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Love vs Lust

Love and lust are twin fires, each capable of warming or consuming, depending on how close you stand. People like to talk about love as though it’s a noble thing—selfless, enduring, pure. But that’s only one story. The truth is, love isn’t always clean. It can be tangled up with hunger, jealousy, and desires we barely understand. Sometimes it’s a mirror, reflecting the parts of ourselves we’d rather not see.

And then there’s lust. Lust doesn’t make promises or ask for explanations. It’s raw, immediate, a fire that burns through pretense and civility. It doesn’t care about consequences, only about what it wants and how to get it. Lust is honest in a way love rarely is.

But what happens when the two collide? When love feels the pull of lust’s gravity, dragging it out of the safety of devotion and into something darker, more dangerous? Is it betrayal, or is it just another shade of intimacy?

I used to think I had those answers. I thought love was supposed to be simple—a straight road, marked clearly by fidelity and trust. Then I met Becky, and everything I thought I knew about love and lust unraveled like a fraying thread. What we had didn’t fit into neat little boxes. It was too wild, too messy, too exhilarating.

This isn’t a story about fairy-tale romance. It’s about the moments when love steps into the shadows, when you realize that to really know someone—to truly love them—is to see every raw, unvarnished part of who they are. Even the parts that scare you. Especially those.

It took weeks before Becky finally told me what she did for work. She had always been elusive about it during our conversations, pivoting with a casual laugh to other topics, and I didn’t want to push. I figured she was just another influencer—like so many twenty-somethings trying to carve out their slice of digital fame. I’d dated younger women before (I’m thirty), but those flings never lasted long. Their conversations usually skimmed the surface, all filtered selfies and brunch plans, leaving me cold. Becky, though? She was different, right from the start.

I met her on a night I’d sworn off dating entirely. The irony wasn’t lost on me. I was at a dimly lit bar, nursing a whiskey and feeling the kind of freedom that comes with giving up on something that had always felt like a grind. I was celebrating a fresh tattoo, a phoenix stretching its fiery wings across my forearm. It felt symbolic—a declaration of reinvention.

“I like your ink,” a voice said beside me, cutting through the low hum of the bar. It was warm and melodic, carrying just enough edge to catch my attention. I glanced sideways and saw her squeezing in next to me to order a drink. Her scent reached me first, something crisp and floral that made me inhale deeply before I even turned to look at her.

“A phoenix?” she asked, her eyes flicking to my arm. She wasn’t wearing much makeup, just a soft shimmer on her cheeks and a hint of gloss on her lips. It made her seem fresh, unpretentious.

“Yeah, rising from the ashes,” I said. My tone was casual, but I couldn’t help the way my hand drifted to the ink, tracing the bold lines with my fingertips. At that moment, I hadn’t even looked at her fully. That’s how determined I was to be over women, or so I told myself.

“I have one too,” she said, sliding her arm next to mine on the counter. Her wrist was slender, but the tattoo on it was bold—a golden dragon emerging from the jagged shell of an egg. The scales shimmered faintly in the low light, almost alive.

I couldn’t ignore her anymore. I looked up, meeting her eyes for the first time. They were almond-shaped, light brown, and so shiny they practically glowed. I thought the whole “heart skipping a beat” thing was a cliché, but damn if it didn’t happen to me right then. She smiled, and her eyes crinkled at the corners, the kind of lines that Botox couldn’t erase even if she wanted to.

Her dark hair was cropped short in a pixie cut, and it framed her face perfectly, emphasizing the elegant curve of her cheekbones. She was undeniably young—probably mid-twenties—but there was a poise about her, a quiet self-assurance that felt far beyond her years. The juxtaposition was magnetic.

She picked up her drink, a vesper, and raised it to me. “Here’s to new beginnings,” she said, her voice like the low thrum of a bass note.

I lifted my glass, the ice clinking softly against the rim, and tapped it to hers. “New beginnings,” I echoed.

She smiled, and for a moment, the noise of the bar seemed to fade away. Her lips were full, with a natural bow shape that caught the dim light like a secret waiting to be told. I was so used to the exaggerated pout of filler-laden lips that her unadorned beauty actually startled me. She was real, unvarnished in a way I hadn’t realized I’d missed. The thought struck me unexpectedly—I wanted to kiss her. The realization blindsided me, especially since walking into the bar that night, I’d been certain romance was the last thing on my mind.

We sipped our drinks in a companionable silence. Her gaze flicked over her shoulder toward the crowded dance floor, where I assumed her friends were waiting. It would have made sense for her to head back to them, to flash me a quick smile and disappear into the pulsing rhythm of bodies under the strobe lights. But she didn’t. Instead, she lingered, tilting her head slightly as if weighing her options. Then her eyes narrowed, not unkindly, but with a sharpness that felt like she was appraising me, peeling back layers with nothing more than a look.

I straightened instinctively, sitting up taller on my stool as though I were being judged for something important. And maybe I was.

“What has you starting over?” she asked, her voice soft but curious, cutting through the ambient hum of the bar.

I laughed, more at the question’s timing than anything else. “I’ve given up on ever finding the right person,” I said, the words slipping out casually, though they carried the weight of countless disappointments. I took another sip of my drink, expecting her to politely nod or offer some meaningless platitude. Instead, she laughed—a genuine sound, low and rich, like she wasn’t afraid to take up space.

“Smart man,” she said, raising her glass in a mock toast. “It’s a mess out here.”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “You too?” I asked.

“Absolutely.” Her smile turned wry, and she leaned in just slightly, as if sharing a secret. “I’m over it.”

Her words hit like a spark against dry kindling, lighting up the cynical part of me that had grown used to the same empty conversations. There was a knowing in her tone, a shared weariness, but also something else—an edge of defiance. She wasn’t resigned; she was choosing to play the game on her own terms.

I nodded, the faintest grin tugging at the corner of my mouth. “Want to not go on a date with me tomorrow?” I said, the words tumbling out before I had the chance to second-guess them.

Her eyebrows shot up in surprise, and for a moment, I wondered if I’d miscalculated. But then her lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile that made my pulse jump.

“I’m not free to not date you until next Friday,” she said, her voice laced with a teasing lilt.

She held out her hand, palm up, waiting. I unlocked my phone and handed it over without hesitation. There was something captivating about the way she handled herself—self-assured, almost playful. She entered her number with a quick flick of her fingers, the slight curve of a smirk on her lips as she worked.

“I’m Mark,” I offered, feeling the name was almost inadequate, like it didn’t carry enough weight in her orbit.

She didn’t respond right away, just handed the phone back with a wink. Then she turned, leaving me to piece together what had just happened. I hadn’t even fully registered her body yet—too caught up in her energy—but now my eyes followed her as she moved. She was tall, with the kind of graceful stride you’d expect from a dancer. Her gold minidress shimmered under the bar lights, clinging to her figure like liquid fire.

The open back of the dress dipped low, stopping just above the curve of her ass. It was round and high, perfectly framed by two dimples that teased me, begging to be kissed. My gaze drifted downward, tracing the long lines of her toned, athletic legs, imagining the warmth of her skin under my palms. She didn’t glance back as she wove through the crowd, not until the very last moment before she disappeared into the thrumming mass of bodies.

When she did, she caught me staring. Her lips curled into a knowing smile, and she turned halfway, just enough for me to catch the sway of her breasts. The gold fabric of her dress barely contained them, firm and full but not oversized—just enough to fill a hand. She lingered there for half a second, her eyes locking on mine as if confirming my interest. Then, with a playful wave of her fingertips, she was gone.

I turned back to my drink, taking a deep breath to steady myself. My heart was racing, and the phantom image of her remained burned into my mind. I stared down at my phone, chuckling when I saw the name she’d entered into my contacts: Becky Forever Single.

That night, I sent her a text. Nothing fancy, just a simple message to start the conversation. She replied almost immediately, and what followed was a long chain of texts that spanned hours, punctuated by witty banter and sharp insights. By the time we’d hashed out plans for our first not-date, I was already counting the days.

The bookstore and coffee shop was her idea. It felt disarmingly wholesome, especially after the electric encounter at the bar. I arrived early, wanting to settle into the space before she arrived. The scent of coffee hung in the air, mingling with the faint musk of well-worn paper. It was quiet, intimate, the perfect setting for something undefined.

She walked in right on time, her presence instantly changing the atmosphere. I watched her scan the room, her dark eyes locking on me in an instant. Her smile was small but sincere as she made her way over.

She was dressed casually—dark leggings that hugged her legs and a soft gray sweatshirt with a wide neck that exposed one shoulder. Her makeup was minimal, just enough to highlight the natural beauty I was already captivated by. She looked effortless, like she’d thrown herself together in minutes, but every detail was intentional. It wasn’t a performance, but it wasn’t careless either.

I stood as she approached the table, a gesture that felt natural, not rehearsed. Her smile widened, and she opened her arms for a hug. I stepped in, trying to keep it brief, but the moment lingered just enough for me to catch the faint scent of her perfume. It was sweet but restrained, with a hint of citrus cutting through the warmth—clean, crisp, and quietly intoxicating.

“How’s that healing?” she asked as we pulled apart, her eyes darting to my forearm as she slid into her seat.

I glanced down at the tattoo peeking out from beneath my rolled-up sleeve. The dark ink still looked fresh against my skin, a stark contrast to the clean white of my dress shirt. I’d paired it with jeans, aiming for that elusive balance—effortless, but not lazy. Just enough to show I cared without overplaying it.

“Great,” I said, flexing my arm slightly. “I’m really happy with it.”

She nodded, the corner of her mouth curving up in approval. Once she had her drink—a tea, simple and unassuming—we waded through the obligatory small talk. We exchanged pleasantries about where we lived, the unpredictable weather, and the quiet charm of the bookstore. It felt easy, but I could sense she wasn’t the type to linger long on surface-level chatter. I wasn’t either.

It didn’t take her long to break the pretense. She leaned forward slightly, her fingers circling the rim of her cup as she studied me. Her eyes, sharp and curious, locked onto mine with an intensity that felt like a challenge.

“So,” she began, tilting her head. “The phoenix. Was it a major flame-out or a slow burn?”

Her question was direct but not unkind, and it drew an involuntary smile from me. Small talk never interested me anyway. “A bit of both, really,” I admitted. “First, my marriage ended in flames. She cheated on me.”

Her expression softened instantly. “I’m sorry,” she said, her voice low and genuine.

“With my best friend,” I added, my smile turning rueful.

She winced. “Ouch.”

“Yeah.” I shrugged, trying to keep my tone light, though the sting of the memory still lingered, dulled but never quite gone. “We were young,” I said, but as soon as the words left my mouth, I realized their weight. She was about the same age my ex had been when we got married. For a moment, I worried I’d tripped into some unintended implication, so I clarified. “I mean, extremely naïve. We kind of… played house for a while. Both of us seemed to think there should be a stronger fire there, you know? I loved her deeply, but I could never figure out what she needed.”

Becky nodded, her expression shifting to something closer to understanding. She didn’t interrupt or rush to fill the silence, letting the weight of my words settle. I appreciated that—her ability to hold space without trying to fix anything. Her gaze was steady, thoughtful, as if she were piecing together a picture of me one fragment at a time.

“I tried everything. But in the end…” My voice trailed off, the weight of the memory hanging between us.

Becky tilted her head slightly, a faint smile playing at her lips as if she sensed my discomfort. “You know,” she said, her tone light but not dismissive, “you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to. But, since neither of us is ever dating again, what do we have to lose by being honest with each other?” She gestured between us, her hand drawing a loose arc in the air. “This—whatever it is—is an experiment.”

I let out a short laugh, more at the absurd truth of her words than anything else. “Fair enough,” I said, leaning back in my chair. “Well… I talked to her about her needs, I read books, watched videos, did everything I could think of to reignite the passion for her. But I think that was the problem.”

Her brow furrowed slightly, but she didn’t interrupt. She just sipped her tea, waiting for me to continue.

“She didn’t want me to problem-solve. Or even to try new things,” I said, the bitterness creeping into my voice. “She wanted, in the end, to be taken away. Swept off her feet. Dominated. Which is exactly what my best friend did.”

Becky shook her head slowly, her lips pressed into a thin line. “That sucks,” she said, her tone low, reflective. “But… I get it. Some women—especially ones raised in more traditional, patriarchal structures—they’re taught to want someone who’ll tell them what to do, to make them do what they secretly want but can’t ask for.”

The truth of her words hit like a slow wave. I hadn’t thought of it in those terms before, but it made sense in a way that was both clarifying and deeply unsettling. I sighed, the ache of those memories creeping back up from where I’d buried them.

My mind flashed to the night I came home early—the night everything unraveled. I could still picture the scene like it was burned into my retinas: the two of them on the couch, their faces too close, her laugh too soft. They were “just talking,” but the tension in the air was unmistakable. I’d seen the flush in her cheeks, the shine on her lips, the way her eyes sparkled in the dim light of the living room.

“And then,” I said, my voice tightening, “when I started to have suspicions, I made it worse by not confronting them. I let them lie to me.”

Becky leaned forward slightly, her hands wrapped around her cup. Her expression softened, and her eyes met mine with an intensity that felt grounding. “That’s so painful,” she said. “I get it. Betrayal like that… it cuts deep. And it’s not just about them lying—it’s about the version of yourself you lose in the process.”

I dropped my gaze, the weight of her words settling heavily over me. Betrayal. That was the word, the only one that ever fit. Betrayed by the two people I had loved most in the world, but worse, as the years passed and I replayed those moments on an endless loop, I came to feel that I had betrayed myself. My own nature, the core of who I was, had been my undoing.

“You think you could have saved your marriage,” Becky said, her voice soft but steady.

I looked up at her, startled by the directness of her question. Her eyes met mine, wide and full of something I hadn’t expected: compassion. The kind of compassion that didn’t pity, but understood. It was disarming.

“Yeah,” I admitted quietly. “If I had been—”

She didn’t let me finish. “No, Mark,” she said firmly, shaking her head. “I don’t think so. Sure, you could have pretended to be what she wanted for a while, but that would have been a lie. And marriages built on lies? They never work. Or if they do, they’re never fulfilling.”

Her words hit me like a jolt, pulling me out of the spiral I’d been sinking into. I blinked, momentarily taken aback. How could someone so young be so certain about something so complex? I studied her now, as though seeing her for the first time. This twenty-year-old woman sitting across from me in leggings and a slouchy sweatshirt, drinking tea, seemed to carry the wisdom of someone who had lived through lifetimes of heartbreak and healing.

Her gaze didn’t waver. She wasn’t trying to prove a point or lecture me—she was simply speaking her truth.

Before I could respond, she reached across the table and gently touched the edge of my tattoo. Her thumb moved lightly over the ink, tracing the bold lines of the phoenix as if it were part of me she wanted to understand. Her touch was soft, thoughtful, and it grounded me in a way I hadn’t anticipated.

“Not all women need or want a man like that,” she said, her voice quieter now, almost tender. “Some of us want communication, empathy, and… patience.”

I looked at her lips again, full and soft, and once more felt that insistent urge to kiss her. It wasn’t just attraction—though there was plenty of that—it was something deeper, a pull I couldn’t quite explain. She tilted her head slightly, as if sensing my thoughts, and her next words caught me off guard.

“I started too young,” she said, her voice quieter now, as though confessing something she hadn’t planned to. “I had sex before I should have. I thought I was ready, but looking back… I regret it.”

The weight of her words hit me hard, a sharp pang of something between empathy and sadness. My stomach twisted, and maybe it was the age gap or the protective instinct she stirred in me, but all I wanted in that moment was to shield her from the pain she carried.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, my voice low, careful not to break the fragile air around her revelation.

She nodded, her expression steady but not emotionless. “I’ve worked through it,” she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “That’s what my tattoo’s about. Rebirth, right? I’m not a victim of my past. I can’t change it, I can’t erase the scars, but I can integrate them, put them in a new context.” She paused, then let out a short, self-aware laugh. “That’s the plan, anyway. I’m still a work in progress.”

I threw up my hands in mock surrender, trying to lighten the mood while still honoring her vulnerability. “I guess that’s why we’ve both given up on dating.”

She grinned at me, the corners of her mouth quirking up in a way that softened the tension. “Yep,” she said with a small laugh. “‘Forever Single.’”

Silence fell between us then, but it wasn’t awkward. It was heavy with unspoken understanding, the kind of pause that feels meaningful rather than empty. We stared into each other’s eyes, the steam from our mugs rising between us like a barrier neither of us was ready to cross. Her gaze was unwavering, and for a moment, I felt like she could see straight through me, past every wall I’d built to keep people at a distance.

Our conversations that afternoon were wide-ranging, moving effortlessly from lighthearted banter to the kind of topics most people avoid on first meetings. We talked about the bad dates that had led us to this place, sure, but also politics, religion, and sex—the trifecta of taboo. She set the tone, fearless in her openness, and it disarmed me. For the first time in years, I felt like I had nothing to lose by being honest.

And so I was. I told her everything.

I told her the story of my wife and my best friend, sparing no detail. How I’d tried to ignore the signs, how I’d let myself believe their lies because it was easier than confronting the truth. How they were still together, actually—an irony that still cut deep when I let myself think about it too long. But I didn’t stop there. I told her about the years since, about how my “body count,” as she put it, was low. Not because I didn’t try, but because I couldn’t connect. I couldn’t trust anyone not to break my heart again. Every woman I met felt like a risk I wasn’t willing to take.

She listened without judgment, her eyes never leaving mine. Occasionally, she’d nod or let out a small hum of acknowledgment, but she never interrupted. It was the kind of attention I wasn’t used to, the kind that felt like it wasn’t just polite but intentional, like she actually cared about what I was saying.

We talked about everything, in fact, except our careers. Looking back, it struck me how intentional that was—at least on her part. Becky was careful not to bring up her work, and by avoiding the subject, she subtly steered the conversation away from mine as well. Maybe it was deliberate, or maybe it just didn’t matter to either of us. We weren’t dating, after all. What we were doing was something different—talking every day, having meals together several times a week, watching movies, going to concerts. It felt effortless, natural, even as it defied easy categorization.

For the first time in years, I felt like I was truly seeing someone, not just their surface, and more importantly, like I was being seen in return. Becky wasn’t just a stunning young woman; she was layered, complex, and entirely herself. I felt like I was the only one who saw her this way—not as an object, not as a fleeting thrill, but as a whole person.

It was strange, almost surreal, because I’d run into so many girls before her who only wanted one thing: an older man to play the role of sugar daddy. My business was successful enough to make it an easy assumption—I could afford to keep them in fillers, Instagram outfits, and luxury handbags. But the idea repelled me. I had no interest in being anyone’s arm candy accessory, and the thought of them seeing me as some “dirty old man” made me feel sick. I mean, I was only thirty.

Yet there was something inherently predatory about the way they saw me—how they leaned in too close, laughed at all the wrong jokes, and batted their lashes with such obvious calculation. It didn’t make me feel powerful; it made me feel used, even if the game was ostensibly in my favor. Creepy. That’s what it was. I didn’t like who I became when I was around them.

Becky was nothing like that. She never made me feel like I was part of some tired cliché. She didn’t need me to prove my worth, and she didn’t expect me to flaunt it. With her, there was no power imbalance lurking beneath the surface. Sure, there was an age gap, but it didn’t feel like a chasm—it felt like an avenue for discovery. She had different tastes than I did, of course—different music, different movies—but she never looked down on me for not knowing the bands or the shows she loved. Instead, she shared them with me, her enthusiasm contagious and inviting.

“I can’t believe you’ve never heard this,” she’d say, grinning as she handed me her headphones or queued up a playlist. And it wasn’t a put-down; it was an invitation. She wanted me to experience what she loved, to understand her world, not because she needed me to validate it but because she wanted me to be a part of it.

And it wasn’t one-sided. She was just as eager to step into my world, to watch the movies I called “classics” and read the books I swore had changed my life. She asked questions—not to impress me, but because she genuinely wanted to know. For someone her age, that kind of openness and curiosity was rare. Hell, for anyone at any age, it was rare.

With Becky, there was no performance, no pretense. It was just two people sharing pieces of themselves, one conversation, one meal, one concert at a time. And the more I got to know her, the more I realized how much I had underestimated what a connection like this could mean. It wasn’t about what we did or didn’t know, what we had or hadn’t experienced. It was about how we made each other feel—seen, understood, and, for the first time in a long time, enough.


Intorvert

“I’m actually an introvert,” Becky said one night over dinner, her voice casual as she stabbed a bite of roasted vegetables with her fork.

I raised an eyebrow, pausing with my glass halfway to my lips. “Not you.”

“Oh, yeah,” she said with a grin. “Total homebody. My idea of a good time is curled up on a couch with a good book and a cup of hot tea.”

“That sounds like heaven to me,” I said, and I meant it. The image of her, cozy and relaxed, was unexpectedly intimate, and it made my chest tighten.

“Oh, did I mention naked in the arms of a good man?” she added, her eyes sparkling mischievously.

My breath hitched, and I set my glass down with exaggerated care. “No, but that’s a given, right?” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Absolutely,” she said, her lips curving into a teasing smile.

I squirmed slightly in my seat, the mental image of her curled up naked against me flooding my mind. She was a master flirt—effortless, confident, and disarmingly playful. And though we’d only kissed a handful of times, always on her terms, she knew exactly how to keep me on edge.

“Is the good man naked too?” I asked, trying to keep the tone light, though my voice came out lower than I intended.

“Of course, silly,” she said, waving her hand as though it were obvious. Then, leaning forward slightly, she added with a wicked glint in her eye, “How else is she supposed to ride his nice hard cock while she enjoys her book?”

The words hit me like a jolt, and I muttered under my breath, “Fuck me.”

“Maybe,” she said with a smirk, her tone as casual as if we were discussing dessert options. Then she glanced up at me and let out a laugh, the sound warm and rich. “Wait—are you blushing?”

I was. Heat rose to my cheeks, and I cursed the way my body betrayed me. She laughed again, clearly enjoying my discomfort, though there was no malice in it. She was teasing, not taunting.

“Sorry,” she said, though her smile didn’t fade. She leaned back in her chair, studying me with a kind of amused curiosity. “Occupational hazard.”

I cocked my head at her remark, curiosity sparking in my expression, but she preempted my question. Her hand reached across the table, her fingers warm and soft as they stroked my flushed cheek. The touch was deliberate, intimate, and it sent a jolt through me, disarming in its simplicity. She leaned in slowly, her gaze locked on mine, and then her lips brushed against me.

The kiss was soft, unhurried, inviting. It unraveled something in me, something I hadn’t even realized I’d been holding back. For a moment, all my pretenses fell away. I wasn’t trying to lead the relationship, to control the pace or dictate the direction. I wasn’t pretending to be the tough guy or falling into my tendency to act like a teacher with younger women. I was just there—completely, utterly present—losing myself in the feeling of her kiss.

Her tongue teased at my lips, coaxing them open with a gentle insistence. She tasted faintly of raw almonds, earthy and clean, a subtle contrast to the warmth of her breath. Her lips slid over mine with deliberate care, and when her tongue found mine, she didn’t rush. She played, teased, and danced around me, her movements light and exploratory, as though she was savoring every second.

The kiss deepened, slow and intoxicating, until she finally broke it with a small nip on my bottom lip. The sharpness of her teeth was a fleeting jolt that left me breathless, a punctuation mark on the intimacy we’d just shared. As she pulled away, her eyes sparkled, catching the flickering light of the candle between us. Her lips pressed together, almost reflexively, as though she were savoring me like a delicious amuse-bouche. The gesture was so sensual, so self-assured, that it left me speechless.

In that moment, I was in love. Completely, unequivocally. The realization hit me like a wave, threatening to drown me in its intensity. I had to physically stop myself from saying the words aloud, biting them back before they escaped. But I could feel them on my lips, hovering in the space between us, unspoken but undeniable.

Her eyes lingered on mine for a beat longer, and then she looked away, her cheeks flushing faintly. It was the first time I’d seen her blush, and it caught me off guard. The woman who could reduce me to a flustered mess with a single line or a sly grin was now just as undone. She blinked slowly, her lashes brushing her cheeks as a small, almost shy smile played at her lips. Her eyes crinkled at the corners, and for a moment, she looked utterly vulnerable.

We didn’t speak of it then. Neither of us dared. But the moment stayed with me, embedded in my mind like a secret I didn’t want to share with anyone else.

It wasn’t until a couple of not-dates later that I finally brought it up again. I hadn’t planned to, but the words had been simmering beneath the surface, and eventually, they demanded to be spoken.

“So… ‘Occupational hazard’?” I said, leaning back slightly, my voice calm but curious.

Becky winced, her lips pressing together in a tight, closed-mouth smile. She nodded, then exhaled heavily. “Okay, you heard that,” she said, her tone tinged with resignation. “I guess I couldn’t avoid this forever, and…” Her voice softened as she continued, her words deliberate. “I normally don’t get this far with a man. Or this close.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of her admission. I wasn’t exactly eager to talk about my work either. Telling people I ran my own business usually elicited one of two reactions: disinterest or wide-eyed fascination. The latter was worse—young women imagining I was some mogul with unlimited resources, ready to sweep them off their feet. Dear, most small businesses barely make it past four years, I always wanted to tell them. It’s claw and scratch every day, and the fear of failure never really goes away.

But Becky wasn’t asking about me now. She was preparing to tell me something, something big enough to make her hesitate. She straightened her posture, sitting up and placing her hands flat on the table, and I tried—tried—not to let the subtle sway of her breasts distract me. My mind raced with possibilities: exotic dancer, high-end call girl, gangster’s moll.

When she finally spoke, her voice was steady but tinged with something raw, something vulnerable. “I don’t tell men I’m not dating about my work because then they put me in a box. They diminish me or judge me. Or worse, they stop seeing me as a real person. I become a fantasy, a projection of their own… issues.”

I shook my head instinctively, wanting to reassure her, to tell her that wouldn’t be me. But she continued before I could speak.

“I have an account where I appear on camera,” she said, her words measured but firm. “I charge customers to talk to me… about whatever they want to talk about. And sometimes, I act out fantasies for them. I tell them stories. I talk dirty to them. I show them my body.”

Her words hung in the air, unflinching, as she held my gaze. There was no flustered rush to defend herself, no attempt to soften the blow. She’d laid it bare, and now she was waiting, watching for my reaction.

I blinked, processing, and then shook my head with a small smile. “That’s it?” I said, my tone light, almost teasing.

Her eyes narrowed instantly, and I knew I’d misstepped. The sharp look she gave me was enough to make my stomach drop. I rushed to recover. “I mean,” I said quickly, holding up a hand, “thank you for trusting me enough to tell me.” I took a deep breath, trying to slow my racing thoughts. “It sounds like you’ve had bad reactions in the past, but I—”

I reached across the table, placing my hand gently over hers. Her skin was warm, her fingers tense beneath mine. “Whatever you want to do with your body and your time is your own damn business,” I said, my voice steady. “And honestly? I think that’s a smart business model.”

I met her eyes, refusing to look away, and for the first time, I saw how hard this was for her. The strength she always carried—effortless, unshakable—was thinner now, a veneer barely holding back something much more fragile. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears, and I realized this wasn’t just about telling me. This was about risking rejection, about crossing a threshold she’d crossed before and been met with judgment, objectification, or worse.

Her vulnerability hit me like a punch to the gut, and I sat quietly, letting her take the moment she needed. When she finally placed her other hand over mine, I felt the tension in my chest release, and I exhaled slowly, a quiet sigh of relief.

“Need help with your web security?” I said, trying to lighten the moment, a small grin tugging at my lips.

She let out a soft, surprised laugh, reaching up to wipe away the tear that had begun to trail down her cheek. “You’re ridiculous,” she said, shaking her head, but there was no anger in her voice. Only warmth, only gratitude. She let out a long, audible sigh, as though she’d been holding her breath for far too long.

“Thank you,” she said quietly, her eyes meeting mine again. And for a moment, there was nothing between us but understanding.

That’s how we ended up as business partners. What started as a passing offer to help with her web security turned into a full-fledged collaboration. I helped update her online presence, making it easier for her to manage her channels and streamline her lead pipeline. We overhauled everything—from automating scheduling and content delivery to setting up better analytics tools so she could focus her time on the highest-paying customers.

One of my favorite projects was training AI chatbots on her actual texts. It was wild at first, watching her personality come to life in automated messages that kept her audience engaged. But she loved it—it let her free up hours of her day while maintaining that personal touch her customers seemed to crave. It was a strange juxtaposition, seeing her casually critique the phrasing of a bot's dirty talk over breakfast, but somehow, it worked.

We still insisted we weren’t dating, even as we rented a house together. “This is just business, right?” she’d say, her tone light but with just enough edge to suggest she was daring me to argue. And I’d nod, my heart pounding harder than I’d ever admit. “Right. Just business.”

We each had our own bedrooms, which we made a show of emphasizing whenever the topic came up. But it wasn’t long before we converted the formal dining room we never used into a professional-grade studio. We filled it with professional lighting, high-quality cameras, and an array of fantasy set pieces we could easily swap out depending on her clients’ requests.

Setting up a sex toy cabinet in a house where we hadn’t even fucked yet was surreal, to say the least. Business, I kept telling myself. It’s just business. But standing there, staring at the impossibly large range of dildos she’d ordered, I couldn’t help but feel a little out of my depth. Some of them seemed cartoonish, exaggerated in size and design, and I caught myself wondering how anyone could find them appealing—or functional.

“Do people actually… use these?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

She laughed, a warm, throaty sound that made my cheeks flush. “Some do. Some just want to watch me hold them, talk about them, tease them with the idea.” She glanced at me, her lips curving into a knowing smirk. “What? Too much for you, Mark?”

“No,” I said, a little too quickly. I cleared my throat and looked away, pretending to inspect the mounting brackets for the cabinet. “It’s just… a lot of variety.”

“Welcome to my world,” she said, her tone light, but there was an edge of pride in her voice. This was her domain, and she owned it completely.

More than anything, though, I focused on protecting her. She’d opened up to me about the stalkers she’d dealt with in the past—men who couldn’t separate fantasy from reality. Some had doxed her, leaking her personal information online and creating real financial and emotional hardship. It was more than just an inconvenience; it was a threat to her safety.

Scrubbing her digital history became my top priority. I went through every trace of her online presence with meticulous care, erasing old accounts, hiding personal details, and fortifying her systems with layers of security. When I finished, I knew she could finally breathe easier, and that made the long hours worth it.

We each worked in our own offices, tucked into separate corners of the house. She didn’t ask about mine, and I didn’t ask about hers. We both knew enough from working together to understand the basics—she spent much of her day half-naked in front of a camera, talking about or simulating sex for her clients. I consulted on internet security, ensuring systems stayed airtight. For all we knew, we might have even shared a few clients. Neither of us pushed for more detail. There was an unspoken agreement to stay out of each other’s way, to respect the lines we’d drawn.

But lines, I was beginning to learn, had a way of blurring.

It happened one afternoon. I was passing by her office door, which wasn’t fully shut. Maybe it was curiosity, maybe something else, but I hesitated. The faint glow of her studio lights spilled out into the hallway, and for a moment, I caught a glimpse of her in front of the camera. She was draped in something sheer and flowing, her expression soft and sultry as she spoke into the lens. The tone of her voice was low, intimate, designed to pull whoever was on the other end into her world.

I knew I shouldn’t have lingered, but I did. It wasn’t just the sight of her—it was the transformation. She was Becky, my friend and business partner, but in that moment, she was also something else entirely, a vision carefully crafted for an audience. It was fascinating, alluring, and utterly foreign.

Then her eyes flicked to the door, catching me. It was just a flash, a split-second acknowledgment, but it was enough. The sharpness in her gaze sent a jolt of shame through me, and I stepped back immediately, pulling the door shut with as much politeness as I could muster.

Later, I ran into her in the kitchen. I was grabbing a cup of coffee, hoping to let the moment pass without comment, but she stopped me with a hand on my chest. Her touch was firm, deliberate, and it made my pulse quicken.

“I don’t think you want me to think of you like a client,” she said, her tone even but pointed.

I swallowed hard, her words hitting with precision. “No, ma’am,” I said, my voice quiet but resolute.

For a moment, her expression stayed serious, as though gauging my sincerity. Then, just as quickly, her lips curved into a smirk. The shift was subtle but electric. “That said,” she murmured, her voice softening as her fingers lingered on my chest. She stepped back slightly, and with one hand, she began unbuttoning her blouse.

I froze, caught between shock and something far more primal. She let the fabric part, the silky material stopping just at her erect nipples. The outline of her body beneath the soft material was unmistakable, her curves highlighted in a way that left me breathless. I drew in a sharp inhale, my chest tightening as I fought to maintain composure.

Her eyes drifted downward, and I followed her gaze. My sweatpants were tented, my body betraying any pretense of neutrality. She smiled, slow and satisfied, before buttoning her blouse back up with a deliberate calmness that felt like its own kind of performance.

That was that. She didn’t say another word, didn’t linger in the moment. She simply walked away, leaving me standing there, my coffee forgotten, my heart pounding in my chest.

From then on, there were two worlds. There was the show—costumes, lights, dialogue, and an audience I couldn’t see but knew was always there. And then there was Becky. She was my partner, my confidant, my friend. And sometimes, when boundaries were respected and lines were navigated with care, there were rewards.

I think it was only then—when she saw I could respect her space, her choices, and her autonomy—that she let our relationship shift into something more. It wasn’t spoken aloud, but it was there in the way she looked at me, the way she let me closer than I’d ever expected. She trusted me, and that trust was something I wasn’t willing to risk for anything.


First Time

The first time we had sex—well, the first two times, because it happened twice that night—was after a movie. We hadn’t planned it, hadn’t even discussed it, but it was as if the moment had been stalking us all week. The teasing, the lingering glances, the casual touches that burned hotter than they should have. It had all been leading to this, a culmination of every pent-up need bubbling to the surface.

We came home, the buzz of the night still humming between us, and before either of us could think better of it, we fell into each other. It wasn’t slow, or gentle, or careful—it was messy and urgent, the way a dam bursts after holding back for too long. Our mouths collided, teeth scraping and tongues tangling, her hands tugging at my shirt as I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her against me.

We didn’t make it past the living room. She pushed me back toward the couch, but instead of sitting, I sank to my knees, pulling her down with me. Her blouse hung half-open, one strap of her bra slipping off her shoulder, and her hair was wild from my fingers threading through it. She straddled me, her weight settling onto my lap as she rolled her hips, grinding against the bulge in my jeans.

I groaned, my hands sliding up her thighs, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “Fuck, Becky,” I muttered, my voice raw.

“Shut up,” she whispered, her voice thick with need, and then she kissed me again, biting at my bottom lip before yanking at the button of my jeans. I reached for her skirt, pulling it up over her hips as she worked my zipper down with frantic hands. Her panties were damp against my fingers, and when I slid them to the side, she gasped softly, her breath hitching against my mouth.

“Jesus,” I breathed, unable to stop myself from running a finger through her wetness. She was already dripping, her heat searing against my skin.

“Now,” she demanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. She reached between us, freeing my cock from my boxers, and I didn’t even have time to process the slick warmth of her hand before she guided me to her entrance and sank down in one swift motion.

The sheer tightness of her around me made me curse, my head falling back as pleasure crashed over me like a tidal wave. She let out a ragged moan, her nails digging into my shoulders as she adjusted to the stretch. There was no preamble, no pause. She began to move, her hips snapping against mine with an intensity that bordered on feral.

It wasn’t elegant. It was raw, desperate, the kind of fucking that stripped away pretense and left only need. I gripped her ass, driving her down onto me as I thrust up to meet her. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by her breathy cries and my guttural groans.

“Fuck, Becky,” I growled, my hands tangling in her hair, pulling her head back so I could kiss the exposed curve of her neck. She shivered at the contact, her pace quickening as if she couldn’t get enough. Her nails raked down my chest, and I felt the sting even as it drove me higher.

She clenched around me, her rhythm faltering as her orgasm hit her like a freight train. She cried out, her body shuddering as she rode me through it, her thighs trembling against my sides. The sight of her, undone and wild, sent me over the edge. My hips bucked one final time, and I buried myself deep inside her as I came, my release tearing through me in a way that left me breathless.

For a moment, we stayed like that, tangled together on the floor, both of us gasping for air. Her forehead rested against mine, and when she finally opened her eyes, there was a spark of satisfaction in her gaze that made my chest tighten.

“Round one,” she said, her voice hoarse but playful.

I laughed, still trying to catch my breath. “Give me a minute.”

She smirked, leaning down to nip at my bottom lip before climbing off me. “You’ve got five.”

And just like that, we both knew the night was far from over.

But as the heat of our initial frenzy ebbed, the moment shifted. Slower now, I let my hands roam her body, savoring the feel of her skin as I finished undressing her. Piece by piece, her clothes fell away, revealing her fully to me for the first time. My breath caught as I sat back to take her in, naked and vulnerable in the soft light of the living room.

Her skin was smooth and golden, the faintest tan line marking the curve of her hips. She was a masterpiece of strength and softness, her body a testament to the care and work she put into it. Her breasts were, as I’d imagined, perfect teardrops. They were just the right size to fill my hands, capped with puckered pink nipples that stood at attention, begging for my touch. I reached out, cupping them reverently, my thumbs grazing over the taut buds, earning a soft gasp from her lips.

My gaze drifted lower, tracing the subtle lines of her flat stomach. Her abs were defined but not harsh, a delicate balance between the strength she needed for her work and the natural softness that made her body so inviting. Her hips flared beautifully, leading my eyes to the gentle curve of her pelvis. That smooth, hollow bowl at the inside of her hips drew me in, guiding me to the mound of her pussy.

She kept a small patch of hair, neatly trimmed, that only emphasized the soft, inviting contours below. Her pussy lips were slick, swollen with arousal, and glistening faintly in the dim light. The sight of my cum still slicking her folds caught me off guard, sending a fresh surge of heat coursing through me. I licked my lips, unable to stop the thought of tasting her again.

She caught my gaze and smiled knowingly. Then, without a word, she reached for me, her hands deftly sliding my shirt from my shoulders and down my arms. She’d practically torn it open in the heat of our first coupling, the buttons scattered somewhere across the floor. She ran her fingers over my chest, exploring me with a deliberate slowness that made my skin tingle under her touch.

“I like you smooth like this,” she said, her voice soft but certain. Normally, I’d feel self-conscious about the lack of hair on my chest, but the way she said it eased every lingering insecurity. She bent down, pressing warm, open-mouthed kisses across my skin. Her lips were soft, her breath hot, and when she bit one of my nipples, a jolt of unexpected pleasure shot through me, making me shiver.

“You’re sensitive,” she murmured, her tone teasing as her tongue flicked over the spot she’d just bitten.

