ben’s cock. It started soft, slow—just the delicate kiss of her mouth, a soft moan here and there. But soon, the rhythm picked up, her breaths more ragged, the wet sounds of her mouth working harder to accommodate him.

At the same time, the muffled sound of kissing reached Steve’s ears—two mouths colliding with increasing passion, the hunger between Jess and Ben palpable, even from outside the room.

Steve stepped closer to the bathroom door, heart pounding. The small crack in the door gave him just enough access to the sounds within, but he needed more. His hand shook as he pushed the door open slightly, just enough to let the light from the small window spill into the space. His breath hitched—he couldn’t see them, but their shadows moved on the white shower curtain, backlit by the soft glow of daylight.

The outline of three figures was visible, but it was Jess’s shadow that held his attention. Her hands rested on Chloe’s head, guiding her, forcing her to take Ben’s cock deeper, pressing her hips gently against Chloe’s back. Steve watched, mesmerized, as Jess’s body swayed, clearly lost in the moment.

Ben’s shadow was larger, more imposing, as Chloe knelt between them, her smaller figure trapped between the two. Steve could see the outline of her head moving, bobbing forward and back, Jess’s hands still in place, controlling the pace.

“How does that feel, baby?” Jess’s voice was a quiet, teasing whisper, dripping with control as she spoke to Ben.

“That feels so good, Jess,” Ben groaned, his words muffled as he kissed her, their lips colliding with a rough, hungry intensity.

Jess’s tone was playful as she pulled back slightly, her mouth still close to his. “You like it when I use her like this?”

Ben let out a deep, guttural moan, pressing his lips against hers once more. “Mmmm, yeah,” he groaned into her mouth.

Jess smirked against his lips. “She might like it more than you do. Don’t you, Chloe?” she asked, pulling her hips back just enough to give Chloe room to lift her head off Ben’s cock.

Chloe’s breath was ragged, her voice barely more than a pant. “Yes, I love it,” she gasped, eyes heavy-lidded with lust.

“You want me to keep fucking your head into his cock?”

“Please, Jess… yes, please.”

“Open wide,” Jess said in a sing-song voice, her hips moving back into position.

The sound of Chloe choking on Ben’s cock echoed through the small space, louder, wetter. Steve’s breath hitched, watching the shadows play out against the shower curtain. Jess’s hips moved in a rhythmic motion, forcing Chloe’s head to bob up and down on Ben’s shaft, the pace slow at first, then gradually quicker. The wet, gagging sounds of Chloe’s mouth filled Steve’s head, making his cock throb almost painfully.

From his spot just outside the bathroom door, Steve could barely stand still. The sounds—the gasps, the moans, the wet slapping of bodies—tempted him beyond belief. He was so close to breaking, to pulling out his cock and jerking off right there in the hallway. But somehow, he resisted, his whole body trembling with the effort.

Jess’s voice cut through the tension. “I better help out before she chokes, hmm?” she murmured against Ben’s mouth. Steve could hear the wet kiss they shared, the sound maddening. Then Jess’s hands slid down, gripping the base of Ben’s cock, her fingers working in tandem with Chloe’s mouth as she continued to thrust Chloe’s head down, all while massaging Ben’s thick shaft.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Ben groaned, his voice hoarse with arousal.

Jess chuckled, the sound low and wicked. “You’re hard as fuck,” she noted with clear approval. Another kiss followed, wet and eager. “You want to fuck her big tits?”

“Yes, baby,” Ben growled, his words barely above a whisper.

Chloe whimpered around Ben’s cock, the sound vibrating through the bathroom. Steve could practically feel the tension building, his cock straining against his pants. He swallowed hard, his throat dry, his body aching to join them, to feel what they were feeling.

“Mm, I want to see that again, too,” Jess cooed. “Let’s lube these things up. Hand me some soap.”

Steve’s eyes widened as he saw Ben’s shadow reaching for something behind him. “No, not my good soap!” Jess scolded, laughing softly. “Do you know how much soap we have to use for tits like these? No… hand me Steve’s soap.”

Steve’s heart hammered in his chest, his cock twitching at the words. There was something so deeply, viscerally humiliating about them using his soap to pleasure Ben, to lube up Chloe’s tits. His cock leaked precum, soaking through his underwear. He watched in stunned arousal as the shadow of Ben handed the bottle to Jess, who wasted no time. Chloe finally released Ben’s cock from her mouth, straightening up just enough to present her massive tits to him.

The sound of the body wash squirting from the bottle felt like a slow, torturous tease. Jess was generous with it, coating Chloe’s breasts in the slick, slippery soap. She reached down, rubbing it into Chloe’s skin, the soft moans escaping Chloe’s lips only adding to the intense, erotic atmosphere. Jess’s hands moved sensually, kneading the slick globes together before she cupped them and presented them to Ben like an offering.

“Go for it, big boy,” Jess murmured.

Steve’s breathing grew shallow as he watched the shadows shift. Ben, despite his impressive height, had to squat slightly to align himself, but once they got the positioning right, Steve could clearly see the outline of Ben’s cock sliding between Chloe’s soaped-up tits. The sound that followed was gloriously obscene—wet slaps of skin against skin, punctuated by Ben’s groans, Chloe’s breathy moans, and Jess’s whispered encouragements.

Steve’s restraint finally broke. He couldn’t take it anymore.

His hands moved before he could stop them, fumbling with his belt and the fly of his pants. His cock sprang free, painfully hard, and leaking as he wrapped his fingers around the shaft. The sensation was almost too much—he was so close to cumming already. He needed release, but not here. Thinking fast, he stepped into the bathroom, his body buzzing with adrenaline. He lifted the toilet seat, his breath ragged, and began jerking off furiously, trying to keep his movements quiet despite the frantic need that pulsed through him.

"Do you... do you guys hear something?" Jess's voice cut through the wet sounds of the shower. Steve froze, his heart pounding in his chest, as she slowly slid the curtain open. The steam billowed out, revealing the devastatingly sexy sight of Ben, Jess, and Chloe in the shower together. Ben was still buried between Chloe’s slick, soapy tits, his cock moving rhythmically, while Jess held them together, a wicked smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

Steve, caught in the act, was pathetically jerking off into the toilet. The sight of them—the raw eroticism of Ben fucking his girlfriend’s tits while Jess orchestrated the scene—was too much. His control snapped. His body trembled as his orgasm hit him hard, and he came violently, shooting rope after rope of cum into the toilet bowl. His cock twitched painfully with each humiliating spurt.

The sound of laughter echoed in the bathroom, cruel and cutting.

“Look at your pervert boyfriend,” Jess said to Chloe, her voice dripping with mockery. “He couldn’t even handle looking at us for more than a few seconds.” She tsked, shaking her head as she released Chloe’s tits. “Come on, you two. Rinse off. I’m not in the mood to keep fooling around if this pervert is going to keep creeping on us.”

Their laughter continued as they rinsed off under the shower, while Steve panted, still catching his breath, slumped over the toilet, his body spent and shaking.

The water stopped, and the sound of towels being unfurled filled the small space. Ben, massive and dripping, stepped out first, followed by Jess and Chloe. Jess barely glanced at Steve as she wrapped herself in a towel, her fingers poking Steve’s arm as she walked past.

“Come on, you two,” Jess commanded with a sly grin. “Let’s finish this in our room. And you,” she added, her eyes narrowing as she looked down at Steve, “Mr. Pervert, are not invited. You get to listen, since that’s clearly what you like doing.”

With that, they left him behind, shutting the door softly behind them.

Steve stood there for a long moment, his body still buzzing from the intensity of his orgasm, but the humiliation weighing heavy on his chest. His cock twitched again as Jess’s words echoed in his mind—you get to listen—and a familiar heat spread through his body.

He pulled his pants up, still soaked with the mess of his orgasm, and walked slowly into his own empty room. The emptiness of it—the quiet, the loneliness—pressed in on him. He turned off the sound machines, shut down the computer, anything that made noise, and lay down on the bed. His ear pressed against the wall, straining to hear, as the silence dragged on.

Nothing. The anticipation clawed at him, more agonizing than anything else. He ran his hands down his chest, over his stomach, his breath growing shallow as he imagined what they might be doing on the other side. The minutes ticked by, each one longer than the last, until finally… finally... he heard it.

Soft moans, muffled by the wall, but unmistakable. Chloe and Jess, both lost in pleasure, their voices blending together. Steve’s cock twitched at the sound, already stirring again despite himself. He reached down, touching himself through his underwear, the ache in his body growing unbearable.

He could hear the faint sound of their words, though the details were lost. Dirty whispers, no doubt—what were they saying? Who was in what position? His mind raced with possibilities, imagining Ben moving between them, taking Chloe, then Jess, his cock switching between their dripping bodies.

The sound of the bed squeaking grew louder, more rhythmic, and with it, Chloe’s moans grew higher, more urgent. Steve’s mind conjured the image of Ben’s massive cock fucking her deeply, Chloe’s legs wrapped around him, her back arching in bliss. Jess’s voice joined in, soft at first, but growing louder. Was Ben switching between them? Was Jess using a toy, or was Ben giving both women pleasure at once?

The sounds increased steadily, growing louder, more desperate. Chloe’s moans reached a fever pitch, then fell into silence—only for Jess to take over, her voice rising, gasping with pleasure. The bed squeaked endlessly, the sound of bodies moving together filling Steve’s ears. He could almost see it, the outline of their movements, Ben’s cock sliding between Jess and Chloe as they cried out in ecstasy.

It killed him not to be there, not to witness it. But the humiliation, the denial—it only fueled his desire. His hand moved faster now, stroking himself as the sounds of their pleasure built and built. Ben, a machine, fucking them both, giving them more than Steve could ever hope to provide. The thought burned through Steve, making his cock twitch in his hand. He was close, so close.

As Chloe and Jess’s moans reached their peak, Steve’s own climax tore through him, harder than before. His cum spilled across his stomach and chest, his body shaking from the force of it. And yet, on the other side of the wall, Ben was still going, their voices still rising, still fucking long after Steve had spent himself.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, their voices rose in unison—Chloe, Jess, and Ben, all hitting their climax together. Steve could hear Ben grunt, his deep, satisfied groans marking the end of their session.

The door to their room opened, and Steve barely had time to recover before his own door swung wide. Jess and Chloe stood there, naked, both of them looking down at him with mild amusement. His chest was covered in the evidence of his pathetic orgasm, and their eyes didn’t miss it.

“Well?” Jess asked, her voice sharp with mockery. “Did you enjoy that?”

Chloe giggled, stepping closer to inspect him. “Look,” she said, pointing to his chest, “he’s got cum all over himself. I think he really enjoyed it.”

Jess smiled wickedly, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Well, that makes three of us,” she said softly, glancing down at her chest and Chloe’s. Steve’s breath hitched, his eyes widening as he realized it wasn’t sweat glistening on their tits—it was Ben’s cum.

A low moan escaped him, a mix of pleasure and humiliation coursing through his body as he stared at the cum still dripping down their skin. Jess grinned and slowly climbed onto the bed, her body moving with a sensual grace. She snuggled up next to him, pressing her cum-slicked tits against his chest. The warmth and wetness of her skin against his made his pulse quicken. Chloe, not to be outdone, slipped onto the bed on his other side, smiling coyly as her tits, equally slick with Ben’s cum, pressed against Steve’s other side. The sensation was overwhelming—both women’s soft, full breasts pressed against him, their warmth blending with the cool slickness of the cum, both his and Ben’s.

Jess’s hand snaked down between their bodies, wrapping around Steve’s hard, throbbing cock. She began to stroke him slowly, teasing him with the same deliberate control she always had, and with each movement, the bed shook slightly, causing their breasts to jiggle against his chest. His body was trembling, his mind teetering on the edge of pleasure and delirium.

“God, those things really are fantastic,” Jess mused, nodding at Chloe’s breasts as she continued to stroke Steve. Her grip tightened slightly, and Steve whimpered, his hips involuntarily bucking at the sensation.

Chloe giggled and glanced down at her own chest, her cheeks flushing. “Thanks. I mean, most of the time they’re kind of a bother, but I guess they’re fun in moments like this.” She paused, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. “Still, I’d trade a couple cup sizes for an ass half as nice as yours.”

Jess smirked, her eyes glinting with amusement. “It’s partly genetics, babe, but a lot of it’s yoga. Stick with me, and I bet you’d have an ass like mine in no time.”

Steve moaned again, his body shaking as the pleasure built inside him, the slick warmth of their hands driving him wild. His precum was already dripping down their fingers, soaking his cock as they worked him with an effortless rhythm.

Jess looked down at him, her expression almost dismissive. “Oh, are you still here?” she asked with mock surprise. Chloe snickered beside her, biting her lip to stifle a laugh.

“What was that about?” Chloe teased, leaning in closer to Steve, her breath warm against his ear.

Jess didn’t wait for him to respond. “He was just imagining you with my ass,” she answered for him, her voice dripping with playful arrogance. “And the poor thing could barely hold on.”

Chloe’s breathy laugh sent a shiver down Steve’s spine. “Is that what you want, baby?” she whispered into his ear, her voice sultry. “You want me to start working out with Jess so I can have an ass like hers?”

Steve’s breath caught, his eyes rolling back in pleasure as he tried to hold on. Chloe’s laughter rang out again, her hand joining Jess’s on his cock, their fingers overlapping as they jerked him in perfect sync. His whole body was trembling, his mind clouded with lust, the teasing from both of them pushing him further than he thought he could go.

“You know,” Jess said, her voice low, conspiratorial, “maybe we should practice a little bit of kissing, hmm?” Her gaze flicked to Chloe.

Chloe’s cheeks flushed pink, her eyes widening slightly. “Um, sure,” she said, her voice a bit more hesitant now, but her smile never faltered.

Jess’s eyes sparkled as she leaned in closer, her voice soft as she spoke to Steve. “See, Ben wants to cum on our faces while we make out next time. But the thing is, we’ve never kissed each other before, so we thought we’d get a little practice in.” She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “It’ll be my first time making out with a girl. What do you think?”

Steve barely managed a nod, his breath catching in his throat, his chest tightening at the thought.

Jess smiled, satisfied, and turned back to Chloe. “Just to be clear,” she said with a smirk, “this isn’t for you, Steve. This is practice for Ben.”

They shared a look, both women studying each other for a moment, a silent agreement passing between them. Then, slowly, they moved closer, their lips brushing together tentatively at first. Steve’s breath hitched as he watched, their mouths just inches above his face. He could see their tongues gently teasing each other’s lips, exploring, before the kiss deepened.

Their breasts pressed together, the cum still slick on their skin, making the scene impossibly erotic. They explored one another’s mouths gently at first, soft and careful, but soon, both of them got more into it, the kiss becoming more passionate, more eager. Steve’s cock twitched painfully in their hands as they kept stroking him, their kiss intensifying, their bodies pressing closer together.

It was too much. The sight of their tongues intertwining, their big tits pressed together, still glistening with Ben’s cum as they pretended to ignore him—while they continued to stroke his cock—it pushed Steve over the edge. His body shuddered violently as another orgasm ripped through him, harder than before. His cum shot out in thick ropes, coating their hands, but they didn’t stop. They just kept kissing, kept jerking him off, their moans muffled by each other’s mouths.

As Steve came down from his high, panting and trembling, Jess and Chloe slowly broke their kiss, both of them smiling down at him. Chloe leaned in, her lips brushing against his cheek in a soft kiss.

“You’re having fun, right?” she asked, her voice sweet, checking in on him. “With all this teasing?”

Steve nodded, his body still trembling, his mind floating somewhere between bliss and disbelief. “I think,” he managed, his voice hoarse, “this is the greatest day of my life.”

Jess laughed, a genuine, warm sound as she leaned in close, her eyes gleaming with a wicked promise. “Oh, Steve,” she whispered, her fingers brushing against his chest. “This isn’t the end of the greatest day of your life. It’s the start of the greatest weekend of your life.”


Chapter 22

“Come on, baby,” Jess purred, her voice dripping with anticipation as she bent over the coffee table, wiggling her ass at Ben behind her. “Fuck me. Show them how it’s done.”

They were all in the common room now, the aftermath of their sushi dinner scattered across the table—empty containers shoved to the side, forgotten in the haze of desire that had taken over. Steve and Chloe sat on the couch next to each other, their bodies barely clothed, both in nothing but their underwear. Chloe’s hand was down the front of Steve’s boxer briefs, her fingers gently squeezing and stroking his cock with agonizing slowness. Steve mirrored her, his hand slipping under the waistband of her panties, his fingers lazily teasing her clit. They were locked in a quiet exchange of pleasure, their eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before them.

From their vantage point, they had a perfect view of Jess’s body—her breasts spilling out of her bra, pressing against the coffee table as she bent over, her ass raised invitingly in the air. Ben stood behind her, his cock in hand, slowly teasing himself as he lined up behind her, getting on his knees for better leverage. His thick cock slapped against her ass cheek, leaving a mark and making Jess moan in response.

“Quit teasing me and fuck me already,” Jess demanded, biting her lip, her eyes flashing with impatience.

Steve and Chloe couldn’t see the moment of penetration from their angle, but they saw Jess’s face change instantly, her lips parting with a guttural moan as Ben finally pushed himself inside her. Her back arched, pressing her tits harder against the table. “Fuck. Yes,” she groaned, her voice strained with pleasure. “Come on, fuck me!”

Ben didn’t need to be told twice. His hips began to move, the slow drag of his cock pulling in and out of her tight pussy, his pace steady and deliberate at first. The sound of his abs slapping against her ass filled the room, mingling with Jess’s breathless moans. Steve and Chloe watched, their own arousal building with every thrust, their hands moving faster, more deliberately now.

Jess glanced at them, her eyes dark with lust as she caught sight of their synchronized pleasuring. She bit her lip, loving the effect she was having on them. “Harder,” she demanded, her voice taking on a desperate edge.

Ben picked up the pace, each thrust more forceful than the last, sending Jess’s tits jiggling with every movement. Her moans grew louder, more erratic. “That’s it, that’s it, that’s fucking it,” she gasped, her hand reaching back to spank her own ass, the sharp crack echoing in the room. “You like the way that looks, baby?”

Ben groaned, his voice thick with arousal. “Fuck yes,” he growled. “You like the way my big cock feels in your pussy?”

Jess’s response came out in breathy gasps. “Yes, baby, you know I do.”

“You feel so fucking tight around me,” Ben muttered, his voice strained as he gripped her shoulder for more leverage. His other hand squeezed her ass, his grip firm, as he used his strength to pull her back into him with each thrust, his cock disappearing inside her over and over.