I couldn’t even form words, my breath catching in my throat as she continued. Her hands moved lower, tugging my pants and boxer briefs the rest of the way off my legs. They’d been left tangled around my ankles after our frantic first round, and now they were discarded completely.

She knelt in front of me, her hands trailing up my thighs until she reached my cock. Her fingers wrapped around me, her touch firm but gentle. I was still half-hard, slick with the evidence of our first encounter, but her touch reignited the fire in my veins.

“Did you shave for me?” she asked, her voice tinged with playful curiosity. Her fingers moved slowly, stroking me as she tilted her head, waiting for my answer.

“I heard women liked that,” I stammered, my cheeks heating under her gaze.

"I love that you thought of me," she said, her voice low and sultry as she knelt in front of me. Her hand wrapped around my cock, slick and sticky from our first round, and without hesitation, she leaned down to lick it. The sight of her, completely unbothered by the mess, made my pulse pound in my ears.

Her tongue swirled over the sensitive head, cleaning me with slow, deliberate strokes that left me gasping. She hummed softly, a satisfied sound that vibrated against me, and my cock twitched in response, quickly regaining its thickness under her touch.

“Mm,” she murmured, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes. She gave me a teasing smile as she stroked me, her grip firm but unhurried. “Someone’s a grower.”

“Is that OK?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. Despite everything, there was still a part of me that felt vulnerable, exposed.

She nodded, her expression softening. “I don’t need a swinging dick,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “I need a hard one.”

Her words hit me like a balm, soothing insecurities I’d carried for years. In locker rooms and fleeting encounters, I’d always felt embarrassed that my cock didn’t hang long and heavy. But with Becky, none of that mattered. She had a way of stripping away the self-doubt, leaving only the raw truth of the moment.

She pushed me gently, guiding me onto my back, and climbed over me. Her thighs framed my hips, her skin warm and smooth against mine as she hovered above me. Reaching between us, she lined me up with her entrance, her pussy slick and inviting as she slowly sank down onto my cock.

Her eyes fluttered shut, and her head tilted back as she took me in. Her lips parted, and a soft, drawn-out sigh escaped her. The sound was pure bliss, and the way her body trembled slightly as she adjusted to the stretch was enough to drive me wild.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice breathy and full of pleasure. Her hands rested on my chest, her nails digging in slightly as she started to move, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles.

I gripped her hips, holding her steady as I thrust up to meet her. The warmth of her pussy, the way it clung to me, was perfect—too perfect.

She opened her eyes, looking down at me with a mix of affection and raw need. “Your dick is perfect,” she said, her voice soft but certain, and the sincerity in her words hit me harder than I expected.

Then she squeezed me with her pussy for the first time—a slow, deliberate contraction that sent a bolt of raw pleasure shooting through my body. My cock twitched inside her, and I clenched my jaw, struggling to hold on.

“Careful, boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with both amusement and command. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned forward, her lips brushing my ear. “I need you to wait for me.”

“Yes, yes,” I whispered, forcing myself to calm my breath, though my chest heaved with the effort. The sheer control she had over her body—and over me—was intoxicating.

She began to move again, slowly working herself up and down my shaft. The slick heat of her pussy enveloped me completely, the deliberate pace almost torturous as she built the tension higher and higher. I could feel every ridge of her, the way her walls clung to me with each thrust, and it was all I could do not to lose myself in her entirely.

Her hands pressed against my chest, her nails scraping lightly over my skin as she straightened. Her eyes met mine, her gaze steady and full of something deeper than lust. “I need you to know,” she said, her voice soft but firm, “that you’re perfect for me.”

The words hit me harder than I expected, cutting through the haze of arousal like a blade. My breath caught, and I could only stare up at her, caught in the intensity of her confession.

“You’re going to see sides of me that no man has,” she continued, her hips rocking gently as she spoke. Her tone was serious now, every word carrying weight. “This is our chance not to repeat past mistakes. I have to trust you. And you have to trust me. Never lie to me.”

“Never,” I said immediately, my voice hoarse but resolute.

She nodded, her movements slowing for a moment, as though to emphasize her next words. “This isn’t the way I usually approach relationships,” she admitted, a small, self-deprecating smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “But I feel like if we say it out loud, maybe we can start this right.”

Her hands slid up my chest, her fingertips grazing my collarbone before she leaned down, her lips inches from mine. “I’ll give you anything you want,” she said, her breath warm against my skin. “Anything. But you have to be honest with me. If I ask you a question, you can’t hide from me. You can’t think it’s too dirty. You can’t downplay something because you’re embarrassed.”

Her gaze bore into me, unwavering. “I can only be myself with you if you’re fully yourself with me. And I’ll never judge you.” She paused, her voice softening as she added, “And I promise to do the same.”

I nodded, swallowing hard. The intensity of her words, the vulnerability in her tone, was almost too much to take in. My entire body was coiled tight, every nerve on fire as I fought to keep myself from cumming right then and there.

“Promise me,” she said, her voice steady and commanding as she leaned down, her hands pressing against my chest to hold me in place.

“I… I promise, Becky,” I stammered, my voice thick with arousal and the weight of her gaze.

“Never lie. Never hesitate,” she said, her tone firm yet coaxing.

“Yes,” I whispered, my breath hitching as her pussy clenched around my cock, making it almost impossible to focus on anything but the growing need inside me. “Yes. Never.”

“Good,” she said, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. “First test, then.”

I blinked, trying to focus, though my body was coiled tight, ready to release. “Test?” I echoed, shaking my head slightly, trying to push through the haze.

Her smirk widened. “I’m going to ask you a question.”

“Oh, yes,” I said, nodding frantically. “Of course. Yes.”

I wasn’t sure what I was agreeing to—I was barely holding on. I was ready. Ready to cum, ready to do whatever she asked, just ready.

She held my gaze, her eyes narrowing slightly, as though daring me to falter. “Do you like my body?” she asked, her voice low but unwavering.

My breath caught, and the words spilled out of me before I could think. “Oh, fuck yes. You’re perfect.”

She didn’t stop moving, her hips grinding against me with deliberate slowness, but her lips curved into a sly smile. “My breasts,” she said, tilting her chest forward slightly, pressing her nipples against my palms. “They’re not too small?”

“God, no,” I said emphatically, my hands instinctively cupping her breasts. Her skin was warm and soft under my touch, her nipples taut and begging for attention. I rolled them gently between my fingers, earning a sharp intake of breath as she arched her back, pushing herself further into my hands.

“And my pussy?” she said, her voice dropping even lower, a husky edge to her tone.

I groaned, my fingers tightening on her hips. “It’s gorgeous,” I said, my voice thick with truth and need. “Fucking gorgeous.”

Her smile deepened, satisfaction flickering in her expression as she leaned forward, her lips hovering just above mine. “Good answer,” she murmured, and then she kissed me, her tongue sliding into my mouth as her hips began to move faster, the rhythm of her body driving me closer to the edge.

“Now, here’s the real test,” she said, her voice steady, her gaze locked on mine. She wasn’t just asking questions—she was peeling me open, layer by layer, daring me to hide nothing from her.

I swallowed hard, trying to brace myself for whatever she was about to say.

“When you looked at my pussy,” she continued, her tone soft but unwavering, “you licked your lips.”

I nodded, my breath catching in my throat. Yes, I had. I couldn’t deny it.

“You wanted to lick me,” she said, her voice dropping just slightly, enough to make my cock twitch inside her.

“Oh, god, yes,” I said, my voice hoarse with desperation. The idea of tasting her again made my head spin, even in the midst of everything else.

“But it was messy,” she said, her tone still calm, her hips rolling ever so slightly, just enough to keep me on edge.

“Yes,” I admitted, heat flushing my cheeks.

“That didn’t bother you?” she asked, her eyes narrowing, searching mine for any sign of hesitation.

I shook my head, my heart pounding in my chest. “No,” I said firmly.

She tilted her head, her lips curving into the faintest of smiles. Then she stopped moving entirely, her body still and taut against mine. The sudden absence of motion was jarring, and my need for her only intensified.

“Have you tasted your own cum before?” she asked, her voice quiet but pointed, each word cutting through the haze of arousal and landing squarely on me.

I froze, the question hanging in the air. My body screamed for release, but the vulnerability of her question pulled me into a different kind of tension. I hesitated, just for a moment, but it was enough for her to notice. Her eyes sharpened, and I felt the weight of her stillness as she waited for my answer.

Finally, I nodded, swallowing hard. “Yes,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her smile returned, this time softer, almost approving. “Good boy,” she said, her tone rich with satisfaction.

I felt my dick flex inside her, a visceral response I couldn’t control. Her smile widened, sharp and knowing. “Your cock is my lie detector,” she said, her voice thick with amusement as she began grinding against me again, her movements slow and deliberate.

Her hands slid up my chest, her nails grazing my skin just enough to send shivers through me. “Some men like to talk to me about a freshly fucked pussy,” she said, her tone low and teasing, every word dripping with intent.

My breathing quickened, and my body tensed beneath her. I knew exactly what she meant, and the realization sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through me.

“Have you ever?” she asked, her hips still moving, keeping me on edge.

I hesitated, my mind racing. The question caught me off guard, and I wasn’t sure how to answer. “Well?” she pressed, her voice tinged with playful insistence.

“No,” I said, shaking my head, though the word felt incomplete. I could feel her eyes boring into me, demanding more.

“Not…?” she prompted, her voice soft but unwavering. “Yes? Please don’t hide from me.”

Her words cut through my hesitation, and I gave in, the confession tumbling from my lips. “Not… my own.”

Her reaction was immediate. “Oh, fuck. That’s hot,” she said, her voice thick with arousal. Her hips ground down harder, the rhythm picking up as her breath hitched.

“What?” I managed to gasp, my head spinning.

She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear as she spoke, her voice punctuating each word with a sharp thrust of her hips. “That. Turns. Me. On. Marky.”

I groaned, my body arching beneath her as her words pushed me closer to the edge. Her confidence, her raw honesty—it was overwhelming, intoxicating.

“If you cum in me again,” she said, her voice trembling with need, “will you?”

I half-nodded, unable to form coherent words as my body begged for release.

“Will you eat my pussy?” she asked, her tone turning pleading, desperate.

“Yes,” I whispered, the word catching in my throat. “Yes.”

She gasped, her movements growing more erratic, her nails digging into my chest as she rocked against me. “You’ll make me cum so hard if you eat my messy pussy, Marky,” she said, her voice breaking on my name.

“Yes,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips as I thrust up into her, meeting her frantic rhythm. “Yes, please.”

Her eyes locked onto mine, her face a mix of pleasure and need as she begged, “Oh, my god. You’re perfect. Please. Please cum inside me. Fill my little pussy.”

And that sent me over. My body stiffened, my hands gripping her hips hard as my cock pulsed inside her. I’d cum earlier, but somehow I managed to pump another load deep into her, my release crashing over me in waves. It was the best orgasm of my life, a moment where I felt completely unshackled, free of everything except the desire to make her happy.

She murmured softly, a sound of pure satisfaction, as my cock continued to twitch inside her. Her body moved slightly, as if to prolong the sensation, and she smiled down at me, her expression warm and full of something deeper than just lust. She leaned forward, her hair brushing against my face as her lips found my ear.

“You feel so good inside me,” she whispered, her breath hot and soft against my skin. “The first time a client told me he wanted to eat my cream pie, I just played into it. I’ll agree to anything that gets them off. But while I was rubbing my clit for him, telling him how much I wanted him to cum inside me, I realized…” She paused, her voice dipping lower, more vulnerable. “I realized it was turning me on.”

I exhaled sharply, my chest still heaving from the aftermath of my orgasm, but her words ignited something new inside me.

“And when he came all over himself,” she continued, her voice taking on a sultry edge, “I ordered him to clean up all his dirty cum. He did it, and I came for real. Afterward, I thought about why it turns me on.” She pulled back slightly, her eyes searching mine, raw with honesty. “I can’t explain it—not yet—but you’re the first person I’ve trusted with this desire.”

Her confession hit me like a jolt, and I knew in that instant I couldn’t let her down. Whatever walls might have existed between us before were gone now, swept away by the sheer force of her trust and vulnerability.

She shifted her hips, her pussy still wrapped around me, and I felt the slick stickiness of our mingled release dripping down onto my skin. “You won’t disappoint me?” she asked, her voice a whisper, trembling with both hope and arousal.

In answer, I reached down, my hands sliding firmly over her ass, pulling her toward me. My grip said everything my words couldn’t—I want this. I want you.

She took a deep breath, her eyes locked onto mine, and then she began to move. Slowly, almost hesitantly, she crept up my body, her warmth sliding against my skin. I felt the sticky droplets of our cum falling onto my stomach and chest as she moved, each one igniting a fresh surge of heat inside me.

By the time she reached my face, her knees on either side of my head, she was trembling. Her skin was flushed, her chest rising and falling with deep, uneven breaths. Her pussy hovered just above my mouth, glistening with our combined release, and I could see her struggle to hold herself steady. She was on the edge, her arousal so palpable it filled the air between us.

A drop fell, landing on my cheek and chin, warm and sticky. She flinched, her body jolting slightly, her empathy clear even as her desire took over. I could see it in her eyes—this was as much about her trusting me as it was about her pleasure. She was giving me all of herself, no pretense, no performance, and the rawness of it left me completely rapt.

Her voice was barely a whisper now, trembling as much as her body. “This… this is really turning me on.”

She reached down, her fingers sliding over her labia with deliberate, unhurried strokes. Her touch was confident, utterly without shame, and she didn’t break eye contact as she began to masturbate for me. Her index and middle fingers pressed together, squeezing along her clit, her movements precise and practiced. My breath caught as I watched, completely entranced by her openness, her willingness to bare everything for me.

She let her fingers dip into her pussy, and when she pulled them out, they were glistening with our cum. Without hesitation, she tilted her hand, and a large glob dripped onto my bottom lip. The sensation—warm, sticky, unmistakable—sent a jolt of heat through me, and my cock twitched against my stomach, half-hard and already eager for more.

“Oh, fuck, that’s hot, Marky,” she said, her voice thick with arousal. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she watched me, her lips curving into a sly, knowing smile.

I opened my mouth instinctively, my tongue darting out to lick my lips clean. The taste—salty, musky, unmistakably us—flooded my senses, and I moaned softly, unable to help myself.

“That’s right,” she murmured, her tone low and almost reverent. “Fuck yes.”

This wasn’t my first time doing this—there was a story there, one I wasn’t ready to share yet. But it felt different with her. It wasn’t just about the act; it was about her, about the way she trusted me enough to share this part of herself, to guide me into her deepest fantasies.

She pumped her fingers in and out of herself, her motions growing faster, slick sounds filling the air as she worked more of my cum from her pussy. Another drop fell onto my tongue, and I swallowed it eagerly, the rawness of the moment stripping away any hesitation.

“Yes, yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “God, you’re so good. You’re such a good boy. Fuck, I’m going to cum just watching you.”

Her words spurred me on, igniting something primal inside me. I leaned up, my tongue darting out to lap at her pussy like a starving man. I was blind with need—not for my own pleasure, but to fulfill hers, to make her cum and hear her cries of release. My hands gripped her thighs, steadying her as my mouth worked feverishly, chasing every drop of her arousal.

“You like it?” she asked, her voice a mix of breathlessness and command.

“Yes, Becky,” I said between licks, my voice muffled against her folds.

“You want more?” she asked, her tone turning teasing, her hips rocking slightly against my mouth.

“Yes,” I said, my voice desperate now. “Yes, please. I’ll clean it all up.”

“That’s right,” she purred, her tone dripping with approval. “You’ll clean my dirty pussy.”

“Yes. Fuck, yes,” she cried, her voice trembling with desperation, and then she cut off my response by pressing her mound firmly over my open mouth. The heat of her overwhelmed me, and I quickly stretched my tongue inside her, swirling it around to gather the cum dripping from her pussy. The taste flooded my senses—salty and musky, with the unmistakable essence of us combined.

When I swallowed, her entire body shuddered. A sharp gasp escaped her lips as she came, her thighs clenching around my face. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I kept slurping, lapping, and licking, each stroke of my tongue driving her higher. Her cries grew louder, unrestrained, as another orgasm ripped through her, and then another. I lost all sense of time, lost in the single-minded purpose of wringing every ounce of pleasure from her body.

Eventually, her legs began to tremble, and she dropped to all fours above me. Her arms shook with effort, her body barely holding her up as her strength gave way. I knew she was worried about smothering me, but I didn’t care. I kept licking, my tongue working over her folds, cleaning her thoroughly until the taste of her alone filled my mouth for the first time.

Her flavor was intoxicating—sweet, like honey, with a hint of almond that reminded me of her kiss. There was a slight sharpness, just enough to make the back of my salivary glands contract as I drank her in. I couldn’t get enough, my hands gripping her thighs to keep her steady as I continued to devour her.

Finally, she let out a soft, breathless laugh and murmured, “No more,” her voice a mix of exhaustion and satisfaction. She slid down slowly, collapsing against me as her body sought mine for support. Her head rested on my chest, her breaths coming in short, uneven gasps as we both tried to recover.

She tilted her face toward mine, her gaze soft and searching. I caught a flicker of something in her expression—affection, I hoped, and not pity. “Your face is a mess, Marky,” she said with a small, teasing smile. But before I could respond, she leaned in, pressing her lips to mine. The kiss was gentle, almost reverent, her tongue tasting the remnants of our shared release on my lips.

As she pulled back, her fingers moved over my face, cleaning me softly as she murmured, “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. That was everything I hoped.”

Her words settled into me, a deep warmth spreading through my chest. I nodded, unable to speak, as she nestled against me. For a long while, we just stared at each other, our gazes locked in blissful silence. Her hand rested lightly on my chest, her fingertips drawing faint, lazy patterns over my skin.

After a while, she broke the silence. “Was that OK?” she asked, her voice quiet but tinged with an unmistakable vulnerability. Her eyes searched mine, seeking the truth.

“I’ve never been more turned on,” I said, my voice raw with honesty. Her lips curved into a small, satisfied smile.

“Your cum tastes good,” she said, licking her lips slowly, her eyes glinting with playful mischief. “Doesn’t it?”

I nodded, unable to do anything else, my heart pounding as the words hung between us.

She let her gaze drift down, her eyes locking onto my cock, which was standing at full attention again, impossibly hard. Her smirk widened, and she lifted her eyes back to mine.

“No lie,” she said softly, her tone filled with promise.


The Lie Detector

That became a regular part of our lovemaking—the lie detector. It wasn’t just a game or a teasing ritual; it became a way for us to push boundaries, to explore our connection in ways that felt raw and honest. She took what could have been shameful or taboo and transformed it into something liberating, a shared understanding that deepened our bond.

Becky had some fascinating theories about kinks, ones she often shared with me during the quiet moments after we’d both been thoroughly spent. She didn’t see her work as just sex or performance; to her, it was a service, almost like occupational therapy for her clients.

“We all have kinks,” she explained one night, her head resting on my chest, her fingers idly tracing patterns over my skin. “It’s like our brains are designed to lock in our primal sexual experiences. You know, the mind says, ‘This feeling. I will not only remember it; I’m going to lock it in forever.’ And that can come from something beautiful, or something traumatic.”

I nodded, absorbing her words. Her tone was thoughtful, not clinical, as if she were peeling back layers of human behavior to get to its core.

“My customers,” she continued, “get to act out some pretty intense experiences. But it’s safe. I don’t shame them—unless that’s their thing.” She smirked, her voice tinged with playful humor, before her tone softened again. “But even when I do, it’s part of the play. Like, in a way, it’s aversion therapy. We go back to that trauma and replay it. But this time, they’re in control, they’re safe, and they’re not judged.”

Our sex was fantastic—beyond anything I had imagined before her. It was playful, intense, and endlessly creative. One night, we even played out that “reading together” scenario she had teased me with so long ago. It was everything she’d promised and more.

She sat in my lap, her body pressed snugly against mine, her pussy wrapped around my aching cock as she held her book. The casualness of it was maddeningly erotic—her turning pages, occasionally adjusting her position, as if keeping me on edge was simply part of her evening routine. Her warm, slick folds gripped me with delicious pressure, and every so often, she’d squeeze me with her pussy or rock her hips slightly if she felt me softening. Each movement sent a jolt of pleasure through me, reigniting my arousal.

She kept me teetering on the brink for three whole chapters. Three chapters. I was sweating, my hands gripping her thighs, my breathing ragged as I fought the overwhelming need to cum. She never said a word about it, only casting the occasional sly smile over her shoulder when I squirmed too much.

Finally, she closed her book, set it down on the side table, and leaned back against my chest. Her arms stretched upward, wrapping around my neck as she tilted her head to whisper in my ear. Her voice was soft, dripping with promise. “You can fill my pussy now, Marky.”

The words were all it took. I came immediately, my entire body tensing as waves of pleasure coursed through me. I groaned, burying my face in her neck as I emptied myself inside her. She nuzzled into me, her hair tickling my cheek, and let out a satisfied sigh before settling against me. Within moments, she was asleep, her body warm and relaxed in my arms.

I stayed still, holding her, reveling in the closeness of the moment. I could feel the slow, sticky trickle of cum draining out of her and pooling in my lap, but I didn’t care. The feeling of her still wrapped around me, her steady breathing against my chest, was so perfect I didn’t want to move. My cock never fully softened, the residual pleasure keeping me half-hard as I flexed gently inside her.

After a few minutes of dozing, she stirred, her body shifting slightly as she woke. Her eyes fluttered open, and she murmured sleepily, “Someone likes a sloppy pussy.”

Before I could respond, she lifted herself off me, turned around, and straddled my lap. Her movements were unhurried but deliberate, her gaze locking onto mine as she sank back down onto my cock. The wet heat of her was overwhelming, and I groaned as she began to ride me, her hips moving with an intensity that left me breathless.

“Don’t cum yet, Marky,” she said, her voice firm but teasing. “Wait for me. You came so quick before. I want to cum on your cock.”

Her words were like gasoline on a fire, and I clenched my jaw, gripping her hips as I tried to hold on. She knew exactly what her voice did to me. From the very beginning, even before we were sexual, her words had been her superpower. The way she teased, whispered, or yelled—it all left me completely undone. And she knew it.

She leaned forward, her breath hot against my ear as she murmured, “You love it when I talk to you, don’t you? You love hearing me tell you how to fuck me.”

“Yes,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips tighter as she rode me harder.

She smirked, her pace quickening. “I know you do, Marky,” she said, her voice a mix of teasing and command. She only ever called me Marky during sex. It wasn’t something we’d discussed; it was just her way of drawing a line between the man she teased and played with in bed and the Mark she trusted with her heart outside of it.

She rode my cock with an intensity that left me breathless, her hips grinding down with a perfect rhythm that pushed me closer and closer to the edge. Her hands gripped my chest for leverage, her nails dragging slightly over my skin, leaving trails of sharp pleasure in their wake.

“Are you going to cum, Marky?” she asked, her voice breathy and teasing, her tone dripping with control.

“Yes, please,” I groaned, my body straining beneath her. The pressure was unbearable, my entire focus on holding on for her.

“You know the rules, Marky,” she said, her pace slowing just enough to keep me teetering, to remind me who was in charge.

“Yes, Becky,” I gasped. “Please.”

Her lips curled into a sly smile, her voice dropping lower, more commanding. “Are you a dirty boy? Are you going to clean up your mess?”

“Yes,” I panted, the words spilling out in a desperate plea. “Please, oh fuck, anything for you.”

She leaned forward, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered the final question. “Are you my cum slut?”

The words slammed into me, stripping away every barrier I had left. “Oh, shit,” I cried as my orgasm ripped through me, my body convulsing beneath her as I spilled inside her. The sheer intensity left me trembling, my vision hazy as pleasure coursed through me in waves.

She rode me through it, her hips slowing gradually until I was spent. Minutes later, I found myself on my back, her straddling my face. My hands rested on her thighs, steadying her as her fingers gently stroked my hair. My tongue worked slowly at first, lapping up the mixture of my cum and her slick arousal from her pussy.

“You enjoyed being called a ‘cum slut,’ didn’t you?” she murmured, her tone soft but laced with amusement.

I made a muffled sound of agreement against her folds, my tongue moving faster as I buried my face deeper between her thighs.

“Mm hmm,” she echoed for me, her lips curving into a playful smile. “A girl could get used to this,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “No more wet spot in the bed. No more running to the bathroom to clean up. Just my little Marky sucking his cum from my sloppy pussy.”

I groaned, the sound vibrating against her clit as her words sent another jolt of heat through me. She always knew exactly what to say to leave me undone.

“Oh, look,” she teased, her fingers trailing down to brush over my chest. “There’s my little lie detector going off again.”

My cock stirred, hardening slowly but unmistakably, as I devoted myself to her pussy. The goal was always the same: keep licking until the only taste left was hers. Her cum, her flavor, pure and intoxicating, was the ultimate reward.

Her hips moved slightly against my mouth as she sighed, her fingers still threading through my hair. She murmured soft encouragements, her voice low and trembling as I worked her closer to her release. My tongue circled her clit, flicked, and then delved deeper, every motion designed to draw out her pleasure.

“Good boy,” she whispered as her thighs began to tremble. “Make me cum, Marky. Don’t stop.”

And I didn’t. I gave her as many orgasms as she could stand, her cries filling the room as I pushed her over the edge again and again.

Afterward, we would always cuddle. It was our ritual, the calm after the storm. She’d curl into my side, her body warm and soft against mine, and I would bask in the sensation as her fingers stroked my hair and brushed gently over my face. Her touch was tender, unhurried, and each caress carried an unspoken intimacy that lingered long after the physical pleasure had faded.

She’d whisper to me in those moments, her voice low and soothing. “I love you so much,” she’d say, her words laced with an honesty that left me breathless. “We’re perfect for each other.” But even then, we never said we were dating, never called ourselves a couple. We were partners—partners in life, in business, in the secret spaces we carved out for each other. That was the only label we allowed.

Still, I never felt like one of her customers, and she never treated me like she treated them. There was a stark difference in the way she talked to me, touched me, existed with me. For her clients, she gave them what they wanted—dirty talk, indulgence, a safe space to explore their fantasies. She did it with skill, with care, but there was always a line. I could see it because I knew her so well. With them, she had a wall.

It wasn’t contempt, not like the disdain I’d sometimes noticed in strippers or sex workers who’d grown tired of the game. It wasn’t disgust. But there was a kind of superiority in her demeanor, an acknowledgment that she was giving them a performance, not herself. She was their fantasy, and she wielded that power with precision.

With me, though, it was different. She seemed freer, her laughter unguarded, her words unfiltered. She was herself with me in a way I knew she wasn’t with anyone else, and that knowledge was its own kind of intimacy. She had been right about starting on the right foot. There was no pretense between us, no holding back. We played out our little kinks, indulging each other without shame or hesitation, finding new ways to push and explore together.

And yet, we still didn’t put a label on what we were. It wasn’t necessary. She and I were always single, always free to explore, at least in theory. But in practice, we went nowhere else.

Not then. Not yet.


Moving Forward

My early days with Becky were wonderful, but they weren’t without their challenges. The closer we became, the harder it was for me to compartmentalize her work. She spent hours every day talking to men over video chat, watching them jerk off, showing them her naked body, performing for their fantasies. And they paid her—nicely. It wasn’t the work itself that got to me, though. It was how seamlessly she managed to keep it separate from us, how easily she compartmentalized what she did.

I had to admit to myself that it was better to be with her like this than to have her to myself. No one could own Becky. She was hers and hers alone, exactly as she’d written in my phone contacts: “Becky Forever Single.” That was her essence, the untouchable truth of who she was. We lived and worked together in our rented house, sharing a life that was uniquely ours, but she never let me forget that we were two independent people, choosing each other every day—not out of obligation, but out of want.

It was a dynamic I loved but still struggled with. She could set boundaries effortlessly, while I wrestled with insecurities that crept in during quiet moments. Did her clients think they owned a piece of her? Did they believe her performance was for them alone? I knew better. If Becky didn’t want me in her life, if she didn’t feel something for me, she’d kick me out without hesitation. That certainty grounded me, even when my thoughts threatened to spiral.

Since our relationship had become sexual, I found myself enjoying a perk I hadn’t expected: she was often partially nude around the house. It was like living backstage at a theater, and I was the tech, running wires and adjusting lights while she rehearsed. We’d sit in the kitchen, having lunch like any other couple, except I’d be in sweatpants and a T-shirt, and she’d be in lingerie, her sheer robe barely tied at the waist. It felt surreal at first, but over time, it became part of the rhythm of our lives.

Sometimes, she’d hand me her camera or phone to snap a shot or a quick video for her socials. It was an unspoken collaboration, another way we intertwined our lives and work.

“Is that showing off my lips?” she’d ask, her voice playful as she posed in the living room, the sunlight streaming through the curtains and highlighting the curve of her body.

“Which ones?” I’d reply, unable to resist the tease.

She’d shoot me a sharp look, her lips curving into a smirk as she reached down, tugging the fabric of her thong tighter against herself. Truthfully, I think she enjoyed moments like this—teasing me, making me complicit in her displays, knowing that I was taking pictures for them. There was something in it that thrilled her, a way of reclaiming her power even as she indulged her audience’s gaze.

But it wasn’t just about her. These moments were revealing something about me, too. She watched me closely, studying my reactions, learning my quirks and boundaries. Her teasing wasn’t just playful—it was deliberate, a way of peeling back my layers and coaxing me to accept not only her work but my own desires.

"You liked that one?" Becky asked, turning her phone around to show me the shot I’d just taken. Her pose was flawless—arched back, hips tilted, the sunlight catching just enough of her curves to make the lingerie practically irrelevant.

"The lighting was perfect," I said, nodding with mock seriousness.

"The lighting?" she echoed, raising an eyebrow. Her gaze flicked downward, and she patted the growing bulge in my crotch. "Your lie detector is giving you away."

I groaned, shaking my head, but I couldn’t help laughing as she smirked triumphantly. Her ability to tease me, to turn every moment into a mix of flirtation and humor, was part of what made her so magnetic. She knew exactly how to keep me on edge—and exactly how much I loved it.

Over time, Becky even became more comfortable talking shop with me, letting little snippets of her day slip into our conversations.

“A client called my pussy a ‘clam’ today,” she said out of nowhere as we sat on the couch, her legs draped across my lap.

I couldn’t help it—I burst out laughing, the word so absurd it immediately painted a mental image I wanted no part of.

“Yeah, ick,” she said, scrunching her nose. “He was an old guy. Sweet, but, you know…”

“Not hot,” I said, still chuckling.

“Nooo,” she said, drawing the word out as if the idea were physically painful. “I mean, come on, clam? I can only think of clam and chowder, you know?”

My face twisted in mock disgust, and she caught it immediately, her expression mirroring mine.

"Right?" she said, her voice rising as she clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle a laugh.

That was it. We both fell out laughing, the kind of uncontrollable, ridiculous laughter that left us gasping for breath. It was moments like this—simple, unscripted, and utterly ours—that reminded me how much I loved being with her. Becky wasn’t just my partner in bed or business. She was my partner in everything.

But during our most intimate moments, Becky often explored deeper issues with me. She wasn’t just playful or teasing; she was vulnerable, willing to share parts of herself that weren’t always easy to talk about. We’d had many conversations about our mutual kink for cream pies, and I knew that for her, like so much of her sexuality, there was a deeper story woven into it.

One lazy afternoon, after sex, we lay sweaty and tangled on my bed. My face was still slick from having cleaned her pussy after we’d fucked, something she never seemed to grow tired of. She stretched languidly beside me, her hair a mess, her cheeks flushed, and her fingers tracing idle patterns over my chest.

“I think part of why it turns me on,” she said softly, “watching you clean up all your cum… is…” She trailed off, her voice faltering as she hesitated.

I turned on my side toward her, letting my hand drift across her body. My fingers traced the soft curve of her breasts, brushing gently over her skin as I tried to encourage her to continue. “Yeah?” I prompted, keeping my tone light, inviting.

She let out a small breath, her gaze distant. “My first boyfriend. He watched a lot of porn, I think. I mean, so had I, but I knew it wasn’t real—that sex wasn’t supposed to be like that.”

I nodded, keeping my strokes soft and steady. “I know watching it intimidated me,” I said. “Like, I’d never be able to measure up to what I saw.”

Her lips curved into a faint, bittersweet smile, but it faded quickly. “The first time he came with me, he pulled out. Without asking me or even telling me what he was going to do, he sat up and came all over my face.”

I felt her body tense beneath my touch, and I softened my movements, letting my fingers trace soothing circles over her skin. My chest tightened at her words, the casual cruelty of what she described hitting me harder than I expected.

“It’s just cum, right?” she said, her voice shaky. “But I felt… violated. It got in my eyes, and it burned. I got up and ran to the bathroom to wash my face. I was crying, and he was laughing.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said, my voice low but firm. I cupped her cheek, my thumb brushing against her skin, wishing I could take away the weight of the memory.

She leaned into my touch for a moment, her eyes closing briefly before she opened them again, her expression raw. “But the worst part,” she said, her voice trembling, “was that he did it every time. And I fucking let him. I pretended, even, that I liked it. I think I even convinced myself that I did—like, that’s just what boys liked from a girl.”

Her voice cracked slightly, and she paused, swallowing hard. “I bought into the idea that I was just a place to cum.”

“Fuck,” I whispered, the weight of her words settling over me. “I know what you mean, though.”

She shifted slightly, her body warm against mine as she continued. “So, I think there’s a part of me that gets pleasure when a man cleans up his own mess, you know? Like, it’s your turn.”

I couldn’t help but smile, my hand drifting over her chest to lightly rub her nipple. “And some of us will do anything if it pleases you.”

Her lips quirked into a smirk, but her eyes held a playful challenge. “It doesn’t please you?” she asked, her tone laced with faux innocence.

“OK, OK,” I said, laughing softly. “I love it.”

“That’s right, you do,” she said, her smirk widening. She paused for a moment, her expression softening as her voice dropped. “And it’s part of why I love y—”

She cut herself off abruptly, her teeth clicking shut as if she could snatch the word back before it fully escaped. I froze, my hand still resting on her breast, and looked up at her. It wasn’t the first time she’d whispered tender things in the heat of the moment, but this—this—felt different.

“Fine,” she said, her tone tinged with defiance as if daring me to react. “I love you. But that’s not important. What’s important is that I feel like having sex with you is healing, even if it’s a little weird from the outside.”

I blinked, her words catching me off guard. “What we do isn’t that weird,” I said, though the defensiveness in my tone was unintentional.

She raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching. “No, I mean the talking.”

“OK, sure, good point,” I conceded with a chuckle.

Without thinking, I leaned over and took her nipple into my mouth, sucking gently. Her breath hitched, her body arching slightly toward me, and I felt her fingers slide into my hair, holding me there for a moment.

“I’m here for all the healing you need,” I murmured against her skin, my lips brushing her as I spoke.

“Well,” she said, her voice softening as her fingers played with the strands of my hair, “I am hurt pretty bad. And let’s be honest, you only have so much cum in you.”

“I’ll try harder,” I said, grinning as I looked up at her.

“I don’t know,” she said, her tone turning teasing, but there was a glint in her eye. “What if I want more?”

“Well, we’re not dating,” I joked, “so I guess you can get as much as you want.”

The words were light, meant to make her laugh, but her expression shifted. She didn’t laugh. Instead, she gave me a look—serious, questioning, and almost guarded.

“Do you mean that?” she asked, her voice quieter now, her gaze searching mine.

I hesitated, my heart starting to beat faster. The playfulness of the moment evaporated, leaving something heavier, something I wasn’t sure I was ready to confront. My mind raced, trying to find the right response, but her gaze held me there, waiting for an answer I didn’t know how to give.

She looked at me with those eyes that seemed to see straight through me. “What are you thinking?” she asked, her voice soft but insistent.

“I… I don’t know,” I stammered, though the truth was right there, just below the surface. There were fetishes, fantasies, parts of myself I hadn’t yet admitted to her. Things I wasn’t even sure how to explain. But the way she looked at me—patient, open—made me feel like I was a coward for holding back.

She let it slide, at least for the moment. Becky was never one to push too hard when I wasn’t ready, but I should have known she wouldn’t let it go forever. A few days later, she brought it up again, this time during foreplay. It was becoming a routine for her to ride my face to orgasm before we fucked. She called it my “before and after” taste test, and I couldn’t argue with the logic—or the reward.

That night, her thighs trembled against my cheeks as she came hard, her cries filling the room. My hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as she shuddered and ground herself against my tongue. When she finally slid down next to me, still catching her breath, she leaned in and kissed me, her tongue tasting her wetness on my lips.

“Mm,” she murmured against my mouth, her tone playful. “I do taste good, don’t I?”

“Amazing,” I said, my voice still thick with arousal.

“I’ll taste better soon,” she said with a sly smile, her hand sliding down to stroke my cock. Her touch was firm, her fingers moving in slow, deliberate strokes that made me ache for her all over again. “Still, I wonder…”

“Yeah?” I asked, my heart already racing, though I wasn’t sure where she was going.

“Well,” she said, tilting her head slightly, her eyes fixed on mine. “I told you about my trauma, but I don’t know all the details of yours.”

I stiffened slightly, her words cutting through the haze of arousal like a blade. “I told you about my wife and my best friend,” I said cautiously.

“Right,” she said, her hand still moving on my cock, keeping the tension between us both physical and emotional. “But there’s more to that story. Like… does your ex have a name?”

I hesitated, her question stirring memories I hadn’t revisited in a long time. “Ah, I see,” I said finally. “Well, her name was—is—Louisa.”

She arched an eyebrow, a faint smile playing on her lips. “Is that what you called her?”

I let out a bitter laugh. “I call her the Demon now. Back then, I called her Lou.”

“And your friend?” she asked, her voice gentle but unwavering.

“Dave. David,” I said, my jaw tightening as the memories resurfaced. “Now I call him Dick Head Dave.”

“Of course,” she said with a smirk, though her tone held no mockery. She was letting me know she understood, that she was listening. “How did it start?”

Her question hung in the air, heavy and unavoidable. I could feel her hand pause on my cock, her touch grounding me even as my thoughts spiraled. She wasn’t rushing me, but she wasn’t going to let me avoid this, either. I took a deep breath, steeling myself to share a part of the story I’d long since buried.

# # #

"Dave and I grew up together," I began, my voice steady, though the memories felt jagged. "We each knew things that could ruin the other. He was my first roommate. We moved in together after college, splitting rent on a small apartment downtown. He was more confident than I was—cocky, even. Girls liked him, and I could never quite figure out why. He wasn’t kind or considerate. He could be charming when he wanted to be, but it always felt like a mask."