Jess let out another moan, the sound high and desperate.

Steve’s cock was slick with precum now, soaking Chloe’s hand as she continued to stroke him, her pace quickening. She glanced over at him, biting her lip as her own arousal surged. Steve’s fingers slid lower, finding her entrance and slipping inside, causing Chloe to whimper happily, her hips rocking slightly in time with his hand.

Ben suddenly pulled out of Jess, standing up behind her. He grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her up to him, their bodies crashing together as he kissed her, hard and hungry. Jess melted into the kiss, her arms wrapping around his neck, her body still aching with the need to be filled.

Without breaking the kiss, Ben’s hands moved to her waist. With seemingly no effort at all, he lifted her off the ground, his muscles flexing as he pulled her up, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist. She straddled him easily, her body pressed against his solid frame.

“Ooh, you really want to show off, don’t you?” Jess teased, her voice a breathy mix of lust and amusement, her eyes glowing with excitement.

Ben smiled against Jess’s lips as he kissed her, his hands gripping her waist firmly. Without missing a beat, he began to lower her onto his cock, his strength evident as he easily pumped her up and down, fucking her while standing. His cock slid in and out of her slick entrance with ease, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the room as Jess moaned louder, clearly relishing the feeling of being taken like this.

From Steve and Chloe’s vantage point on the couch, the scene had shifted into something far more intimate—and far more intense. They could finally see the raw penetration unfolding right in front of them. Jess’s perfectly shaped ass bounced up and down on Ben’s thick cock, her back arching in rhythm with each thrust. Every powerful stroke sent shivers of pleasure through her body, and her moans came out in ragged, breathless bursts.

Steve’s cock twitched at the sight. It was more than just sex. It was the kind of performance only a couple like Jess and Ben could deliver—practiced, confident, and utterly primal. They moved together like athletes, their bodies in sync, each thrust more precise than the last. It was as if they were playing in an entirely different league, while everyone else, including Steve, was just trying to keep up.

The minutes stretched on, and Steve would have expected Ben to tire, but the man showed no signs of slowing down. He kept his relentless pace, slamming into Jess with a steady, unyielding rhythm. Jess clung to him, her fingers digging into his shoulders as her body rocked on his cock.

“Oh fuck, Ben,” Jess gasped, her voice shaky with pleasure. “Fuck, I’m going to... I’m going to fucking cum on your big dick, I’m going to...”

Ben’s grip tightened on her hips, and he increased his pace, his powerful thrusts sending Jess’s body squirming in pleasure. Her back arched sharply, her body going taut as she let out a high, breathy moan. Her orgasm crashed over her, her entire body shuddering as she came hard on Ben’s cock, her moans filling the room.

Finally, with a breathless laugh, Ben let her down gently, still panting from the effort. But Jess wasn’t done. She grabbed his hand, pulling him over to the other side of the coffee table. With a firm shove, she pushed him down so that he was sitting right in front of Steve and Chloe, their eyes wide with anticipation. Jess wasted no time, swinging her leg over Ben and positioning herself above him. Her eyes gleamed with lust as she lowered herself onto his cock, taking him in deep before she started riding him with wild abandon.

Her pace was even faster now, her ass pumping up and down, her tits bouncing in rhythm with her movements. Each downward thrust sent her hips slamming into Ben’s, and the sound of wet, flesh-on-flesh echoed in the room. Steve and Chloe were completely lost in their own arousal now, their hands moving faster, mimicking the frenetic energy of Jess and Ben. Watching the two of them fuck—these impossibly attractive people—was an experience neither of them had ever imagined, and it had both of them teetering on the edge of their own release.

Jess’s moans grew louder, more erratic, as she rode Ben with reckless abandon. Her body glistened with sweat, her skin flushed with heat. “Fuck, yes,” she gasped, her voice barely a whisper between moans.

Ben’s grip on her hips tightened as his own breathing grew ragged. “Fuck, fuck,” he groaned, his voice strained as he finally neared his limit.

Jess’s eyes gleamed, a wicked smile tugging at her lips. “You going to cum, baby?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“I’m so close, Jess...” Ben growled, his muscles tensing beneath her.

Jess leaned in, her breasts brushing against his chest as she whispered in his ear. “You want to cum in my pussy? You want to fill me with your cum?”

“God, yes, baby,” Ben panted. “But you know what might push me over the edge?”

"What?" Jess asked, her voice breathless but steady as she kept riding Ben, her pace unrelenting. Her hips moved in a steady rhythm, pumping up and down on his cock with increasing intensity.

Ben groaned, his hands gripping her waist tighter. "If someone was licking my balls at the same time," he muttered, his voice thick with lust.

Steve felt his heart hammer in his chest as his eyes flicked to Chloe. They were both lost in the moment, pleasuring each other more intensely now—Chloe’s hand moving rapidly along Steve’s slick cock while his fingers teased her clit, drawing soft whimpers from her lips. They were both so close to the edge, teetering on the brink.

Chloe’s breath seemed to catch, her eyes widening as she looked from Steve to Jess and Ben.

Jess, not missing a beat, threw her head back with a wicked smile. "Oh, that’s what you want, baby?" she asked, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. "You wish you had someone licking your balls while I ride you?" Her hips ground down harder into Ben as she teased him. "But where would we find someone that slutty, hmm? Where would we find someone willing to lick your balls while my ass is bouncing up and down in their face?"

"P... please..." Chloe whispered, her voice barely audible as she gazed longingly at Jess.

Jess’s eyes sparkled with wicked delight as she slowed her pace just slightly, turning her attention to Chloe. "What was that?" she asked, her tone playful. "Chloe? You want to? You want to lick my boyfriend’s big balls while he fills me up? You want to stuff your face down there, right under my ass?"

"Please, Jess, please... I want to..." Chloe begged, her voice thick with desire.

Jess chuckled softly, her lips curling into a wicked grin. "Well... okay."

Without missing a beat, Ben used his feet to push the coffee table back, creating more room for Chloe. She crawled forward on all fours, her body trembling with anticipation as she positioned herself beneath Ben, her face inches from his heavy balls. Her tongue darted out, and she began licking and worshiping them, her mouth soft and eager against his skin.

"Fuck, yes," Ben groaned, his voice hoarse as Chloe’s mouth sent shivers of pleasure through him.

Chloe arched her back, pulling her panties to the side, her eyes flashing with desperate need as she looked back at Steve. The silent plea in her eyes was unmistakable—please, fuck me.

Steve didn’t hesitate. In one swift motion, he mounted Chloe from behind, sliding into her wet, needy pussy with a deep, satisfying thrust. Chloe let out a muffled moan, her mouth still working on Ben’s balls as she took Steve inside her, her body trembling beneath him.

Jess’s pace quickened, her hips moving faster now, grinding down harder onto Ben’s cock. "Ah, fuck!" Ben groaned, his voice strained as he felt his release building. His fingers dug into the flesh of Jess’s ass, pulling her down onto him as hard as he could. "Here it comes..."

With a guttural moan, Ben’s body tensed, and he began cumming deep inside Jess. His balls jumped in Chloe’s mouth as they pumped load after load of hot cum into Jess’s pussy. There was so much cum that it started to spill out, flowing down Ben’s shaft and dripping onto Chloe’s face as she moaned against him.

The sensation was too much for Chloe. She reached between her legs, her fingers rubbing her clit as Steve fucked her harder from behind. Her body convulsed, and a high-pitched moan escaped her lips as she came, her muscles tightening around Steve’s cock.

The feeling of Chloe cumming around him sent Steve over the edge. With a loud grunt, he thrust deep into her, spilling his own cum inside her, his body shaking as he filled her pussy.

Jess smiled, her chest heaving as she kissed Ben, then turned her head to look back at Steve and Chloe, her lips still curled into that wicked grin. "Well," she said, her voice soft but teasing, "that was quite the chain reaction I caused."

Everyone collapsed into the afterglow, breathing heavily, their bodies glistening with sweat and satisfaction. The room was filled with the sound of their ragged breaths as they basked in the post-orgasm haze, content in the pleasure they had shared.

***
 

"Where are Chloe and Ben?" Steve asked, his voice soft in the dim light of the bedroom. He lay on the bed, still recovering from the intensity of the evening. Jess stood in the doorway, holding a glass of red wine, wearing only her underwear. Her lips curved into a small, knowing smile.

"They started to fool around," she said, taking a slow sip of the wine. "So, I thought I'd find you."

Steve smiled back, his heart lifting a little. Jess closed the door behind her gently, the soft click almost lost in the stillness of the room. She walked over to the desk, setting her glass down, and then slipped onto the bed next to him. Her body was warm, her skin soft as she leaned in to kiss him, their lips meeting in a slow, tender embrace.

"How are you feeling?" Steve asked, his voice gentle as he searched her face.

Jess tilted her head, her brow furrowing slightly as if confused by the question. "Me?" she asked, her tone laced with amusement. "I'm having the time of my life, here. Weeks of working on breaking all your Rules..." Her smile widened, a soft chuckle escaping her. "Now I get to enjoy the fruits of my labor."

Steve smiled, but his eyes flickered with something more serious. "I mean... about the deal. The one you gave up."

Jess’s expression softened, and she chuckled again, but this time there was a quiet sincerity in her voice. "I made the right choice." She kissed him again, her lips soft but firm against his. "But it's sweet of you to ask."