Becky nodded, her fingers still tracing idle patterns over my chest as I spoke. I could tell she was listening closely, her eyes fixed on me, her curiosity pulling more out of me than I’d planned to share.

"He was a good wingman, though," I admitted. "When we were both single—or sometimes when just I was single—he’d drag me out to bars. He’d cajole me into going, saying I needed to loosen up or get laid. And somehow, he always managed to chat up a couple of pretty girls. By the end of the night, we’d usually be back at our apartment with them. More than once, my date and I would be petting on the couch while Dave and his date fucked in the next room."

Becky smirked, cutting into my story with a question I wasn’t entirely prepared for. "Did you ever fuck in the same room?"

I hesitated for a moment before nodding. "Yeah, a couple of times."

"Did you like watching?" she asked, her tone calm but laced with interest, her gaze sharp as she watched my face for any sign of hesitation.

"Like?" I repeated, shaking my head. "No, it was weird. He sometimes suggested double-teaming a girl. But it just wasn’t my thing to high-five a dude while he fucked a girl and she sucked me off."

"Interesting," Becky said, her voice thoughtful as she tilted her head.

"What?" I asked, catching the hint of something in her tone.

"That in your fantasy," she said with a small, knowing smile, "he’s the one fucking."

"That’s not a fant— Well, you know what I mean," I said, stumbling over my words as my cheeks flushed slightly. She had a way of teasing me that felt both playful and deeply intentional.

"But you watched them," she pressed, her tone still light but probing.

"Sure," I admitted, though the word felt heavier than I intended.

"What was the hottest time?" she asked, her question cutting straight to the heart of something I hadn’t fully acknowledged.

“I guess there was one time,” I said, hesitating slightly as the memory surfaced. I could feel Becky’s gaze on me, steady and encouraging, and it made it easier to keep going. “My date seemed… fascinated to watch her friend getting railed. Like, really into it.”

Becky tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into the faintest smile. “Go on,” she prompted, her tone soft but tinged with curiosity.

I swallowed, my voice quieter now. “My date got off the couch. She didn’t say anything—just stood up and moved closer to the bedroom door to watch. I was sitting there by myself, and it felt… weird. Like, I was out of place. So I got up and walked over to her.”

Becky’s fingers traced idle patterns on my chest, her body still pressed close to mine as she listened. “And?” she asked, her tone inviting.

“I walked up behind her,” I said, my voice thick with the weight of the memory. “I wrapped my arms around her, and she leaned back into me. I stroked her breasts over her dress, and she didn’t stop watching. She was completely focused on them—on Dave and her friend.”

“And you?” Becky asked, her tone dropping slightly.

“She reached back and played with my cock,” I said, my cheeks heating as the words spilled out. “Just casually, like it was the most natural thing in the world. And I stood there, holding her, while Dave did his thing.”

Becky’s smile widened, her fingers trailing down my stomach to rest just above my cock. “That doesn’t sound so weird,” she said softly, her voice laced with intrigue. “Sounds kind of hot.”

I shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant, though the memory felt heavier now that I was saying it out loud. “I had revised this memory as one of a long line proving what an asshole Dave was,” I said, my voice quieter.

Becky tilted her head slightly, her fingers still lazily stroking my cock. She didn’t say anything, just waited for me to continue.

“Thinking about it now,” I said, exhaling slowly, “it was hot—at the time. Both girls seemed really into it. Like… this was their thing. My date, anyway.” I paused, my throat tightening as the memory became sharper, more vivid. “When Dave came…”

I trailed off, the words catching in my throat. Becky’s hand stilled, her grip light but firm as she studied me. “Do you need a break?” she asked, her tone soft but tinged with that teasing edge I knew so well.

I shook my head quickly, unwilling to lose the momentum. Becky was an expert at keeping me on edge, in every way. She loved to see me struggle with the tension, to watch me squirm under her control. And truthfully, I think I enjoyed it too.

“So,” she said, her voice dipping lower, “when Dave came?”

I swallowed hard, pushing through the discomfort. “That… was the first cream pie I’d seen. In real life.” The words tumbled out, and my cheeks flushed hot as I continued. “I couldn’t look away. We were close enough to smell… everything. The mix of aromas—sweat, sex, cum—it was overwhelming. And my date… when Dave pulled out…”

I stopped again, and Becky’s hand tightened slightly, her grip a silent encouragement.

“My date dropped to her knees,” I said finally, the words leaving my mouth in a rush, “and ate out her friend.”

Becky’s breath hitched softly, her hand resuming its slow stroking as she murmured, “Fuck.”

“Dave just stood there,” I continued, the memory pouring out now. “He looked so smug. He stood right next to me and put his hand up for a high-five. Like it was some kind of victory. And then…” I paused, my voice faltering as the next part came rushing back.

“And then?” Becky prompted, her voice a little breathless now.

“He looked down at my dick,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“And?” Becky asked, her voice soft but insistent, her gaze locked onto mine.

I hesitated for a moment before continuing. “Dave said, ‘Nice.’”

Her lips quirked into a faint smirk, but there was curiosity in her eyes. “So, you’re bigger than Dave,” she said, her tone light, almost teasing.

“Um, no,” I said, shaking my head. “I think it was a backhanded compliment.”

Becky nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful. “So he got into your head?”

“Oh, yeah,” I admitted with a dry laugh. “That was Dave.”

She paused, her hand still stroking my cock in a way that made it hard to focus entirely on the conversation. “But you’re not small, Mark,” she said firmly, her voice taking on a more serious edge. “Not at all.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but she cut me off before I could say anything. “But you’ve had bigger,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

Her lips curved into a small smile, her expression softening. “Of course,” she said, her tone calm and matter-of-fact. “But that’s not always better.”

I blinked, caught off guard by her honesty.

“I love your cock,” she said, her hand tightening slightly for emphasis as her gaze met mine. “I tease sometimes, but that’s… that’s play. If you don’t like it, I’ll stop.”

Her words hung between us, her sincerity cutting through any lingering doubts. I reached up, my hand brushing against her cheek as I stroked the soft skin there. She leaned into my touch, her eyes searching mine for a response.

She smiled, her expression turning playful again as she said, “You don’t want me to stop, do you, Marky?”

I shook my head, unable to hold back a small smile of my own. “No,” I said quietly. “I don’t.”

“It’s OK to say it, Marky boy,” Becky said, her tone light but teasing, her hand still wrapped firmly around my cock.

“It… it works for me,” I said, my voice catching slightly as the words came out.

“‘Works for you’?” she repeated, raising an eyebrow as her grip tightened just enough to make me gasp. “Try again.”

“Fine,” I said, exhaling shakily. “I like it. It gets me off—when you do it.”

Her smile widened, satisfaction gleaming in her eyes. “So,” she said, her voice dipping lower as she leaned in closer, “there’s my little Marky, standing next to his best friend with the monster cock, watching your date suck his cum out of his date.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, my face flushing hot. “When you put it that way…”

Becky laughed softly, but her grip on my cock didn’t falter. She squeezed just enough to make my body tense, my arousal teetering dangerously close to release.

“Not yet, Marky,” she said, her voice firm. “I want a big load.”

I gulped, forcing myself to relax under her touch, though my body screamed for release. She had this way of keeping me on edge, of turning even the most uncomfortable moments into something unbearably hot.

“Did you get to cum that night?” she asked, her tone conversational, as if we weren’t in the middle of something that left me trembling beneath her hand.

“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice a little hoarse. “I was stroking myself, watching the girls.”

“Mm hmm,” she murmured, her hand resuming its slow, torturous stroking. “You liked the show.”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding slightly. “I mean, it was… seminal. Pardon the pun.”

She laughed, the sound warm and genuine, and I couldn’t help but smile despite the tension coiled in my body. Thank God for her ability to make even this feel light, playful.

“So,” she said, her tone shifting back to that soft, commanding edge, “when did you cum? What was the trigger?”

Her question hung in the air, heavy with implication, and I hesitated, my mind replaying the scene in vivid detail. I could feel her gaze on me, expectant but patient, her hand still working me with maddening precision.

I sighed, the weight of the moment pressing down on me. I’d forgotten this part—or more truthfully, I’d suppressed it. The memory was sharp now, vivid and uncomfortable, clawing its way back to the surface.

“Why’d you pause, Marky?” Becky asked, her voice soft but insistent, her hand still wrapped firmly around my cock. “What was the moment that pushed you over?”

“Uh…” I hesitated, my throat tightening. Her gaze was unwavering, patient but unyielding.

“No hesitation, remember, Mark?” she said gently. “We’re being completely open or not at all.”

I nodded, swallowing hard. She was right. That was the deal. No hiding, no holding back.

She asked again, her voice softer this time but just as steady. “What was the trigger, Marky?”

I exhaled slowly, forcing the words out before I could second-guess myself. “When… when he said, ‘Nice.’”

Becky’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile, and her hand tightened around my cock, squeezing just enough to make my breath hitch. My cock pulsed in her grip, but she kept me firmly in check, not letting me spill over.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice low and soothing. “Good boy. Thank you. That was good. That was honest.”

I let out a shaky breath, my body relaxing as her words washed over me. Something about saying it—about letting it out after all this time—felt like a release. It was as if I had unearthed a buried piece of shame and let it dissipate into the air between us.

“Doesn’t it feel good to share it?” Becky asked, her voice warm, encouraging. “I mean, when I tell you my stories, I feel better. Lighter.”

“Yeah,” I admitted, nodding. “Yeah, it’s true. It does.”

She smiled, her hand resuming its slow, maddening stroking. “So, next question,” she said, her tone teasing but with an edge that made my heart skip. “And remember, I have your lie detector in my hand.”

“OK,” I said cautiously, my body tensing slightly. I wasn’t sure I was ready for whatever she was about to ask, but I trusted her. I always trusted her.

Her eyes sparkled with a mix of playfulness and curiosity as she leaned in closer. “Afterward,” she began, her voice dropping slightly, “did you masturbate to the memory?”

I froze, my breath catching in my throat. The question hung between us, heavy and unavoidable. Her hand stilled on my cock, her grip light but steady, as if to remind me that there was no escape—not from her, not from this.

"Marky?" Becky’s tone shifted, a mix of scolding and curiosity, pulling me back from my hesitation.

“All the fucking time,” I admitted, my voice cracking under the weight of it.

“The humiliation. The voyeurism. The cream pie. The size… insecurity,” Becky said, her voice low and deliberate, peeling back every layer of the memory with precision.

“All of it,” I echoed, the confession spilling out of me in a rush of release. “Oh, fuck.”

Becky didn’t hesitate. She straddled me quickly, her body sliding over mine as she lined herself up and sank down onto my cock. But it wasn’t fast enough. I began spurting even before I was fully inside her, the heat and pressure of her body driving me over the edge before I could hold it back.

She stroked my hair, her touch tender even as her words carried that teasing edge I craved. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice warm and full of approval. “Good boy. Fill me up with your tasty cum.”

I groaned, my hands gripping her hips as I trembled beneath her, lost in the overwhelming sensations.

“From the moment you saw your date sucking that pussy,” she whispered into my ear, her tone low and coaxing, “you wanted to be like that girl. Eating up the sticky cum. Fuck, I can feel you spurting so much inside me.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, but I didn’t think too much about what she was saying. The tone of her voice, the way she spoke, cut straight to my lizard brain, bypassing logic and sinking into pure instinct. I moaned and grunted, unable to help the noises spilling out of me.

“I love it when you let go, Marky,” she said, her voice steady and soothing. “You can be yourself with me. There’s no shame in it. Somebody loves it, Marky. I will always love it.”

Her words hit me harder than I expected, and suddenly, it wasn’t just a physical release. It was emotional, too. I couldn’t explain it, but a few tears slipped down my face, unbidden. Becky noticed immediately, leaning down to kiss my cheeks as her thumb gently wiped them away.

“Yes,” she murmured, her voice filled with warmth and certainty. “This is you. This is you and me.”

She kept moving, her pussy squeezing around my cock, keeping me inside her as my body trembled beneath hers. I was still hard, the intensity of the moment keeping me on edge even after I’d cum. She shifted slightly, her hands sliding up my chest as she studied my face.

“I’m going to lie on my back this time,” she said, her voice taking on a playful but commanding tone. “I want you to eat me, the way she ate her friend. I want you to picture yourself as her, cleaning up her best friend’s messy pussy.”

Becky rolled over onto her back, and I didn’t need any further prompting. I slid down instantly, burying my face between her thighs as if I’d been waiting my whole life for this moment. I devoured her, my tongue moving with purpose, as the memory of that night replayed vividly in my mind—the way the girl moaned and slurped, the way her tongue explored every inch of her friend’s pussy, the way she nibbled and teased her clit with delicate precision.

In my mind, I was that girl, sucking her friend clean, savoring the forbidden, messy aftermath. And now, here I was, doing the same to Becky, lost in the heady mix of arousal and memory.

“That’s right,” Becky moaned, her voice breathy and low as she rolled her head from side to side. Her hands gripped the sheets, her body arching toward me as I worked her closer to release. “That’s so fucking good. Get it all, boy. Not a fucking drop to waste.”

I moaned against her, the vibrations of my voice making her hips buck. I gulped greedily, my tongue lapping up every slick drop of her arousal and my cum mixed together. I couldn’t believe I’d cum this much, and yet, she was wetter than I’d ever felt her—so wet it was running down her thighs. This talk, this shared fantasy, had pushed her buttons as much as it had mine.

A deep sense of pride filled me, spurring me to become even noisier, letting her hear just how much I loved it. Somewhere in the haze, I realized I was grinding my cock into the sheets, the friction deliciously maddening. I wanted to cum again already, my body desperate to match the intensity of the moment.

“Mm,” Becky purred, her voice trembling. “I’m going to cum, Marky. I’m going to cum while my friend eats me out. I’m going to cum while he watches us.”

Her words sent a bolt of heat through me, unraveling whatever control I had left. My tongue pressed harder against her clit as her thighs clamped around my head. I moaned into her as her body shuddered, and in that same instant, I came too. The spasms wracked my body, my cock pulsing against the sheets, sticky warmth spreading beneath me.

I struggled to keep my mouth on her as she thrashed beneath me, her cries filling the room. She trembled, gasping as the last waves of her orgasm rippled through her, and finally relaxed against the bed.

I sat up on my knees, panting, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Becky propped herself up on her elbows, her cheeks flushed, and the lust in her eyes was utterly intoxicating.

“That was so fucking hot,” she said, her voice hoarse but dripping with satisfaction.

I nodded, still too breathless to speak. My face felt cool where our combined juices were beginning to dry, but I didn’t care. All I could see was her, glowing with post-orgasmic bliss.

Becky’s gaze dropped to my cock, now shrinking but still twitching slightly. A thick drop of cum oozed from the tip, falling into the sticky puddle I’d made on the sheets. She smirked, sitting up fully as her hand reached out. She wrapped her fingers around me, squeezing gently to coax out the last remnants of my release. Cum pooled in her hand, sticky and glistening.

She held it up in front of me, her eyes gleaming with mischief as if she were holding out a treat for a skittish animal. “Here, boy,” she teased, her voice low and coaxing.

I didn’t hesitate. I bent down, my tongue darting out to lap at her hand. The taste was heady and unmistakable, a mix of salt and musk, and I savored every sticky drop. My tongue swirled over her fingers, cleaning her thoroughly as she watched me with a satisfied smirk.

“Good boy,” Becky whispered, her voice soft but commanding. As I lifted my head, she turned her hand over, placing it gently on the back of my head. Her palm was firm but not forceful, guiding me as she held my face over the soiled sheets.

“Oh, fuck,” I murmured, my breath catching as I realized what she wanted.

“Yes, that’s right,” she said, her voice steady and sure. “You leave nothing, Marky.”

Her hand pressed softly, encouraging me without pushing too hard, and I let myself lean down. My lips met the sticky puddle on the sheets, and I began to slurp and suck, the taste and scent of my cum filling my senses. The act was raw, primal, and utterly disarming. I felt stripped bare, exposed—and yet, I didn’t want to stop.

Becky’s voice was filled with awe as she said, “I love everything I learn about you, Marky. I’ll never fucking grow tired of this.”

Her words struck something deep inside me, a mix of pride and vulnerability swelling in my chest. “I can’t imagine I will either,” I admitted, my voice muffled against the damp fabric.

After that night, Becky seemed even more curious. She wanted to know more, to dig deeper into my memories and experiences. I shared what I could, and while it felt freeing in the moment, the vulnerability often lingered the next day. In those moments, Becky seemed to understand without me having to say anything. She gave me space when I needed it and balanced it with her own openness, sharing more of her past and the experiences that shaped her.

One day, as we lounged together, I finally asked a question that had been on my mind for a while. “So, how’d you get started?”

“With the cam?” she asked, looking at me with that knowing glint in her eye.

“Yeah,” I said, leaning back against the couch as I watched her. She nodded, her expression softening as if she’d known this question would come eventually.

Her fingers moved absently to the skimpy wrap she had pulled over her nude body, tracing along the edge of the fabric. The movement caused the wrap to part slightly, exposing most of her left breast, but she didn’t bother to adjust it. She let it be, comfortable in her skin and her vulnerability.

“It started as a joke,” she said, her tone light but introspective. “Guys tried to get me to show nudes all the time. Girls my age are used to shutting that down. I’ve seen so many dick pics, you wouldn’t believe.”

I couldn’t help but laugh softly at the way she rolled her eyes. “Sounds about right,” I said.

“But there was one man,” she continued, “who was… persistent. He loved my feet. He wasn’t crude about it, not like most of them. It was oddly respectful, and it just seemed… easy. One day, he asked for my PayPal, and I thought, ‘What’s the harm in it?’ I was so broke, and when I saw what he was willing to pay…” She shook her head with a wry smile. “I gasped. And I thought, ‘What the fuck.’”

“Feet, huh?” I said, raising an eyebrow.

She nodded, gesturing toward her closet, which was full of towering heels, strappy sandals, and boots. “They get the job done,” she said with a smirk.

We laughed together, the sound light and easy, filling the space between us. Becky stretched out her leg, her toes flexing slightly as she rested her foot on the edge of the coffee table. My eyes drifted to her feet, which were quite pretty—slender with delicate arches. But then, inevitably, my gaze wandered upward, following the line of her leg to where the wrap had fallen away from her lap, leaving little to the imagination.

“So,” I sighed, dragging my eyes back to her face, “it went from there.”

She lowered her eyes, her expression briefly clouded with something I couldn’t quite place—hesitation, maybe, or vulnerability.

I frowned. “I’m sorry,” I said softly. “Does it bother you?”

“No, no,” she said quickly, shaking her head. “Well… shit. A little.” She let out a small laugh, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I enjoy my work. I really do. But ever since we’ve started… our partnership, I’ve noticed that I worry more about what you think of me.”

Her words hit me harder than I expected, and I leaned over, placing my hand gently on her shoulder. I shook my head, meeting her gaze with all the sincerity I could muster.

“You know I love you,” I said, my voice steady. “I can’t believe how lucky I am to be… whatever this is to you. It’s not just the sex. I mean, I’m smart enough to know that I will never have what we have with anyone else. But your work? There’s no shame in that. None.”

“And you’re not jealous?” she asked, her voice quiet but pointed, her eyes narrowing slightly as she studied me. I could feel her analyzing every shift in my expression, every flicker of emotion I didn’t mean to reveal. Becky was always ready to pounce on the slightest micro-expression, and she was rarely wrong.

I hesitated, the pause enough to make her lips twitch in amusement.

“No,” I said finally. “I’m not jealous. I mean…” I sighed, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “Actually, I feel jealous, but…”

Her smirk widened. “It turns you on,” she said, her voice low and knowing.

I let out a soft laugh, shaking my head at how easily she’d pinned me down. “It really does, Becky. All those men. And you’re talking to them and playing with yourself, and I can’t see any of it. It’s just… all there in that room, and none of it is for me.”

Her eyes lit up with realization, a spark of something playful and sharp. She nodded slowly, leaning toward me as her hand slid onto my knee. The movement caused her wrap to slip further, exposing both her breasts. Her pink nipples were puffed and erect, and my breath caught as the sight added fuel to the fire already burning inside me.

“You’ve jerked off to it,” she said simply, her tone more statement than question.

I sighed, the heat in my cheeks intensifying as I nodded. “Yeah,” I admitted.

Her hand tightened slightly on my knee. “Thank you,” she said, her voice soft but full of meaning. “I love that you can be honest with me. And those men—and women, full disclosure,” she added with a teasing smirk, leaning back in her chair. The wrap slipped entirely, leaving her bare, but she made no move to cover herself. “They don’t get to see what you do.”

“I know,” I said softly, meeting her gaze.

Her smile broadened, and she stood, her movements languid and deliberate as if she knew the effect they had on me. “Gotta go. I have work to do,” she said, her tone light but teasing.

“Have fun,” I replied, my voice steady, though my body betrayed me as my eyes followed her. As she walked past, the subtle scent of her arousal wafted toward me, sharp and unmistakable. It was enough to make my cock stir again, despite the fact I was already drained.

Just as she reached her office door, she paused, her hand on the knob. She turned back to look at me, her expression playful but calculating, like she’d thought of something she couldn’t resist saying.

“So, just to clarify,” she said, her voice dripping with faux innocence, “when you jerk off, do you…?” She tapped her index finger against her mouth, letting her tongue flick out to rub against the tip of her finger in a slow, deliberate motion.

My breath hitched, and I fought to maintain my composure. “I know the rules,” I said, trying to sound unaffected, though I could feel the heat rising in my face. The effort was wasted, of course. My tongue darted out reflexively to wet my lips, a betrayal of my desire that Becky didn’t miss for a second.

Her eyes sparkled with triumph, and she winked. “Good boy!” she shouted with a laugh, her voice ringing out as she closed the door behind her. The sound of her laughter lingered, teasing and deliberate, and I knew it was meant to trigger me.

And it did. I barely made it to my own room before I was on the edge again, her words replaying in my mind. I gave in, jerking off right there, my body tense with the need she’d planted in me so effortlessly. When I came, I followed the rules, lapping it up with the same eagerness I knew would make her proud.

Becky had me, quite literally, in the palm of her hand. She was insatiable in so many ways, always hungry for more—for more control, more pleasure, and especially more of the stories I tried to keep buried. She couldn’t seem to get enough of digging into the wreckage of my failed marriage, pulling out pieces and holding them up to the light, examining them with the same intensity she brought to every aspect of our relationship.

And the most maddening part? I let her. I wanted her to. Even when it felt like she was peeling away layers I wasn’t ready to shed, I trusted her, completely.


The Best Man

Dave was the best man at my wedding to Louisa. At the time, he had a steady girlfriend, Abigail, and the four of us spent a lot of time together in the first couple of years of my marriage. Abigail was a slightly chubby but extremely busty redhead with a bubbly personality that made her impossible not to like. She was warm and funny, quick to laugh, and even quicker to call Dave out on his bullshit. But beneath her confidence, I think she was always a little insecure—especially when it came to the attention Dave paid to other women.

We were all young, with no kids, full of energy and constantly looking for the next fun night out. It was flirty, fueled by plenty of social lubricants—drinks, laughter, and inside jokes. But it was mainly chaste. At least, Louisa and I weren’t thinking that way at all. We were happy, focused on each other, and didn’t question the dynamic too much.

Looking back, though, I wonder if Abigail saw things differently. She often seemed jealous of the way Dave would flirt with Louisa, his charm as sharp as ever despite being in a relationship. Then again, most girls Dave dated were jealous—because Dave wasn’t exactly faithful. He was charming, confident, and always a little too free with his affections, even when he was supposedly committed.

One night, as we sat around the table sharing drinks, Dave launched into one of his stories. “So, Abigail has this thing,” he started, his tone conspiratorial, as if he were sharing some juicy secret.

Louisa leaned forward, already invested. “Oh no, here we go,” she said, half-laughing.

Dave grinned, clearly enjoying the attention. “She loves it when I cum on her. Like, she gets off on it. Begs for it.”

“Dave, too much information!” Louisa exclaimed, her cheeks flushing bright red as she waved a hand in protest. “Seriously!”

But Dave wasn’t done. “No, no, listen,” he said, leaning in as if he were sharing a valuable life lesson. “It’s not just the act. It’s the anticipation, you know? She’ll tell me exactly where she wants it—on her tits, on her face—and I swear, she comes harder when I do it than when I’m actually inside her.”

Louisa’s jaw dropped, and she covered her face with her hands, half-laughing, half-mortified. “Dave! Oh my God, stop!”

Abigail, sitting next to him, swatted his arm playfully, her own face pink with embarrassment, but she didn’t deny a word of it. “You’re impossible,” she muttered, though the small, proud smile tugging at her lips didn’t go unnoticed.

At the time, it all seemed harmless—just Dave being Dave, Abigail rolling with it like she always did. But when Abigail finally got tired of waiting for a ring and broke things off, the dynamic shifted. Dave didn’t seem to miss her much. He still came around just as often, hanging out at our apartment, but now he was unattached.

Without Abigail there as a buffer, things between Dave and Louisa took on a different tone. Louisa didn’t seem to mind having all of Dave’s focus. In fact, she leaned into it, asking him more about his dating life, prompting him with questions, laughing at his stories. And Dave? He flirted with her the way he always had, but now it felt sharper, more deliberate.

He’d still tell her dirty details, embellishing just enough to make her blush. “Oh, Dave, too much information!” she’d protest, waving her hands as if to push the image away. But where before there was a safety net—Abigail’s presence, the unspoken boundaries it provided—now there was none.

And the tension? It stayed. It lingered in the air, thick and undeniable, curling into every interaction like smoke.

I started to notice the little things. The way Louisa’s cheeks would flush when Dave paid her a compliment, the nervous giggle she gave when he made a suggestive joke. Or the way her posture shifted slightly when he was near her, her body angling toward him even as she glanced at me to make sure I wasn’t watching too closely.

And Dave? He loved every second of it. He thrived on the attention, the subtle power he held over her. Once, he complimented her dress—a simple, offhand remark—and when her blush rose in response, he grinned wickedly. “Oh, there’s that blush,” he said, loud enough for me to hear from across the room. “Marky’s going to need to rail you properly tonight.”

“Jesus, Dave!” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “Really?”

Dave shrugged, completely unfazed, his grin widening as he sipped his wine. But it was Louisa who drew my attention. She blushed deeper, her face turning an unmistakable shade of pink as she lowered her eyes. She laughed nervously, her voice soft but clear enough to cut through the tension.

“Marky doesn’t rail me, Dave,” she said, glancing up briefly before dropping her gaze again.

Dave shook his head, his expression somewhere between amused and pitying. “That’s a damn shame,” he said, his voice low and full of implication.

Louisa hesitated for a moment, clearly flustered, before she spoke again, her voice trembling slightly as she forced herself to look up. “No, I mean… we don’t talk like that. But we… we fuck.”

The way she strained to say the word, almost choking on it as she pushed it past her lips, made Dave laugh even harder. He leaned back in his chair, practically beaming with satisfaction. “Okie doke,” he said, raising his glass in a mock toast.

He loved pressing buttons—mine, Louisa’s, anyone’s. It didn’t matter whose. Dave had a knack for finding leverage, instinctively zeroing in on the things that made people squirm, and then jamming his finger on the switch over and over just to watch them jump. It was like a game to him, one he played with an effortless charm that somehow kept him from getting punched in the face. Most of the time.

When we were growing up, I didn’t mind it. Hell, back then, it was great. Dave pushed me to do things I wouldn’t have dared to try on my own. We had adventures—late-night escapades, road trips with no destination, harebrained schemes that somehow always worked out. He made life exciting in a way I’d never have managed without him.

But as we got older, the dynamic shifted. I became more independent, started earning money, and eventually settled down with Louisa. I started thinking about the future in ways Dave never seemed to. He worked in sales (naturally) and always had cash on hand, but it was like watching someone live in a perpetual present. He spent as fast as he earned, never putting anything aside, always confident there’d be more. For Dave, there was always another deal, another hustle. He’d be fine. Until he wasn’t.

I think, in some ways, he felt abandoned by me—left behind as I moved forward. At the time, I didn’t see it that way. I thought I was just growing up. But Dave? He saw it as a betrayal, even if he’d never admit it outright.

And me? I pitied him. That was my biggest mistake. Pity was the one thing Dave couldn’t tolerate, the one thing that made him dig his heels in and fight back, sometimes in the most destructive ways.

“So,” Becky said, her tone light but laced with curiosity as I told her the story. “When it was the four of you hanging out, you guys never…”

“Fucked? No,” I said with a laugh, shaking my head. But the laugh faded quickly, and I grew quiet.

Becky’s eyes lit up at the shift in my demeanor, her instincts kicking in immediately. She seized on it, her lips curving into a sly smile. “So, it was all just flirty fun?” she asked, her fingers darting to tickle me under the arm.

We were naked on the living room floor—her favorite place to fuck. She always said it was neutral territory, free of the connotations that came with beds, and it gave us the most space to move. I jerked and squirmed as her fingers found that maddeningly sensitive spot under my arm, laughing helplessly as I tried to wriggle away.

“No,” I protested through gasping laughter, “it was just a hang.”

Becky wrestled with me until she was on top, straddling me and pinning my arms above my head. Her grip was firm but playful, and I didn’t fight it. I liked the fleeting feeling of helplessness, the way she took control so effortlessly. At least now her hands weren’t tickling me.

She leaned down, her voice softening as her lips brushed close to my ear. “So, not once did you ever…” She wriggled her hips against mine, teasing me as her body slid lower. “Consider, maybe…” Her hips moved deliberately, sliding toward my groin, and I felt a flutter in my stomach—the telltale sensation I always got when Becky was closing in on something, her curiosity zeroing in on a vulnerability I hadn’t yet admitted to her.

I shook my head, but the gesture felt weak, unconvincing. Becky noticed immediately, her smirk widening as she studied my face.

“And you never fantasized one bit?” she asked, her voice low and coaxing.

I shook my head again, but this time it was slower, almost hesitant. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction at the crack in my resolve.

“The memory of Dave fucking his date in front of you,” she murmured, her tone dropping even lower. “Of your date going down on her. That memory that you’ve jerked off to so many times…” She paused, her eyes locked on mine as her hips ground gently against me. “That memory never once flashed in your mind when you were all flirty and drunk? When Louisa blushed and looked at Dave just a little too long—?”

I swallowed hard, my chest tightening as her words hit their mark. The heat in my cheeks betrayed me before I could even try to deny it, and Becky’s grin widened, triumphant.

Becky suddenly stopped sliding down my body, her movements freezing mid-shift. I felt her ass press firmly against my cock, the warmth and softness sending a jolt through me. She tilted her head, her face frozen in mock surprise.

“Oh my, someone’s lie detector is going off,” she said, her voice teasing as she gave a playful wiggle that made my cock twitch.

“That’s just because you’re sexy, Becky,” I said quickly, hoping to deflect her.

She shook her head and tsked, her smirk widening as her eyes sparkled with mischief. “We don’t hold out on each other, do we?” she asked, her tone light but laced with that commanding edge I could never resist.

I sighed, knowing there was no way out. “No, ma’am,” I said, the words slipping out before I could stop myself. I regretted them immediately, but Becky’s expression changed instantly. Her smirk deepened, her eyes narrowing as she tilted her head.

“Oh,” she said softly, her tone dripping with delight. “Ma’am, huh? That’s new. I think I like it.”

I flushed, trying to maintain eye contact despite the heat rising in my cheeks. Becky was relentless when she sensed something new to play with.

She leaned down slightly, her voice dropping lower. “I know I’m just a single lady—and always will be—but I think I deserve to know what I’m playing with here, right?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice quieter now.

“So,” she said, drawing the word out as her hips shifted slightly against me, her wetness brushing against my shaft, “tell me. While the four of you flirted and talked late into the night, you never once entertained the thought of the four of you fucking?”

Her words hit me like a shockwave, and I hesitated, the memory rushing back unbidden. Becky waited, her hips still and her eyes locked on mine, patient but expectant. I exhaled slowly, the tension in my chest building until I finally gave in.

“Fine,” I said, shaking my head. “Yes. You win.”

“Goody!” she said, her eyes squinting with victorious delight as her grin widened. She leaned back slightly, her hips shifting again, and this time she slid her pussy deliberately along my cock. The slick heat of her lips stroking my shaft made me groan softly, my body arching toward her as she began a slow, teasing rhythm.

Her movements were light, barely there, but enough to drive me crazy as her wetness coated me. She hummed softly, clearly enjoying my reaction.

“I thought about it a lot,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “But I never thought it would happen. And I never encouraged it.”

She paused, her hips stilling completely as she cocked her head to the side, giving me that look—half amusement, half challenge. It was as if her entire expression said, Really?

“God damn it, you’re mean. You know that?” I said, my voice strained with both arousal and frustration.

Her smirk widened, unbothered by my complaint. “Yes, I do,” she said calmly, her tone laced with satisfaction. “I’m mean, and you love it. So…” She tilted her head again, waiting, her gaze boring into mine as if daring me to resist.

I sighed, knowing there was no escape. “So, maybe…” I began, the words catching in my throat. “Maybe I encouraged the flirting.”

Becky’s smile turned wicked as she nodded, her approval palpable. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice a low purr as she began sliding her hips again. The slow, deliberate movement of her slick pussy against my cock made me groan, my body tensing with need.

“You enjoyed watching your wife blush and smile and flirt,” she said, her words cutting straight to the heart of the memory.

“Yessss,” I hissed, my head tilting back as her pace quickened slightly, teasing me with every motion.

“And you wouldn’t make the first move,” she continued, her voice soft but relentless, “but you knew Dave might… one day… push it a little too far.”

The words hit me like a shockwave, the truth of them undeniable. My breath hitched as the memory played out in my mind—Louisa blushing, Dave’s cocky grin, the tension that had always lingered just beneath the surface.

“Fuck. Yes,” I groaned, the confession spilling out of me.

“And maybe his girlfriend would fuck you, too,” Becky said, her voice dripping with playful malice as her hips pressed harder against me.

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my head tilting back as her words sank deep, stirring something raw inside me.

“And your wife would let Dave fuck her,” she continued, her tone lower now, more coaxing, “right there in front of you.”

I groaned again, the sound guttural and unrestrained, as my body tensed beneath hers.

“And you’d watch him make her cum,” she said, her words deliberate and biting, each one a twist of the knife she knew would undo me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, the confession spilling out like a dam breaking. My hands twitched at my sides, desperate to hold her, to move her, but I didn’t dare. She held all the power, and I didn’t want to break the spell.

She stilled suddenly, her hips hovering just above me, her wet heat maddeningly close but denying me the friction I craved. “Are you going to cum for me now?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing as she watched my every reaction.

“No,” I managed, though the word came out shaky and unconvincing. “Yes,” I admitted quickly, my breath catching. “I’m so close.”

Her smirk widened as she leaned down, her lips brushing against my ear. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, you’re close. You wanted it, didn’t you? You wanted them to.”

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, my voice trembling. “Please. Please, I’m—”

My words dissolved into incoherent gasps as her hips moved again, just enough to push me right to the edge, her wetness sliding torturously slow along my cock. She was relentless, her control absolute, and I was completely at her mercy.

“Tell me,” she commanded, her voice low and insistent, her lips brushing close to my ear.

“Yes. Fuck yes,” I groaned, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I jerked off to it so many times. Her face. Her moans. Him… taking her.”

“Thank you, thank you,” Becky whispered, her tone soft but fervent, as though my confession was a gift she’d been waiting for. She ground down hard on my cock, her wetness and heat sending shockwaves through my body. “Cum for me, baby,” she murmured, her voice both commanding and soothing.

I couldn’t hold back. My body convulsed as I spurted over and over, the cum gushing between us, slick and hot against our bellies. Becky groaned, her own arousal peaking as she ground her clit against me with frantic intensity. Her breath hitched, her moans spilling into my ear as her body trembled and she came, the rhythm of her movements slowing as waves of pleasure wracked her.

She collapsed against me, her body warm and soft, her breathing ragged. We lay there for a few minutes, the only sound in the room our shared panting. Then, she spoke, her voice lazy but satisfied. “That feels so good, baby,” she said, her tone dripping with praise. “All your spunk smeared all over us.”

She lifted herself slightly, the sudden coolness of the air against the slick mix of our fluids making me shiver. I felt the sticky mess between us shift as she stood, the cum starting to trickle down my skin. She walked to a chair nearby and sat down, her hips perched at the edge, her legs stretching out in front of her. Her confidence was palpable, her every movement deliberate.

She pointed to a spot in front of her, her eyes meeting mine with a look that brooked no argument. I stood, my legs trembling slightly, and walked over to her. Instinctively, I started to kneel, but she shook her finger at me, her expression a mix of amusement and command.

“No,” she said softly. “Not yet.”

I stood there, feeling the slickness of the thinning liquid running down my legs. My belly was coated in the mess, the sticky mix of my cum and her wetness clinging to my skin. Small clumps had formed, catching the light as they slid down in slow, viscous trails. I felt exposed, raw, utterly at her mercy—and I loved every second of it.

Her eyes roamed over me, her gaze drinking in every detail of my body and the evidence of what we’d just shared. The silence between us was heavy, charged, as she let the moment stretch, her control over me as firm and unyielding as ever.

With her finger, Becky pointed and drew an imaginary circle around my belly button. Her smirk was playful, but her eyes were sharp, watching my every move. I understood what she wanted without her needing to say it. Slowly, I brought my hand up to scrape the dripping cum from my skin, letting it pool in my palm.

She nodded in approval, her gaze never leaving mine.

I raised my hand to my mouth and licked it clean, my tongue swirling over my palm as I swallowed. Her smile widened, and I heard the wet, rhythmic sounds as she fingered herself, her fingers moving with deliberate precision. The sound was intoxicating, pulling me deeper into the moment.

“Finish,” she said, her voice low but commanding.

I began again, carefully scraping and scooping all the sticky mess from my body into my hand, working methodically as her gaze bore into me. Each time, I brought my hand to my mouth, licking it clean, savoring the taste and the act itself. The humiliation, the surrender—it all fueled the heat between us.

“Look at you, Marky,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “So eager. So polite. What won’t you do for me?”

I shook my head silently, knowing the answer was nothing. There was nothing I wouldn’t do for her.

Her smile deepened as she motioned me closer, her finger curling to beckon me. She gestured for me to kneel between her legs, and I obeyed without hesitation, my body lowering until I was at eye level with her glistening pussy.

“I like this,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I get off on controlling you, Marky.”

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. Her admission sent a fresh wave of heat through me, and I felt my cock stirring again despite the thorough release I’d already had.

“But, Marky,” she continued, her tone shifting slightly, “I’m not like Dave. I’m not jealous. I’m not an asshole. I’m not trying to bring you down.”

I shook my head vehemently. I had never thought of Becky and Dave as remotely similar, though her words made me realize there was a sliver of overlap—a section of the Venn diagram where they each crossed over me. But the intentions behind their actions couldn’t have been more different.

She leaned forward slightly, her fingers still teasing her clit, her eyes burning with intensity. “Dave saw what I saw and abused it,” she said, her voice filled with conviction. “He saw you as a victim, your wife as a conquest. But me? I see your need—your nature—and I want to glory in it.”

Her words sent a shiver through me, the truth of them cutting deep. She wasn’t trying to shame me or manipulate me; she was trying to free me, to free us.

“I want to release us, Marky,” she said, her voice softening, though her gaze remained unyielding. “I want us to strip away our shame and become whole. Do you want that, Marky? Do you want to cum with me?”

The double entendre wasn’t lost on me, and despite the weight of the moment, I couldn’t help but smile. The corners of my lips twitched, and a small chuckle escaped before I could stop it.

"That too," she said, her voice soft but laden with meaning.

In that moment, it felt like everything else fell away. My heart lifted, my face flushed, and a tingling spread through my body—a sensation I couldn’t fully explain. It was new, overwhelming, and unlike anything I’d felt before. The look we shared in that instant felt electric, a jolt of pure, unfiltered connection that left me breathless.

I nodded, my voice trembling as I said, “I want this. Please.”

Becky’s eyes softened, and she reached over, her hand sliding to the back of my head. She pulled my face into her sticky belly, the warmth of her skin and the remnants of our shared passion filling my senses. Without hesitation, I kissed her, my lips pressing against the messy evidence of what we’d done. I licked her, tasting her and myself in equal measure.

“You’re such a good cum slut, Marky,” she said, her voice a low, sultry purr as she smeared my face in the sticky mess.

“Mm. Hmm,” I murmured against her skin, the sound vibrating from my throat as I gave in completely to her control.

“Make me clean, Marky,” she commanded.

The words unlocked something primal in me. I lost my mind, consumed by lust and the desire to please her. I became frantic, my tongue lapping and slurping over her belly with wild abandon. I searched every crevice, every fold, leaving no trace of the sticky mess behind. It felt like I was devouring not just her but my own dark confessions, written in clear ink on her body.

I kissed my way down, pulling her hips toward me as I helped her stand. My lips traced the trails of cum down her thighs, licking long, deliberate paths from her ankles to her hips. When I reached the leather seat of the chair, I bent down and sucked up the puddle that had pooled there, the act raw and filthy and utterly intoxicating.

Becky chuckled softly, her voice breathy as I coaxed her into a wider stance. I slid my hands along her legs, steadying her as I brought my face beneath her. My tongue worked its way from her ass to her pussy, not missing a single drop or dollop. I savored the taste of the cum clinging to her short-cropped pubic hair, licking and sucking until it was clean.

Finally, I brought my lips to her pussy lips, pressing soft kisses against her before letting my tongue slip inside. I explored her, teasing her clit with the tip of my tongue, letting it dance and circle in ways I knew drove her wild. She bucked against me, her thighs trembling as her knees threatened to give out. Her moans turned to screams as she came again and again, her body convulsing with pleasure.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I reveled in the power of making her lose control, of hearing her cry out my name. Her fingers tangled in my hair, tugging at first, but eventually her strength gave out, and she pushed me away with a weak nudge of her knee.

Panting, I sat back on my heels, licking my lips as I gazed up at her. Her chest heaved with each ragged breath, her head resting against the back of the chair. She regarded me through half-lidded eyes, her expression a mix of exhaustion and satisfaction.

“No man has pleased me more than you, Mark,” she said, her voice soft but resolute.

I closed my eyes, the weight of her praise washing over me like a warm tide. I basked in it, savoring the moment, letting it fill every corner of my being.

As she collapsed further into the chair, a lazy smile played on her lips. “It’s a shame I’ll forever be single,” she murmured, her tone teasing but full of affection.


Familiarity Breeds Contempt

I had grown so familiar with Dave hanging around our place that I didn’t question it anymore—not even on the days when I came home from work and found him already there. Louisa had earlier hours than I did, so she was usually the one to make dinner. And Dave often stayed to eat with us, so it didn’t seem odd.

No, it was odd. But I told myself it was normal, rationalizing it away like I always did. The truth was, whenever I came home and found the two of them together in the kitchen, laughing or chatting, I felt like the visitor. Like I was intruding on something.

There were glimpses—small moments I caught but tried to ignore. Dave would crack a joke, and Louisa would flash him a look, her eyes sparkling with something I couldn’t quite name. Then she’d glance at me, quickly looking down as though she’d been caught. It gnawed at me, but I pushed it aside. Dave was my best friend. Louisa was my wife. There was nothing to worry about.

And then there was the sex. Louisa started initiating with me more often. After Dave finally left at the end of the night, she’d be all over me—pulling me into the bedroom with an urgency I’d never seen from her before. It was thrilling, confusing, and slightly disorienting all at once.

One night, after Dave left, Louisa did something she’d never done before. She offered to give me head. Louisa had always been hesitant when it came to oral sex. She’d tried it a few times as foreplay, tentatively licking and kissing me before moving on to other things, but she had never actually gone through with a full blowjob.

“This is new,” I said as she knelt in front of me, my heart racing at the sight of her hands trembling slightly as they reached for me.

She glanced up at me, her cheeks flushed. “Is this right?” she asked, her voice soft, almost unsure.

I was so excited to have her mouth on me at last that anything would have been perfect. “Yes,” I said quickly. “But you don’t have to go so deep. Use your hand to stroke.”

“Like this?” she asked, wrapping her hand around my shaft and mimicking the motion.

My groan was all the encouragement she needed. She leaned forward, her lips wrapping around me, and I shuddered as her tongue worked tentatively along the underside of my cock. Her movements were clumsy but eager, and it wasn’t long before the combination of her mouth and her hand pushed me over the edge.

“Louisa,” I gasped. “I’m—”

It was too late. My cock pulsed in her mouth as I came hard, the orgasm hitting me like a freight train. Louisa sputtered as the first spurt hit her tongue, her head jerking back slightly. She choked, gagging as the taste hit her, and pulled away as my cum continued to spurt, splashing her lips and chin.

“Ugh, oh my God,” she said, her voice thick with disgust as she spat onto the floor. Her face twisted, her mouth hanging open as if she couldn’t bear to close it. “That’s so gross.”

“Wow,” I said, still breathless from the intensity of my release. “That was amazing. Thank you.”

She didn’t respond. Instead, she wiped her chin with the back of her hand, grimacing as she stared at the sticky mess. “Ugh,” she muttered, shaking her head. “It’s salty. Why is it salty?”

“It’s just… how it is,” I said, unsure of what else to say.

Her disgust was palpable as she reached for a tissue, wiping her hands furiously. “Boys like it when girls… swallow, right?” she asked, her tone flat and almost accusatory.

I nodded hesitantly. “I mean… I really do. But you don’t have to if—”

She interrupted me, her expression hardening as she looked at her slick hand. Tentatively, she gave it a small taste, gagging again as her face twisted. “Nope. Nope. Not happening,” she said quickly, standing up. “God, that’s disgusting. How do people do that?”

I watched as she walked to the bathroom, shaking her head the entire way. The door slammed shut, and I sat there, unsure of how to feel. The moment had been thrilling, but her reaction left me cold.

When she came back, her face freshly washed, she climbed into bed without a word. I reached for her, but she shook her head. “Not tonight,” she said. “That was… a lot.”

I nodded, lying back as the unease settled over me again. The memory of her gagging echoed in my mind, along with the look in her eyes as she spat out my cum. It wasn’t just disgust. It was something deeper—something I didn’t want to think about too hard.

She kept experimenting with me, and I let her. Hell, I encouraged her. It felt like the happiest time of our marriage, a second wind that swept away the stagnant routines and breathed life into our bedroom. Those intrusive thoughts about her and Dave were easier to ignore then. I told myself she was just exploring her sexuality, and I was the lucky beneficiary.

Becky interrupted my story, her voice cutting through my reverie. “But she was practicing.”

Her words hung in the air like a challenge. I hesitated. “When I look back at it... yeah.”

“And did you take advantage of that?” she pressed.

“What do you mean?”

Becky’s gaze locked onto mine, unyielding. We were standing in the kitchen, a half-eaten apple between us. She wore one of her outfits from her last session, a sheer black bodysuit that clung to her curves like it was painted on. The pink flush of her nipples stood out starkly against the transparent fabric, and the faint shadow of her trimmed pubic hair peeked through where the material dipped over her pussy. It wasn’t just provocative—it was intentional. She knew the power she wielded and used it like a blade.

She paused mid-bite, setting the apple slice down with deliberate care, and reached for me. Her fingers grazed my shoulder, soft but insistent, sending a subtle shiver down my spine. Her touch carried the weight of the conversation, a silent command not to look away.

“Be honest with yourself,” she said, her voice low and firm. “In the back of your mind, you had… suspicions, didn’t you?”

My throat felt tight. “Yeah.”

“And you’ve admitted you secretly fantasized about them fucking.”

“Yeah, but not consciously,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Okay,” she said, leaning in slightly, her breath warm against my cheek. “I’ll leave that alone for now. But think about it—you had your woman, all horny and experimental, and you knew why. You knew.”

The accusation hit like a punch to the gut. My chest tightened, a visceral reaction to the truth I couldn’t deny. Becky was right. She was always right, infuriatingly precise, stripping away the layers I used to shield myself from my own thoughts.

I sighed heavily, the weight of it all pressing down on me. “Maybe,” I admitted, the word dragging itself out of me like a reluctant confession.

“Don’t fuck with me, Mister,” Becky teased, her lips curving into a knowing smirk. Her voice was light, but the weight of her words pressed down on me like a spotlight. She leaned back against the counter, her hips tilting just enough to remind me of her presence in that sheer bodysuit. “You had a horny girl practically throwing herself at you, and you weren’t about to look a gift blow job in the mouth. You knew why she was curious about all those new things. You knew she was thinking about getting better…”

“For him,” I finished, my voice low and resigned. The truth tasted bitter on my tongue. I let out a heavy sigh, the realization settling deeper in my chest. Damn, Becky was sharp—razor-sharp.

She laughed, soft and almost musical, but there was an edge to it. “Exactly. He was still playing your wingman. Winding her up, getting her worked into a frenzy, and then walking away like it was nothing. Leaving her for you to deal with—no, enjoy. And you did, didn’t you? You took full advantage.”

“I mean… at the time…” I started, but my words faltered under her gaze.

“Sure, Marky,” she said, cutting me off with a playful roll of her eyes. “Tell yourself whatever you need to. But let’s be honest here—and I’m not accusing you of doing anything wrong—” Her tone softened for just a moment, then sharpened again, “but you could have talked to her about what you were noticing. You could have asked her what she was feeling, or asked her what she really wanted. Maybe, just maybe, she would have opened up to you a little. Maybe she still would have done all the same things, but at least she would have been doing them with you.”

I was silent. That one stung. The story I’d been telling myself—the one where my best friend stole my wife—was starting to crumble under Becky’s relentless scrutiny. She was forcing me to see things I hadn’t dared to before: that maybe I could have saved it all. Or worse, that maybe I didn’t want to save it. That maybe Louisa had wanted me to see everything she was doing.

Becky nudged me, her elbow brushing against my side. “Are you thinking, or are you pouting?” she asked, her tone playful but edged with challenge.

I laughed, though it came out a little hollow. “Both,” I admitted. “Do you think… maybe it’s not that I was picking up on little clues? That maybe Louisa wasn’t trying to be subtle about her feelings for Dave at all? What if—what if she wanted me to fight for her?”

Becky tilted her head, her expression unreadable. “I don’t think we can know that for sure,” she said after a moment. “All I’m trying to explore is why you didn’t say anything. Why you just… let it get so far.”

Her words struck a nerve, but they also carried a strange sense of relief. Like she wasn’t blaming me, just asking me to face the truth. I turned to her, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her close. Her body fit against mine like it belonged there, her warmth radiating through the sheer fabric she wore.

“You’re my little laser pointer,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “And I’m just a cat chasing.”

Becky nuzzled into my chest, her movements slow and deliberate, like she was savoring the moment. I felt the press of her hips against my thigh, subtle at first, then more insistent. Her breath warmed the hollow of my throat, and when she tilted her head back to look up at me, her eyes sparkled with something unspoken.

Her hand slid downward, a featherlight touch that sent a ripple of heat through my body. She lingered just long enough to make me ache, her lips curving into a teasing smile.

“I guess I owe you a confession,” she murmured, her voice a low purr.

“You don’t owe me anything,” I said, my voice unsteady, though I wasn’t sure if it was from her words or her proximity.

“Of course not,” she replied, her tone soft but laced with a teasing edge. “But I want to tell you.” She began to sink slowly to her knees, the movement deliberate, her gaze never leaving mine. “And you want to hear it, don’t you?”

Her hands slid up the sides of my sweatpants, her long, painted nails leaving a trail of heat in their wake. When she reached the outline of my erection, her touch lingered, tracing its shape through the fabric with just enough pressure to make my breath hitch. The faint scent of her perfume mixed with the warmth of her body so close to mine, intoxicating and overwhelming.

I nodded, but that wasn’t enough for her.

She looked up at me, her lips slightly parted, her expression expectant. “Say it,” she commanded, her voice low and sultry.

“Please,” I managed, my throat dry. “Please, tell me.”

Her smile widened, a mix of mischief and triumph. “That boyfriend I had?” she started, her fingers now playing with the waistband of my sweatpants. “The one who surprised me with the facial?”

The image hit me hard—too hard. My cock throbbed against her touch, betraying every effort I made to keep my composure. Her eyes flicked down for just a moment, catching the reaction, and when she looked back up at me, there was something sharper in her expression.

“Interesting,” she murmured, her voice taking on a playful, almost clinical tone. “You like picturing my face covered in cum?”

The words hit like a jolt of electricity, and I stammered, scrambling for a denial that wouldn’t come. She didn’t wait for me to recover. Shaking her head, she silenced me with a single, slow stroke of her hand along my length, still separated by the thin fabric.

“Don’t bother lying,” she said, her voice now a whisper that curled around me like smoke. “I can see it. I can feel it.”

“It’s OK,” she said softly, her tone equal parts reassurance and command. Her fingers lingered at the waistband of my sweatpants, playing with the fabric like a predator toying with its prey. “I know you wouldn’t do that…”

She paused, her eyes locking onto mine with a deliberate intensity. Then, with a slow, deliberate tug, she pulled the waistband down, freeing my cock. It sprang upward, bobbing in the air, the cool kitchen air contrasting sharply with the heat radiating from my skin.

“…Unless I gave you permission,” she finished, her voice dropping to a whisper, heavy with implication.

Her gaze flicked to my cock, her expression equal parts amused and satisfied. A bead of pre-cum welled at the tip, catching the light. She reached out, her fingertip brushing over it in a motion so gentle it made me shudder. She tilted her head as if studying my reaction, her lips curving into a faint smile.

“But I haven’t let you, have I?” she asked, her voice calm, almost clinical, as though she were confirming an obvious fact.

I shook my head, the motion automatic, my throat too dry to form words. Her question wasn’t just rhetorical—it was a reminder of the unspoken rules we both knew I wouldn’t dare to break.

Her smile widened, her fingers tracing the length of my cock with a featherlight touch that sent a jolt of need straight through me. “And you’re a good boy, Marky, aren’t you?” she purred, her tone dripping with mock sweetness.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, the words coming out hoarse and strained, as though she’d wrung them from me.

Her laugh was soft but full of satisfaction. “That’s right,” she murmured, her fingertip circling the head of my cock before pulling away, leaving me aching and wanting. “Good boys always wait for permission.”

She smiled broadly, her eyes gleaming with a mix of mischief and nostalgia. “So,” she began, her voice dripping with playful confidence, “that boyfriend I told you about? One time, while I was giving him one of my expert sloppy, wet blow jobs…”

She let the words hang in the air, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as if savoring the memory. I couldn’t help but picture it, the vivid image flooding my mind and sending a surge of heat through my body.

“He pulled out his camera,” she continued, her tone turning conspiratorial, like she was letting me in on a delicious secret. “Just out of nowhere. He aimed it right at me while I was mid-suck. And, of course, I put my hand up to block the lens—what else was I supposed to do?” She mimed the gesture, her smile widening. “But you know what he did?”

Her eyes locked onto mine, daring me to guess. I didn’t speak, my breath caught in my chest as I waited for her to continue.

“He pushed my hand away,” she said, her voice dropping to a near whisper, as though confessing a forbidden thrill. “He told me he wanted something to jerk off to later. Said I was so hot he couldn’t get enough of me.”

She laughed lightly, the sound warm but tinged with something darker, something raw. “And you know what? I felt flattered. So flattered, in fact, that I decided to really give him a good show.”

Her eyes sparkled with the memory, and she leaned in closer, her breath warm against my skin. “I mean, if he wanted a performance, I wasn’t about to disappoint him. I went all in—tongue, hands, everything. I made it the sloppiest, dirtiest blow job he’d ever had. I wanted him to see just how good I could be.”

Her words were like gasoline to a flame, igniting a fire inside me that I couldn’t control. The way she spoke, the way her lips curled around each syllable—it wasn’t just a memory to her. It was a weapon, a deliberate act of seduction. She knew exactly what she was doing to me.

Becky moved with a deliberate rhythm, her lips sliding down my cock before noisily popping off the tip in a way that reminded me of scenes I’d only ever seen in pornos. The sound was obscene, wet, and deliberate, and it sent a shiver of raw lust through me. She let a trail of spit drip from her lips onto my shaft, the warmth trickling down before she leaned in, her tongue sweeping up every drop like she couldn’t let any go to waste. My knees wobbled, the strength draining from them as her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, firm and possessive.

“Not yet, Marky,” she said, her voice playful but commanding. She squeezed just enough to stop me from tipping over the edge, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I didn’t say ‘Simon Says.’”

I groaned, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I tried to hold myself together. She gave me a moment, watching as I panted and blew air through pursed lips, doing my best to calm the surge building inside me.

Her smile returned, slower this time, more teasing. “I let him use his hand to force my face down on his cock,” she said, the words slipping out casually, as though she wasn’t describing something so explicit.

Before I could process the confession, she leaned forward again, her lips parting to take me back into her mouth. This time, her pace was relentless. She bobbed on me rapidly, her head moving with an urgency that left me dizzy. Each motion took her farther down, her lips inching closer to the base until I felt them press against my skin, her nose buried in my pelvis.

I gasped as her tongue snaked out, the tip flicking over my balls while she held me there, buried in her throat. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of heat, wetness, and pressure that made my whole body shiver. Then she pushed herself even further, the tight muscles of her throat gripping me as I heard the unmistakable sound of her gagging.

It wasn’t just the sound—it was the determination in her movements, the way she didn’t pull back, didn’t hesitate. She forced herself down again and again, the gagging noises growing louder with each attempt, her eyes watering as she looked up at me. It was raw, unfiltered, and almost too much to bear.

“Stop, stop…” I panted, the words tumbling out in a rush.

Becky pulled off immediately, her lips releasing me with a wet, obscene sound. Her hand remained wrapped around me, firm and steady, her grip both grounding and commanding. Thick drool coated her mouth and chin, glistening in the light as she grinned broadly, letting her tongue loll out to lazily flick at the mix. She was a vision of debauchery, her confidence radiating from every pore.

“Good boy, Marky,” she cooed, her tone dripping with approval. “You’re so considerate of a lady.” Her grin widened as she leaned closer, her breath warm against my slick skin.

Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she continued, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur. “I played the slut for him, you know. It made me feel sexy. Powerful. I thought I was in control.” She let out a soft laugh, bitter and teasing all at once. “But he wasn’t kind like you, Mark. Not at all.”

She paused, her grip tightening slightly as she stroked me, her gaze flicking up to catch my reaction. “I let him film me as I begged him to coat my face with his thick spunk. I told him I was his dirty cum slut, there to wear and drink his cum. I smiled for the camera, eyes wide and unblinking, as he painted my face with pulse after pulse of his warm cum.”

My chest heaved as she spoke, her words wrapping around me like a vice. Her grip stayed firm, unrelenting, holding me on the edge of release. I could feel my balls tightening, the pressure building unbearably, but still, I didn’t come. I couldn’t. She had me locked down, her control absolute.

“I smeared his cock over my face as he kept spurting,” she continued, her voice a dangerous purr. “Used it to scrape it all into my mouth, swallowed every last drop for his camera. And then, like a good girl, I stuck my tongue out to show him how obedient I was.”

Her hand never faltered, her strokes measured and purposeful. My body trembled, caught in a tug-of-war between pleasure and restraint. Her lips brushed the crown of my cock, soft and teasing, as she murmured, “Easy, boy. Easy.”

I let out a shuddering breath, my pulse slowing as her control reined me back in. “You’re getting so good at that,” she praised, her voice laced with satisfaction. She leaned back slightly, rolling her eyes upward in mock thoughtfulness, her expression exaggerated—ever the actress.

“So, where was I?” she mused, tapping her lower lip with a single, delicate finger. “Ah, yes. The video. Our dirty little secret tape. I thought it was just for us.” Her tone shifted, a thread of tension weaving through her words. “But one day, I was at his place, and he and his friends were playing video games in the living room. I was sitting next to him on the couch, and something felt… off.”

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper as though sharing a forbidden secret. “I started to notice the way the boys were snickering, stealing glances at me when they thought I wasn’t looking. And that’s when I realized…”

“Oh, no,” I said, the words slipping out in a mix of disbelief and sympathy.

“Yeah,” Becky said quietly, her gaze dropping for the first time in our conversation. Her confidence dimmed, replaced by a shadow of vulnerability. “He sent them the video.”

The weight of her admission hit me like a punch to the gut. My stomach churned as I imagined the betrayal, the humiliation. She paused, her hands resting idly on my thighs, fingers tracing absent patterns as though grounding herself in the moment.

“I was mortified,” she continued, her voice soft and trembling with the memory. “Sick to my stomach. I thought… I thought it was just for him. Something intimate, something ours. But to find out they’d all seen me like that…” She trailed off, her shoulders sinking under the weight of what she was reliving.

My heart fell. The anger rose quickly to replace it, a white-hot surge of rage that clawed its way through me. My fists clenched instinctively at my sides, my jaw tightening. I wanted to go back in time, find this asshole, and make him pay. The thought of someone violating her trust like that, using her vulnerability for their own amusement, made my blood boil.

“You don’t have to—” I started, my voice tight.

She cut me off gently, her hand brushing against mine in a calming gesture. “No, it’s OK,” she said, her voice firmer now, like she was reclaiming her strength. “I need you to know. I’ve worked through it. I’m fine now. I wouldn’t tell you if I didn’t feel safe with you.”

Her words struck a chord deep within me, and I felt the anger begin to dissipate, replaced by something warmer, stronger. The pride that bloomed in its place was unexpected, but it swelled in my chest all the same. She felt safe with me. Safe enough to share something so raw, so deeply personal. That trust was a gift, and I could feel it reshaping my emotions, turning my rage into resolve.

She said, “One of the boys turned his phone toward me, like he couldn’t wait to twist the knife. And there it was—my sticky face staring back at me from under the harsh, unforgiving light of his screen. The angle was terrible, close-up and unflattering, the kind that didn’t leave room for pretense or dignity. My expression was blank, completely spent, and even though the sound was off, I could read my lips clear as day: ‘Thank you, daddy.’”

Her voice was steady, but I could feel the storm swirling beneath her calm exterior. Her grip on my thigh tightened, her nails digging in just enough to ground herself in the memory. I held my breath, waiting for her to continue, the tension between us thick and electric.

“At first, I wanted to run,” she said, her words picking up pace, spilling out like they couldn’t be contained anymore. “I wanted to get out of there, find the nearest bathroom, and just barf until I couldn’t anymore. But then, all of a sudden, that feeling—that shame—it evaporated.”

Her eyes met mine, and they were blazing, filled with something I couldn’t quite name but couldn’t look away from. “It wasn’t shame I felt,” she continued, her voice hardening. “It was something else. I looked at that video, at that girl—me—so fucking raw, so open, so vulnerable to someone she loved, and I realized I wasn’t disgusted by her. I was angry. Angry because she gave all of that, every fucking piece of herself, and he turned it into this.”

Her breathing grew heavier, and I could feel the heat radiating off her skin. “And that’s when I lost it,” she said, her words sharp and cutting. “I stood up, didn’t think twice, and I fucking punched that motherfucker right in the face.”

The room felt like it shifted, the sheer force of her story pulling the air out of the space. I could picture it vividly: Becky, rage burning hotter than her shame, standing up in a room full of snickering boys and landing that punch. The sound of her fist connecting. The shock on their faces. The power she took back in that single, unflinching act.

Her shoulders squared, her lips curling into a faint, triumphant smile. “It was a good punch, too,” she added, her tone almost casual now, like she was recounting a minor inconvenience. “Dropped him flat. I didn’t stick around to hear what they said after, though. I just walked out, head held high. Fuck him, fuck his friends, and fuck that camera.”

Emotion surged inside me, threatening to spill over. I started to lower myself, instinctively reaching for her, wanting to pull her into a hug. But before I could, she shook her head sharply, her eyes locking onto mine.

“Don’t move, Marky,” she commanded, her voice soft but unyielding.

I froze instantly, her words rooting me in place. Her hand slid slowly up my shaft, the deliberate pace making every nerve in my body come alive. Her other hand cupped my balls, her fingers curling around them with exquisite precision, gently pulling them back. The sensation was a perfect storm of pleasure and tension, so overwhelming that all thought evaporated, leaving only the raw, visceral feeling of her touch.

She leaned closer, her lips hovering just above me as she spoke. “I tell you that story,” she said, her tone measured, “so you can appreciate this. I want you to understand the privileges you earn for being honest and vulnerable with me.”

Her tongue darted out, flicking over the pearl of cum that had gathered at the tip of my cock. The movement was slow, deliberate, her tongue swirling around the blood-filled crown, leaving a trail of wet heat that made my knees tremble. She kept her eyes on me, watching every reaction, every flicker of pleasure that crossed my face.

“You see,” she continued, her voice a silken purr, “if you are patient with me, if we consent to this together, there is nothing I won’t do for you, Marky. I’ll learn all your little secrets, every twisted, beautiful desire you’ve kept locked away. And I’ll make you go mad bringing them to life.”

Her words were a promise, one that left me teetering on the edge of control. She tightened her grip on my balls, just enough to send a sharp jolt of pleasure-pain through me. I groaned, the sound low and guttural, spilling from my lips before I could stop it.

“But you’re also helping me work through my past, Marky,” she said, her voice soft but heavy with meaning. Her grip on me tightened slightly, her fingers teasing along my shaft. “I’m letting go of that trauma, rewriting it with a new context. Just me and you… and your pretty little cock, dripping with that tasty cum I can’t wait to savor.”

A deep, needy moan escaped me before I could stop it. My head fell back, my body completely under her control.

“Do you want to cum on my face, Marky?” she asked, her tone teasing, but the look in her eyes was anything but playful. It was daring, challenging, as if she already knew the answer and was just waiting for me to admit it.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my voice thick with desperation.

“I know you pictured it,” she continued, her words striking deep. “My face covered in my boyfriend’s cum, dripping, sticky, unashamed. I know you imagined him forcing his cock down my throat, making me take it.”

“Shit,” I hissed, her words fanning the fire inside me until it burned out of control.

Her lips curled into a slow, wicked smile. “It went so far down my throat, Marky,” she purred, her voice low and sultry, each word wrapping around me like a vice.

Before I could respond, she leaned in, taking me into her mouth with deliberate slowness. Her lips slid down the length of my cock until her nose pressed against my pelvis, her throat tightening around me. The sensation was electric, raw, and overwhelming. She stayed there for a moment, letting me feel her control, her mastery, before pulling back with an audible, wet suction.

She didn’t stop until her lips reached the tip, where she lingered, her tongue flicking against the sensitive crown. Then, with a loud, obscene pop, she released me, her eyes glinting with satisfaction as she watched my chest heave.

“You don’t make me gag, Marky,” she murmured, her voice soft but deliberate. Her lips brushed against the head of my cock as she spoke, sending shivers through my entire body. “You fit perfectly in my mouth.”

I trembled under her touch, my knees threatening to buckle as her hand tugged gently but firmly on my balls. The sensation was maddening, teetering between pleasure and torment. I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, completely at her mercy.

She smiled, her gaze flicking up to meet mine. “You have such a big load built up, baby,” she cooed, her words dripping with anticipation. “So much cum just waiting to spurt. Do you want to spray it all over my pretty face?”

I gasped, my chest heaving as I panted for air. The question sent a wave of heat crashing through me, my thoughts unraveling into a haze of need. “O-only if you want me to,” I sputtered, my voice barely audible.

Her smile deepened, wicked and knowing. “That’s right,” she purred. “Only if I say so. Only if I want it.”

I nodded furiously, desperate, helpless against her control. My cock throbbed in her grip, and I felt a bead of cum dribble from the tip, falling to the floor in front of her. The sight made her tsk softly, her lips curling in playful reprimand.

“Tsk, tsk,” she said, her voice smooth and teasing. “You’re about to burst, aren’t you?” She leaned in closer, her breath warm against me as her eyes locked onto mine. “I want you to fucking coat my face, Marky,” she whispered, each word sharp and deliberate, “but I want to hear you say, ‘Please.’”

The command hit me like a lightning bolt. My whole body tensed, and a strangled moan escaped my lips. “Oh, God, please,” I begged, my voice breaking under the weight of my need. “Please, please, can I cum?”

Her grin widened, her teeth catching the light as she held my gaze. “Where, Marky?” she asked, drawing the question out like a taunt.

“Please,” I pleaded, my voice cracking. “Can I please cum on your face? I want to so badly.”

“Do it. Fucking do it,” she commanded, her voice a sultry growl that sent a final, shuddering wave through me. She tilted her face up, presenting herself with deliberate grace, but her eyes never left mine. The unwavering contact burned into me, as if she were capturing my soul in that moment.

Her hands moved with purpose, releasing my balls and wrapping both palms around my shaft, stroking me in long, firm motions that built the pressure to an unbearable peak. I barely registered my own sharp intake of breath before the first spurt erupted from me. It arced across her forehead, thick and white, clinging to the dark strands of her bangs. She didn’t flinch. The next pulse landed on her cheek, sliding slowly toward the corner of her mouth.

My vision blurred, overtaken by a flash of white-hot ecstasy. I fought desperately to hold onto the moment, to lock in every detail: the way her half-lidded eyes stayed locked on mine, the glistening trails marking her skin, the way her lips curled into a smile as the heat of my release painted her face.

The thick, warm liquid coated her cheeks, her lips, her chin. It pooled on her skin, gleaming in the light, each pulse marking her as mine. She hummed softly, a sound of pure, unrestrained pleasure that vibrated in the air between us. It was intimate, grounding, as my body trembled with the force of the release.

I couldn’t control the sounds escaping me. They were raw, guttural, primal. A scream tore from my throat, echoing in the room as the last pulses coursed through me, leaving me utterly drained.

As I sagged, struggling to stay upright, she didn’t stop. Her hands continued to work me gently, guiding my cock across her face with a painter’s precision. She used it to spread the cum evenly, a thin sheen of white covering her cheeks, her lips, her nose. A stray gob clung to her lashes, and she didn’t blink, her gaze unwavering and full of satisfaction.

When the spasms finally subsided, she positioned the head of my cock over her mouth, holding it there for the last few weak dribbles. Her lips parted, and she gently sucked the last remnants out of me, her tongue flicking against the sensitive tip in a way that sent a final shiver through my overstimulated body.

I couldn’t stand anymore. My legs buckled, and I collapsed to the floor, sitting in front of her. My chest heaved, and my vision slowly came back into focus. When I looked at her, I froze. She was radiant, utterly glorious. Her face was a masterpiece of debauchery, streaked and glistening with my release.

She smiled at me, her expression soft yet triumphant. Lifting a single finger, she delicately swept the cum from her eyelashes, her movements slow and purposeful. She brought her finger to her lips and licked it clean, her eyes sparkling as she whispered.

“Was it all you hoped for?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing, yet her eyes searched mine for something deeper.

I shook my head, still breathless, still utterly undone. “I never hoped for this much,” I managed, my voice raw with awe. “Fuck, you’re amazing.”

Her lips curled into a satisfied smile, her expression radiating warmth and power all at once. “You earned it, baby,” she said, her tone equal parts praise and possession.

I exhaled heavily, the weight of the moment settling over me like a warm blanket. “I fucking love you,” I murmured, the words slipping out unbidden, yet carrying every ounce of truth I felt.

Her smile softened, and her face grew serene, a calmness washing over her as she met my gaze. “Kiss me,” she whispered, the command both tender and unyielding.

I hesitated for only a heartbeat, my eyes tracing the messy, glistening streaks of cum that adorned her face. The thick, white trails had started to thin, dripping slowly down her chin and onto the sheer fabric of her bodysuit. But her expression didn’t waver. She waited, her calm confidence drawing me in like a magnet.

Leaning forward, I kissed her chin first, my lips brushing over the sticky mess. The cooling texture was unfamiliar, but I let myself embrace it, letting my lips slide over her skin as I softly sucked in the remnants. The salty, musky taste filled my mouth, and I swallowed it without hesitation.

She purred in response, the sound vibrating against my lips. “Good boy cleans his mess,” she cooed, her voice warm with approval.

Her head tilted, and she pressed her lips to mine, soft and insistent. Our tongues met, sliding through the remnants of cum that still lingered between us, mingling our breaths and tastes in an act that felt both primal and intimate. She tilted her head back, baring her neck to me, her invitation clear.

I followed, my tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path up her throat. I lapped at the droplets as they trailed down her skin, savoring each one as if it were nectar. The taste, the intimacy, the rawness of the act sent shivers down my spine. I moaned softly as I worked, swallowing each drop with a reverence I couldn’t explain.

Along her chin, up her cheeks, along her earlobe—I left no inch untouched. I licked softly across her closed eyelids, my tongue moving with care, gathering every last trace. When I finally sat back, her face gleamed lightly, coated now with the sheen of my drying spit instead of the sticky remnants I had cleaned away.

She smiled, her expression radiant and triumphant, and turned her head from side to side as if showing off. “All done?” she asked, her voice playful but tinged with satisfaction.

I shook my head, my chest tightening with the depth of what I felt. “I’m never done with you, Becky,” I said, the words heavy with sincerity.

Her smile deepened, her eyes darkening as she leaned forward slightly. “I know,” she replied, her voice quiet but unshakable. “I own you now.”


The Sound

I leaned against the wall outside Becky’s studio door, my heart pounding in my chest. Inside, I could hear voices—hers, unmistakably breathless and sultry. She was panting, moaning, letting out the kind of sounds designed to pull someone under her spell.

The other voice was harder to catch, muffled through her computer speakers, but it was there. A man. A client. Someone on the other end of the camera, paying to see her, hear her, and lose himself in the illusion she created so effortlessly.

Becky and I were business partners. We shared this rented house, each with our own space for work—her studio for her cam sessions and my office where I consulted on web security. Our arrangement was professional, on paper at least. But moments like this? They blurred the lines in ways I couldn’t always control.

Today was one of those moments. I’d been heading to the kitchen, minding my own business, when the sound of her voice pulled me up short. I stopped in my tracks, ears straining to catch the unmistakable rhythm of her moans. They were exaggerated, of course. I knew that. I’d helped her cum for real—I knew the difference between her performances and her truth. But knowing didn’t stop the heat from flooding my body.

I couldn’t help myself. My feet moved before I could think, bringing me to her door. I leaned my head against the wall, pressing my ear closer, trying to amplify the sounds spilling from inside. Every gasp, every whimper, every carefully measured cry made my pulse race.

My hand drifted downward, almost instinctively, pressing against the bulge in my sweatpants. The ache was immediate, insistent. My fingers moved slowly, softly rubbing over the fabric, easing the tension while I stayed locked in place, listening.

“Cum with me,” I heard her say, her voice breathy and commanding, dripping with the kind of authority that sent shivers down my spine. For a brief, irrational moment, I wanted to obey her. My cock twitched at the idea, but I reminded myself she wasn’t talking to me.

This wasn’t for me. It was her work, after all. I knew better than to interrupt. Becky and I had an arrangement—one that made sense for the two of us, even if few outsiders would understand. When we first met, we’d both been burned by love, each of us firmly sworn off the idea of dating. I’d laughed when she handed me her number, entering it in my phone as Becky Forever Single. It was an inside joke that somehow encapsulated both our cynicism and our immediate connection.

And yet, here we were. Despite our best intentions, we’d ended up tangled together in ways neither of us had planned. We’d had sex—brain-melting sex—but even that hadn’t changed the terms of our relationship. We weren’t “together” together. There was no promise of exclusivity, no labels, no expectations. I didn’t see anyone else, and as far as I knew, she only met her clients through her cam sessions. But that didn’t mean I expected more from her. I didn’t dare.

Our intimacy wasn’t conventional. Half therapy, half experiment, it existed in a space we’d carved out for ourselves—one where boundaries blurred and rules didn’t apply. Becky was ten years younger than me but carried herself with the wisdom of someone who’d lived twice as long. Meanwhile, I was in my early thirties, fresh from a failed marriage, carrying the scars of my own mistakes. Neither of us was looking to repeat the past.

So, I didn’t push. I let her set the pace, steer the course. And Becky pushed me wherever she wanted. In the bedroom—or the living room, or the shower—she took the lead, exploring every corner of our shared kinks.

We discovered a few mutual favorites early on. She loved to have me eat her out after I’d cum inside her, her commands soft but insistent as she pushed my face between her legs. And I loved doing it for her, savoring the intimacy and the faint taste of myself on her skin. It wasn’t just the act—it was the way she praised me afterward, her voice dripping with approval, making me feel like I’d earned her satisfaction.

But there was more than praise. Becky wielded humiliation like a scalpel, cutting me down in ways that left me shivering and craving more. Sometimes subtle, sometimes not, her words left me feeling raw and exposed, but also alive in a way I couldn’t quite explain. I lived for it, for her, for the way she could unmake and remake me with nothing but a glance or a whisper.

This arrangement—this strange, electrifying dynamic—was enough for me. At least, I told myself it was. Because with Becky, I’d learned to surrender, to let go of the need to control or define. And in return, she gave me moments that left me utterly undone.

One day, we decided to spend the afternoon shooting photos. To an outsider, it might have looked like a date—leisurely meals at quaint cafes, strolls through parks, and stops at art galleries—but every moment had a purpose. At each stop, I helped capture photos and video clips of Becky in outfits that teetered on the edge of decency, designed to intrigue and provoke without crossing the line.