Their lips locked once more, but this time the kiss deepened. Steve felt the familiar heat rise between them, the way their bodies naturally gravitated toward each other. Jess’s moans were soft, almost involuntary, as she pulled him closer, her arms wrapping around his back, fingers pressing into his skin. Their bodies fit together, pressing into each other as though seeking to erase the distance between them.

Minutes passed, filled with nothing but the sound of their lips meeting, the soft gasps for breath in between. Finally, Jess broke the kiss, her eyes meeting his, a hint of hesitation in her gaze.

"Can you..." she started, her voice uncharacteristically shy. She bit her lip, her cheeks flushed.

Steve raised an eyebrow, concern and curiosity mingling. "What?" he asked softly.

Jess’s eyes flicked away for a moment before returning to his. "Can you... fuck me like you did in Vegas?"

A slow smile spread across Steve’s face. It wasn’t often that Jess, the one who was usually in charge, would ask for something so directly, so vulnerably. With the others—especially Ben—she was always the one calling the shots. But now, just the two of them, it was different. Sometimes, Jess allowed herself to be... almost shy. Almost.

He kissed her neck softly, murmuring between kisses. "I’d love to."

Jess squirmed beneath him, her moans growing louder as he kissed lower, his lips tracing the curve of her throat. She held him tighter, their bodies pressing closer, the heat between them palpable. The tension built as they undressed each other in a quiet, hurried frenzy, their movements instinctual and desperate. Clothes were tossed aside, and soon, they were naked, their skin sliding against each other, slick with anticipation.

Jess wrapped her legs around him, pulling him in close, her body eager and trembling as Steve positioned himself above her. He slid into her soaked pussy, the heat of her body enveloping him completely. Jess bit her lip, her eyes rolling back as a small moan escaped her. Her flushed face was beautiful, her body trembling with the intensity of the moment.

Steve began to move inside her, slow and deliberate at first, their bodies rocking together in perfect rhythm. They couldn’t keep their lips apart as they fucked, always touching, always seeking more of each other. It wasn’t frantic or rough—it was something else, something deeper. They stayed connected, their hands interlocking, their mouths meeting in heated kisses between gasps for air.

The pace built steadily, the tension between them growing with each thrust. Steve could feel it, the way their bodies were heading toward release, the way Jess tightened around him, the soft whimpers escaping her lips. Her hand gripped the sheets beneath her, knuckles white with effort as she held on, their pleasure mounting higher and higher.

Neither of them needed to speak. They could both feel it—their orgasms building, cresting together. They clung to each other, their bodies shaking with the intensity of it all. And then, all at once, it hit them both. Jess came with a soft, trembling whimper, her body shaking beneath him as her orgasm rippled through her. Steve followed, his body shuddering as he spilled inside her, the heat of their release filling the space between them.

When it was over, Steve collapsed beside her, both of them panting, their bodies still humming from the aftershocks of their shared orgasm. Jess kissed him softly, her fingers brushing against his cheek as they lay together, still tangled in each other.

“Mmmm, amazing,” she murmured against his lips, her eyes half-lidded in satisfaction.

Steve laughed softly, the sound of it low and breathy. "I’ve seen how Ben fucks you," he teased. "Let’s not pretend I compare. If sex were an Olympic event, you two would be representing the U.S."

Jess’s expression shifted, her brow furrowing slightly as she looked at him with a strange intensity. "You want me to taunt you?" she asked quietly. "Or do you want the truth?"

Steve blinked, caught off guard by the question. "About...?"

"About how I feel when we..." Jess hesitated, her ears turning red as she quickly corrected herself. "When we fuck?"

Steve’s heart raced in his chest. Did he? Did he really want to know? He swallowed hard, his voice barely a whisper. "Both, I guess?"

Jess pulled him closer, her body warm against his. "The truth is, it’s just... different," she said, her voice soft but serious. "When Ben and I fuck, it’s like we’re opponents. Like we’re trying to see who can pull an orgasm out of the other first. But with you..." She paused, searching his eyes. "With you, it’s like we’re on the same team. You know exactly how to touch me, how to make me feel good. You’re not just doing it for yourself—you’re doing it for me. That’s our chemistry at work."

Steve nodded slowly, her words sinking in. It made sense, the way she described it. "I get that," he said quietly. "But... which do you like more?"

Jess’s lips curled into a soft smile, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Now that would be telling," she teased, leaning in to kiss him again.


Chapter 23

“Ooh, you missed my big tits, didn’t you?” Chloe teased, her voice a sultry whisper as she lay back on the bed, holding her breasts together while Steve thrust between them. Her cleavage looked even bigger from his angle, her skin flushed with the heat of the moment.

"I did," Steve groaned through gritted teeth, his breath ragged as he watched her tits jiggle with every thrust. The sight of her soft, full breasts wrapped around him was driving him wild.

Chloe’s lips curled into a teasing smile. “Hmm,” she mused, her voice light but mocking. “This feels a little different than when Daddy was fucking me.”

Steve’s heart raced at the comparison, a deep moan escaping his lips. The image of Ben’s big cock sliding between Chloe’s tits earlier had already been burned into his mind, and now hearing her say it out loud... it was everything he had wanted and dreaded.

Chloe giggled at his response, a soft, knowing laugh that made his stomach twist with humiliation. “See? Your little dick just disappears between my big tits, doesn’t it? I can hardly feel it in there. But when Daddy does it...” She trailed off, sticking her tongue out teasingly, her eyes glinting with amusement. “He goes all the way through. I can even suck on his big cockhead while he’s fucking me like this.” She leaned her head down, her tongue reaching toward her cleavage as if searching for something. “See? Nothing.”

Another moan tore from Steve’s throat, and he increased his pace, desperately thrusting between her tits, the feeling of her soft flesh around him intoxicating, even as her words cut deep.

Chloe’s teasing continued, her voice soft and playful as she spoke. “Daddy fucked my tits a lot when I was in their room with Jess, you remember? After the shower? While you were jerking off into the toilet like a good little boy?”

“Mmhmm,” Steve grunted, the memory hitting him hard. He remembered that all too well, the frustration and arousal of being left out, reduced to listening through the wall while they had their fun.

“Too bad you couldn’t control yourself,” Chloe sighed mockingly, her lips curving into a smirk. “Maybe Jess would’ve let you watch more, but... oh well. Could you hear us?”

“Not... very well,” Steve admitted, his voice shaky, on the verge of losing control.

Chloe’s smile widened as she teased him further. “That’s too bad, baby. Do you want to hear what we did?”

Steve’s breath caught in his throat. “Yes... yes, please, baby,” he gasped, his thrusts becoming more erratic as the humiliation and arousal mixed into one overwhelming sensation.

“You want to hear how your roommate fucked me with his girlfriend? All while you slide your little dick between my big tits?” Chloe’s voice dripped with playful cruelty, her words sending shivers down Steve’s spine.

Steve’s mind spun, the combination of her words and the sight of her tits jiggling beneath him pushing him to the edge. "Yes, yes, please," he nearly begged.

Chloe’s eyes darkened with lust as she started recounting the memory, her voice low and sultry. “Well, of course, as soon as we got into their room and dried off a little, he wanted to keep fucking my big tits. Jess held them together for him—we both knelt in front of him. And once he couldn’t fucking help it, he pushed us both so we were bent over the bed.”

Steve’s breath quickened, the image burning into his mind, his body trembling with need.

Chloe continued, her voice soft but filled with a teasing edge. “He shoved his big cock inside me first—thank god, you know how much I wanted it—and while he was fucking me, he took one of his big hands, palmed Jess’s perfect ass, and stuck a finger inside her.”

Steve moaned again, the realization sinking in—that’s why he could hear both Jess and Chloe screaming through the wall that night. The thought made his cock twitch, and he thrust harder between Chloe’s tits, desperate for more.

“Ben is so good at multitasking,” Chloe purred, her tongue flicking across her lips. “He was giving me the fucking of my life, bottoming out inside me, while Jess squirmed on his fingers. It was insane. Then he flipped me over onto the bed and guided Jess on top of me. He shoved his cock into her, but his big balls landed right on my face. I had a front-row seat to the doggy-style fucking of a lifetime, so I started fingering myself while he pounded into her, licking his big balls.”

“Oh my god,” Steve gasped, his pace quickening as the image of Ben fucking both of them played out in his mind. His body shook with the intensity of it, his hands gripping her breasts tighter.

“Ooh, Steve,” Chloe cooed, her voice taking on a mocking edge. “You like the idea of Ben pleasuring both of us while you had to just listen? While you were on the other side of the wall, pants at your ankles, ear pressed against it, just desperate to hear our moans? The moans of your—”

The combination of her words, the view of Chloe’s tits bouncing beneath him, and the intensity of his arousal were too much. Steve thrusted a few more times, and with a groan, he finally came, spilling his cum across Chloe’s cleavage, the hot liquid pooling between her breasts as he collapsed beside her, panting heavily.

“Jesus,” Steve muttered, staring up at the ceiling, his body trembling from the intensity of his orgasm.

Chloe giggled, reaching over to her nightstand for some tissues to clean herself off. “Good?”

“That was fantastic, babe. Thank you.” Steve took a deep breath, still trying to come down from the high. “I am fucking exhausted.”

“Me too!” Chloe snuggled up next to him, her body warm and soft against his. “Those two are in amazing shape, but all this... it’s too much for me. I think I’m going to be sore in the morning.”