At breakfast, we found a small café bathed in natural light. The morning sun streamed through the windows, bouncing off the pale wooden floors and illuminating the private corner Becky had chosen. It was perfect—not too crowded, not too empty. After ordering, she slid into the booth opposite me, her short skirt riding up just enough to reveal a hint of creamy thigh. My job began almost immediately.

I held the camera discreetly under the table, angling it carefully for an upskirt shot. It seemed straightforward, but Becky was a perfectionist. She insisted on finding just the right balance of light and shadow, the angles that teased without revealing too much—or perhaps just enough. We had to make sure the images were risqué enough for her socials, yet within the bounds of what the platform allowed. She hated having to blur her content before posting. The real challenge was finding clever ways to hide her nipples or her bare pussy while pushing boundaries. If the fabric was sheer enough, you could practically showcase every delicate contour of her labia or the outline of her nipples and still stay technically compliant.

This game—this dance along the edge of explicitness—was something Becky loved. And she loved dragging me into it, too.

After snapping a shot, I handed her the camera. She grabbed it with practiced ease, zooming in on the screen to inspect my work. Her expression was impassive, but her eyes sparkled with mischief as she turned the screen toward me. “See this?” she asked, pointing at the image.

I swallowed hard. The photo was explicit enough to make my throat dry. The sheer material of her panties had done little to conceal her vulva, the delicate curves of her lips slightly puffy and unmistakable.

I nodded, feeling a flush creep up my neck. I couldn’t help but think of the hours I’d spent with my tongue tracing those same lips, learning every inch of her.

“Delete that one,” she said, her tone brisk but playful.

“A shame,” I said, feigning disappointment as I leaned closer. “You could put it behind the paywall.”

Her lips quirked into a sly smile. “You think?” She zoomed in further, the details on the screen becoming almost too intimate for me to handle. I could make out the faint blush of her clit, nestled beneath its hood, almost shyly hidden. She gestured up and down the visible slit with a delicate finger. “I don’t know. I’m not wet enough here, am I?”

I stammered, unsure how to respond. “I… I think it’s an effective shot.”

She handed the camera back to me with a shake of her head, her grin widening. “Try another before we lose the light.” She tossed her hair—today a sleek, blonde wig that fell to her shoulders, hiding her natural brunette pixie cut. Becky’s wigs were a part of her on-camera arsenal, carefully chosen to match the character she wanted to portray that day. She never wore them in public outside these shoots, always careful to maintain the line between her work life and the rest of the world.

I snapped another photo, adjusting the angle to catch the perfect balance of light and shadow as it filtered through the café window. Becky leaned over to grab the camera from my hands, her movements fluid and confident. She enlarged the image, holding the screen between us so we could both see.

“See how you can see a sheen on the inner lips?” she asked, her voice calm but purposeful, as though she were discussing an art project. “And my clit—it’s just a little more prominent here.”

“Y-yeah,” I stammered, the heat rising in my cheeks. “I can see that.”

She tilted her head toward me, her blond wig catching the light, giving her a soft halo effect that was completely at odds with her devilish smirk. As she leaned in closer, her hand slid between my legs, her palm brushing against my growing erection before resting on it with deliberate pressure.

“Yes,” she said, her lips curling into a wicked grin. “I think you can see that.” She squeezed my cock through the denim of my jeans, her fingers pressing firmly enough to make me suck in a sharp breath.

Her eyes sparkled as she added, “Save that one for the paywall.”

For a moment, my mind scrambled to process her words. My first thought was how sharp she was when it came to curating her content. She knew exactly what her audience wanted—what they’d pay for—and how to give it to them. My second realization hit harder: the photo was better because it captured her arousal. And why was she aroused? Because she was teasing me.

The entire day followed that rhythm, starting early and stretching into the evening. We planned the outing to take advantage of golden hour, the magical time when the sun dipped low and bathed everything in warm, flattering light. Those were her favorite moments, perfect for outdoor shots that showcased her figure in sheer, gauzy outfits. The kind of pictures where men zoomed in obsessively, searching for the faint pink hint of her nipples through the fabric or the soft curve where her breast met her ribcage.

Becky understood her audience’s gaze better than anyone. She even had me run online eye-tracking experiments to see where their attention lingered. It wasn’t just the cleft of her vulva, the curve of her ass, or the gentle slope of her breasts—they looked at her face, too. Her eyes, specifically. She had a way of adding a light crinkle to her smile, a hint of playfulness that made men believe she was enjoying their attention. And she was, in her own way.

But Becky’s self-awareness was unshakable. She didn’t need validation to know she was sexy and beautiful. The men who truly captivated her attention weren’t the ones obsessing over her body—they were the ones who laughed at her jokes, engaged with her stories, or complimented her on something unexpected. If she was wakeboarding, playing tennis, doing yoga, or trying out a new workout routine, she responded most to comments about her skill, technique, or suggestions for other fun activities to try.

For the rest, most of the flirty responses came from the chatbot I’d set up for her. It was a seamless system, replying to comments with just enough personality to keep the illusion alive. Not that it mattered—Becky never dated clients. That line was never crossed.

Midway through the day, we stopped at a tree-lined park nestled in the heart of the city. On weekends, the place would be bustling with joggers, dog walkers, and families, but on this quiet weekday afternoon, we had it almost entirely to ourselves. The stillness created a perfect backdrop for Becky to take risks, and she thrived on the thrill of it.

She wore a loose swimsuit cover-up over her thong bikini, a gauzy fabric that teased just enough of her curves to set the stage. As the camera came out, she let the cover-up slip from her shoulders, pooling at her feet to reveal the sweet, round curves of her ass framed perfectly by the delicate straps of her thong. Sometimes, she’d untie her bikini top, draping it loosely in her hands while using her arms to cover her breasts, teasing at exposure but never quite crossing the line.

If a jogger or cyclist came around the bend, I was ready. I had the cover-up in hand and could throw it to her in an instant. In those moments, I shifted into my “fashion photographer” role, adopting a professional air as though I were shooting for a magazine cover. Becky would play along seamlessly, striking confident poses and laughing lightly, as if nothing about it was risqué.

My favorite part of these sessions, though, was her constant “is this sexy?” check-ins. Between shots, she’d glance at me, her eyes flicking down to my pants, searching for the telltale bulge of my arousal. Sometimes, she wouldn’t settle for just a glance. She’d lean into me, her fingers brushing lightly against my crotch to check for herself.

“Do I need to bend over more?” she’d ask innocently, her voice laced with mischief.

“That’ll work,” I’d manage, my voice tight with restraint.

She’d arch her back, shifting her weight until her ass was perfectly framed by the light filtering through the trees. I’d snap the shot, and she’d saunter back to me, leaning over my shoulder to review the image. Her hand would slide casually down, pressing against my cock, testing the effect she’d had.

“Yes,” she’d murmur, her voice full of satisfaction. “That’s more like it.”

By the time we made it back to the car, I was a mess. My body burned with desire, the teasing and touching pushing me to the edge of control. As soon as we climbed inside, I’d lay her down in the back seat, unable to wait any longer. My hands would glide over her thighs, spreading her legs as I buried my face between them, savoring the taste of her arousal. She’d writhe beneath me, her fingers tangling in my hair as I licked and sucked, drawing soft moans from her lips.

But just when I was ready to climb on top of her, to finally take her, she’d stop me with a hand on my chest, her eyes sparkling with playful defiance.

“Let’s take that home,” she’d say, her voice dripping with false innocence. “Wouldn’t want to mess the seats.”

We both knew the truth. It wasn’t about the car seats. It was about what came next—the way she’d let me come inside her at home, only to guide me back down between her legs to eat her out again. She loved watching me clean her, tasting the mix of us on my tongue as I worked her until she came again, her body trembling with the release.

And I loved every second of it.


 A Working Day

By the time we broke for a late lunch, we’d already covered a lot of ground—the park, with its sun-dappled paths, and some playful but tame shots at the aquarium. Becky had changed back into her street clothes for the restaurant, leaving the wigs and outfits in her bag. When she emerged from the bathroom, her natural spiky brunette hair freshly mussed, she looked effortlessly beautiful.

“That’s a relief,” she said, dropping into the seat across from me with a contented sigh. She’d swapped her elaborate shoot outfits for a simple t-shirt and leggings, but even in casual wear, she radiated an understated allure. She’d tied the t-shirt in a knot at her midriff, revealing her toned stomach and the subtle sparkle of the diamond stud in her belly button. The fabric clung to her breasts just enough to outline the shape of her puffy areolae, and if you knew where to look, you could catch a faint glimpse of the tattoo along her ribcage. “Serenity,” it read in elegant script, a word that seemed to encapsulate her in certain moments, though not all.

On her inner arm, the gold dragon tattoo shimmered faintly under the light, its head emerging from an egg. She’d shown it to me the day we met, the same day I proudly celebrated my own ink: a phoenix rising from the ashes, a symbol of rebirth I clung to after the wreckage of my marriage. Absentmindedly, I rubbed my tattoo as I took her in. She was stunning, sitting there in the midday light, her long legs crossed beneath the table. I loved her like this—relaxed, natural, and impossibly captivating. She reminded me of a dancer straight out of Chicago, a thought that always made me wonder if she had a bowler hat tucked somewhere in her vast wardrobe.

“Oh, shoot!” she said suddenly, sitting up straighter. “I forgot my order.”

Before I could offer to go in her place, she was already on her feet, her movements quick and effortless as always.

While she walked to the counter, I glanced down at my phone, scrolling mindlessly as I waited. A couple of minutes passed before I realized she should’ve been back by now. I looked up, scanning the room, and my stomach twisted at what I saw.

She was by the drinks counter, chatting with a man. He was tall, lean, with a casual confidence in the way he leaned toward her. She smiled at something he said, her laugh ringing out softly in the background noise of the restaurant. It wasn’t just polite—it was the kind of laugh that held genuine amusement. The kind of laugh that made me feel like I was no longer in the room.

A cold pang hit my stomach, sharp and unexpected. My heartbeat quickened, pounding in my chest in a way I couldn’t control. The familiar whispers of jealousy and insecurity started to creep in, voices I thought I’d silenced long ago.

I tried to shake it off, to convince myself it was nothing. Becky was charismatic, magnetic even—she drew people to her effortlessly. This was just her being Becky. Still, I couldn’t ignore the rising tension in my chest or the way my fingers tightened around my phone. The idea of her giving that laugh, that warmth, to someone else—even briefly—felt like a punch to the gut.

I glanced down at the table, trying to focus on the dull hum of the restaurant around me, but my eyes kept drifting back to her. And there she was, still smiling, still engaging, while my mind raced with questions I didn’t dare to ask.

She chatted with him for a few minutes, her body language relaxed and open. He was tall and muscular, but not overly bulky, with a short, neatly trimmed beard that gave him a polished, confident look. From where I sat, I noticed her touch his arm, her fingers brushing lightly over the tattoo there. I couldn’t make out the details, but it looked military—Navy or Marines, though I wasn’t close enough to be certain. The casual touch, combined with her laugh and his easy demeanor, made my stomach twist uncomfortably.

Finally, I saw her point in my direction. She smiled and said something, and relief washed over me as she began walking back to our table.

When she sat down, she gave me an apologetic look. “Sorry, I got to chatting,” she said, her tone light, as if it were no big deal.

I nodded stiffly. “S’okay,” I muttered, trying to keep my voice neutral.

She started to talk, filling the air between us with her usual charm, but the moment was interrupted when we both looked up to see him standing near our table.

“Sorry to interrupt,” he said, his voice warm and polite.

“Oh, no problem,” she replied smoothly, gesturing toward me with a casual wave. “This is my assistant, Marky.”

Assistant. The word hung in the air, sharper than it should’ve been. My chest tightened, but I forced a polite smile as he extended his hand toward me.

“Hi,” he said, his handshake firm but not crushing, for which I was silently grateful. “Luke.”

“Good to meet you,” I replied, my tone as even as I could manage.

“Luke’s a teacher,” Becky offered, her smile wide and genuine.

“Physics and Phys. Ed.,” Luke added with a chuckle, glancing briefly at me before his attention returned to her.

I laughed reflexively, though the knot in my stomach tightened. “That’s an interesting combo,” I said.

“Yeah,” he said, smiling. “I’ve had more than one kid sign up for the wrong one, so it helps to cover both.”

He kept the conversation light, but it was clear his focus wasn’t on me. He addressed her more than me, his gaze lingering just a beat too long on her face, his smile a little too warm. My eyes flicked to his left hand, noticing the absence of a wedding ring. My stomach dropped another notch.

“Sorry,” he said, glancing briefly at me before returning his attention to her. “I hope I’m not intruding.”

“Oh, this is just a business lunch, Luke,” Becky said, her tone breezy and matter-of-fact.

He smiled at her, and my heart sank. It wasn’t just the words; it was the way she said them. Casual, dismissive, as though I didn’t matter. As though I were really nothing more than her assistant.

Luke lingered a moment longer, his confidence evident but measured. “Again, sorry to be so forward,” he said, his voice warm and unshakable, “but I’d kick myself if I didn’t ask for your number. That is, if…” His words trailed off as his eyes flicked briefly toward me, though he didn’t actually look at me, as if my presence barely registered. “…If you’re single.”

Becky’s smile widened, the kind that could disarm anyone. “Oh, I plan to be single forever, Luke,” she said lightly.

He nodded, starting to step back, disappointment barely visible in the slight droop of his shoulders. But before he could fully turn away, she added, her voice casual but laced with just enough intrigue, “But if you give me your number, I might think about it.”

Luke’s face lit up, his smile returning as he reached for her phone. She tapped to open her contacts and handed it to him. He entered his number quickly, confidently, and handed it back.

“I hope I hear from you,” he said, his gaze lingering on her for a beat longer than necessary. Then, with a polite nod to both of us, he turned and walked out of the restaurant.

Becky’s eyes followed him as he left, her expression unreadable. I felt my chest tighten, a dull ache settling in the pit of my stomach as I sat there, trying to maintain a neutral expression. When she finally turned back to me, her eyes met mine, and her smile faltered.

“Don’t pout,” she said, her tone gentle but with a hint of teasing.

“I’m not… I’m not,” I said, though the words felt unconvincing even to me.

She raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a faint smirk that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I’m a single woman,” she reminded me, her voice calm but firm.

“I know,” I said quickly, too quickly. “I know you are. It’s just…”

She nodded and patted my hand. "This is the first time it's happened to us. I get it. Men want to date me. That doesn't mean I want to date them."

“Of course,” I said, forcing the words out as calmly as I could.

“And if I want to date them?” she pressed, her tone light but with an undertone that told me she expected honesty.

“You will,” I replied, swallowing hard. “I understand.”

“I hope you do,” she said, her smile faint but knowing. “Your jealousy is cute, Marky. But possessiveness?” She shook her head slightly. “That’s a turnoff.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, my voice steady but low, the words instinctual. It wasn’t just about deferring to her—it was about showing her that I could let go, that I could handle the space she needed.

Her smile softened, and her eyes squinted slightly as they always did when she wanted to reassure me. It was her way of saying everything was OK without words, of pulling me back from the edge. I let out a slow breath and nodded, feeling a flicker of relief in the warmth of her expression.

We fell into a quiet rhythm, eating and enjoying the weather. The hum of conversation from other tables blended with the sound of the breeze rustling through the nearby trees. But even as we sat in comfortable silence, a question lingered in the back of my mind, nagging at me like an itch I couldn’t quite reach. It was one of those questions—the kind you fear might change everything, or worse, make the person sitting across from you reconsider why they’re there at all.

Still, I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

“So,” I began hesitantly, my voice quieter than I intended, “how did you get so much wiser than me?”

She snorted and shook her head, her laughter light but tinged with something more. “Took you long enough,” she said, her voice dripping with playful exasperation.

“I mean—” I started, but she cut me off, leaning forward with a knowing grin.

“Are you wondering how a smart girl like me ended up with a knucklehead like you?” she teased, her tone softening the sting of the words.

I shook my head immediately, meeting her gaze with a sincerity I hoped she’d feel. “I’m never going to ask that question, Becky,” I said firmly. “I’m just… grateful.”

Her grin faded, replaced by something gentler, more reflective. She nodded vigorously, as if she needed to drive the point home for both of us. “Trauma, Mark,” she said finally, her voice quieter now. “That’s the short answer.”

The single word hit me like a weight. It wasn’t the first time she’d mentioned it, not explicitly, but in bits and pieces, in the way she framed her choices and the moments she chose to share. It was part of the foundation of who she was—strong, self-assured, but built on scars.

“But you learned from yours,” I said, my voice soft, almost hesitant. “I’m still… working it out.”

She tilted her head slightly, studying me in that way she always did, as though she could see straight through the layers I’d carefully constructed. Her lips pressed into a thin line for a moment before she spoke.

“Well, you’re a dude, Mark,” Becky said, her tone blunt but not unkind. “Men aren’t exactly taught to examine their shit. You’re told to bury it, push it down, move on. But when you’re female?” She leaned back slightly, her fingers drumming lightly on the table. “You get a front-row seat to all the ways people lie—to you, to themselves—and you learn. Early. Way too early. And if you lack resources—family, money, education—then you get resourceful.”

I sat there, her words settling over me like a weight I hadn’t realized I’d been carrying. “Huh,” was all I could manage, a single syllable that felt inadequate for what she’d just shared.

But she was right, as usual. Had I never met Becky, I’d probably still be wallowing in my own insecurities, clinging to the idea that I’d been victimized, blaming my so-called friend for stealing my wife. I wasn’t taking accountability for my own part, nor was I making any real effort to understand myself or why things had fallen apart. Meeting Becky had been like holding up a mirror to the parts of myself I’d been too afraid to confront.

She reached across the table and placed her hand on mine, her touch grounding me. “Look,” she said softly, her voice losing some of its edge. “You’re not a rescue. I didn’t see you as some project to fix. I was genuinely attracted to you—the physical and the mental. And yeah, I’m observant, right? I can spot an empathetic person in a heartbeat. That’s what I had with you.”

Her words sent a warmth through me, cutting through the self-doubt that so often lingered at the edges of my thoughts. I turned my hand over, intertwining my fingers with hers, and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “I’m just so lucky I met you,” I said, my voice rough with emotion.

She smiled faintly, her eyes softening as she looked at me. “I got lucky too,” she admitted, her voice quieter now. “Not just meeting you, but… I had someone. A mentor. She…” Becky hesitated, her gaze drifting to the side, as though the memory were too fragile to meet head-on. “…She saved me.”

The way she said it—the weight behind those words—made me straighten in my seat. I leaned in closer, instinctively drawn to her vulnerability. Becky rarely spoke about her past in specifics, and when she did, it was always with a kind of detachment, like she was narrating someone else’s story. But this felt different.

Becky laughed, the sound light but tinged with something unspoken. “OK, OK. I get it,” she said, waving her hand as if to brush away the weight of the moment. She leaned back in her chair, pressing her palms together like she was about to pray. “Here goes.”

I straightened, giving her my full attention. When Becky opened up like this, I knew better than to interrupt.

“You know that dance was my passion,” she began, her voice steady but softer than usual.

I nodded, remembering the glimpses she’d shared before—her long hours at the studio, the way she’d light up when she talked about performing, the rare but mesmerizing moments when she’d dance around the house, carefree and radiant.

“It got me out of the house,” she said, her gaze shifting slightly, as though she were seeing a younger version of herself. “When I was too young to run away, dance was my escape. I put my heart, my soul, everything into it. And that’s where I met Mrs. Lewis.”

Her voice softened even more, and I could see the shadow of a smile playing on her lips as she spoke the name. “She was Katie’s mom—one of my friends in the studio—and she took me under her wing. Whenever things got bad…” Becky’s words faltered, and she flinched, her eyes flickering with a memory I couldn’t see.

She swallowed hard, her voice quieter when she continued. “Mrs. Lewis’s home was my safe space. When the screaming got too loud, when the house wasn’t a home anymore, I’d go to her.”

She turned her eyes back to me, and I could see the mix of gratitude and pain swimming in them. “Mrs. Lewis—Beth—was everything I wanted to be,” she said, her voice steadying. “Educated, poised, smart. She could walk into a room and just… own it, without saying a word. But more than that, she was patient. And she had to be, because…” Becky hesitated, her lips quirking into a self-deprecating smile. “Because I was my own worst enemy.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with meaning. I could picture it—Becky, young and raw, carrying the weight of a chaotic home life while trying to find her place in the world. And Beth, a calm presence in the storm, offering her the refuge she desperately needed.

Becky tapped the table with one finger, the sound soft but insistent. “Reading people is a self-defense technique,” she said, her voice steady but laced with something heavier. “You learn to spot danger in people before they’re even aware of it themselves. It’s survival.”

She paused, her gaze sharpening as she tapped her chest for emphasis. “But Beth taught me something else. She taught me it’s even more important to know the ways we are cruel to ourselves—the ways we betray ourselves by hiding it. By pretending it’s not there.”

Her words hit with the weight of a lesson long internalized but never fully voiced. Then her gaze dropped, and she sighed. “I still fucked up a lot. A lot,” she admitted, her voice softer now. “Because I like to learn things the hard way. But she was there whenever… I needed…”

Her voice faltered, and she stopped to dab at her eyes, careful not to smudge her lashes. The motion was meticulous, practiced, as though it was something she’d done a thousand times before. “I didn’t get to go to college,” she said, her voice regaining some of its steadiness, “but Beth… Beth had a PhD in life. She always knew exactly what book to give me for whatever challenge I was facing. She was my professor. My university. And…”

She swallowed hard, blinking rapidly. “I… I miss the fuck out of her.”

Her voice cracked on the last word, and for a moment, she stared off into the middle distance, her expression somewhere between wistful and lost. I sat quietly, my chest tightening at the vulnerability she rarely let anyone see. I knew better than to push her for more, grateful for what she’d already shared.

Sensing the shift, I offered her an escape. “So,” I said lightly, leaning back in my chair, “I guess that makes me your latest mistake.”

Becky’s lips curved into a faint smirk, her usual confidence creeping back into her expression. “We’ll have to see,” she said, her voice teasing but tinged with affection.


Returning To Work

We went back to our work, the air between us lighter now, though the weight of her words still lingered in the back of my mind. She threw herself into the shoot with her usual energy, posing effortlessly as I adjusted angles and lighting. But my focus wavered. My mind kept wandering, drawn back to the man at the café—the other teacher.

I couldn’t stop replaying the moment. The way he interrupted us, the easy confidence in his voice, the way he just handed her his number without hesitation. He didn’t care that I was sitting right there, watching the whole thing. He probably didn’t even consider me a factor. He just shot his shot, secure in his odds.

She probably told him who I was earlier—her “assistant.” That word echoed in my mind, cutting deeper every time I thought about it. It wasn’t the title itself that stung; it was the implication. I was standing by while another man made his first attempt to date her, while he tried to make his way into her life. And I was powerless to stop it.

I told myself it didn’t matter. She was single. She made that clear to everyone, including me. But it didn’t stop the gnawing sense of diminishment, the feeling that I wasn’t enough—not for her, not for anyone. What was I, really? Her business partner? Her sometime sex partner? A placeholder until someone better came along?

Later, as I sat lost in my thoughts, Becky leaned in close, her voice soft but cutting through my haze. “Dwelling on Luke?” she asked, her lips curling into a faint, knowing smirk.

“No,” I lied, my voice too quick, too defensive.

She didn’t say anything at first, just shifted closer, her hand sliding up my thigh. Her touch was light at first, teasing, but purposeful as her fingers found the hardness straining against my jeans. She pressed her palm against me, feeling my cock twitch in response.

“Your lips say no,” she said, her voice low and edged with amusement. “But your cock says… something else.”

I let out a shaky breath, my thoughts scattering under her touch. “You give me so many reasons to be hard, Becky,” I said, trying to regain some semblance of control. “You’re bending over in a bikini. What do you expect?”

Her hand drifted lower, pressing firmly against my balls, the sudden pressure making me groan. “Fuck, Becky,” I hissed, my body tensing under her control.

“We don’t lie to each other, Marky,” she said, her tone soft but firm, a quiet command that left no room for argument.

I shook my head, unable to meet her gaze. I knew better than to lie again.

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear. “So, your mind didn’t wander,” she began, her voice dropping to a whisper, “and imagine Luke picking me up from the house? Him opening the door for me, taking me out somewhere nice, maybe holding my hand? And then…” She paused, letting her words hang in the air, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Me coming back home hours later with smeared lipstick and bedhead?”

“Goddamnit,” I groaned, my head falling back as her words sank into me, vivid and inescapable. “You’re mean.”

“You love it,” she countered smoothly, her hand stroking my cock again with a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Part of you, at least.”

She was right. I hated how easily she could slip under my skin, how effortlessly she could twist my jealousy into something darker, something I couldn’t resist. And yet, I couldn’t stop her. I didn’t want to.

Becky leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “Let’s get you home.”

Her voice sent a shiver through me, a spark that ignited every nerve. I nodded, my body responding before my mind could catch up. Home wasn’t just a place—it was her, wherever she decided to take me.

At the house, the moment we crossed the threshold, everything else faded away. We dropped our things just inside the door, and Becky turned to me, her lips crashing against mine in a kiss that was as urgent as it was electric. Our hands moved instinctively, stripping away layers of clothing, tugging and pulling until skin met skin.

She pulled me down to the floor, her movements fluid and confident, guiding me with the same assuredness she carried everywhere. The hardwood was cool beneath my back, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from her as she straddled my hips, her thighs framing me, her body a vision above me.

She was breathtaking. Her hair was slightly mussed from the day, her cheeks flushed with color, and her eyes sparkled with a mix of playfulness and hunger. I reached up, my hands seeking her, finding the soft, warm weight of her breasts. I tugged at her hard nipples, rolling them gently between my fingers, marveling at the way her puffy areolae responded to my touch. Her breasts were perfect—not too big, just enough to fill my hands as I cupped them, feeling the way they moved under my palms.

My hands traveled lower, exploring her body like a map I could never tire of tracing. Down over the curve of her stomach, my fingers gliding along the slight dip just above her vulva. She kept her hair neatly cropped there, the short patch of softness a stark and beautiful contrast to the bare smoothness below. “For the camera,” she always said with a wink, but I knew it was as much for herself as anyone else.

She leaned forward, sliding the warm, slick lips of her pussy along the length of my erect cock. The sensation made me sigh, a deep, involuntary sound that escaped before I could even process it.

“You’re so hard,” she said, her voice low and sultry, her gaze locking onto mine.

“You’re so sexy,” I replied, my voice thick with arousal and sincerity. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, the way she moved with effortless grace and confidence, the way her body responded to mine.

“I wonder,” she mused, her voice soft and teasing, “if Luke is longer. What do you think?”

I groaned, the question landing like a heavy weight in my chest.

“I think so too,” she continued, as though we were discussing the weather. Her hips shifted against me, her pussy gliding along my length with maddening precision. “Maybe… thicker? His forearms were thicker than yours,” she said thoughtfully, tilting her head as though comparing the two in her mind. “And his shoulders…”

“Why do you torture me?” I asked, my voice rough with frustration and arousal.

“Because it works, Marky,” she replied, her grin sharp and knowing. She paused her rhythm just long enough to reach down and wrap her fingers around my cock. Her grip was firm but deliberate, her thumb brushing along the sensitive underside as she continued. “You do have a nice cock, though. Smooth, a good length… it fits perfectly.” She gave me a slow stroke, watching my reaction as my breath hitched.

Then her eyes glinted with something darker, more playful. “But Luke might be different,” she added, the word drawn out just enough to make my stomach tighten.

I groaned again, the ache in my chest spreading southward. Her hand lingered for a moment before sliding back to my chest, her nails raking lightly across my skin. She pressed her body closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “I used to love it when I’d find a guy with a thick cock.”

Her words hung in the air, sending a jolt through me. She didn’t need to say more; the implication was clear, heavy, and undeniable. My heart pounded as my mind raced with the image, unbidden and unavoidable.

“There’s something about that stretch,” she continued, her voice velvety and low, each word deliberate. “That fullness. It was always a surprise, and such a nice one…” She smiled wickedly, her eyes locking onto mine. “I mean, not everyone can be thick and long. But when you find one…” She trailed off, letting the rest linger in the charged space between us.

I clenched my jaw, torn between the sting of her words and the way my cock throbbed against her, betraying me. Her teasing, her deliberate poking at my insecurities—it shouldn’t have aroused me, but it always did.

Becky tilted her head, her grin widening as she saw the conflict written all over my face. “God, Marky, you’re so easy to wind up,” she said, her voice softening just a fraction. She leaned in, kissing me briefly but deeply, before pulling back just enough to let her lips brush against mine as she spoke again. “You love it, though. Don’t even try to deny it.”

Her hips began their slow grind once more, the heat of her pussy sliding against me, making it impossible to think clearly. Then her tone shifted, quieter now, her words slipping into the vulnerable space she’d just carved out.

“Are you going to tell me more about your ex-wife cheating on you with your ‘best friend’?” she asked, her voice coaxing but firm.

I stiffened slightly beneath her, the memories clawing their way to the surface. I’d already shared parts of the story—how Dave would linger in our apartment, how I’d find him there with Louisa when I got home from work, sitting in the kitchen as she made dinner. How they’d “harmlessly” flirt, their laughter filling the space like a secret I wasn’t privy to. And how, after Dave left, Louisa would take that energy and turn it on me, her sexual appetite seemingly ignited by their interactions.

But I hadn’t told Becky how things turned. How those nights of passion weren’t the resolution I thought they were, but the calm before the storm.

Becky shifted slightly, leaning her chest against mine as her fingers found my nipple, circling and pinching it just enough to send a shiver through me. Her pussy kept its soft, deliberate rhythm against my length, keeping me grounded even as her words pulled me into the past.

“Tell me,” she whispered, her voice equal parts command and coaxing.

Louisa grew up in a conservative household, her values shaped by the kind of upbringing where appearances mattered more than truths. She saved herself for marriage—or at least, that’s what she told everyone. There were loopholes in that promise, and I’d eagerly exploited a few while we were dating. She had a way of justifying things, skirting the edges of her beliefs without ever feeling like she’d broken them.

She had a bright, infectious smile and pale, almost porcelain skin that seemed to glow in the right light. Her long, dirty blonde hair was always in motion, either being brushed back or swept out of her face with a quick puff of air. It framed her blue eyes perfectly, eyes that could hold you in place or cut through you depending on her mood. Louisa was stacked—there was no other word for it—but she rarely wore anything that revealed her figure. She was modest to a fault, always in loose sweaters or dresses that skimmed over her curves without hugging them.

Lately, though, that had started to change. She’d been wearing slightly tighter clothes, shorter skirts that showed off her legs, and leaving an extra button undone on her blouses, exposing just a hint of the fullness beneath. It wasn’t overt, but it was enough for me to notice—and for others to, as well. She’d even started shaving her pussy, something I hadn’t expected but immediately loved. When I asked her about it, she just shrugged and said it was a fresh start. I convinced myself she’d done it for me, that these subtle shifts were her way of reigniting the spark in our marriage.

For the past few months, Louisa and I had fallen into a nightly ritual. Dave, my so-called best friend, would come over for dinner. We’d eat, laugh, and chat as if everything was perfectly normal. He was always around, sliding easily into our lives like a piece of furniture that had always been there. Then, when Dave finally left, Louisa and I would fuck like crazy.

We were barely in our twenties, hormones running wild, and ready to go at any moment. But those evenings with Dave added a layer of tension that neither of us could deny. The anticipation of waiting for him to leave, the slow build of frustration as he lingered in our kitchen, chatting with Louisa as she cleared the plates, only heightened our desire. By the time the door closed behind him, we were like a dam ready to burst, and we unleashed it all on each other in the bedroom.

At the time, I thought it was perfect. Why wouldn’t I? Louisa seemed happy, her passion for me reignited after what felt like a dry spell. And if Dave’s presence played a role in that, why worry? It felt like a win-win.

But Becky had a way of peeling back the layers I didn’t want to see. She made me admit the truth I’d been avoiding: Dave’s flirting wasn’t just harmless banter. It warmed Louisa up in a way I couldn’t, igniting something in her that spilled over into our sex life. And, as Becky once forced me to confront, it sparked something in me, too.

I’d never allowed myself to think about it consciously, but the truth was there. The jealousy, the tension, the subtle humiliation of knowing I was waiting for my friend to leave so I could reap the benefits of his presence—it all fed into something darker I hadn’t wanted to name.

But one night, things felt different—more heightened, electric in a way I couldn’t quite put my finger on. From the moment I walked through the door, Louisa looked especially striking. She stood in the kitchen next to Dave, her long, dirty blonde hair swept back from her face, cheeks flushed a delicate pink. Her skirt hugged her hips just enough to draw attention, and as I stepped into the room, she glanced at me, her blue eyes widening slightly before she blushed deeper and walked away to start setting the table.

She was avoiding something—or maybe someone. Her ears were bright pink, a telltale sign she was flustered, and as she moved, she smoothed the fabric of her skirt with shaky hands. She seemed hyperaware of herself, straightening her posture, adjusting the hem, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear. It wasn’t like her to fidget.

Dave, standing where she’d left him, wore his usual shit-eating grin, the kind that told me he thought he had the upper hand in some unspoken game. His eyes flicked to mine, and for a brief moment, it was as if we were both admiring Louisa together, an unspoken agreement between us. She must have felt the weight of it, too, because she suddenly stopped mid-motion and turned to us.

“What?” she asked, her voice sharper than she likely intended.

“You’re gorgeous is all,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. “Can’t we admire you?”

Her blush deepened, and her gaze darted between Dave and me. She let out an exasperated huff, throwing her hands in the air. “Stop staring!”

But Dave, true to form, didn’t know when to quit. “Doesn’t she look fuckable?” he said, the words casual and cutting all at once.

“Always,” I replied before I could think, my voice a little too eager.

“She’s glowing,” Dave added, his grin widening. There was something in the way he said it, something that made my stomach twist uncomfortably.

“Stop,” Louisa snapped, her eyes narrowing as she shot him a sharp look.

Dave raised his hands in mock surrender, the grin never leaving his face. “What?” he said, his tone feigning innocence. “Who wouldn’t want to fuck you right here in the kitchen? We both know Marky boy’s gonna give it to you later.”

The air in the room felt charged, like the moment before a storm breaks. I moved toward Louisa, wrapping my arms around her in an attempt to ground both of us. Her body was warm against mine, and I caught the light, earthy aroma of sweat lingering from her time in the kitchen. The scent was unexpectedly intimate, stirring something deep in my chest and sending butterflies through my stomach.

Louisa hesitated for a moment, then broke the hug and moved quickly to the table. “Let’s eat,” she said, her voice tight, almost clipped.

She sat down, her face still flushed, but I couldn’t tell if it was from embarrassment, the language, or something else entirely. Her gaze stayed firmly on her plate, and she ate in silence, barely looking up.

I watched her, trying to piece together what had just happened. Dave’s words had pushed boundaries, even for him, but Louisa hadn’t lashed out the way I expected. Instead, she seemed rattled—self-conscious in a way that wasn’t like her. I wanted to chalk it up to embarrassment, but a small, nagging part of me wondered if there was more beneath the surface. If Dave’s comments had struck a chord she didn’t want to acknowledge—or worse, one I wasn’t ready to confront.

Across the table, Dave leaned back in his chair, looking completely unbothered, like he’d already won whatever game we were playing. His grin lingered as he picked at his food, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was missing something, something just out of reach.

Later, as Louisa got up to clear the dishes, Dave reached out casually, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her onto his lap. The motion was so sudden, so audacious, that I froze for a moment, unsure if I’d really seen it happen.

“Maybe I should take care of this one tonight, myself,” he said, winking at me as though this was just another joke between friends.

I forced a laugh, the sound hollow and uncomfortable, even to my ears. My heart pounded harder in my chest as I watched her. She slapped his shoulder, a playful gesture on the surface, but her voice betrayed something sharper.

“Stop,” she said, laughing nervously as her eyes flicked to mine.

I smiled at her, trying to project calm, but the look she gave me in return wasn’t one of relief. She frowned slightly, her expression tight with something I couldn’t quite place. She tried to stand, to pull away from him, but his hand held her firmly in place, fingers pressing into the soft flesh of her inner thigh. Her skirt had ridden up in the struggle, the hem bunched dangerously close to her hips. His fingers rested just shy of her pussy, his grip too firm to be mistaken as friendly.

“Stop,” Louisa said again, her tone pointed now, her body stiffening against him.

This time, Dave loosened his grip, releasing her as though nothing unusual had happened. “Well, you can’t blame a guy,” he said, grinning at me as if inviting me into the moment. Louisa stood quickly, keeping her back to us as she adjusted her skirt.

I got up to help clear the table, needing to move, to do something that didn’t involve watching Dave’s smug grin or Louisa’s quiet discomfort. As she worked to clean the plates, I moved behind her, leaning in close. I kissed her hair, breathing in that faint aroma of sweet sweat that always sent a wave of arousal through me.

“I can’t wait,” I whispered, my voice low enough that only she could hear.

Louisa froze for a moment, her hands pausing mid-motion. Then she nudged me with her elbow, a gesture that could have meant anything—playful annoyance or genuine frustration. I couldn’t tell. The tension between us felt like a thread pulled too tight, but I nudged her back lightly, trying to make it feel normal. She didn’t respond and kept cleaning.

Dave, meanwhile, seemed in no hurry to leave. He lingered in the living room, sprawling on the couch like he owned the place, his feet propped up on the coffee table. He looked completely at ease, but his eyes followed Louisa with an intensity that made my skin crawl.

“You’re one lucky son of a bitch,” he said, grinning at me as he raised his beer bottle in a mock toast. “That woman is more than one man can handle, don’t you think? Marky doesn’t mind sharing, if I remember right.”

The comment hit like a gut punch, knocking the air out of me. Louisa’s head snapped up, her face flushing red as she looked between us. “I think it’s time to go to bed,” she said abruptly, standing up and smoothing her hands down her skirt.

Dave chuckled, taking the hint. “I’ve overstayed,” he said, rising from the couch. He moved toward Louisa, arms outstretched for a hug. She hesitated, but after a moment, reluctantly stepped into his embrace.

It didn’t last long—his hands glided along her back, slower than necessary, before they started to drift lower. Before he could reach her ass, Louisa pulled away sharply, shoving at his chest.

“What?” he said, laughing as though he were the victim. “Can’t handle a friendly little squeeze?”

She didn’t reply, her face set in stone as she pointed toward the door. Dave shrugged, still grinning, and finally left. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving a heavy silence in his wake.

Louisa stood there for a moment, staring at the door with her arms crossed tightly over her chest. I wanted to say something, to close the distance between us, but the weight of what had just happened hung in the air, thick and suffocating. I stayed where I was, unsure of what to do, the sound of my own pulse deafening in the quiet room.

I stepped in behind Louisa, wrapping my arms around her waist, my hands sliding up to caress her shoulders. I leaned down, pressing a soft kiss against the curve of her neck, inhaling deeply. The faint aroma of her sweat mixed with the subtle sweetness of her perfume—it was intoxicating.

“You smell amazing tonight,” I murmured, my voice low and rough with desire. “It’s been driving me crazy.”

She stiffened in my arms, her body tensing as though bracing against my touch. She shifted, trying to pull away, but I held her gently, turning her to face me. Her movements were hesitant, reluctant, but I refused to let her slip away so easily.

“I love you,” I said, my voice firm, needing her to hear it, to feel it.

Louisa’s gaze dropped to the floor. “I… love you, too,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

I reached out, touching her chin with my fingers, lifting her face so her eyes met mine. There was something in them—uncertainty, maybe, or something deeper that I couldn’t quite name. I leaned in, brushing my lips against hers in a kiss that started soft but quickly grew hungrier, more insistent.

At first, she resisted, her lips stiff beneath mine, her hands resting awkwardly on my chest as though unsure whether to push me away or pull me closer. But my hunger was too strong to ignore. I kissed her again, deeper this time, my hands moving to her waist as I nuzzled into the crook of her neck.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I whispered against her skin, my voice soft, coaxing. My fingers traced slow, deliberate patterns on her back, and I felt the tension in her shoulders begin to melt. She responded to my whispers, her breath hitching as my lips grazed her ear.

My hands moved lower, sliding along the curve of her hips and slipping under her skirt. The smooth warmth of her bare skin met my touch, and my breath caught. My palms cupped her bare ass, the soft flesh fitting perfectly in my hands.

“God, you’re sexy,” I said, my voice reverent. “Are you not wearing underwear?”

She twisted under my touch, her movements uncertain, but I could feel the heat radiating from her, the way her body responded despite her hesitation. My hand slipped between her legs, my fingers gliding along her slick, swollen lips.

“Fuck,” I groaned, pressing my forehead against hers. “You’re so wet.”

Louisa froze at my touch, her body stiffening again, but I didn’t stop. My fingers moved slowly, deliberately, sliding up and down the length of her, teasing her clit before trailing back down. I kept my other arm wrapped around her, holding her close, grounding her with the warmth of my embrace.

Louisa’s hands moved with purpose, reaching for my pants and unfastening them with practiced ease. Her fingers slipped inside, wrapping around my cock, which had been throbbing and aching for her attention most of the evening. She stroked me slowly, her grip firm yet teasing, her fingers sliding up and down the length of me.

“I fucking need you,” I groaned, my voice ragged with desire. “I can smell how excited you are.”

She whimpered softly as my fingers found her clit, stroking it in slow, deliberate circles. Her hips twitched involuntarily, and for a moment, her head dropped forward, her breath coming out in shallow, needy gasps. Then, without a word, she dropped to her knees, the sudden movement sending a jolt of heat straight through me.

Louisa tugged my pants and underwear down in one smooth motion, freeing me completely. Her eyes flicked up to mine, filled with a mix of mischief and intent, and she leaned in close. “How about tonight,” she murmured, her lips brushing the head of my cock, “I just take care of you.”

Before I could respond, her mouth engulfed me, her warmth and wetness driving a groan from deep in my chest. She moved with practiced rhythm, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before sliding down, taking me deeper. Her hand followed, twisting along my shaft, her spit mixing with her strokes to create a perfect, slippery glide.

I could barely breathe, my body tensing as she worked me over. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth only added to the intensity, making my knees weak. “Fuck, Louisa,” I groaned, my hands tangling in her hair. The sight of her on her knees, lips wrapped around me, was almost too much.

But the pressure building inside me was dangerous, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. Reluctantly, I pulled away, my cock slipping from her mouth with a soft, wet pop.

“I’ll pop off too fast,” I said, my voice hoarse. I dropped to my knees, rolling her back onto the floor. Her skirt bunched up around her hips as I spread her legs, exposing the soft, glistening heat I craved. The faint, intoxicating musk of her arousal hit me like a drug, and my heart raced, pounding in my ears.

I started kissing up her legs, my lips brushing against the smooth skin of her thighs. Her hands came down instinctively, trying to block my progress. “No,” she murmured, her voice shaky, but I couldn’t stop. The closer I got to her pussy, the stronger the pull became, the scent of her sweat and arousal driving me wild.

“You smell… so fucking tasty,” I said, my voice rough with hunger, as my lips pressed against her inner thigh.

“N-no,” she said again, her hands pressing down on my shoulders, but her resistance wavered. My kisses turned to gentle nibbles, my teeth grazing her sensitive skin, and I felt her body betray her. Her hips twitched, and her legs quivered beneath me. She squirmed, trying to scoot away, but the way her breath hitched told me everything. It wasn’t real resistance—she was teasing me, testing me, and it only spurred me on.

I cradled her hips, holding her steady as I closed the distance. My lips found her pussy, soft and slick and swollen with arousal. I let my tongue glide along her folds, savoring the heat and taste of her, before circling her clit with deliberate, feather-light flicks.

She gasped, her hands clutching at my hair, no longer trying to stop me. Her body arched toward me, her resistance melting away entirely as I sank deeper into her, my mouth devouring her with unrelenting hunger.

Louisa arched her back this time, her body betraying the resistance she still tried to cling to. “No,” she said again, her voice trembling, “I’m not…” But the words dissolved into a soft, breathless gasp as my tongue pressed against her, sweeping over her swollen lips and drawing a shudder from deep within her.

Her hips moved on their own, grinding against my mouth as though she couldn’t help herself. Her thighs, once tense and resistant, relaxed and fell open, inviting me closer. I seized the moment, sliding my hands under her, cradling her hips to steady her as I pressed my tongue deep inside her, savoring the slick warmth that greeted me.

She’d never tasted like this before. There was a sweetness to her, heady and intoxicating, but also a faint sharpness that made my salivary glands contract and my hunger intensify. I couldn’t stop myself from moaning as I devoured her, the sound vibrating against her and drawing another gasp from her lips.

For a moment, Louisa held still, her body tensing as though waiting, uncertain. Then I dove back in, my tongue moving with an urgency I couldn’t explain, lapping and licking as if she were the only thing keeping me alive.

“Oh my god,” she groaned, her voice breaking with each repetition as my movements became more voracious, more deliberate. “Oh my god, oh my god,” she chanted, the words spilling out of her as her hands shot to my hair, holding me in place. Her hips bucked against my face, her body responding to me with a rawness I hadn’t seen before.

When she came, it was explosive. Her thighs trembled around my head, her hips lifting off the floor as her pussy pulsed against my tongue. She cried out, her voice rising in a broken moan as her body stiffened and her hands gripped me tighter. I stayed with her, my tongue moving in time with her spasms, drawing out every second of her release.

Even as her body began to relax, she didn’t let go. She kept my face pressed firmly against her, her breath ragged and uneven. Her thighs quivered against my cheeks, her fingers tangling in my hair as she held me there, refusing to let me pull away.

“You like that?” she asked finally, her voice hoarse but teasing, with a slight edge of command.

I nodded, my mouth still pressed against her, sliding against her slickness as I slurped hungrily.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “You’re so… so… dirty.”

Her words sent a shiver through me, spurring me on. I groaned, unable to hold back any longer, and pulled myself up on top of her. My cock, aching and ready, found her entrance, and I slid inside her effortlessly. She was so wet, so warm, that the sensation overwhelmed me. Louisa nodded, her eyes fluttering shut as a soft, high-pitched “yes” escaped her lips.

But my control was gone. The tension, the heat, everything from that night—it all erupted in an instant. I came almost immediately, my body shuddering as I emptied myself inside her. Louisa caressed my hair, her fingers threading through it gently as I collapsed on top of her, panting.

For a brief moment, it felt like everything was fine, like the closeness we shared could smooth over whatever unspoken tension had lingered earlier. But then she moved. Her hand stopped stroking my hair, and she pushed me off her without a word.

Louisa sat up, her movements mechanical, and straightened her skirt, pressing it down over her thighs as though to erase what had just happened. She looked at me then, and her expression hit me like a punch to the chest. I couldn’t place it—not entirely. Her lips were pressed into a tight line, her face pale save for the flush on her cheeks, and her eyes seemed to glisten as though tears threatened to spill.

She didn’t say anything. Instead, she stood, her steps slow but purposeful, and walked to the bathroom without looking back. The sound of the door closing echoed in the silence that followed.

As the haze of arousal faded, something heavier settled over me. My heart tightened in my chest as I replayed that look she’d given me. It wasn’t exhaustion, or even disappointment. It seemed like… disgust. A cold, creeping realization began to form, but I pushed it away, not ready to confront it.

“She knew you knew,” Becky said, breaking the silence as I finished the story.

She lay on her side next to me, her hand lazily stroking my cock as I stared at the ceiling. Her voice was soft, almost contemplative, but there was a sharpness in it, too—an edge that forced me to keep going.

“The moment I tasted her, there was no mistake,” I said, my voice hollow. “Dave had fucked her. It was his cum inside her. That’s why she’d been so flustered that night. That’s why her face was flushed. The scent, the taste—it wasn’t just her. It was him.”


Are You Sure?

Becky’s hand paused for a moment, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re sure?” she asked, her voice low.

I nodded, swallowing hard. “I found her underwear later. Behind the trash can. Torn at the waist.” My voice cracked, but I kept going. “Dave must have kicked them there when I came into the apartment. He probably fucked her right before I walked in. They only had a second to cover up.”

Becky’s fingers resumed their slow movement, but her eyes remained fixed on me. “But she didn’t say anything,” she said softly, her tone unreadable.

I shook my head, the weight of the memory pressing down on me. “No. She didn’t have to. I think… I think she wanted me to confront her. To stand up for her. To fight for her, for us. Instead, I just kept up the lie. I acted like everything was normal.”

The words hung heavy in the air, the confession pulling at something deep inside me. Becky didn’t say anything at first, her expression calm but intense as she studied me. Her hand moved a little faster now, but the touch felt less about pleasure and more about grounding me, tethering me to the moment.

“Because it hurt,” Becky said, her voice steady but probing, her words slicing through the silence like a scalpel.

I swallowed hard, feeling her hand pause against me as her gaze pinned me down. “Yeah,” I said finally. “But not until later. At first, I was caught up in the lust. Then, after I came, it hit me. Everything. And it really hurt. I was scared I might lose her.”

“Is that true, though?” Becky asked, her tone calm but unrelenting.

I frowned, confused. “What do you mean?”

She shifted slightly, propping herself up on her elbow as her eyes bore into mine. “I mean, what changed that night?” she asked, her voice softer now but still insistent. “What made her finally give in to him? You’ve told me you two were fucking every night after he left. She was trying new things with you, wasn’t she? She wasn’t unhappy with you in bed. And sure, Dave was seducing her. Maybe she was fantasizing about him, practicing to see if she could be better for him. But that could’ve been her private fantasy—something she never acted on. So why that night? What changed?”

Her question hit me like a brick. I opened my mouth, but no words came out. The story I’d clung to for years began to unravel in my mind. It had always been simple: Dave seduced her, and that was the night everything came crashing down. It was the story I’d told myself to make sense of my marriage falling apart. But now, for the first time, I realized I didn’t know the answer to her question.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, the words feeling hollow and heavy at the same time.

Becky didn’t let up, her eyes narrowing slightly as she leaned closer. “Think about it,” she said, her voice soft but persistent. “You said she looked flustered when you came in. She was blushing, adjusting her skirt. Sure, that could mean guilt. But it could also mean something else. Maybe… fear?”

“Fear?” I repeated, frowning deeply.

“Yeah,” Becky said, her gaze unwavering. “What if it wasn’t just guilt? What if she was scared? Perhaps Dave said something. Maybe he made her feel like she didn’t have a choice—that it was now or never.”

I shook my head slowly, her words unsettling something deep inside me. “He can be persuasive,” I said quietly, my voice barely audible.

Becky laughed, the sound sharp and cutting through the tension. She shook her head, her lips curving into that familiar teasing smirk. “Have I persuaded you, badgered you, worn you down to do things you didn’t want to do?” she asked, punctuating the question with a pinch to my nipple.

I winced, groaning softly. “I mean, that’s pretty compelling.”

“Sure,” she said, her tone breezy, “but you know how it goes, you can lead a cuck to creampies, but…”

“Damn, girl,” I interrupted, shooting her a pained look. “Ouch.”

She shrugged, unbothered, her grin widening. “See? How long was Dave ‘hanging out’ at your apartment and flirting with your wife? Weeks?”

I hesitated, already knowing where she was going with this. “Months,” I admitted reluctantly. “A year?”

“And all that time,” Becky continued, her voice calm but relentless, “did you ever set a limit? Did you ever call him out on his bullshit? Even privately?”

“Uh…” I stammered, the silence that followed damning.

She raised an eyebrow, pressing on. “And how many times did you talk to her? Asked her if it bothered her that Dave was there all the time, hitting on her?”

“Shit,” I muttered, the weight of her words sinking in.

“Right,” Becky said, her voice softening just slightly, but her expression stayed firm. “So… answer me honestly. Did Dave steal your car, or did he find it how you left it, on the street with the engine still running and the keys left in the ignition?”

I leaned back, her words hitting like a gut punch. I wanted to argue, to defend myself, but there was no escape from the truth she’d laid bare. I hadn’t set boundaries—not with Dave, not with Louisa, not even with myself. I’d let it all happen, convincing myself that it wasn’t my responsibility, that I didn’t need to act.

I was quiet, Becky’s words circling in my mind like a storm. Only now was I beginning to realize how complicit I’d been, even if unintentionally. I hadn’t asked Dave to fuck my wife. I hadn’t asked Louisa to fuck my friend. But by doing nothing—by saying nothing—even when their flirtation became more overt, even when the tension between them was undeniable, I may as well have invited them to seal the deal. I’d practically stood aside, leaving the door wide open.

“Fair point,” I said finally, my voice low. “But it didn’t just happen that once. The two of them… every night after that…” I trailed off, my throat tightening as the memories clawed their way to the surface. “We kept doing all the normal things we used to do, almost like nothing had changed—we’d have dinner, we’d talk, and yeah, we’d have sex—but it was all lies. Every last bit of it.”

Becky’s hand tightened around my cock, her grip firm and grounding. “But you were lying too,” she said, her voice soft but pointed.

I blinked, turning my head to meet her gaze. “How so?” I asked, though the answer was already beginning to take shape in the back of my mind.

She tilted her head slightly, her eyes sharp as they bore into mine. “You tell me, Marky boy,” she said, her tone carrying that familiar mix of teasing and command. “Did they keep fucking?”

I hesitated, but there was no point in pretending. “Yes,” I admitted quietly. “Most every day.”

“And did you…?” she began, letting the question hang in the air, unspoken but heavy with implication.

I saw where she was going. The weight of her gaze pinned me down, making it impossible to hide from the truth she was pulling out of me. My chest tightened, and I nodded reluctantly, feeling the flush of shame creeping up my neck.

“Say it,” Becky said, her voice soft but unyielding.

I hesitated, the words catching in my throat. Finally, I forced them out. “I kept eating her.”

Her eyebrow arched slightly, her expression unreadable. “Eating her…?”

I swallowed hard, the heat of embarrassment burning through me. “cum filled cunt,” I muttered, the words harsh and bitter.

Becky’s lips curved into a faint smirk, but there was no humor in it. “Don’t be crude,” she said, her voice calm but with an edge that made me squirm. Her hand tightened around my cock, the wetness of my arousal slicking her fingers as she gave me a slow, deliberate squeeze. “You and I both know better.”

Her words, paired with the pressure of her grip, sent a jolt of sensation through me. She wasn’t just teasing; she was forcing me to sit with the truth, to acknowledge what I’d done without retreating behind coarse language or self-pity.

“Fine,” I said, my voice tight as I gave in. “I was obsessed with it. From the very first time I could smell their combined sex—his sweat on her sweat, the scent of his cum in her pussy. It drove me fucking crazy, okay.” The admission felt like a weight lifting and crashing back down on me simultaneously.

Becky’s expression didn’t change, but her eyes sharpened, watching me closely. “And she liked it too,” she said, her voice calm, almost matter-of-fact.

I shook my head, frowning. “She always seemed like she was angry or upset after,” I countered, though even as I said it, doubt crept into my voice.

“Right,” Becky said, drawing the word out, her tone deliberate. “After.”

Her emphasis hung in the air, charging it with an implication I hadn’t considered—or maybe hadn’t wanted to. My mind reeled, trying to piece together memories I’d avoided looking at too closely. Louisa’s flushed cheeks, her heavy breathing, the way her body would tense beneath my mouth before she would eventually give in to the sensation, to me. She’d never told me to stop. Not really.

“You think she wanted me to?” I asked, the question spilling out before I could stop it. My voice was quieter now, edged with something I couldn’t quite name—hope, shame, or maybe both.

“Oh, Marky,” Becky said, her tone dripping with that familiar mix of teasing and provocation. “She may have regretted it afterward, like you did. But don’t kid yourself—she got off on it. On you sucking his cum out of her. She loved your eagerness, your excitement. Hell, the two of them probably got a laugh out of it.”

Her words cut deep, and I shot her a sharp look, the edge of my discomfort bubbling to the surface. “You think Dave knew?” I asked, my voice quieter, almost hesitant.

Becky tilted her head, her lips curling into a small, knowing smile. She rolled her eyes as if the answer was obvious, and for her, it probably was.

And as much as I wanted to deny it, I couldn’t. Not to Becky. I couldn’t lie to her, and I couldn’t hide from the truth she was pointing at.

After that night, Dave and Louisa didn’t bother hiding their flirtation anymore. It became part of the fabric of our daily lives, woven in so seamlessly that it almost felt normal—almost. Dave would pull her into his lap while we sat in the living room, chatting about trivial things like TV shows or current events, as if nothing was amiss. His arm would drape casually around her waist, his hand stroking her shoulders or the back of her neck with infuriating ease.

But I knew better. I wasn’t naïve. His other hand, the one I couldn’t see, would disappear under the table, and Louisa’s body would tense, her breath hitching just slightly before she tried to mask it with a nervous laugh or a sharp comment. I didn’t need to see to know what he was doing—what she was letting him do.

And then there were her eyes. Louisa’s eyes would flick to mine, wide and questioning, as though she was waiting for me to say something, to do something. Her gaze lingered just a second too long, searching for a reaction that never came.

Even when her hips shifted subtly in his lap, when her squirming became impossible to ignore, I stayed silent. Even when her cheeks flushed and her lips parted as if she were trying to catch her breath, I pretended not to notice. Even when her eyes fluttered closed for a split second, betraying some sensation I couldn’t see but could imagine all too vividly, I never acknowledged it.

After Dave left, Louisa often claimed she was tired or had a headache. It was her new refrain, delivered with just enough weariness to sound convincing. But I didn’t stop pressing her, pushing past her weak protests with the same persistence I’d come to rely on. I didn’t want to think about why she was tired or what might have given her a headache. I only knew I needed her.

She always gave in. Every time. She let me fight through her hesitation, her half-hearted "no’s," until I was burying my face in her pussy, losing myself in the act.

“Fuck yes,” she’d moan, her voice raw and unrestrained. “Eat me. Eat my fucking pussy.”

In those moments, I let myself believe she wanted it, that her words were enough to wipe away the unease that lingered in my gut. But afterward, the ritual of regret always followed. Her expression would shift, and I’d catch fleeting glimpses of something I couldn’t—or wouldn’t—name. Pity. Anger. Surprise. Disgust. Each look was a mirror I refused to see clearly, an indictment I turned away from.

But even if her expressions weren’t enough to force me to confront the truth, the aroma should have been. That unmistakable, intoxicating mix of sweat and sex, of their combined excitement. Over time, her hesitations changed. She went from waiting for me to acknowledge what was happening to daring me to confront it.

One time, not long after Dave left—after his usual, casual farewell shouted through the door (“Enjoy!” he called, his voice dripping with smugness)—Louisa didn’t retreat to the bedroom. Instead, she stood with her back to the door, her hand resting lightly on the doorknob as she stared at it, unmoving.

I waited, unsure of what to do. “Louisa?” I asked softly, stepping closer.

She turned then, leaning back against the door, her expression unreadable. There was no softness in her eyes, no trace of the Louisa I thought I knew. Instead, her face was stern, her lips pressed into a tight line. She looked mad. Frustrated. Maybe even disappointed.

I moved toward her instinctively, but she shook her head sharply, stopping me in my tracks.

For a moment, I thought she might yell at me, tell me to leave her alone, to stop pretending I didn’t know. But she didn’t say anything. Instead, she reached down, her hands moving to the sides of her hips. Slowly, deliberately, she began to pull her skirt up.

Her movements were measured, almost theatrical. One fingerful at a time, she gathered the fabric, inching it higher and higher until it bunched at her hips. It was like a curtain being drawn, revealing a scene I wasn’t sure I could handle.

Her pussy was slick, glistening under the dim light. Wetness streaked her inner thighs, smeared carelessly as though someone—Dave—had been fingering her with abandon. A froth of their mixed fluids clung to her labia, catching the light in obscene clarity. At the center of it all, a creamy dome of his cum peaked out of her entrance, trembling slightly but held in place by surface tension.

Louisa’s eyes locked onto mine, daring me to react, to speak, to do something. She shifted slightly, spreading her legs wider, giving me an unobstructed view of the evidence that she hadn’t bothered—or hadn’t wanted—to clean away.

I felt my throat tighten, my heart pounding in my chest. The sight was overwhelming, visceral in a way that stripped me of coherent thought. But I couldn’t look away.

"I'm so... wet," she said, her voice low and laden with something I couldn’t name—taunting, maybe, or a challenge wrapped in innocence.

I nodded, my throat dry. My tongue flicked out instinctively, licking my lips. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her, from the gleaming evidence of her arousal.

"How'd I get so wet, Marky?" she asked, tilting her head slightly, her tone sharper now, as if she were testing me.

I shook my head, the words caught somewhere deep in my chest. I couldn’t say it. Not out loud.

Louisa frowned, the corners of her mouth tightening as her gaze bore into me. Slowly, she reached down, her fingers slipping between her legs, finding her slick folds with practiced ease. The skirt fell to one side, obscuring part of her, but her other hand held it high enough to give me a clear view. Her fingers played in the creamy wetness coating her pussy, drawing it up to her fingertips with deliberate precision.

White cum clung to her skin, stretching between her fingers as she spread herself, making a show of her arousal—or rather, their arousal. My stomach twisted, but I couldn’t look away.

"You love it when I’m wet," she said, her voice soft but loaded with meaning. Her fingers moved slowly, almost lazily, swirling through the mess between her thighs. “You love it when I’m wet… like this.”

I swallowed hard. “Y-yes,” I stammered, the admission barely audible.

Her lips curved into a faint, almost cruel smile. "You love to eat me like this," she said, her voice steady now, less a question and more a statement of fact.

My knees hit the floor before I even realized I’d moved. The sharp contact sent a jolt through me, but it was nothing compared to the pull she had over me. I crept toward her, the world narrowing to the space between us, to her glistening pussy and the intoxicating scent that filled the air.

But as I leaned closer, she shook her head, a single, measured motion that froze me in place. Her gaze was piercing as she looked down at me, her fingers still playing idly in her slickness, as if daring me to move.

I tore my eyes away from her hand and looked up at her face, searching for something—permission, maybe, or forgiveness. But her expression remained unreadable, her lips pressed into a firm line, her eyes sharp and unwavering.

The tension between us was unbearable, the silence deafening except for the faint, wet sounds of her fingers moving against her pussy. I felt the heat of shame and desire battling inside me, my pulse pounding in my ears as I waited for her to decide what came next.

“Even now, you won’t say it?” Louisa asked, her voice low, tinged with frustration and something colder—disappointment, maybe.

I shook my head, my throat tightening. “I love you,” I said, my voice soft and desperate, clinging to the words as if they could fix what was broken between us.

She stared at me, her expression unreadable. Then, with her sticky hand, still coated in evidence of Dave, she touched my cheek. The warmth of her fingers, damp and slick, sent a shiver through me.

“I don’t understand you,” she said, her tone quiet but laced with something sharp. Her fingers curled along my jaw, firm but deliberate, and she pulled my face down toward her pussy. The wet heat of her scent enveloped me, intoxicating and undeniable.

“Fucking eat it,” she commanded, her voice cutting through me like a blade.

The tone of her words sent a tremor through my body, both humiliating and electrifying. Without hesitation, I obeyed, my mouth pressing against her with unrelenting fervor. I nursed her pussy, my tongue lapping up the mess she’d exposed to me, cleaning her thighs, devouring every drop of their combined essence. Her slickness coated my lips, her taste lingering on my tongue, and when she lifted her fingers to my mouth, I sucked them clean too, one by one.

She watched me the entire time, her gaze filled with contempt that never wavered, not even when her body betrayed her. Even as she came, her thighs trembling against my face, her hands gripping my hair tightly, she looked down at me like I was beneath her. Her moans were sharp, almost biting, as though the release itself was a concession she hated to give.

When it was over, I rose to my feet, my face still wet from her, my breath ragged. I reached for my belt, my fingers fumbling as I unbuckled it, already imagining the closeness I craved—the connection I desperately needed. But as I moved to take her, she pressed her hand firmly against my chest, stopping me.

Her eyes met mine briefly, and in that moment, I saw nothing of the Louisa I used to know—only someone I no longer understood. She walked past me without a word, disappearing into the bathroom. The sound of the shower starting was the only thing that broke the silence.

I stood there, frozen, my heart pounding in my chest. When she finally came to bed, her hair damp and her skin warm from the shower, I moved toward her, reaching out as she slipped under the covers. I leaned in to kiss her, desperate for even a scrap of affection.

She leaned in, but just before our lips met, she stopped. Her fingers brushed against my mouth, wiping away a flake of dried cum lingering at the corner. Her hand lingered for a moment as she patted my cheek softly, her touch almost pitying. Then, with a sigh, she rolled over, turning her back to me.

She didn’t let me make love to her.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my chest heavy with the weight of everything left unsaid. The silence in the room was suffocating, and for the first time, I couldn’t pretend anymore. I had known. I had always known.

Becky’s voice pulled me back to the present, soft and sharp all at once. She looked up at me from where she’d been lightly licking my cock as I told her the story, her eyes gleaming with a mix of curiosity and something more.

“Your wife wanted you to admit you knew,” she said simply, her words cutting through the last remnants of my denial.

“I was in denial, I think,” I said, my voice uneven, trying to dodge the weight of the truth that Becky always seemed to drag out of me.

She didn’t say anything at first, just gave me that look—the one that felt like a challenge and a command all in one. Her hand moved lower, lightly cupping my balls, her touch deceptively gentle. But then, with deliberate slowness, her fingers began to squeeze.

I winced, the tension sending a jolt through me. “No, please,” I said, my voice cracking.

Becky shook her head, her expression unyielding. She wasn’t going to let me off the hook.

“Fine, fine,” I stammered, feeling the pressure increase. “I guess I…”

Her eyes locked onto mine, sharp and expectant, refusing to let me look away. The heat in her gaze burned through my resistance, and I knew she wouldn’t stop until I said it. Her fingers tightened further, the slow squeeze sending a dull ache radiating through me.

I couldn’t hold out any longer. The words burst out of me before I could stop them. “Fine. I was afraid they would stop.”

Becky’s hand relaxed instantly, the tension draining from her grip. Relief washed over me as the ache ebbed, but the shame of my confession lingered, sharp and biting. My cock pulsed, a small bead of cum slipping from the slit and glistening in the dim light.

“That’s right, Marky,” Becky said, her tone softer now but no less insistent. “Tell me.” Her hand moved back to my shaft, stroking me lightly, as though rewarding me for my honesty—or daring me to keep going.

I gasped, the dual sting of Becky’s deliberate grip and the weight of my confession leaving me breathless. The words had been tough to admit, dragging themselves from a place I’d been hiding from for years. “As long as I refused to acknowledge it,” I said between shallow breaths, “they would keep pressing me. They would keep increasing the stakes.”

“They would keep rubbing your nose in it?” Becky laughed, her tone light, mocking, but not unkind.

I couldn’t help but laugh too, the absurdity of it striking me even now. “Yes,” I said, shaking my head, “fucking literally.”

Becky grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief as her hand slid back up my cock, her touch light but purposeful. “So,” she said, tilting her head as if contemplating a delicious secret, “you loved eating your best friend’s cum out of your wife’s well-fucked pussy. Why wouldn’t they want to keep that going? Sounds fun.”

Her words sent a shiver through me—part humiliation, part arousal. I hated how easily she could distill the mess of my feelings into something so stark, so raw. I shuddered at the description, my stomach tightening as her gaze stayed fixed on me.

“I think…” I said slowly, struggling to find the words. “I think it’s because I knew what would happen when we finally couldn’t deny it any longer.”

Becky nodded thoughtfully, her teasing smirk softening just slightly. She leaned forward, pressing her lips to the head of my cock in a gentle kiss before trailing her tongue down the length of me. She licked away the creamy bead of cum that had dripped onto my belly, her eyes never leaving mine.

“That story,” she murmured, her voice husky, “sounds delicious.”

Her words sent another tremor through me, my body reacting before my mind could catch up. Becky always had a way of making the unbearable feel irresistible, of pulling me into the raw truth of myself even when it hurt.


A Subtle Shift 

At the next dinner, there was a shift in their pattern—something subtle, but undeniable. When I came home, the kitchen was empty. No one greeted me. The pots on the stove simmered quietly, their contents untouched, waiting. I stirred them absently, the scent of spices filling the air, but it did little to calm the unease that settled in my chest.

Minutes passed. The sound of muffled voices and footsteps finally broke the silence, and then Dave and Louisa walked in together.

Dave didn’t smile this time. He moved to the table and dropped into a chair, his posture lazy but his expression unreadable. He propped his feet up on the extra chair, his body radiating an air of practiced nonchalance. But there was no mistaking the shift in his demeanor—something colder, less playful.

Louisa, on the other hand, came to me at the stove. Her movements were deliberate, almost too composed, as she leaned in and tilted her face up to kiss me. I froze for a moment before meeting her lips, the familiar warmth of her kiss filling me… but there was something else. The gloss on her lips shimmered faintly in the light, and when my tongue brushed against hers, I tasted it—him. Dave’s cum, faint but unmistakable, lingered in her mouth.

When she broke the kiss, her eyes met mine. They burned with that same challenge, the one that had grown sharper over the past weeks, daring me to acknowledge what was right in front of me. Her gaze asked the question she never spoke aloud: “Say something.”

But I didn’t. I couldn’t. Instead, I licked my lips reflexively, tasting the residue of her earlier intimacy with Dave, my silence as much a part of this twisted dynamic as their actions. “Dinner looks good,” was all I managed to say, the words hollow in the air between us.

Dave snorted from his seat at the table, his voice cutting through the moment. “I bet it’s fucking tasty,” he said, his tone laced with crude amusement.

Louisa laughed at that, the sound light and casual, but when she glanced back at me, the corners of her mouth tightened ever so slightly. Wiping at the corner of her mouth with her thumb, her eyes locked onto mine. “Everyone thinks so,” she said softly, her voice dripping with double meaning.

She sat next to Dave at the table, her chair closer to his than it should have been. Her hand rested lightly on the edge of the table, but her other hand disappeared beneath it. I didn’t need to see to know what was happening. Louisa didn’t bother to hide her pleasure as Dave’s hand moved between her legs. She shifted in her seat, a faint gasp escaping her lips, her eyes half-lidded as she stared at me. The slight shake of her head was subtle but deliberate, as though to say, “You’re pathetic.”

Even Dave seemed to pity me in that moment, his usual smirk replaced by something flatter, less animated. In a way, it might have been less fun for him now. The thrill of pushing boundaries had been replaced by something heavier, something darker. But it didn’t stop him. His hand kept moving, and Louisa’s small, barely restrained noises filled the quiet room.

We ate dinner in an awkward silence, punctuated only by the occasional clink of silverware against plates and Louisa’s soft sighs. The tension was thick, oppressive, and I could feel the weight of both their gazes pressing down on me.

Then Louisa spoke, her voice casual, as though nothing about this evening was unusual. “There’s a Halloween party some of my work friends are having next week,” she said, her tone light, almost breezy. “I’m thinking we can do a couple’s thing.”

“Yeah?” I said cautiously, my tone trying to mask the unease creeping into my chest.

“You know, a theme,” Louisa said, her voice light, almost playful.

“Sure,” I said, forcing a smile. “What are you thinking?”

“Well, Alice in Wonderland was my idea,” she said, a flicker of excitement in her eyes.

“Oh, sure,” I said, nodding. “You’d look hot as Alice.”

Louisa tilted her head, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Well, that’s what I thought too,” she said. “But then Dave suggested we make it… funnier.”

My stomach dropped. “Dave’s coming too?” I asked, trying to keep my voice even, though the knot tightening in my gut betrayed me.

Dave, leaning back in his chair with that ever-present grin, let out a laugh. “Don’t you want me to come?” he said, his voice dripping with innuendo. He winked at Louisa, and she stifled a giggle behind her hand, her cheeks flushing slightly.

“Yeah,” Louisa said, her tone shifting to a teasing lilt. “We have to have more fun.” She paused, her eyes locking onto mine with that familiar challenge. “So, we thought you could be Alice.”

I blinked, the words not registering at first. “Me?” I asked, my voice faltering.

She nodded, her smile widening. “I’ll be the Red Queen,” she continued, her tone sweet but pointed, “and Dave… Dave will be the Mad Hatter.”

The room felt smaller, the air thick with their shared amusement. Dave chuckled softly, clearly enjoying the moment, while Louisa’s eyes sparkled with something that felt like both delight and provocation.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, forcing a laugh that sounded hollow even to me. “Alice, huh?” I said, my voice strained.

Louisa tilted her head, feigning innocence. “Oh, come on, Marky. You’d look adorable. And it’s just for fun, right?”

Dave leaned forward slightly, his grin growing. “You’re not afraid of a little fun, are you?” he said, his tone teasing but laced with something sharper.

“Yeah, Marky,” Louisa said, her tone lilting with mock encouragement. “It’s a laugh. It’s Halloween. There’ll be half a dozen guys in dresses, I’ll bet.”

“But not you,” I said, my voice flat, unable to hide the edge creeping into it.

Louisa leaned forward, her eyes softening, her voice dipping into that tone she knew I couldn’t resist. “Please?” she said, her lips parting slightly as her teeth grazed her bottom lip. “Say you’ll do it for me. I don’t want my co-workers to think we’re boring.”

As she spoke, her eyelids fluttered, and her breath hitched ever so slightly. It wasn’t hard to see why—Dave’s hand had disappeared under the table again, and his fingers were clearly doing more than just teasing. Louisa’s hips shifted minutely, her composure cracking just enough for me to catch the strain in her voice.

I couldn’t take it. The air felt stifling, thick with unspoken things I couldn’t bring myself to name. I stood abruptly, my chair scraping against the floor as I grabbed my plate and headed for the sink, needing to do something to escape their shared gaze.

“Geez, Marky,” Dave said loudly, his tone laced with cruel amusement. “Do you need to go into the bathroom to take care of that?”

It took me a moment to register what he was talking about, but then I looked down and froze. The erection tenting my pants was unmistakable, straining against the fabric with a humiliating lack of subtlety. I had been so hard so often lately that I hadn’t even been conscious of it anymore, the state of arousal a near-constant background hum in my body. But now it was painfully, embarrassingly obvious.

“Oh, goodness, Marky,” Louisa said, turning her head and laughing, though her tone carried more mockery than embarrassment. “We don’t need to see that.”

“I... I’m sorry,” I stammered, my face flushing hot as I instinctively dropped my hand to cover myself.

“Don’t play with it, jeez,” Dave added, his voice cutting through the moment with a sharp edge of derision.

The heat in my face burned brighter, spreading down my neck and into my chest. I felt flustered, exposed, and utterly humiliated. My hand hovered awkwardly over my crotch, unsure whether to press down or leave it alone, as if either choice could somehow salvage my dignity. But nothing could hide the dampness I could feel soaking into my underwear, the sticky evidence of my arousal betraying me further.

Louisa didn’t look at me again, her laughter fading into soft murmurs shared with Dave as she shifted in her seat. Meanwhile, I stood there, gripping the edge of the sink, trying to will my body to calm down and failing miserably.

“Go,” Louisa said, her tone sharp, cutting through my dazed confusion. “Go into the bathroom, for goodness’ sake. You clearly need to do something about that.”

I froze, my eyes darting between her and Dave, unsure of what to do or say. My face burned as their expressions bore down on me—Dave’s smug amusement, Louisa’s sudden shift to sternness.

She leaned forward slightly, her voice dropping but gaining an edge of command. “Go into the bathroom and jerk yourself off, Marky,” she said slowly, enunciating each word as though speaking to a child. “So we don’t have to look at that thing anymore.”

My heart thundered in my chest, the blood rushing so loudly in my ears that I could barely think. My mouth went dry, my throat tightening as shame washed over me in waves. But alongside the humiliation was a pulse of something deeper, darker—a sharp, forbidden thrill that sent shivers through my body.

Without another word, I turned and walked out of the kitchen, my movements robotic, like I was being pulled along by invisible strings. I headed to the guest bathroom adjoining the living room. I didn’t know why I didn’t go back to our private bathroom—maybe it was shock, maybe it was the proximity of their voices. My mind swirled with too many thoughts to make sense of any of them.

I stepped into the small bathroom and closed the door behind me. My hands shook slightly as I unbuttoned my pants and let them drop to the floor. Standing in front of the sink, I looked up at the mirror, catching my reflection. My face was a deep, burning red, my eyes wide with a mixture of shame and disbelief. Below, my cock stood rigid, glistening with a slick trail of clear liquid that ran down the shaft.

I hesitated, my fingers brushing against the hard length of me. I could have just stood there, waited for the erection to subside naturally. That would have been the sensible thing to do. But her words echoed in my mind, the tone of authority, the undeniable command: “Go into the bathroom and jerk yourself off, Marky.”

The weight of the instruction settled over me, heavy and intoxicating. My hand moved almost on its own, wrapping around my cock, the slickness of pre-cum providing easy lubrication. I stroked myself slowly, my breaths coming out in shallow, uneven gasps. I didn’t even know why I was doing it—not really. But the shame of knowing they both knew what I was doing, the way Louisa had spoken to me like I had no choice—it thrilled me, made my pulse race in a way I couldn’t deny.