Steve chuckled, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Surely they can’t actually keep this pace up all weekend, can they?”

***

They could keep the pace up.

In the morning, Steve and Chloe awoke to the unmistakable smell of pancakes wafting through the apartment. Groggy but curious, they wandered into the kitchen, where Ben was already hard at work, flipping pancakes like a professional chef. A huge breakfast was laid out—pancakes, eggs, bacon, everything made from scratch.

“Morning, sleepyheads!” Ben greeted them, his usual easy smile on display.

Jess sat at the kitchen table, her eyes sparkling as she sipped her coffee, giving them a small smile as they entered.

“Come on, dig in,” Ben urged, gesturing to the plates stacked with food. “You’ve got to get your energy up!”

“With pancakes?” Steve raised an eyebrow, a grin tugging at his lips. “I feel like those are just going to make me sleepier.”

“Shh!” Chloe interrupted eagerly, already seated with a plate of chocolate pancakes in front of her. She didn’t need to be told twice—she took a large bite, moaning happily. “These are amazing, Ben.”

“I know!” Ben said proudly, flipping another pancake with ease.

Chloe, still chewing, added, “Though it’s not my energy I’m worried about... I’m just sore from yesterday.”

Steve chuckled at the thought. Chloe had been through quite the workout with Ben and Jess, and honestly, he wasn’t sure how they managed to keep going. He was sore too, in a different way.

“Steve will give you a massage,” Jess said suddenly, her voice soft but commanding, not even glancing in his direction.

Steve blinked in surprise. “I will?”

Jess’s eyes sparkled with an idea, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “Yes, in the common room, as soon as you’re done eating.”

Steve raised an eyebrow but couldn’t help smiling. “Yeah, I guess I will,” he agreed with a shrug.

Chloe grinned at him; her expression playfully triumphant as if she’d just won a small victory. “Good. I’m really looking forward to it,” she said cheekily, taking another bite of her pancakes.

After breakfast, true to Jess’s word, Steve led Chloe into the common room. She stretched out on the couch, lying on her stomach, as Steve straddled her back and started massaging her shoulders. His thumbs dug into her soft skin, easing the tension from the previous day’s activities.

“Mmmm,” Chloe moaned softly, her body relaxing under his touch. “That feels fantastic.”

For a while, it was peaceful—the quiet sounds of Steve’s hands working on Chloe, her occasional sighs of relief. But without warning, the sound of a squeaking bed filled the apartment, cutting through the quiet like a shock.

Steve and Chloe froze, their eyes meeting with a mixture of confusion and arousal.

Then came the unmistakable sound of Ben and Jess fucking, their moans filtering through the walls, the rhythmic slapping of their bodies against each other growing louder. Jess’s moans were unmistakable, high-pitched and breathless, mingling with the sound of the bed creaking under their weight.

Steve felt himself harden against Chloe’s ass, the tension between them thickening as they both listened. The massage continued, but his hands were distracted, barely able to focus on the task with the sounds of sex filling the room.

As Jess’s moans built to a crescendo, the sounds of their lovemaking became more frantic, more urgent, until finally, they heard Jess cry out, her orgasm echoing through the apartment.

The sounds faded, leaving a thick silence behind, but only for a moment. Jess appeared in the doorway, completely naked, her skin still flushed, her hair wild. She sauntered into the room with a satisfied smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Time to switch off,” she announced casually, her voice dripping with teasing authority.

Steve and Chloe stared at her for a moment, the implication of what she meant slowly sinking in. Steve realized, with a jolt of understanding, that Jess had devised a new game for him—a new form of subtle torture. He would be forced to massage the girls while Ben took turns fucking them in the other room, leaving Steve to listen, helpless to do anything but watch and serve.

Slowly, Steve climbed off Chloe, his arousal obvious as his cock twitched in his pants. Chloe seemed almost entranced as she rose from the couch, her eyes flicking toward the bedroom where Ben waited. She turned and gave Steve one last look, her lips parted slightly, before slipping out of the room and disappearing around the corner.

Jess sighed contentedly as she took Chloe’s place on the couch, stretching out lazily. “Ahh, much better,” she said, her voice light and playful. She glanced over her shoulder at Steve, her lips curving into a teasing smile. “Can you get my lower back, please? I’m pretty sore down there.”

Steve nodded, though his body was taut with tension. His cock was already straining against his pants, made worse by the unmistakable sounds of Chloe and Ben in the other room. The bed started creaking again, the sound of their bodies moving together in time with the moans of pleasure.

“Fuck, Ben,” Chloe’s voice came through the walls, breathless and desperate. “Fuck. You are so fucking big.”

A loud smack echoed, followed by Chloe’s moan—a mix of pain and pleasure.

“What’s my name?” Ben’s voice was a low growl, his dominance evident.

“Fuck! It’s Daddy. It’s Daddy!” Chloe’s voice was high and breathless, her submission clear as another smack rang out, this time eliciting a moan of pure pleasure from her.

Steve swallowed hard, trying to focus on the massage, his hands trembling as he worked on Jess’s lower back. But the sounds of the other room were too much. The bed was squeaking louder, the rhythm of Ben’s thrusts growing more forceful, Chloe’s cries of pleasure intensifying.

"And my shoulder blades," Jess said casually, her tone cool and composed, as if she couldn't hear the intense, erotic sounds filling the apartment.

Steve’s hands moved automatically, his thumbs digging into her muscles, but his mind was far from the task. His heart pounded in his chest, his cock twitching painfully in his pants. It was pure, torturous denial—touching Jess’s soft, hot skin, her body beneath his hands, while listening to Chloe’s voice crying out from the other room as she got absolutely wrecked by Ben. And he? He was stuck here, massaging Jess, completely denied any form of pleasure.

“Oh, God, oh God! Oh, fuck,” Chloe’s breathless voice rang out, clear and sharp. “It’s so fucking hard. It’s so fucking hard.”

Steve felt his entire body tense, his hands momentarily pausing on Jess’s back as he heard Chloe’s desperate moans. Every word that came next dug into him deeper.

“Harder than your boyfriend’s?” Ben’s voice was dark, teasing, the question dripping with dominance.

“Ummm...” Chloe’s voice quivered, a soft moan escaping her just before a loud smack echoed through the apartment, followed by her sharp cry of pleasure. “Oh, God, yes! Yes, Daddy.”

“Bigger than his?” Ben growled, his voice a low rumble.

“Oh my God, yes,” Chloe whimpered, her words almost lost in the sounds of their bodies slapping together.

“Does it feel better than his?”

“You know it fucking does, Daddy! You know it fucking does—oh my god!”

“Whose slut are you?” Ben’s voice pushed her further, the tension in his question thick.

“I’m... I’m... I’m fucking yours!” Chloe’s voice cracked with the intensity of her orgasm, the pleasure clear in every breathless word. Steve felt his own heart stutter at the thought, his mind racing, imagining what position they must have been in. His jealousy, his arousal—it all crashed together, creating a painful knot in his chest.

Suddenly, Jess’s voice broke through his thoughts, cutting through the erotic haze. “Hello?” she asked sassily, her voice tinged with a playful edge as she tilted her head back to glance at him. “Is something distracting you? It’s time for my massage.”

Steve shook his head quickly, trying to push the thoughts away, and went back to massaging Jess, his hands moving mechanically. But it was impossible to focus—his cock was painfully hard, pressing against his pants, begging for release.

Moments later, Chloe appeared in the doorway, naked and out of breath, her chest still heaving from the aftermath of her intense orgasm.

“Um... he says I’m supposed to—"

“My turn!” Jess interrupted, slapping Steve’s leg playfully. “You better massage her, baby boy,” she said with a wicked smile.

Steve swallowed hard, his voice strained as he answered, “Yes... ma’am.” He slid off Jess and stood up, feeling a strange mix of relief and frustration as Chloe took her place.

Chloe lay down on the couch, her body still warm and flushed, her skin slick with sweat and the remnants of their previous activities. She moaned softly as Steve’s hands pressed into her skin, her muscles tense under his touch. The moment he began massaging her, however, the sounds from the bedroom started again—Jess’s moans, the unmistakable slap of Ben’s hips against her.

Steve felt like he was losing his mind. The sight of Chloe beneath him, her body reacting to his touch, combined with the sounds of Jess and Ben fucking in the next room... it was all too much. His cock twitched against Chloe’s ass, painfully hard, and he was sure he was going to cum right then and there just from massaging her.

“A little lower,” Chloe whispered, her voice laced with mischief. Her lips curled into a wicked smile, clearly enjoying the control she had over him in that moment.

They switched back and forth two more times, each of them getting their turn with Steve’s hands while Ben took turns with them in the bedroom. Each switch heightened the tension, each orgasm pulling Steve deeper into his own torment, until finally, after what felt like an eternity, Ben’s voice filled the apartment.

“Ah, fuck, I’m going to cum,” Ben groaned, his voice thick with the impending release.

Jess, who was currently sprawled on the couch beneath Steve’s hands, smiled knowingly. Without warning, she pushed Steve off of her and stood up, walking briskly into the bedroom, her naked body a perfect silhouette as she disappeared around the corner.

Steve was left alone again, his heart racing, his body trembling with desire and frustration.

From the other room, Jess’s voice rang out. “Come here,” she commanded. “Kneel here and kiss me.”

“Fuck, fuck yes,” Ben breathed, his voice shaking with excitement.

The sound of their lips meeting, the wetness of their kiss, filled the air. Steve could hear the soft, breathy moans that came with it, mixing with the rhythmic sound of Ben jerking his cock. From the sound of it, his shaft was soaked—wet from fucking both women, dripping from the intensity of their arousal.

Steve’s imagination ran wild. He would have given anything to see it—to see Jess and Chloe kissing while Ben jerked off in front of them, his massive cock glistening as he neared his climax. But all Steve had was the sound. The torturous, erotic sound.

Finally, Ben let out a deep, guttural groan, and Steve knew he was cumming. He could almost picture it—the way Ben’s cock must have jerked in his hand, the way his cum must have splattered across Jess’s and Chloe’s faces. The sound of their kiss never faltered. They kept going, kept putting on a show for Steve even as Ben finished all over them.

Steve couldn’t take it anymore.

He reached into his pants, his hand trembling as he grasped his throbbing cock. He didn’t even bother taking his clothes off. With just a few quick pumps, his body tensed, and he came hard, spilling into his pants, the heat and shame of his orgasm overwhelming him.

The sounds from the other room slowly faded, leaving Steve alone in the quiet aftermath of his release.


Chapter 24

After lunch, Jess and Steve found themselves back in bed together, their bodies entwined in the familiar rhythm of each other's desires. Ben and Chloe were in the other room, but in that moment, it didn’t matter. Jess had Steve’s full attention. They were locked in a passionate missionary position, her eyes on his, their bodies moving in sync, but just as the heat between them started to peak, she gently pushed him out.

“Fuck me... like this,” she whispered breathlessly, her voice carrying a soft urgency. “Prone. Please.”

Without hesitation, she rolled onto her stomach, her back arching ever so slightly as she presented herself to him, her skin glistening. Steve’s heart pounded in his chest as he positioned himself above her, pressing into her from behind. The sensation of her warmth enveloping him again made him groan in pleasure, and he began to thrust deeply into her.

“Fucking... fuck,” Jess moaned, her voice barely above a whisper. “Fuck, Steve, that is so good. That is so fucking good.”

Steve’s gaze traveled down her body, his eyes drawn to the way her ass jiggled with every thrust, the curve of her back so inviting. He leaned down, and she craned her neck toward him, their lips meeting in a kiss that sent sparks through both of them. The electricity between them was undeniable, a raw, palpable connection that pulsed with every kiss, every moan.

“Keep fucking me like this,” Jess gasped between kisses, her voice thick with need. “You see my ass jiggle? You like that, don’t you?”

Steve moaned, his hands gripping her hips as he watched the hypnotic motion of her body beneath him. “You are so fucking hot,” he murmured, his voice low and hoarse with desire.

Jess’s breath hitched, her body trembling beneath him. “My body is yours, Steve,” she whispered, her words barely audible as they tumbled from her lips. “Holy shit. My body is fucking yours.”

That was all Steve needed to hear. He grabbed her tighter, his hands roaming over her body, feeling every inch of her as he thrust into her harder, deeper. Their movements became more desperate, more frenzied, the connection between them so intense it felt like they were fused together. Each kiss, each thrust, sent them both spiraling further into the moment.

“Oh shit, oh shit...” Jess’s voice was trembling, her body quivering with the force of her pleasure. “Ohhh...” Her breath caught as she came, her orgasm hitting her in waves, her body shuddering beneath Steve’s. She let out a soft, whimpering moan as her head turned toward him again, her lips capturing his in a kiss as her body rode the last tremors of her climax.

Steve could feel her tight around him, the sensation of her body pulling him over the edge. With a deep groan, he pulled out of her, his hand wrapping around his cock as he jerked himself to release. With a final, shuddering breath, he came hard, his cum spilling over her perfect ass, the sight of it pushing him to the very brink of his own pleasure.

***

Steve sat in the chair in the common room, his body tense with anticipation. The chair had been deliberately moved to face the couch, the coffee table pushed aside to make room for what was unfolding in front of him. Ben sat on the couch, looking every bit like a king, his massive frame relaxed, exuding confidence. And kneeling before him were Jess and Chloe, both arching their asses toward Steve, presenting themselves in the most tempting way possible.

It was torture.

The two women were completely focused on Ben, taking turns sharing his thick cock between them. Chloe would take the tip into her mouth, sucking slowly, her lips wrapping around him, while Jess worked her tongue along his shaft, licking every inch with deliberate care. They’d switch seamlessly—one gagging, moaning softly, while the other whispered dirty, sultry words to Ben. Steve could barely make out what they were saying, their voices low, intimate, meant only for Ben. It was a private conversation, and Steve was nothing more than a spectator.

They’d switch again. Jess took Ben’s cockhead in her mouth, her tongue swirling expertly around the sensitive tip, while Chloe moved down, sucking on his balls, her lips dragging across his skin with reverence. And then, like clockwork, they’d trade places, sharing a wicked giggle before diving back into their work.

Every now and then, Jess would glance over her shoulder at Steve, her eyes filled with mischief. They all knew exactly what they were doing to him—teasing him, keeping him on the edge while they worshiped Ben’s cock, making him feel like the king of the room. Steve could feel his pulse quicken, his cock straining painfully against the fabric of his underwear. He hadn’t even dared to take it out yet, but the sight in front of him was driving him insane.

Then Ben leaned forward, murmuring something to the girls, his voice low, commanding. Steve couldn’t hear the words, but he saw the effect they had immediately. Both Jess and Chloe’s hands slid between their legs, fingers expertly finding their own clits. They started to touch themselves, right there in front of him, their hips moving subtly as they moaned into Ben’s cock, lost in their own pleasure as they worked their bodies for him.

Steve’s breath hitched. The sight of both women—on their knees, playing with themselves while they serviced Ben—was too much. His cock twitched violently in his underwear, the ache unbearable. He couldn’t hold back any longer. Without thinking, he reached down, slipping his hand into his briefs, and started jerking himself off.

The intensity of the moment was overwhelming. He could barely contain the pleasure building inside him, his hand moving faster as he watched the two women switch roles again, now Jess on Ben’s balls and Chloe moaning softly as she sucked him deep. Steve’s mind spun, the humiliation of being nothing more than an observer mixing with the arousal until he couldn’t hold back.

With a quiet groan, Steve came hard, spilling his load into his underwear. His body shook with the force of it, but the instant it was over, he felt the weight of his humiliation. He was sitting there, pathetically jerking off, while they were focused on Ben, barely sparing him a glance.

Then, they laughed.

All three of them—Ben, Jess, and Chloe—shared a knowing laugh at his expense. The sound of it sent a sharp pang of embarrassment through him, but that only fueled the strange, twisted satisfaction he felt in being humiliated. They hadn’t even stopped for him. Their attention was entirely on Ben’s cock, still moving between them, still the center of their worship.

As Steve sat there, his body slumped in the chair, he caught Jess’s eyes again. Her gaze was sharp, wicked, a look that promised more teasing, more torment. She had total control, and she knew it.

And Steve? He was right where she wanted him.

***

Steve was on the floor in front of the couch, feeling like he was in a twisted heaven. His world had narrowed to this moment, caught between the intoxicating heat of Jess and Chloe, both of whom were completely in control. Jess sat firmly on his face, her perfect ass pressing down on him as he worshipped her pussy with his mouth. Chloe, meanwhile, was bouncing on his cock, her rhythm teasing, keeping him at the edge of pleasure and humiliation.

Steve couldn’t see anything under Jess’s weight, but he could hear it—the wet, obscene sounds of both girls working Ben’s cock. Ben was standing beside him, his shaft getting all the attention it deserved, as Jess and Chloe took turns slobbering on either side of it. The slick, rhythmic sounds of their tongues and lips moving along his length were maddening. If Steve hadn’t just cum earlier, he would’ve already lost it inside Chloe.

“Mm, my god, he is good at eating pussy,” Jess purred, her voice thick with pleasure.

“I know!” Chloe chimed in between licks, her voice breathless but playful.

Jess shifted slightly, grinding herself down harder onto Steve’s mouth. He could feel her cruel smile in the way her body moved. “I definitely got the better side of this deal,” she said, her tone dripping with arrogance.

Steve could only moan in response, his tongue working harder to please her, but the humiliation of being beneath her, of being nothing more than a toy for her pleasure, was overwhelming.

“Ohh, can we switch?” Chloe teased, her hips bouncing on Steve’s cock in a playful rhythm.

“For that little cock? No way,” Jess retorted, her laugh low and sharp. She wiggled her hips again, forcing Steve’s face deeper into her pussy. “Why would I give this up?”

Chloe giggled but didn’t let up. “Come on, please?” She increased her pace on Steve’s cock, her movements becoming more frantic. “See, I can’t even get very high off it without it popping out. I have to do these little... taps.” She giggled again, her words punctuated by the slick sounds of her riding Steve. “Not like when I was riding this thing,” she said, her voice playful as she returned to licking Ben’s cock, the wet sounds filling the room again.

“No deal,” Jess replied, her voice smug. “He was made for eating pussy.”

Chloe’s thrusts became faster, more insistent. “Oh, please? It’s not so bad. It’s like getting a little massage inside yourself, or something. You know, like getting fingered by a little pinkie.”

Steve moaned into Jess’s pussy, the mixture of arousal and humiliation too much to bear. His body tensed beneath Chloe, and with a shudder, he came inside her, his orgasm ripping through him despite his efforts to hold back.