Then I heard their voices.

Through the thin door, muffled but unmistakable, came the sound of them talking. My heart leaped into my throat, my strokes faltering. They were in the living room, right outside the bathroom. I stood frozen, torn between stopping and continuing, my body locked in the tension of being caught yet not wanting to stop.

Louisa’s voice, hushed but clear, carried through the door. She was trying to whisper, but the effort to be quiet only made her words sharper, louder somehow. My chest tightened as I strained to hear, the shame and excitement twisting together in a way that left me trembling.

“Mm. Yes. Yes,” I heard Louisa say through the thin bathroom door, her voice soft but thick with arousal.

Dave’s voice followed, lower but no less charged. “You are so cruel. Fuck, you’re so fucking hot.”

“Just fuck me,” she said, her words coming out in staccato bursts, like she was barely holding back.

There was a pause, long enough for me to hold my breath, my hand hovering mid-stroke. Then Dave’s voice, quieter now but dripping with disbelief: “He’s right there.”

“I... I... fucking... know,” Louisa said, each word punctuated by a shuddering breath. “I... don’t... care. Just... fuck me.”

Her words hit me like a blow to the chest. My heart raced, the pounding so loud in my ears I thought it might drown out the rest of their conversation. But her voice, breathless and desperate, cut through everything. She didn’t care. She didn’t care that I was right there, that I could hear every word, every sound. Or maybe she did care—and that was the point.

I felt a surge of something primal, instinctive. My chest tightened as the urge to storm out there gripped me, to throw the door open and put an end to it. This was my last chance, the final line they were daring me to cross. It felt like an ultimatum she’d crafted just for me: Stop them, or jerk myself off to the sound of them fucking.

My mind screamed at me to choose, to act, but my body had already made the decision. My hand, slick and trembling, was stroking again, the rhythm steadying as the shame and arousal tangled together into something I couldn’t control.

The wet sounds of their movements reached my ears, mingling with her gasps and his low, guttural groans. My knees threatened to buckle as the thrill of humiliation and the weight of my submission settled over me. I was fully aware of what I was doing, of what I’d chosen, and yet I couldn’t stop. My body betrayed me, moving on its own, chasing a release I knew would only deepen my shame.

Louisa’s moans grew louder, her voice thick with pleasure as Dave fucked her. Judging by where the sound came from, I could picture her bent over the couch, her hands gripping the cushions for support. Her skirt would be thrown up over her back, exposing her ass to him as he pounded into her from behind. I knew Dave liked that position.

It wasn’t always Louisa’s favorite. She had once preferred missionary, the closeness of it. But in our later experiments, she had started asking me to fuck her like this, to take her from behind with her face pressed into the mattress or the armrest. I hadn’t wanted to admit it then, but I knew exactly what she meant. She wanted me to fuck her the way Dave fucked her. To fuck her where Dave had fucked her hours earlier, his cum still lingering inside her. My cock sliding through his mess, my orgasm mixing with his as I came where Dave had already claimed her.

Louisa’s voice broke into a cry—a barely stifled scream as she came for him. My knees trembled at the sound, my imagination filling in every detail I couldn’t see. I knew what came next. I’d seen Dave fuck other women like this before, his dominance a performance as much as an act.

He would step back now, his cock glistening and dripping with their combined juices. And the women—always eager to please him, always ready to submit—would turn, drop to their knees, and softly slurp the mix of their flavors from his cock. They’d nurse him tenderly, licking and sucking until he softened, or until he hardened again, ready to take them once more.

In the bathroom, I couldn’t hold back any longer. My hand moved faster, the shame and arousal too tightly entwined to separate. I groaned as I came, thick jets spilling into my hand. The sound of my orgasm seemed deafening in the small space, and I froze, listening for any sign they’d heard.

And then I did hear it—a soft laugh, Louisa’s unmistakable giggle. It wasn’t loud, just a quiet burst of amusement that cut through the heavy air. It wasn’t just laughter; it was her laughter, the laugh I’d fallen in love with, but now it came with a sting. She’d heard me. They both had.

I looked down at my hand, covered in my own cum, sticky and warm. The shame burned hotter, more acute now. It wasn’t just my arousal—it was my humiliation, my inability to resist, laid bare in my palm. I wanted to make it disappear, to erase the evidence. Without thinking, I brought my hand to my mouth and licked it clean.

It was the first time I’d eaten my own cum. I didn’t pause to consider the act, didn’t let the embarrassment stop me. I licked each finger carefully, methodically, cleaning them until no trace remained. Only when my hand was clean did I turn to the sink to wash them, rinsing away the last remnants of my shame.

The only thing separating us now was the door. The only lie between us was the thin veneer of plausible deniability. I opened the door, stepping back into the living room.

Louisa knelt on the floor behind the couch, her hair slightly disheveled, her lips glistening in the dim light. Dave stood in front of her, his hand just letting go of the zipper on his pants as he finished closing them.

She stood smoothly, walking toward me with an air of casual confidence. Her eyes flicked down, and her hand reached out to pat my deflating cock through my pants. “All better?” she asked, her voice laced with a teasing sweetness that sent a shiver down my spine.

I nodded, unable to meet her gaze fully.

Louisa smiled and leaned up to kiss me. Her lips pressed against mine, soft but firm, and I could taste them both—her and Dave. The salty, musky tang of their combined cum lingered on her lips, unmistakable and overwhelming.

When she broke the kiss, she held my gaze for a moment, her expression unreadable. Then she gave me a small shake of her head, a silent gesture filled with something that felt like amusement, disappointment, or both. She reached up with her finger, wiping the corner of my mouth with deliberate care.

“OK, then,” she said, turning away with a light laugh. Her voice was bright, carefree, as though nothing about this exchange was unusual. “Who needs dessert?”

I stood there, rooted in place, the realization hitting me like a tidal wave. When she kissed me, she had tasted my lips. She had tasted my cum on them. She knew what I had done in the bathroom, and she didn’t need to say a word to let me know.

Becky’s hand tightened around my cock, her grip firm and unrelenting as she kept me teetering on the edge. She’d had to stop me from cumming several times as I told this part of my story, her thumb pressing against the base of my shaft whenever she felt my body tense too much.

“Fuck, Marky,” she said, her voice a husky mix of disbelief and arousal. “Louisa and Dave are so cruel. I’m sorry, but fuck, that was so hot.”

I couldn’t respond, couldn’t find the words. All I could do was nod, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I tried to hold back the inevitable. My cock throbbed in her hands, and I knew I was seconds away from losing it entirely.

Becky’s eyes gleamed as she leaned in closer, her voice dropping into that commanding tone that made me weak. “I need to see you do it, Marky,” she said.

“What?” I croaked, her words cutting through my haze of pleasure and shame.

“I need to see you jerk off into your hand,” she said, her voice steady, her grip loosening just enough to give me freedom to move. “Like you did in the bathroom.”

“I… I don’t…” I stammered, the protest weak even as I felt my hand twitch, hovering close to my aching cock.

Becky tilted her head, her smirk sharp and knowing. “Come on, Marky,” she said, her voice softer but no less insistent. “You told me everything. You already licked it up once. What’s one more time? Do it for me. Let me see you.”

Her words sent a shiver through me, the humiliation and arousal tangling together in that all-too-familiar way. My hand moved on its own, wrapping around myself, the slickness of cum making it easy as I started stroking. Becky’s eyes never left me, her gaze intense, drinking in every movement, every reaction.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her hand moving to cup my balls lightly, her touch adding to the overwhelming sensation. “Show me, Marky. Don’t hold back.”

With that, Becky got up on her knees, her hand diving between her legs to rapidly rub her clit. Her fingers glistened, slick with my pre-cum, moving with a determined intensity that sent shivers through me.

She let go of my cock, leaving me with no barrier, no restraint. Without her grip, I knew I had nothing to stop myself. The inevitability of it washed over me like a wave, and I scrambled to my knees in front of her. My hand moved to my shaft, gripping under the crown, stroking frantically.

Becky’s eyes locked onto mine, her gaze blazing with arousal and command. She literally growled, the sound low and primal. “Fuck, yes,” she said, her voice thick with need. “Jerk that thing. Cum for me, boy.”

Her words cut through me, as much an order as they were encouragement. My body betrayed me completely. My vision blurred and then went white as the orgasm tore through me. I barely registered the first spurt—it missed my hand entirely, spattering a white streak across Becky’s knee, stark against her flushed skin.

The shame hit immediately, like a lightning strike, even as I screamed out in release. Each pulse of cum filled my palm, hot and sticky, my body convulsing with the force of it. I groaned, the sound raw and guttural, somewhere between ecstasy and humiliation. My mind screamed at me to stop, to pull away, but my body wouldn’t obey. The pleasure was overwhelming, consuming, and it carried the weight of every ounce of shame I felt in that moment.

Becky’s gaze never left me, her pupils blown wide, her chest heaving. She was panting loudly as her fingers worked her clit with desperate speed. Her free hand reached up to twist and pull at her nipple, her moans growing louder with each stroke.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as she looked at me, her eyes darting to the puddle of cum pooling in my palm. “I’m so close.”

The heat in her eyes and the sight of her writhing should have been enough to bring me pride or satisfaction, but all I felt was exposed—laid bare, both literally and emotionally. My shame deepened as I lifted my trembling hand, bringing the sticky mess to my lips. My body moved on instinct, my mind screaming at me to stop but powerless to intervene. With my lips at my wrist, I noisily slurped, the sound vulgar and deliberate, echoing in the room.

Becky’s reaction was immediate. “Fuuuuck,” she screamed, her body arching as her orgasm hit. She trembled violently, her fingers pressing into her clit with almost punishing force as her thighs quivered. Her moans turned into broken cries as she rode out her climax, her body shuddering with the release.

I swallowed, the taste thick and salty, and my stomach twisted. The room was quiet except for Becky’s heavy breathing and my own shallow gasps. My face burned with shame, the weight of what I’d done pressing down on me like a physical force. I couldn’t meet her gaze, even as I knelt there, hand still sticky and body trembling from the intensity of it all.

I kept licking and slurping, making a deliberate show of the cum swirling in my mouth for Becky. My tongue moved exaggeratedly, scooping the thick liquid and pressing it against the roof of my mouth, the wet sounds loud in the otherwise quiet room.

“Fuck, yes, bitch,” she panted, her voice trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Don’t… don’t swallow it all. I want to…”

Her words trailed off as she leaned forward suddenly, grabbing my face and pulling me into a hungry kiss. Her tongue thrust into my mouth, swirling around to taste me, to share the salty mixture still pooling there. Her lips were insistent, her movements demanding as she sucked some of the cum into her own mouth.

She pulled back slightly, her face flushed and shining with sweat. She nodded at me, her lips still parted. Together, we swallowed, the act feeling almost ceremonial, binding us in the rawness of the moment.

We stared at each other for a long moment, our faces smeared with spit and streaks of cum that dripped lazily down our chins. My cock, now soft and heavy, hung low, swinging slightly as I shifted. I could feel the last remnants of cum dripping from the tip, pooling on the floor beneath me, sticky and warm against my inner thigh. Becky’s knee glistened with the streak I had left earlier, the liquid slowly trailing down to her calf.

We were both bright with sweat, our bodies flushed and glistening in the dim light. The air between us was thick with the mingling scents of cum, sex, and exertion, the intimacy of it all pressing down on me like a weight I didn’t want to escape.

Finally, Becky broke the silence, catching her breath as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, though it did little to clean the mess. “I fucking hate your ex,” she said, her tone sharp but softened by a smirk. “But… I also kind of have to thank her too. She helped make you for me.”

I shook my head, a laugh bubbling up unbidden. Somehow, despite everything, I felt free—liberated in a way I hadn’t thought possible. The shame I usually carried with me was gone, replaced by a thrilling sense of openness. Becky had brought something out of me, something raw and honest that I couldn’t have reached alone.

I leaned forward, kissing her again, tasting the lingering saltiness of our shared mess on her lips. Her hands gripped my shoulders, holding me close, her body pressing against mine.

When she broke the kiss, she didn’t pull away completely. Instead, she leaned her face against my neck, her breath warm against my skin as she wrapped her arms around me in a tight embrace.

“I can’t wait to hear about the Halloween party, Alice,” she murmured, her voice laced with teasing affection.

I smiled, my body still trembling slightly from the intensity of it all. Becky’s words hung in the air, a reminder of how far we’d gone and how much farther we could go.


Tell Me More

Becky leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear, and whispered, "Tell me about that Halloween party. The one with Louisa and Dave." Her voice was like silk pulled tight, full of anticipation, teasing the edges of my reluctance. She always wanted the stories—the ones that cracked me open and laid my shame bare. It wasn’t just the humiliation that excited her; it was the transformation. She had a way of turning even my most bruising memories into something else entirely—something electric, raw, and undeniably ours.

It wasn’t easy, though. That night was a tangle of hard truths, and I couldn’t think of it without feeling the echo of that crushing, exquisite weight. Still, Becky thrived on these stories. She craved the layered honesty, the mix of arousal and vulnerability. Every detail fed her, lighting her up in a way that was impossible to resist. And in return, she offered me something precious: she rewrote the narrative with me, rebranding shame as intimacy, pain as connection. It wasn’t just a fetish—it was a healing ritual, a way for us to dive deeper into one another.

Becky and I had our own kind of alchemy. She’d share her own stories, dark corners of her past that she’d polished into sharp tools for our play. A bad experience, in her hands, became an opportunity for exploration. Together, we took those jagged edges and turned them into bonds that held us tighter. It was beautiful. Messy. Addictive.

Yet, for all of this, we kept things unofficial. In my phone, she was still "forever single," and that was fine by her. We lived in this liminal space, bound but unbound. Becky could date whoever she wanted, and so could I—but I didn’t want anyone else. I chose her, over and over, even when she didn’t ask me to. We shared a house, a life, and a rhythm that felt right. My consulting work kept me locked away in my office most days, while Becky worked in her studio, her creativity fueling the fantasies of her clients.

Business was booming. I liked to think our experiments—our stories—were part of what made her work flourish. Her clients didn’t just want a glimpse of her body; they wanted the worlds she could create for them. She was their Scheherazade, spinning fantasies so vivid they clung to her clients like a fever dream. Every story, every whispered promise, kept them coming back for more.

Sometimes, when she was working, I’d find myself outside her studio door, leaning against the cool frame with my ear pressed to the wood. I could’ve easily pulled up her feed on my computer—after all, I had admin access to everything she produced—but that felt too clinical, too detached. Standing there, listening to her voice spill into the quiet hallway, was different. It was voyeurism in its purest form, and it thrilled me.

I’d rub myself through my pants, the heat building as I listened to her weave her spell. Her voice would drop low, sultry, as she told another man how good he made her feel, how wet he made her, how she needed him to fuck her. Sometimes it was gentler, coaxing, as she described her fingers tracing over her skin, the soft rise and fall of her chest as she moaned his name. Lately, though, her sessions had taken on a sharper edge.

There were men who wanted to give her everything—their power, their pleasure, their pain. I could hear the catch in her breath as she played her role, telling them how she owned their cocks, how the keys to their chastity cages dangled from a chain around her waist, glinting just above her pussy. The thought of her teasing them, driving them to the brink, made me ache. I could picture her perfectly—her hand between her thighs, her head tilted back as she rode the wave of her own control. And outside that door, I was her silent witness, caught in the riptide of her world.

Today, something was different. The moment I approached the door to Becky’s studio, I could feel it. The air seemed heavier, charged with anticipation, like stepping into the eye of a storm. I pressed my ear to the cool wood, my pulse already quickening, and listened.

Her voice drifted through, soft and teasing, laced with that wicked edge she always wielded so effortlessly.

"Are you going to cum?" she asked, her words a silk thread, taut and inviting.

From the other side of the speaker, the man's voice was muffled but thick with need. "Fuck, yes."

I froze, my breath catching as her next words slid through the barrier between us, wrapping around me like a fist.

"Are you going to cum inside my pussy?"

Her tone was casual, playful, but the weight of it struck me like a hammer. I could picture her perfectly in that moment—her body reclined just enough to feel effortless, her lips curling as she watched the screen, eyes alight with amusement at the control she wielded.

"Oh, fuck, please!" the man groaned, his voice cracking with desperation.

And then she dropped the trap, her next words dripping with a knowing cruelty that sent a jolt straight to my core.

"But then my roommate will know."

The silence that followed stretched unbearably thin, and I could feel the tension radiating even through the door. The man’s response came, fractured and raw, as if he could barely form the words.

"I don't care."

My breath hitched. A dozen images flooded my mind, each one more vivid than the last. Her fingers, idly trailing over her skin as she spoke, her hips shifting in her seat, the wicked satisfaction that would be dancing in her eyes. And behind it all, the knowledge that she knew I was there. She knew I’d hear every word, every soft gasp, every piece of the fantasy she was spinning—not just for him, but for me too.

I shifted, my hand moving instinctively to the ache straining against my pants. I couldn’t help it. Her voice was a drug, intoxicating and impossible to resist. The way she toyed with him, the way her words blurred the line between what was real and what was imagined, left me utterly undone.

"He's right outside the door. He can hear us," Becky said, her voice dripping with calculated malice.

My heart slammed against my ribs. Did she know? Or was this just part of the act, another layer of her mind games? I pressed closer to the door, the sound of my breathing almost as loud as the pulse thundering in my ears.

"That's OK, baby," she purred, her tone as smooth as velvet. "He loves it when I fuck other men."

A guttural groan escaped the man on the other end of the call, a sound so raw it made me bite down hard on my lip to keep from making a noise myself.

"If you fill me up," she continued, her words curling like smoke, "I'll make him eat it."

"Fuuuuck," the voice cried, the edges of his desperation breaking through.

"That's right," Becky coaxed, her voice like a whip wrapped in silk. "Come for me. My cuck roommate will lick it all up for you."

My legs nearly buckled. I didn’t wait to hear more—I couldn’t. My body was already betraying me, my cock straining painfully against my pants, a sticky dampness spreading from the tip as my pre-cum seeped through. I stumbled back down the hallway, nearly tripping as I reached my office, slamming the door behind me. My hands were shaking as I ripped my belt loose and shoved my pants down to my ankles.

My cock was already dripping, thick beads pooling at the head. I wrapped my fist around it and started jerking furiously, my knees weak, my breaths coming in shallow, desperate gasps. I was already leaking as my hand worked up and down my shaft, the vividness of her words playing on a loop in my mind. Her voice, her laughter, the sheer confidence in the way she claimed the situation—it was too much.

I didn’t last long. The first spurt hit my fingers before I even realized it was happening, and by the time the rest of my cum splashed into my palm, I was panting, doubled over, a trembling mess. The puddle of hot, sticky fluid pooled in my hand, glistening as I tried to catch my breath.

"Be a good boy," came Becky’s voice from behind me, calm, playful, and far too close.

I froze, my head snapping up. My heart raced as I turned to see her standing in the doorway. I hadn’t heard her come in. Or had I forgotten to close the door in my haste? Either way, it didn’t matter. There was no hiding what I’d been doing.

My pants were tangled around my ankles, my cock still in my fist, shiny with cum. Drips of it were sliding down my palm, some already splattering onto the floor. The room felt unbearably small under the weight of her gaze.

She stood there like a vision, a red wig cascading down her bare shoulders, her body entirely exposed except for the towering black stilettos that accentuated the curves of her legs. Her skin gleamed in the soft light, her pussy visibly wet, glistening from where she had been touching herself. A neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair adorned the top of her mound, a deliberate detail that seemed to make her even more striking. Her breasts rose and fell with each steady breath, her pink nipples hard, the puffy areolae begging for attention.

Her eyes dropped to my hand, then traveled back up to meet mine. She smiled, slow and deliberate, as one of her hands moved up to tease her nipples, pinching and rolling them between her fingers.

"Finish what you were doing," she said, her voice a soft command that left no room for argument.

I hesitated, my face burning with humiliation, but her expression didn’t falter. Her other hand slid between her legs, her fingers disappearing into the wetness of her pussy. She moaned softly, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat surging through me, even though I had just cum.

Her eyes never left mine as I raised my hand, trembling, and brought the sticky mess of my cum to my lips. She licked her own lips in response, her fingers moving faster between her legs, her body arching slightly as she rubbed her clit.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice thick with approval as her own pleasure built.

I watched, helpless and entranced, as she continued to play with herself, her hips rolling in rhythm with her touch. Every movement, every sound she made, was a reminder of who was really in control. And I, standing there with the taste of my own cum on my tongue and my pants still bunched around my ankles, was exactly where she wanted me to be.

“Mm,” she moaned, her voice low and throaty, vibrating through me. “Clean it all up, Marky. He made such a mess, and you get to lick it all up.”

I groaned as her words sent a fresh surge of heat through my body, making my skin prickle. My tongue darted out, and I began lapping at my hand, drinking noisily, savoring the sticky saltiness as I worked to clean myself completely. Her eyes locked onto mine, unwavering, her gaze like a tether pulling me deeper into submission. We never broke eye contact, and each moment stretched longer, more electric, until my palm was spotless.

When I finished, she tilted her head slightly and let her gaze drop to the floor, a deliberate gesture that sent my heart into overdrive. My breath hitched as I followed her line of sight, my chest tightening when I saw what she meant. The large, glistening drops of cum that had spilled from my trembling hand when she first startled me now gleamed under the light, stark against the dark hardwood floor.

I hesitated only for a second before moving to my hands and knees. My face hovered inches above the floor, the sharp tang of my release filling my nostrils as I looked up at her, silently seeking confirmation.

“Every drop,” she commanded softly, her voice a honeyed blade.

I pressed my tongue to the floor, the cool surface meeting the heat of my mouth as I began to lick. The taste of the polished wood mingled with the remnants of my cum, an intoxicating combination of degradation and devotion. I worked slowly, deliberately, dragging my tongue over every streak and drop until nothing remained.

Above me, her heels clicked lightly against the floor as she stepped closer, positioning herself on either side of the mess I was cleaning. The black stiletto heels framed my face, their glossy finish reflecting the low light. Her scent enveloped me—almond and musk, the unmistakable, heady aroma of her arousal. I could hear the wet squelch of her fingers moving inside her pussy, a sound that made my mouth water even more. Drool slipped from my lips onto the floor, and I lapped it up along with the last traces of cum.

When I finished, I knelt with my face pressed to the floor, my breathing shallow as I waited. I listened intently, straining for the telltale hitch in her breath, the shudder in her voice that would signal her orgasm. It was an unspoken rule—her pleasure came first, always.

Finally, I lifted my gaze. From this angle, her lithe legs stretched endlessly, her toned calves leading up to the delicate curve of her thighs. She was utterly mesmerizing, her body a masterpiece of sharp edges and soft planes. She reached down, her fingers slick and glistening, and touched them to my chin, tilting it upward. The wetness on her fingertips smeared across my skin as she guided me to meet her gaze.

I couldn’t stop my eyes from traveling. Her golden dragon tattoo snaked along her inner wrist, the intricate design glowing faintly against her tan skin. My gaze followed the faint trail of fine hair across her lower belly, where a delicate gold chain of tiny keys hung just above her mound. The diamond in her belly ring caught the light, sparkling against the soft contours of her stomach. The subtle valley between her teardrop-shaped breasts begged for attention, leading up to the "serenity" tattoo inked along her ribs. Her long, elegant neck was framed by the soft waves of her red wig, and finally, her lips—full, plush, and slightly parted in a knowing smirk.

Her light brown eyes held mine, shimmering with amusement and command. “You liked my story,” she said, the statement laced with mockery and satisfaction. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, my voice barely more than a whisper.

Her smirk widened, her expression turning darker, sharper. “Did you think I didn’t know you were outside all those times?”

My body went rigid, her words striking with the precision of a blade. Heat surged to my face, but I forced myself to hold her gaze. The truth churned in my chest, threatening to break free, but I knew better than to admit it.

“No,” I lied, the word leaving my lips with too much hesitation.

Her laugh was soft, almost pitying. She crouched slightly, bringing her face closer to mine. “My little Marky can’t help himself,” she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension. “It’s not enough that you get to fuck my pussy and eat your cum from me. You have to jerk it all the time, too.”

I swallowed hard, her words unraveling me, exposing every raw nerve. She leaned in just a fraction more, her breath warm against my skin, and I knew this wasn’t over. Not even close.

“Well?” she said, her tone sharp, her arched brow daring me to hesitate.

“Y-yes,” I stammered, my voice cracking under the weight of her presence.

She smirked, a wicked gleam in her eyes, and then lifted her foot. The sharp toe of her stiletto tapped lightly against my balls, sending a shiver of sharp sensation up my spine. The pressure was delicate but deliberate, the threat of pain lingering just beneath the surface.

“I don’t think these,” she said, punctuating her words with a soft press of her shoe, “make enough to satisfy your hunger for cum.”

I groaned, the sound raw and guttural, both from her statement and the subtle weight against my most sensitive flesh. Her control was absolute—gentle, yet insistent, a perfect balance of cruelty and care. My body responded before I could think, my cock twitching helplessly, still slick with the remnants of my release.

“Or,” she continued, swaying her hips slowly, making the tiny gold keys hanging from the chain around her waist jingle softly, “maybe we should prevent you from playing with it.”

My eyes darted to the keys as they caught the light, her teasing words wrapping around me like a noose. The idea sent a thrill through me, sharp and terrifying, the implications flooding my mind with images I couldn’t stop.

She stepped closer, her movements fluid and unhurried, and gently slid the glossy tip of her shoe against the crown of my cock. The slick smear of my cum spread across the patent leather, gleaming in the soft light. My breath hitched as her foot paused, pressing just enough to make me ache.

“Or both,” she said, her lips curling into a smile that was equal parts cruel and amused.

Her laugh bubbled up, light and airy, as though the weight of the moment was nothing to her. She stepped back and turned, her long legs carrying her gracefully toward the door. “I’ll see what I can do, Marky,” she tossed over her shoulder, her tone playful, yet dripping with intent.

I watched her go, my eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her round, dancer’s ass, each step making her hips roll in a way that seemed designed to keep me tethered to her. My heart pounded so hard it felt like it might burst, the sound of my pulse roaring in my ears. Her laugh echoed in the room, lingering like a phantom as my head spun with the implications of her words.

Would she really do those things to me? For me? The thought made my stomach churn with equal parts excitement and fear. Did I truly want her to take that control, to lock me away and deny me even the simple act of touching myself? Or was this just a fantasy she dangled in front of me, a game to see how far I’d let her go?

Of course, Becky knew. She knew everything. From the moment I told her my first story, she had a way of pulling the truths from me, peeling back my layers of shame and vulnerability until I had nothing left to hide. She especially loved the story of Louisa and Dave—the one I could barely speak of without my face burning.

My wife, Louisa, had fucked my best friend, Dave, for months before our marriage finally disintegrated. It wasn’t just the act itself that unraveled me; it was the roles we played in that twisted triangle. I had cleaned Louisa’s freshly fucked pussy more times than I could count, my tongue licking away the unmistakable evidence of what she’d done with Dave. She never acknowledged it outright. Neither did he. But the silence was louder than words, hanging heavy in the air as though daring me to break it.

Louisa pushed me, again and again, to admit what I was doing. She’d catch my eye as I knelt between her legs, her lips curving into a subtle, knowing smirk. “You taste so good,” she’d say, her voice dripping with a sweetness that felt like poison. Her tone was always just shy of mocking, as though she wanted me to squirm under the weight of what we both knew.

Sometimes she flaunted the evidence blatantly, spreading her legs wide, her pussy swollen and glistening with the unmistakable mixture of their fluids. She reveled in my denial, testing how far I’d go to pretend I didn’t know what I was doing—or, more accurately, what I loved doing. It wasn’t just about submission or humiliation. It was about the game she played, the power she wielded in making me complicit in their secret.

And Dave? He wasn’t any better. His sly, offhand jokes were like tiny daggers, cutting just deep enough to make me flinch but not enough to draw blood. “You always take such good care of her,” he’d say, his grin too wide, his voice too casual. His words dripped with insinuation, and every time he laughed, Louisa would glance at me with that look—half amusement, half challenge. They were conspirators in every sense, drawing me into their tangled web, and I let them. I couldn’t stop myself.

Becky loved hearing every sordid detail. After sex—sometimes even during—she’d lean back against the pillows, her body still flushed, her breath still uneven, and ask me for more. Her eyes would light up as I stumbled over the words, her fingers idly tracing patterns on her skin or between her thighs.

“Tell me again,” she’d say, her voice soft but commanding. “Tell me how it felt. What you thought. What you wanted.”

And I would. The words would spill out of me, messy and raw, as though her touch was the key to unlocking parts of myself I’d tried to bury. She listened with an intensity that made my chest ache, her expression shifting between fascination and arousal as she absorbed every word.

With Becky, it wasn’t just about reliving the past. She wanted to pull those memories apart, examining them from every angle, twisting them into something new. She had a gift for reshaping my shame into something powerful, something we could use to deepen the connection between us. With her, even the most painful moments felt like they had a purpose—a way to bring us closer, to forge something unbreakable in the fire of our desires.

#

The Halloween party was just days away, and the atmosphere in the house was thick with unspoken tension. Louisa and Dave had been talking about it over dinner, their voices low and intimate, as though I wasn’t even there. They now always sat side-by-side at the table, while I sat across from them, an outsider in what used to be my own life. The tables had quite literally turned.

Louisa leaned against Dave’s arm as he spoke, her hand casually resting on his forearm. She’d kiss his shoulder between bites or laugh a little too loudly at his jokes. I laughed along, my voice hollow and forced, my chest tight with a mix of humiliation and longing. They didn’t just ignore the boundaries—they obliterated them, shoving their dynamic in my face without a shred of subtlety.

I counted the minutes until Dave would leave. That was when Louisa would truly let me in—letting me fall to my knees as she pressed her messy pussy to my mouth, making me lick her to another orgasm while I covered myself in the cum Dave had fucked into her before I’d even walked through the door. It had become our twisted ritual. And as much as it tore at my pride, I craved it. I craved her.

A few nights ago, it had happened again. Dave had left, and Louisa hadn’t even managed to close the front door before I was on my knees, begging to taste her. Her smug smirk told me everything I needed to know. She knew how much power she held over me, and she wielded it like a blade.

I pressed my tongue against her folds, her arousal mingling with the remnants of Dave’s cum, the taste flooding my senses. My hands trembled as they gripped her thighs, and I felt her fingers thread through my hair, holding me there as I worked. But that night, something shifted. As I lost myself in the act, I let my own desire overwhelm me. My hand slid to my waistband, and I freed my cock from my pants, the cool air making me shiver.

“What are you doing?” Louisa’s voice cut through the haze, sharp and curious.

I froze, my cheeks burning as I looked up at her. “I thought…”

“What?” Her tone was playful, almost mocking. “You want to fuck me?”

I nodded, unable to find the words.

“Or…” Her lips curled into a smile, her eyes glinting with amusement. “Or you want to jerk off while you eat my pussy?”

My throat tightened. I wanted to tell her the truth, to admit what I was really doing, but the words stuck. Instead, I managed a weak, “Y-yes. I want to jerk off while I eat you.”

“Fine,” she said, her tone casual, as though granting a simple favor. “You can play with yourself. But…” She paused, tilting her head as though considering something. Then her smile widened, darker this time. “When you cum, do what you did the other night.”

Her words hit me like a lightning bolt, and I knew exactly what she meant. That night, after they’d caught me with a tented hard-on in my pants, they’d sent me to the bathroom to "take care of it." I’d heard them fucking in the living room while I stroked myself, her moans and his grunts pushing me over the edge. When I came, it had been instinctive—almost compulsive. I’d licked up my cum for the first time. Louisa knew. She always knew. She could taste it when she kissed me afterward, just as I could taste Dave’s cum in her mouth from when she’d cleaned his cock after they’d finished.

The memory sent a shiver through me, and I couldn’t stop the low moan that escaped my throat. My cock throbbed in my hand as I nodded eagerly, my breath catching in my chest. Louisa smirked, satisfied, and pressed my face back into her pussy.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure.

I dove back in, lapping at her with abandon. Her folds were slick, her scent intoxicating, and the taste—a mixture of her and him—sent me spiraling. I sucked and licked, my mouth working frantically to please her as my other hand gripped the base of my cock, stroking myself in time with the movements of my tongue. I was teetering on the edge, holding back, waiting for her to give me permission.

Her fingers tightened in my hair as her thighs began to tremble. She let out a sharp cry, her body arching as she came against my mouth. I moaned into her, her pleasure fueling my own as I stroked faster, the pressure in my groin building to an unbearable peak.

With a strangled gasp, I spilled into my hand, the hot stickiness pooling in my palm as I trembled against her. My breathing was ragged, my body weak as I knelt there, utterly spent.

I leaned back from her hips, my breath still heavy, and looked up at her. My face was cool, smeared with a sticky cocktail of saliva, pussy juice, and Dave’s cum. It clung to my skin, a reminder of everything I’d just done, of the lines I kept crossing for her.

Louisa’s expression was hard to read—layers of satisfaction, amusement, and something else. She was coming down from her orgasm, her body still flushed, her chest rising and falling with the aftershocks. But there was something in her eyes, a flicker of pity or disdain, that made my stomach twist. For all her satisfaction, there was a distance in her gaze, like she was observing me from a great height.

She shook her head, a faint sigh escaping her lips. “Go on,” she said, her tone clipped, as though issuing a simple chore.

I hesitated for only a moment before obeying, bringing my sticky hand up to my mouth. The cum slid past my lips, warm and salty, coating my tongue as I swallowed. My eyes never left hers, hoping for some sign of approval or affection. Instead, her lips curled into a slight grimace.

“Why do you like that?” she asked, her voice carrying more curiosity than judgment, but the question still struck a nerve.

I shook my head, my throat tightening. I was a long way from understanding why I did it, let alone questioning it. I didn’t know if it was about the humiliation, the submission, or just her. Maybe it was all of it, tangled into a knot I couldn’t unravel. “I only do it for you, Louisa,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I never…”

“Some people just have a taste for it, I guess,” she interrupted, cutting me off with a shrug. Her tone was casual, dismissive, as though this were no more significant than a preference for red wine over white. “But if that’s what you want, that’s what I’ll give you. Because I love you.”

Her words hit me like a double-edged sword. I knew she meant them, in her own way, but there was an undercurrent of detachment, a sense that she loved me more for what I allowed her to do than for who I was.

She bent down to gather her discarded underwear and skirt from where I had pulled them off her earlier. Her movements were deliberate, almost leisurely, as if savoring her control over the moment. She straightened up, smoothing her shirt over her torso, her nipples still faintly visible through the fabric.

As she turned to leave, she paused in the doorway, looking back over her shoulder. “I would let you fuck me tonight,” she said, her voice teasing, “but you’ve already wasted your shot.”

My stomach dropped, her words hitting harder than I expected. She walked away, carrying her clothes in one hand, leaving me kneeling there on the floor. She wore only her oversized T-shirt now, no bra, her beautiful bare ass swaying with exaggerated grace as she moved.

It took a moment before I noticed it. The bright red marks across her cheeks—vivid, hand-shaped prints that told a story I hadn’t been there to witness. My breath caught in my throat, the sight twisting a cold knot of jealousy and arousal in my gut. I could picture it too clearly: Dave’s hands gripping her, slapping her, marking her skin as he fucked her earlier that night.

The thought burned, but I couldn’t look away. The contrast of the red against her soft, tan skin was seared into my mind, a visceral reminder of the dynamic I’d chosen to live within. My heart pounded as I watched her disappear down the hallway, her laughter echoing faintly behind her, leaving me alone in the aftermath.


Stop

Becky stopped me mid-sentence, holding up her hand. “Hold on,” she said, her eyes glinting with something mischievous. She stood up from the couch, unbuttoning her pants and sliding them down her legs with deliberate slowness, the waistband catching slightly on the curve of her hips before they pooled at her feet. Her underwear followed, revealing the smooth lines of her thighs and the neatly trimmed patch above her pussy.

She sat back down but didn’t stop there. “Wait,” she said, holding up a finger as if commanding me to pause not just my story but my breathing. She reached up inside her shirt and unclasped her bra, shimmying it out through one sleeve before tossing it to the floor. Then, crossing her legs in front of her, she leaned back casually. “Is this all she had on?” she asked, her expression playful, yet loaded with intent.

I nodded, unable to look anywhere but at her. The faint scent of her arousal had already reached me, warm and heady from my story. It seemed to hang in the air between us, teasing, taunting. I could practically taste her on my tongue.

Becky’s nipples were hard beneath the thin fabric of her T-shirt, standing out prominently. The shirt itself was practically transparent, a soft gray that hugged her body and did nothing to hide the curve of her breasts or the darker circles of her areolae. She’d once joked that she didn’t like to hide her expensive bras—but tonight, there was no pretense. It was deliberate, calculated, and it had my cock straining painfully against my pants.

I sat cross-legged across from her, trying to keep myself steady, though my pulse was racing. Her eyes traveled over me, her lips curling into a small smirk.

“Is it still hard?” she asked, her voice low and teasing, though the answer was obvious.

I gave her a look that said everything—of course it is.

“Sit in that chair,” she ordered, tilting her head toward the armless chair across from the couch.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, the words slipping out without thought. I stood, my movements stiff with anticipation, and crossed the room. The chair’s leather was cool beneath me, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from my body.

Becky followed, her steps slow and deliberate. Each movement was a performance, the picture of slinky grace, her dance training evident in every roll of her hips and every delicate step. When she reached me, she didn’t stop. She draped herself over my knee, her body folding effortlessly, her ass high in the air. The firm, rounded cheeks pressed against my thigh, her warm skin tantalizingly close.

Her abs, tight and defined, pressed against my cock through the fabric of my pants, and I bit back a groan. Her position was maddening, every inch of her designed to drive me wild.

She shifted slightly, her breath warm against my ear as she said, “Your wife enjoyed getting her ass spanked.”

The words struck me like a lightning bolt. My mind raced, the memory of Louisa flashing vividly—her soft cries, the red marks left on her skin, the way she’d smile after, both playful and taunting. Becky’s voice brought it all back, but her tone carried an edge that Louisa’s never had—a sense of command, of ownership.

I flexed my hands against the sides of the chair, struggling to hold back. Every fiber of my being wanted to run my hands over Becky’s body, to explore the curves and edges she so willingly offered. But I knew better than to move without her permission.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice softer now but no less commanding. “How did it feel, watching her take what she wanted? Did it make you jealous? Or did you just want to take her place?”

Her words made my cock twitch, a sharp pulse of arousal making it nearly impossible to sit still. I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice, knowing she wasn’t going to let me off the hook until I answered.

"I... I guess so," I stammered, my voice shaky. "I mean—jealous."