Jess let out a sharp laugh, the sound full of wicked delight. “Of course he cums first,” she teased, grinding herself harder onto his face, her body moving in a way that made Steve’s breath catch. “You better keep at it, baby boy.”

Steve whimpered into her, his mouth still working, but his body was trembling with the aftershocks of his release. His cock, still sensitive, throbbed painfully inside Chloe as she continued to ride him, her pace never slowing.

Both girls returned their focus to Ben, their lips and tongues working his cock with renewed enthusiasm. The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the wet, messy sounds of Ben’s shaft being worshipped by both women.

Jess’s body started to tense above him, her hips squirming on his face. “Oh god, that’s good,” she panted, her voice thick with desire. “That’s fucking good, I’m going to... I’m going to fucking...!”

Her legs tightened around his head, her thighs pressing in on either side of his face as she came hard, her body shuddering above him. Steve could feel the rush of her orgasm as she trembled, her juices flooding his mouth as she rode out her climax on his tongue.

***

Steve’s tongue moved in rhythmic, desperate strokes, licking Chloe’s pussy as she lay on her back in the bed, her legs trembling with every touch. He could hear her soft gasps and moans, feel the way her body responded under him. His world had shrunk down to just this—pleasing her, his face buried between her legs, lost in the wet heat of her.

Above her, Ben straddled her chest, thrusting his thick cock between her big tits. Steve couldn’t see the full scene from where he was, but he didn’t need to. He could hear it—the steady, wet slap of Ben’s cock moving between her breasts, the low, guttural grunts Ben made as he got closer to release. Chloe, pinned beneath him, was already overwhelmed, her voice a breathless, frantic stream of pleasure.

Steve was on all fours, his body tense with arousal and frustration. Beside him, Jess knelt, her presence as commanding as ever. One of her hands was on the back of his head, pressing him deeper into Chloe’s pussy, making sure he kept going. Her other hand, warm and sure, was wrapped around Steve’s cock, stroking him with a deliberate, torturous pace. Every stroke sent shivers of pleasure through him, but the denial was unbearable. He wasn’t in control—Jess was, and that only heightened his need.

Chloe was losing it, her hips bucking against Steve’s mouth, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. “Oh shit, oh god, oh my fucking god this is amazing!” she cried out, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Keep licking like that, keep licking, keep fucking licking me just like—”

Her words were cut off by a low moan as Ben grunted, his body tensing above her. With a final, deep thrust, he came, his cock spilling thick ropes of cum across Chloe’s face and chest. The sight of her—her body shuddering beneath him, her face covered in Ben’s cum—was too much for her. Chloe’s entire body convulsed as her biggest orgasm yet ripped through her, her moans filling the room, her thighs squeezing around Steve’s head as she came hard.

Steve, caught between the sensations of Jess’s hand working his cock and the way Chloe’s body trembled beneath him, couldn’t hold back any longer. With a pathetic groan, he came too, his release spilling uselessly onto the bed beneath him. His body shook with the force of his orgasm, but the humiliation of it—of cumming while barely able to control himself—only added to the intensity of the moment.

Jess’s hand stayed on the back of his head, keeping him in place even as his body trembled. “You’re not done yet,” she whispered, her voice low and teasing. “Keep licking, baby boy.”

And so he did, even as his own release faded, even as Chloe’s body still trembled with aftershocks. The sounds of Ben’s satisfied grunts, Chloe’s soft moans, and Jess’s control over him filled the room, a constant reminder of his place in the game.

***

That evening, the room was thick with the sound of pleasure, soft gasps, and the rhythmic slap of skin against skin. Ben was behind Jess, fucking her hard in a doggystyle position, his powerful thrusts sending waves through her body. Beneath Jess, Chloe lay on her back, facing the opposite direction, her head perfectly positioned between Jess’s legs, her body open and vulnerable.

Ben’s pace was relentless. He drove himself into Jess with the kind of intensity that sent her moaning, her body trembling with each thrust. But after a few moments, Ben would pull out, his thick, slick cock dripping with her arousal. With a single, deliberate motion, he would stuff it into Chloe’s waiting mouth, her lips wrapping around him greedily. Chloe sucked him deep, her mouth working his length, licking him clean before Ben would withdraw again and return to Jess, fucking her with renewed vigor. Every so often, Ben would reach down, grabbing a fistful of Chloe’s hair, pulling her head up so she could worship his balls, her tongue darting out to tease and lick as Jess moaned above her.

Steve knelt in front of Jess, his knees digging into the floor, his eyes locked on the sight before him. Right below Jess’s quivering body was Chloe’s pussy, her hand frantically working between her legs, her fingers circling her clit in time with Ben’s thrusts. The sight was intoxicating, but what made it worse—what made it unbearable—was Jess. She had her face pressed against Steve’s cock, her lips brushing against him with every moan, but she refused to give him what he craved. Instead, she teased him mercilessly, her soft, warm breath a constant reminder of what he couldn’t have. Each time her lips moved, it sent shivers through him, but Jess did nothing more. She let her mouth hover there, adding to his torment with every passing second.

Steve’s body was tense, aching for release, but he was trapped in this twisted, torturous game.

“Oh shit, I’m going to fucking cum again,” Ben growled, his voice thick with impending release.

Jess’s moans grew louder, her back arching under Ben’s powerful thrusts. “Cum in me, baby,” she purred, her voice husky and full of need. “Cum in my fucking pussy so it leaks all over that slut’s face.”

Ben’s grip tightened on Jess’s hips, his movements becoming rougher, faster, as he drove into her. His fingers dug into her skin, and with a few more forceful thrusts, he came, filling her up completely. He let out a deep groan as he pulled out, his cock coated in their combined fluids. Cum began to drip from Jess, sliding down in thick streams, landing directly on Chloe’s face beneath them.

The sight of it sent Chloe over the edge. Steve could see her finger move faster, her hand working frantically on her clit. Her body shook violently, her hips bucking as her mouth opened, catching some of the cum dripping from Jess. She moaned around Ben’s balls, her orgasm hitting her hard as her face was covered in the evidence of their shared pleasure.

Steve could only watch, helpless, his cock throbbing painfully against Jess’s teasing lips. He was trapped in the moment, consumed by the sight of Chloe writhing in pleasure, Jess’s moans vibrating against his cock, and Ben’s dominance over both women. The heat, the intensity, the humiliation—it all crashed over him like a wave.

And still, Jess didn’t move. She kept her mouth pressed against him, torturing him, keeping him on the edge with no release in sight.


Chapter 25

That evening, Steve lay on the bed, completely naked, with Chloe and Jess on either side of him. Their bodies pressed against his, their soft, warm skin brushing over his as they covered him in kisses—gentle, tender, and filled with affection. There was something different in the air tonight, a softer energy that contrasted with the teasing and torment that had defined much of the weekend. The guilt of teasing Steve so relentlessly had finally caught up with Chloe, and she had insisted that she and Jess show him a good time, a real one. Ben, who was happy to take a break, had simply laughed and agreed. 


As Chloe kissed down Steve’s chest, Jess’s fingers trailed lightly across his skin, tracing soft patterns over his sides. Steve was in heaven, each kiss sending small shocks of pleasure through his body, the intimacy overwhelming in its own way. 

“Are you still having a good weekend?” Jess asked with a sly smile, her eyes following Chloe’s lips as they made their way lower. 

Steve let out a soft laugh, unable to hide the bliss in his voice. “No one has ever had a better weekend than I’m having.” 

Jess’s smile widened, her voice playful. “You’re very lucky to have such a nice girlfriend. I wanted to keep tormenting you,” she teased, her eyes gleaming mischievously. 

Chloe popped her head up from where she had been kissing Steve’s chest, her cheeks flushed. “We have to take some breaks from that game!” she protested gently, her tone filled with warmth. “I feel mean.” 

Steve laughed again, the sound filled with relief. “I am not complaining,” he said, his voice soft but sincere. 

Both women smiled at him, their touches becoming even more affectionate. They continued their slow, deliberate kisses, making their way down his sides. Steve’s body was a bundle of anticipation, his cock already twitching as their lips inched closer. The gentle kisses, the soft brush of their lips—it all made his body ache with need. 

Chloe and Jess shared a glance, a silent understanding passing between them, and then they both moved in closer, their mouths hovering over Steve’s hard cock. The space wasn’t as generous as when they had shared Ben, but the closeness of their lips, their tongues brushing together as they worked to please him, made it even more erotic. Steve’s pulse raced at the sight, his breath hitching in his throat. 

They began licking him slowly, deliberately, their tongues moving over his shaft, tracing every inch of him. Jess took the head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling expertly around it as she sucked, while Chloe licked up and down the length of his shaft, her soft lips pressing against him, her movements filled with care and sensuality. 

“Oh god,” Steve breathed, the pleasure almost too much to bear. 

Jess smiled around his cock, her eyes twinkling with mischief. She pulled back for just a moment, her voice low and teasing. “Come on, baby boy,” she coaxed, her tone soft but commanding. “Cum for us. We like it when you cum quickly—it makes us feel hot, doesn’t it?” She glanced at Chloe, who blushed but nodded, her lips curving into a shy smile. 

“Come on,” Jess whispered, her mouth returning to the head of his cock, her lips wrapping around him again. “Cum in my mouth.” 

The sensation of Jess’s mouth sucking him, combined with Chloe’s tongue exploring every inch of his shaft, was overwhelming. Steve’s body tensed, his muscles tightening as the waves of pleasure crashed over him. He couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep moan, he came hard, his body shuddering with the intensity of his release. 

Both women continued their ministrations, working together until Steve’s orgasm had fully washed over him. When he was spent, they crawled up his body, snuggling against him on either side. Their bodies pressed warmly into his as they kissed each side of his neck, their touches filled with tenderness and affection. 

As Steve lay there, his heart pounding in his chest, all he could think was thank god for The Rule. 

And for breaking it. 

*** 

The weekend had been an unrelenting whirlwind, with Jess and Ben seeming insatiable, their stamina unmatched. Steve and Chloe had gladly been along for the ride, reveling in the experience that felt like it stretched on endlessly. By Sunday night, Steve knew Jess had more than delivered on her promise. It was easily the greatest weekend of his and Chloe's lives—everything they had fantasized about had finally come to life. 

But now it was Monday morning. The kitchen was quiet, filled only with the sound of clinking mugs and the slow shuffle of preparing for the day. Steve, unusually, was getting ready to head into the office, for one of the most important conversations of his career. After months of preparation, he was finally ready to ask for his long-awaited raise. The weekend had given him more confidence than he ever thought possible. 

Jess walked into the room, her phone pressed to her ear, looking mildly baffled. "Speakerphone? Are you sure?" she asked, shaking her head as she set the phone down on the table. "You've got Steve and me here," she said, settling into her seat. 

“Steve, my friend!” came the voice on the other end of the line. It was Rodrigo, and Steve couldn’t help but chuckle. 

“Rodrigo! How was the rest of your trip?” Steve asked, sharing a confused glance with Jess, who just shrugged, unsure why he was calling. 

“Very weird! Very, very weird,” Rodrigo replied with a heavy sigh. “I had to tell you both—remember Ethan from Lumina? The one pushing so hard for Jess to come to that meeting? Well, turns out, he just wanted to have dinner with Jess! That’s why he was so disappointed when he met me instead!” 

Jess groaned, rolling her eyes. “So, no deal then? Rodrigo, I’m so sorry—” 

“No, no, Jess!” Rodrigo interrupted, a hint of a smile in his voice. “The deal is real! When Ethan insisted it had to be you, the COO started asking questions. We figured out pretty quickly what Ethan was up to, and let’s just say—the COO was pissed.” 

Jess’s expression softened, but she looked more resigned than relieved. “Chloe,” she muttered under her breath, already assuming the worst. 

Rodrigo continued, “I was tempted to let it go, but I gave Ethan a piece of my mind. So now, the COO wants to make things right. The CEO is going to personally handle the deal.” 

Jess’s eyes lit up with genuine surprise, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “That’s great news, Rodrigo. With the CEO on your side, nothing will stand in your way.” 

“Nothing standing in your way, you mean,” Rodrigo said, his voice laced with meaning. 

Jess blinked, taken aback. “You mean...?” 

“I told them they had to work with you to make it right,” Rodrigo said, his voice firm. 

Jess’s face was a mix of surprise and admiration. “Rodrigo, no. I gave you the opportunity fair and square—” 

“But I never accepted!” Rodrigo cut in with a laugh. 

Jess frowned slightly, confused. “Yes, but...” 

“Think about it. You left before I could give my response.” 

“It’s not about what’s technically correct, Rodrigo. I gave it to you.” 

Rodrigo tsked. “Jess, slipping on the basics. Always get it in writing, right?” He laughed, a deep, hearty sound that filled the room. 

“You don’t have to do this—” Jess started, but Rodrigo cut her off. 

“I don’t have to, but it’s the right thing to do. It’s yours.” 

Jess opened her mouth to protest again, but stopped herself, a smile spreading across her face. “I owe you one, Rodrigo.” 

Rodrigo chuckled. “More than one! We’ll talk soon. Keep her safe in New York, Steve!” 

Steve grinned. “She doesn’t need me keeping her safe, Rodrigo.” 

Rodrigo’s laughter rang out once more. “True, very, very true!” And with that, the call ended. 

The room fell into a moment of quiet, Steve and Jess exchanging looks of mild disbelief. 

“What the hell was that about?” Ben asked from his seat at the kitchen counter. 

Jess shook her head, still smiling. “It’s... a long story. I’ll fill you in later.” She coughed lightly, turning her attention back to Steve. “It’s time for you to head to the office, isn’t it?” 

Steve checked his watch, a slight rush of nerves bubbling up. “Right. Yeah, it’s time.” He took a deep breath, readying himself. 

“You got this, baby,” Chloe said softly, leaning in to kiss him, her warmth grounding him for a moment. 

“Thanks,” Steve said, the word carrying more weight than usual. 

Ben stood up, offering his hand. “Knock ’em dead, Steve-o.” 

Steve shook Ben’s hand, feeling the steady confidence of his friend. “Thanks, man.” 

Finally, he turned to Jess. She stepped forward, adjusting the collar on his shirt, her fingers lingering just a bit as she smiled warmly at him. 

“Did you check your manager’s KPIs?” she asked, her voice calm but commanding. 

“Couldn’t find them,” Steve admitted, “but I found the division’s numbers. Should be close enough.” 

Jess nodded. “That’s good enough. Now remember, this guy has an ego, right?” 

“Oh, for sure,” Steve replied, feeling the familiar twinge of anxiety about his boss. 

“Then don’t frame it like you’re asking for a raise. He’ll feel powerful if he turns you down. Instead, make it about him. Say: ‘I deserve a raise. Do you have the ability to get me one?’” 

Steve’s brow furrowed slightly. “What’s the difference?” 

“In the first, if he says no, it’s because he’s choosing to. In the second, if he says no, it feels like he’s admitting he can’t get you the raise. And trust me, if he has an ego, he’ll want to prove he has the influence to make it happen.” 

Steve nodded, the strategy sinking in. “Got it.” 

“Did you gather info on the average salaries for your level?” 

“I did,” Steve replied. 

“Good. Remember, you’re worth more than that. That average is for someone new, someone learning the ropes. You’ve been delivering results. Talk about those MVPs you brought in last year, and put their value in actual dollars.” 

Ben, who had been quietly watching the exchange, leaned over to Chloe and whispered, “Are you following this?” 

Chloe stifled a chuckle. “Barely.” 

Jess smiled at Steve, giving him a final, confident nod. “But you remember the number one rule, right?” 

Steve grinned. “Figure out what he wants. Make it about that.” 

“Exactly.” 

Jess then pulled Chloe close, wrapping an arm around her. “And, Steve... if you get more than twenty percent, I promise you a night of passion with the two of us. No Ben involved.” 

“Hey!” Ben laughed, though his grin remained. 

Steve laughed, feeling lighter than he had all morning. “Deal.” He turned towards the door, but before stepping out, he glanced back at Jess. “And Jess... thanks.” 

Jess smiled, that warm, genuine smile that always had the power to settle his nerves. “Go get ‘em, Steve.” 

*** 

Twenty-eight percent!

Steve could barely contain his excitement as he practically kicked open the door to the apartment. His heart was racing, his grin so wide it almost hurt. Chloe was lounging on the couch, reading, but as soon as she saw the look on his face, she gasped, her expression instantly brightening with a radiant smile.

“You got it?!”

“Thirty percent! Well, almost—twenty-eight!” Steve laughed, the disbelief still fresh in his voice.

“Baby, that’s amazing!” Chloe exclaimed, leaping up from the couch as he rushed over to kiss her. The moment felt electric, filled with triumph and relief.

“It really is,” he said, laughing as he collapsed onto the couch beside her, his body finally relaxing after the adrenaline-filled day. “I can't believe it. What a relief!”

Chloe beamed at him, her pride evident in the way her eyes sparkled. “I’m so proud of you, baby.”

He kissed her again, more deeply this time, his hand tugging at the edge of her shirt. “I feel like a million bucks. Come on, come take a shower with me!” His tone was playful, teasing.

But Chloe hesitated, her face suddenly shifting to something more uncertain. “Err...” She bit her lip, looking caught off guard.

Steve frowned slightly. “You don’t want to?”

“No, I do!” Chloe replied quickly, her expression a strange mix of confusion and anticipation.

“Then come on!” he urged, his fingers still pulling at her shirt.

Chloe’s cheeks flushed, and she looked almost shy, her voice dropping a little as she finally explained, “No, Steve, it’s... um... Jess says you’re... you’re not allowed to see my tits anymore. Not without her permission.”

Steve blinked, not quite comprehending. “What?” he asked, his excitement stalling as confusion took over.

Chloe’s expression was a mixture of eager excitement and nervousness. “She said, now that Ben’s... you know... fucked them, they’re his. I can’t show them to you without her say-so.”

They stared at each other for a beat, Steve’s mind racing as he tried to process what she was saying. Chloe’s eyes were wide, filled with both uncertainty and a flicker of something else—something playful, testing the waters.

“What...?” he said eventually, his voice trailing off as he studied her, completely baffled.

Chloe shifted, her excitement growing despite the awkwardness. “Don’t you get it, Steve? They’ve broken all our Rules... and now, since they’re finished... They want to start making their rules.”

Steve blinked again, his heart pounding as the realization sank in. The implications of what Chloe was saying hit him like a slow wave, and he suddenly understood.

He swallowed hard, unsure of how to respond, his mind racing between excitement and hesitation.

Finally, he managed to say the only thing that came to mind.

“Uh oh.”
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