Becky’s lips curled into a knowing smirk. Her fingers trailed lightly along my thigh, a teasing brush that sent electricity straight to my groin. She shifted her weight slightly, her ass pressing more firmly against my lap, making it impossible to think straight.

“Did you ever spank her?” she asked, her voice soft but probing, each word deliberately slow.

“N-no,” I admitted, my throat tightening. The word felt heavy, loaded with all the opportunities I’d let slip by, the boundaries I’d been too scared to cross.

Becky tilted her head, studying me with those sharp, light-brown eyes that always seemed to see too much. “But he did,” she said, her tone firm, the weight of the statement settling between us. “Your best friend liked to spank girls’ asses.”

“Yeah,” I said quietly, the memory flickering in my mind. I’d seen Dave do it before—at parties, casually in front of others, his confidence so natural, so effortless. He never hesitated. Louisa hadn’t hesitated either.

Becky’s lips twitched, a small, satisfied smile playing across her face. “But you never tried?” she asked, her words slicing through me.

“No,” I said, my voice barely audible now. Shame burned at the edges of my confession. I couldn’t bring myself to meet her gaze. My hands gripped the sides of the chair, knuckles white, as I felt her words chip away at the fragile wall I’d built to protect myself from these memories.

Her hips shifted again, her ass grinding ever so slightly against my painfully hard cock, and I couldn’t hold back a low groan. She was toying with me—pulling these truths from me while keeping me on the edge of control.

“Why not?” she asked, leaning in closer. Her breath was warm against my cheek, her voice a mix of curiosity and challenge. “You saw him do it. You knew she liked it. Why didn’t you?”

I swallowed hard, my mind scrambling for an answer. But before I could speak, she pressed her fingers lightly against my chest, holding me in place.

“Well,” Becky said, her voice a purr that seemed to vibrate straight through me, “I think it’s time you tried it.” She shifted slightly, her hips pressing against my lap in a way that made my cock twitch painfully. “Because…” She squirmed again, her ass grinding against me, “I love it.”

Her words were a spark in a room already thick with gasoline. She reached back with one hand, her fingers gliding over the curve of her ass in a deliberate, teasing motion. The smoothness of her skin caught the dim light, her movements both inviting and challenging. “Don’t worry,” she said, her tone playful but firm, “I’ll teach you how I like it.”

My throat was dry, my pulse thundering in my ears. I swallowed hard, my chest tight as I tried to steady myself. My cock flexed against the restraint of my pants, the ache almost unbearable as I watched her fingers dance over her skin.

Tentatively, I reached out and placed my hand where hers had been, the heat of her skin searing against my palm. She hummed in approval, her hips shifting slightly to meet my touch. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice heavy with encouragement. She slid her hand under her hip, her fingers finding her pussy with practiced ease. A soft sigh escaped her lips, her body relaxing into the sensation.

My hand moved instinctively, stroking the curve of her ass, squeezing the firm, rounded flesh as her fingers worked below. She arched her back slightly, pushing her ass higher into my hand, inviting me to take more.

“That’s right, baby,” she said, her voice thick with pleasure. “Warm me up.”

I obeyed, my movements becoming more confident as I kneaded her flesh, savoring the way her body responded to my touch. The way she sighed, the way her hips rolled against my lap—it was intoxicating. She ground her lower belly against my erection, the friction sending waves of heat coursing through me.

Her voice dropped lower, breathier, as she guided me with a gentle urgency. “A little firmer,” she said, her fingers still working her pussy. “Like this…” She shifted, her ass pressing harder into my hand, demonstrating what she wanted.

I tightened my grip slightly, feeling the muscles beneath her skin flex and soften as I worked. She moaned softly, her approval spurring me on. I couldn’t stop my other hand from sliding up her back, tracing the curve of her spine as I leaned closer, the scent of her arousal filling the air between us.

“Good,” she whispered, her breath hitching slightly. “Now, let’s see if you’ve been paying attention.”

“Come on,” Becky said, her voice teasing but insistent. “Give it a whack. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Her challenge hung in the air, and I felt the weight of it settle in my chest. My breath caught for a moment before I exhaled sharply, steeling myself. I raised my hand and brought it down on her ass, the sound more of a soft thump than a satisfying smack. It felt more like the kind of half-hearted tap you’d give someone on the shoulder to say, “Good luck, kid.”

Becky let out a low chuckle, turning her head slightly to glance back at me. “That’s OK,” she said, her voice warm and encouraging, though her smirk betrayed her amusement. “Try again. Cup your fingers a bit, and sweep across when you make contact.”

I nodded, adjusting my stance as her guidance sunk in. This time, I followed her instruction, my hand curving slightly as it connected with her skin. The sound was sharper, more defined, and Becky let out a little flinch, her hips shifting instinctively.

“Mm,” she hummed approvingly, her voice tinged with pleasure. “OK. Better. We’re looking for a little sting.”

Her confidence was infectious, and I felt my hesitation begin to fade. She coaxed me through a few more attempts, her feedback direct and patient. Each smack grew more deliberate, my technique improving as I watched her body react to every strike—the subtle tensing of her muscles, the faint flush spreading across her skin, the soft gasps and sighs that spilled from her lips.

“There,” she said finally, her tone firm and satisfied. “Now, harder and in the same spot.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening as I raised my hand again. This time, I didn’t hold back. My palm connected with her ass in a sharp, resonant smack, the sound echoing in the quiet room. The impact vibrated through my hand, the sensation sharp and electric. Becky shuddered beneath me, her body jerking slightly as she let out a high-pitched yelp, followed by a low, breathy moan.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice heavy with satisfaction. Her hips pressed back into my lap, the heat of her skin radiating against my palm. “Now you’re getting it Mark.”

Not Marky this time. The absence of her usual teasing nickname sent a thrill through me, something that made my pulse quicken and my confidence rise. It was subtle, but it felt like a shift—a nod of approval, a signal that I was stepping into something more.

“That’s right,” Becky said, her voice breathy but firm. “Keep it up like that. Don’t stop unless I say, ‘red.’ OK?”

“Yes, M—” I started, almost saying “ma’am,” but caught myself. This moment wasn’t about that dynamic, and I realized instinctively that now wasn’t the time. Instead, I nodded sharply. “Yes.”

I focused, my hand moving with deliberate precision. Each smack echoed in the room, building a satisfying rhythm. Her ass grew redder with every strike, the heat radiating against my palm as I alternated between cheeks, occasionally pausing to rub the stinging skin before continuing. Becky’s gasps and cries filled the air, her hips jerking with each impact.

Then she cried out, her voice sharp and pleading. “No, please. Please, stop!”

I faltered for half a second, my hand freezing mid-air. But then I remembered the safe word—red. She hadn’t said it. This was part of the game, part of her surrender. I swallowed hard and pressed on, my strikes firm and measured. Her ass squirmed away from me, her body writhing under my hand, but she didn’t try to escape. Instead, her grinding against my cock grew more insistent, the friction unbearable. I was teetering on the edge, my control hanging by a thread.

Her moans deepened as her fingers worked furiously between her thighs. I could feel the slickness of her arousal dampening my pants where her body pressed against me, the heat and the scent of her making it harder to think. Her hand moved in tight, desperate circles over her clit, and I found myself matching the rhythm, each smack timed to the movements of her fingers.

One for every circle. Faster. Harder. Her cries escalated, her voice breaking into sharp gasps. “Yes, yes, fuck yes!” she screamed, her body trembling violently against my lap.

At last, her back arched in a perfect curve, her head snapping back as her mouth opened wide in a silent scream. For a moment, time seemed to freeze, her body taut with ecstasy. Then the sound came—a guttural moan ripped from deep in her chest, raw and primal, echoing in the small space. She shuddered several times, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her, before collapsing over my lap, utterly spent.

I froze, my hand hovering above her now-bright red ass. Guilt gnawed at the edges of my mind as I took in the sight of her skin, glowing with heat, marked by my strikes. But then I felt her sigh, a soft, contented sound that dispelled the doubt. She was humming softly to herself, her breathing slowing as she basked in the afterglow.

I reached out hesitantly, my palm smoothing over her tender skin in slow, soothing strokes. The contrast between the rough impact and the gentle touch was palpable, and she let out a pleased hum, her body relaxing further under my hand.

Meanwhile, my cock twitched hard against her stomach, straining painfully against the confines of my pants. The only thing that kept me from spilling right then was the iron focus I’d forced on myself, making sure I got everything right for her—every strike, every movement.

At last, Becky stood up, her movements fluid and deliberate, and turned to straddle my hips. Her thighs pressed against mine as she lowered herself down, her body heat radiating through the thin layers of clothing that still separated us. She stared into my eyes, her light brown gaze sharp and unreadable, filled with both mischief and command.

Without breaking eye contact, she raised her hand and pressed her sticky fingers against my lips. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, and I opened my mouth automatically, letting her slide her fingers inside. My tongue swirled around them, tasting her, cleaning her, savoring the salty-sweet remnants of her orgasm.

She smiled, her lips curving with satisfaction. “See how a girl could get to like that?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

I nodded, unable to look away. My mind betrayed me, wandering to a memory I could never fully escape. I pictured Louisa bent over the couch, her voice rising in screams and moans as Dave fucked her and spanked her ass, each smack leaving behind the pink mark of my humiliation. The image was vivid, as sharp as if it had happened yesterday, and I could almost hear her cries of pleasure, feel the weight of my shame pressing down on me.

“Yes,” I said softly, my voice hoarse. “I guess so.”

Becky’s eyes narrowed slightly, studying me, and then she ground down against my cock, her hips rolling with deliberate pressure that made me suck in a sharp breath. My erection throbbed painfully beneath her, the ache of restraint making my head swim.

“Do you think a boy could like it?” she asked, her tone light, almost playful, but there was a weight to her question that I couldn’t ignore.

“I… I don’t know,” I stammered, though the idea had already begun to take root in my mind, unbidden and undeniable.

Becky tilted her head, her fingers slipping free from my mouth. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my cheek, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “I bet a boy would,” she murmured, her voice like silk. “Bent over my knee. Crying for… more.”

A shiver ran through me, the implications of her words hitting like a lightning strike. Fuck, yes, a boy might. The thought burned through me, both thrilling and disorienting, as I marveled at how effortlessly she could flip the dynamic, turning the tables before I even realized what was happening.

Her hand slid down to my chest, her nails lightly grazing the fabric of my shirt as she pulled back just enough to look me in the eyes again. “My Marky didn’t come in his pants, did he?” she asked, her voice teasing but pointed, as though daring me to admit it if I had.

I shook my head quickly, my face flushing. “No,” I said, my voice barely more than a whisper.

“Good boy,” Becky purred, her voice dripping with control as her hips began to move. She gyrated in my lap, her warmth pressing against me, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. My groan escaped before I could stop it, a raw, involuntary sound that only seemed to please her more.

“Now,” she continued, her tone shifting to something more deliberate, her words slow and tantalizing. “Picture yourself over my knee. Your cock’s nestled between my thighs, and your bare ass is in the air. Your pants are around your ankles because I yanked them down and threw you over my knee. Do you want that? Do you want me to punish you, Marky?”

The vividness of her words slammed into me, my imagination betraying me as the scene came alive in my mind. My breath hitched, and I struggled to answer, my voice caught somewhere between arousal and shame. “Oh, fuck,” I rasped, barely audible.

“Is that a yes, Marky?” Her hips rolled again, slow and deliberate, her voice dripping with amusement at my hesitation.

“I want…” I stammered, my brain scrambling for the words as the heat of her body overwhelmed me. “I want whatever you want.”

She clicked her tongue, a soft, chiding sound that made my cheeks burn. “Tsk. No, that’s not what I want to hear, Marky. Try again.”

My chest tightened, the weight of her demand forcing the truth out of me. I couldn’t hold back any longer. “Fuck, yes, please,” I blurted, the words tumbling out of me in a rush. “I want you to spank my ass, Becky.”

Her smirk widened, her light brown eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good boy. And will your little cock squirt when I squeeze it between my thighs?”

“Yes, please,” I groaned, my body trembling beneath her. The heat between us was unbearable now, the friction of her slow, steady movements against my throbbing cock threatening to push me past the edge.

“Mm-hmm,” she hummed, a soft, condescending laugh escaping her lips. Her thighs flexed slightly around me, pressing tighter, and I couldn’t stop the whimper that slipped from my mouth. “You want me to spank you until you pump your little load all over my bare legs, don’t you?”

The humiliation of her words mingled with the sheer arousal of the moment, creating a dizzying cocktail that left me utterly undone. My head swam, and the only response I could muster was a broken, breathless, “Yes. Fuck, yes.”

Her laugh was low and triumphant, a sound that sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through me. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Then beg me for it, Marky. Show me how much you want it.”

Becky’s hips rolled against me, her pussy grinding along the length of my cock through my pants, the friction both maddening and exquisite. Her movements were slow and deliberate, her gaze locked onto mine, as if daring me to hold back. I groaned, unable to stop the involuntary thrust of my hips in response, chasing the unbearable heat and pressure.

“You like this, don’t you?” she murmured, her voice low and sultry, her lips curling into a teasing smile. “You like being so close and not getting what you want.”

“Yes,” I admitted breathlessly, my hands gripping the edges of the chair, desperate to ground myself as her body worked me closer to the edge.

“Good boy,” she said, her approval making my chest tighten and my cock twitch against her. She leaned down, her hands bracing on my shoulders, her breath brushing my cheek. “But you’re not ready yet.”

Before I could process her words, she shifted. Her hips stopped their torturous rhythm, and she slid back, her weight settling onto my thighs. My cock pulsed at the loss of friction, the ache in my groin unbearable as I watched her adjust herself with infuriating calm.

Her hand slipped between us, her fingers deftly finding the bulge in my pants. She pressed down lightly, making me gasp, then began to stroke me through the fabric. The sensation sent a jolt through my body, sharp and electric, and I couldn’t stop the whimper that escaped my throat.

“Let’s try something new,” she said, her tone playful but firm. Her hand moved to unbuckle my belt, her fingers working quickly, methodically. I didn’t dare move, my breath caught in my chest as she unzipped my pants and freed my cock, letting it spring into the cool air.

She took me in her hand, her touch warm and firm. I let out a broken moan as her fingers curled around my shaft, her thumb gliding over the slick tip in a teasing circle. “Poor thing,” she said mockingly, her lips twitching. “You’re already so close, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice trembling as she began to stroke me, slow and deliberate. My hips bucked instinctively, chasing her touch, but she tightened her grip slightly, controlling the pace.

“Ah-ah,” she chided. “Be patient, Marky.”

Her strokes grew firmer, faster, her hand moving in a rhythm that made my head spin. My whole body tensed, the pressure building unbearably. “Fuck,” I groaned, my voice breaking. My legs trembled as the inevitable approached, and all I could think about was the thick smear of cum that would spill over my thighs, the shiny little puddle that would stain the floor.

“Please,” I begged, my voice hoarse. My hips moved against her hand, desperate for release, but she kept the pace steady, torturously controlled.

My mouth hung open, and I could feel myself teetering on the edge. The tension coiled tighter and tighter, my body ready to explode. I was there—so close I could taste it.

And then she stopped.

Her hand released me without warning, leaving me throbbing and desperate. The absence of her touch was like a slap, and I let out a strangled cry, my head snapping up to look at her. She stood smoothly, adjusting her shirt as though nothing had happened. My cock twitched painfully, slick and aching, as she took a step back, her movements calm and deliberate.

“Maybe later,” Becky said with a wink, her voice infuriatingly casual, as if I wasn’t sitting there on the verge of losing my mind. She turned and walked toward the door, her bare ass swaying with every step, the faint red marks from earlier spanking still visible and glowing under the soft light.

I could only stare, panting, my chest heaving as I watched her retreat. The sight of her cheeks bouncing with each step was mesmerizing, but it did nothing to alleviate the gnawing frustration coursing through me. My cock twitched helplessly, still slick and aching for release.

She paused in the doorway, looking over her shoulder with that same maddening smirk. “Be good, Marky,” she said, her tone dripping with amusement. “We’ll see if you deserve it later.”

And then she was gone, leaving me panting, throbbing, and utterly undone.

I slumped back in the chair, my head spinning as I tried to process what had just happened. My cock ached painfully, the need for release overwhelming, but the weight of her control held me in place. I knew I couldn’t finish—not without her. She’d taken me right to the edge and left me there, suspended in a state of unbearable tension, with no way out except through her.

The memory of Louisa flickered in my mind, unbidden but vivid. I remembered the way she’d left me at the door that day, frustrated and humiliated, my arousal ignored as she walked away with that same smirk. The echoes of that moment rang through me now, amplified by Becky’s mastery of my desires.

And yet, even in my desperation, I couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through me. Becky had me completely under her control, and as maddening as it was, I craved every second of it. My mind raced, imagining how and when she might let me finish—if she would let me finish. Until then, all I could do was wait, trembling and aching, hoping for her return.


The Sound Of Laughter

One day, I stepped out of my office, drawn by the sound of voices drifting from the living room. Becky’s laugh was unmistakable, but there was another voice—lighter, unfamiliar. I walked out to find Becky sitting on the couch, deep in conversation with a woman I didn’t recognize.

Becky was still dressed for work—or, rather, her unique brand of work. She wore a completely transparent pink bodysuit that clung to her curves like a second skin, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. Her blond wig was slightly askew, giving her an almost playful, disheveled look. She sat cross-legged, her posture casual, as if her outfit was as ordinary as jeans and a T-shirt.

The woman beside her was a stark contrast. She wore a simple pair of jeans and a fitted T-shirt, her long, sandy blond hair framing a lightly freckled face. She exuded a casual confidence, her posture relaxed as she leaned slightly toward Becky, clearly comfortable in her company.

Neither noticed me at first, and I hesitated, unsure if I was intruding. Then Becky glanced up, her sharp eyes catching mine. She smiled wickedly, the kind of smile that always made me feel like she knew something I didn’t. “Katie, this is my business partner, Mark,” she said, waving me forward.

Katie turned to look at me, and her striking blue eyes met mine. There was a warmth in her gaze that made me pause for a moment, as if she was sizing me up but not unkindly. Her smile was bright and easy, and I noticed how it softened the sharpness of her features. I stepped closer, extending a hand out of habit.

“Hi,” I said, feeling slightly awkward under her steady gaze.

Katie took my hand, her grip firm but not overly so. “This is the Marky I’ve heard so much about?” she asked, her tone light but playful.

Her use of Marky caught me off guard, a small jolt of confusion and curiosity shooting through me. It was Becky’s name for me, and it felt strange to hear it coming from someone else. My mind raced, wondering what Becky had been telling her—or if Katie was simply that kind of person, casual and friendly enough to pick up on Becky’s teasing cues.

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Maybe,” I said. “Depends on the stories Becky’s sharing.”

Becky’s grin widened, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Katie and I like to share,” she said, her tone laden with implication.

I laughed, knowing Becky was yanking my chain. Maybe she was trying to throw me off balance—or slyly changing the subject? Either way, I wasn’t about to take the bait. Thankfully, Katie stepped in to bail me out.

“Nothing bad at all, I promise,” she said, her voice reassuring, though there was a flicker of amusement in her eyes.

“Don’t worry,” Becky added breezily. “Katie knows I’m forever single.”

“Much to my despair,” Katie said, laughing. The sound was light and genuine, cutting through the tension that had started to coil in my chest.

I relaxed a little, letting out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. OK, so this wasn’t the opening scene of a porn film. Got it. At least, not one I was going to be part of. Still, there was something about the ease between them, the way Katie had slid into Becky’s world without missing a beat, that left me curious. Becky’s friends were few and far between, and those who stuck around often had a specific understanding of her quirks. I couldn’t help but wonder what Katie knew—and what Becky might have told her about me.

Becky leaned back on the couch, her smile widening. “Katie is here to help me with a client.”

“Oh?” I said, my stomach tightening slightly. Suddenly, I felt like I might be back on the wrong track, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to be.

“Katie is my best friend,” Becky continued, her tone breezy, “and from time to time, she and I put on a little show.”

Katie chimed in with a laugh. “If the price is right.”

“Of course,” I said, trying to sound neutral, though my pulse quickened. The idea of the two of them performing together—Becky in her bold, uninhibited way, and Katie with her easy confidence—was hard to push aside.

Becky gave Katie a playful nudge. “You’d do it for free.”

Katie shrugged, grinning. “I have, yes.”

Their eyes met, and they shared a smile, the kind of silent exchange that spoke of shared memories and private jokes. I realized then that their flirting wasn’t just playful banter; it was part of their warm-up routine, the energy they built between them before a session. That was my cue to take a step back and give them their space.

“Can I get you anything from the kitchen?” I asked, hoping to deflect the heat building in the room—and in me.

“No, we’re all set,” Becky said, her tone dismissive but not unkind. She stood up, smoothing the transparent pink bodysuit over her hips, and looked down at Katie. “I’m going to help Katie find something to change into, and then we’ll be in the studio and out of your hair.”

Katie glanced at me briefly, her blue eyes lingering on mine before she turned back to Becky. Becky tilted her head to one side, a silent question, and Katie nodded in response. The unspoken communication between them was striking, a reminder of how in sync they were. It was magnetic—and maddening.

“OK, then,” Becky said, clapping her hands once. “Let’s go.”

The two of them rose from the couch and disappeared down the hallway toward Becky’s studio. I turned and made my way to the kitchen, trying to focus on getting a drink and not on the image of the two of them together, preparing for a client. Becky’s confidence, Katie’s calm allure—it was a potent combination, and my mind refused to stop picturing what their little show might look like.

Now that I knew Becky could sometimes tell when I was outside her door, listening, I knew I had to be careful. Today, I told myself, I wouldn’t risk getting caught. Still, the thought lingered, nagging at the edges of my mind as I poured myself a glass of water and retreated to my office.

I’d barely settled back into my chair when there was a soft knock at the door. Before I could respond, the door opened, and Becky stepped inside. Her expression was one of mock disappointment, her lips pursed and her brow furrowed as she leaned against the doorframe.

"Not jerking it yet to two beautiful young women fucking across the hall?" Becky's voice was a teasing purr, cutting through the low hum of the distant action.

"Give me time," I shot back, a grin pulling at my lips.

She laughed, a throaty, knowing sound that made me shift in my seat. When she stepped into the room and closed the door softly behind her, the atmosphere changed. The casual buzz of background noise faded, replaced by an almost electric stillness. She leaned against the door for a moment, her head tilted slightly, watching me like she was deciding whether to toy with me or get straight to the point.

"So," she said, her tone light but with a glint of mischief, "I've got a little favor to ask of you."

My eyes followed her as she moved closer, her hips swaying with a deliberate grace that made it impossible to look away. I turned in my chair to face her fully, feeling a rush of curiosity and something darker coil low in my stomach. Becky didn’t waste words. When she wanted something, she didn’t hint or dance around it. That confidence alone had me hanging on every syllable she spoke.

"A favor, huh?" I asked, leaning back but keeping my focus on her face. "This should be good."

Her smile widened, and she closed the distance between us, the faint scent of her perfume wrapping around me like a lure. “It’s for a client,” she started, her voice soft but with an unmistakable edge of intrigue. “He has... a particular fetish.”

I nodded, my interest spiking further. Of course he did. That was the nature of this business—every fantasy, no matter how taboo, had a buyer. It was just a matter of who could sell it best. But the way her eyes gleamed as she said it, the way she seemed to savor the words, had me leaning forward, eager for her to continue.

"And Katie has agreed to be part of it," Becky added, her voice dropping just enough to make it feel like a secret meant only for me.

The air between us grew heavier. My imagination fired up, painting possibilities that stirred more than just my curiosity. Katie—sweet, eager Katie—was game for this? The thought alone was enough to make my blood thrum faster. Becky’s presence, so close now, didn’t help. She stood just within reach, her stance casual but her gaze cutting like a blade.

"The client is into cuckqueen scenes," Becky began, her voice low, deliberate. She stepped between my legs, her hips brushing the edge of my chair as she leaned over me. The faint glow from the hallway behind her outlined her silhouette, and my eyes dropped instinctively to the curve of her breasts, barely contained by the thin bodysuit. The fabric shifted as she moved, her nipples faintly outlined, teasingly close. My pulse quickened.

"And she would like to see the sub female eating the domme female's..." Her voice trailed off just enough to pull me further into her orbit. The way she savored every word, the way she stretched the tension to its breaking point, had me clinging to the edge of her sentence.

"Eating?" I asked, my voice more hoarse than I intended.

Her lips curved into a wicked smile as she straightened slightly, giving me a better view of her figure. "A creampie," she said, the words dropping like a bomb between us.

My breath caught, the vivid image exploding in my mind before I could stop it. "Oh, fuck," I whispered, the words slipping out unbidden. The rawness of it, the sheer audacity of the request, had my body reacting before my mind could catch up.

Becky nodded, her smile now a full-blown smirk. She had me, and she knew it. Her hands dropped to my waist, her fingers brushing the edge of my belt in a touch that was far too casual to be innocent. She leaned in again, her breasts swaying slightly, grazing my chest just enough to set me on fire.

"Katie thinks you're nice and you look healthy," Becky said, her voice dripping with both amusement and something darker. "And I assured her you’re completely safe and... delicious."

My heart slammed in my chest, my pulse racing with a mix of arousal and a flicker of panic. Delicious? What exactly had Becky promised on my behalf? My mind spiraled with possibilities, each one more explicit than the last. Did they want me in the studio with them? On camera? The thought sent a jolt of adrenaline through me, equal parts thrill and dread.

Becky must have caught the flicker of hesitation in my eyes because she laughed softly and stepped closer. Her hand brushed over my chest, a calming gesture that didn’t quite have its intended effect. If anything, her touch only made the heat in the room spike higher.

"Don’t worry," she said, her voice soothing but laced with playful intent. "I just need to collect the, uh... dessert."

Before I could process what she meant, she was already undoing my pants with the practiced ease of someone who always got what she wanted. My breath hitched as she reached inside, her fingers brushing over me. Despite the brief moment of anxiety, my body had no hesitation. My cock was already at full attention by the time she pulled it free, her soft hand wrapping around me like she owned it.

"Are you OK with giving us that?" she asked, her voice lilting, playful, and maddeningly casual, like she wasn’t holding me in her hand and turning my world upside down.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, and managed a half-nod. "Yeah," I croaked, the word barely audible over the rush of blood pounding in my ears.

Becky’s grin widened, wicked and utterly in control. “Good,” she said, her voice a sultry purr. Her free hand moved to the front of her bodysuit, finding a hidden panel. With a quick motion, she slid it open, revealing her wet, glistening pussy. The sight made my cock twitch in her grip, and her smile deepened.

Her arousal was unmistakable, her folds slick and ready, and the knowledge that the idea itself had excited her as much as it did me sent a new surge of heat through my body. Becky wasn’t just here to tease; she was caught in the same storm, her composure barely masking the hunger in her eyes.

“I don’t want to keep the client waiting, Marky,” she murmured as she climbed into my lap. Her hands settled on my shoulders, her nails grazing lightly through the fabric of my shirt, sending shivers racing down my spine. She positioned herself over me, her thighs spreading to straddle me, and then she began to sink down.

The moment her pussy enveloped the head of my cock, I gasped, the heat and slickness of her taking over every sense. Becky bit her lip, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment as she took me deeper, inch by inch. The pace was deliberate, almost torturous, every slow movement dragging more of me into her until her hips were flush against mine.

Her eyes opened again, locking onto mine as she rolled her hips in a slow circle, drawing a low groan from my throat. “Do you think you can cum quickly for me?” she asked, her tone as sweet as it was commanding.

Could I? The question swirled in my mind, half-formed and lost in the overwhelming sensation of Becky’s body wrapped around me. She shifted slightly, her muscles contracting around my cock in a deliberate squeeze that sent a sharp jolt of pleasure coursing through me. A ragged moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.

Becky’s lips curved into a wicked smile, her confidence palpable as she began a subtle, teasing bounce on my lap. The movement was slow at first, a calculated rhythm that kept me right on the edge of wanting more but not daring to demand it.

"Do you like Katie?" she asked, her voice almost conversational, though the heat in her tone betrayed her calm demeanor.

I nodded, unable to form a coherent sentence as she pressed her hips down again, grinding against me in a way that made my breath hitch.

"Is she pretty?" Becky’s question came with a slight quickening of her pace, her body lifting and falling just enough to drive me insane.

"Yes," I managed, my voice strained, the single word catching in my throat as her slick warmth tightened around me with every motion.

Her hands moved to my chest, her nails raking lightly through the fabric of my shirt as she leaned in closer, her face just inches from mine. “Does she have pretty, plump lips?” she asked, her words slow, deliberate, each one dripping with intent.

"Uh-huh," I murmured, the image of Katie’s lips suddenly vivid in my mind, so clear it made my body ache. Becky’s pace shifted again, her bounce growing a fraction more insistent, her thighs clenching as she worked me deeper inside her.

Her grin widened, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Those lips,” she purred, “are going to be coated with your cum, Marky.”

The words hit me like a bolt of lightning, ripping through the haze of my thoughts and straight into the core of my desire. My hands gripped her hips instinctively, trying to ground myself in the overwhelming sensation of her riding me, the wet sounds of our bodies meeting filling the room.

"Fuck," I groaned, my voice rough and trembling, the obscene promise hanging between us as her pace quickened just enough to push me closer to the edge.

Becky nodded emphatically, her movements more exaggerated now, her excitement palpable. “She’s going to slide those pretty lips over my pussy,” she purred, her voice low and throaty. “She’ll make a big show for our client, showing off how much she loves eating her husband’s cum out of his girlfriend’s pussy.”

The words sent a white-hot surge of heat through me. This wouldn’t take long—I could already feel the tingling, the telltale tightening that signaled I was teetering on the edge. My groan was raw, guttural, my body betraying me completely.

Becky didn’t miss a beat. Her hips moved with more purpose, grinding against me in slow, deliberate circles that sent shocks of pleasure racing through my body. “I’m going to make her beg,” she continued, her voice rising just slightly, as if she were reveling in her own fantasy. “Beg to eat her husband’s mistress’s used pussy and suck all that cum out like a good little bitch.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I stammered, the words spilling out in a desperate chant as my control slipped further.

“Yeah,” Becky whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re going to pump me full, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, barely able to form the word. “I’m close. So close.”

Her hands gripped my shoulders tighter, her nails digging in just enough to make me shiver. “Yeah, yeah,” she urged, her voice trembling with her own arousal. “It’s making me so wet, Marky. Just thinking about it. Thinking about her eating your cum.”

“Ungh,” I groaned, the sensation building to a fever pitch, every word out of her mouth pushing me closer to the inevitable.

“And later,” she murmured, her lips brushing against mine without fully kissing me, “when you see her, you’ll look at her mouth… and you’ll know.”

Her pace quickened, her slick heat gripping me tighter with every downward thrust. “You’ll know it was full of your—”

I cried out, the words lost as I shattered, my release slamming into me with a force that left me shaking. Wave after wave rolled through me, each pulse of pleasure driving deeper into her. Becky moaned softly, her hips slowing but her grip on me unrelenting as she milked every last spasm from me.

Her hand moved to my hair, her fingers stroking through it gently, almost tenderly, as she let me ride out the last aftershocks. My breathing was ragged, my body slack against the chair, utterly spent.

When I finally opened my eyes, she was already pulling herself off me with a casual ease that felt almost surreal. She rose gracefully, as if she were simply standing up from a pleasant dinner, completely unbothered by the intensity of what had just happened. My cum began to drip from between her thighs as she smoothed down her bodysuit, the sight leaving me simultaneously dazed and electrified.

"Well, gotta serve it while it’s still hot," Becky said with a smirk as she adjusted the panel of her bodysuit. She cast one last teasing glance over her shoulder, her eyes glinting with amusement. “You’re too easy.”

Her laugh echoed in the room as the door closed behind her, leaving me alone in the thick silence. My wet, sticky cock lay against my lap, still dribbling and deflating, the aftermath of what had just happened clinging to me like a haze. My head tipped back against the chair as I tried to catch my breath, but my thoughts refused to settle.

My mind wandered to Katie, picturing her in the other room, bound in some tight bondage costume that hugged every curve. Her arms were tied behind her at the elbows, her body taut and trembling, her knees pressed to the floor as she knelt at Becky’s feet. I imagined her pleading softly, her lips parting to beg for her reward, her voice trembling with desperation. She was begging for my cum—a girl I’d barely spoken a dozen words to—and she wanted it so badly that she would lap it from Becky’s pussy without hesitation.

The image burned in my mind, vivid and relentless, stoking an ache that hadn’t entirely faded. I looked down at myself, my cock still slick, streaked with the remnants of Becky’s sweetness and my own release. My hand moved instinctively, fingers wrapping around the base, giving a slow squeeze that forced out the last drops. The sticky fluid pooled between my thumb and index finger, glistening under the soft light.

Without thinking, I raised my hand to my lips. My tongue darted out, tasting the mixture of her and me. Becky’s pussy was sweet, warm, and faintly musky, mingling with the sharp saltiness of my cum. It wasn’t bitter or acidic—something I was oddly grateful for. As the taste lingered on my tongue, I couldn’t help but wonder if Katie had liked it, if she had savored it. A secret part of me hoped she had. A darker part hoped she’d wanted more.

An hour later, I was in the kitchen, trying to steady myself. I had tiptoed past the studio door on my way here, where muffled moans and cries had spilled into the hallway. The sound was unmistakable: Becky and Katie playing out their roles with fervent abandon for their client. I had paused for a moment, my hand on the wall, the vivid scene replaying in my head before I forced myself to move on.

Now, I stood at the counter, halfway through a sandwich I wasn’t even tasting. I chewed mechanically, willing my mind to think about anything other than Katie’s pink tongue plunging into Becky’s pussy, searching greedily for every drop of my cum. But no matter how hard I tried, the image persisted, each imagined detail making my blood thrum all over again.

The sound of footsteps down the hall snapped me out of my daze. I turned just as Becky and Katie walked into the kitchen. Becky led the way, her usual confident strut on full display, but it was Katie who held my attention.

She was back in her street clothes, a casual outfit that somehow made her look even more disarming. Her hair was damp, framing her freshly scrubbed face, and I could tell she’d showered. The only sign of what had passed between us was a faint blush dusting her cheeks. Her eyes met mine briefly, a flicker of something unreadable passing through them before she smiled shyly and gave me a little wave.

“Thanks for everything,” Katie said, her voice soft, almost bashful.

“No. Thank you,” I said, the words slipping out too quickly, too eagerly. Regret hit instantly, but before I could backtrack, Katie’s laugh cut through the moment, light and genuine. Her flirty little lift of the eyebrows softened the sting of my awkwardness, and for a brief second, I felt like I wasn’t completely fumbling this.

She leaned in and kissed Becky on the lips—a quick, casual peck that still carried a spark of intimacy. Then, with one last glance in my direction, Katie turned and left, her scent lingering faintly in the air.

Becky didn’t waste a moment. She sauntered over to me, her confidence as unshakable as ever, and bent down to kiss me deeply. Her lips were warm and insistent, coaxing me into a response before I even realized it. The moment my tongue brushed hers, I caught it—the unmistakable, light musk of Katie’s pussy still on Becky’s face. My body reacted instantly, a fresh jolt of heat racing through me as I probed back, desperate to taste more. Becky lingered, letting me indulge in the shared intimacy, before pulling away with a smirk.

She reached for my sandwich, her movements unhurried, and took a bite without asking, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. With her mouth half-full, she said, almost offhandedly, “Katie says you’re very tasty.”

Her eyes stayed on the counter, her tone so casual it almost disarmed me. Almost.

“That’s... nice,” I managed, my voice awkwardly tight. My heart raced, and I wasn’t sure if it was the lingering taste of Katie or Becky’s unbothered nonchalance that did it.

Becky ruffled my hair with a teasing grin, then leaned in to kiss me again. This time, there was no trace of Katie—just the faint tang of mayo from the sandwich on her lips. It was so absurdly mundane that it grounded me for a moment, pulling me back to earth after the whirlwind of the day.

“Gotta go get ready for my next sesh,” Becky said as she straightened, already halfway out the door. She tugged off her wig as she went, revealing the sharp lines of her dark brown pixie cut, messy but effortlessly chic. My eyes followed her, inevitably landing on the way her ass swayed beneath the pink bodysuit. It was hypnotic, her every step a deliberate tease.

“You were the star of the show!” she called over her shoulder with a laugh before disappearing down the hall.

Later that evening, after dinner, we sat together on the couch, the day’s intensity giving way to a comfortable, quiet intimacy. Becky curled up beside me, her feet tucked under her, as we half-watched a show neither of us was really paying attention to. Her presence was warm, grounding, but still tinged with the electricity that always seemed to follow her.

Out of nowhere, she broke the silence. “Katie helped me get out of one of my bad relationships,” she said, her voice softer than usual, almost introspective.

The shift in tone was enough to pull me fully into the moment. I paused the show, turning toward her, sensing there was more beneath her words. Becky rarely opened up like this—it wasn’t her style. But when she did, it felt like uncovering a rare, hidden part of her, something more fragile and unguarded beneath the bold, unflappable exterior.

I leaned in, giving her my full attention. “What happened?” I asked gently, not wanting to push too hard but hoping she’d share more.

“She let me stay at her place after the breakup,” Becky began, her voice soft but steady, her eyes fixed on some distant memory. “We’d always been close, and she knew I had feelings for her. But I never imagined she might feel the same way, let alone what I might do with those feelings.” She paused, a small, wistful smile playing on her lips. “After a few wine-fueled nights of man-hating, we ended up kissing. And for a few months... we just explored those feelings.”

I tried to focus on her words, the vulnerability in her tone, the thread of emotion woven through the story. But my mind had other ideas, flooding with vivid, unbidden images of Becky and Katie together. The thought of their bodies tangled, their mouths meeting in tentative, passion-fueled kisses—it was almost impossible to ignore. Difficult, I corrected myself, shifting slightly on the couch, trying not to let my thoughts derail the moment.

“Wait,” I said, needing a distraction to pull me back. “Is Katie the same friend from the dance studio? Your mentor’s daughter?”

Becky nodded, her expression softening. “Katie’s my rock now,” she said simply, as if those words carried the weight of a thousand unsaid things.

She shifted slightly, drawing her legs up onto the couch, and began her story. “It started with my ex. He’d been seeing another girl on the side, and one day, he just… brought her over.” She let out a dry laugh, shaking her head. “He told us both it was supposed to be a party. But then—surprise—nobody else showed up.”

Her tone darkened, and I could see the memory still stung. “So, there I was, sitting with this random girl who, it turned out, wasn’t so random. She looked uncomfortable, and for good reason—she knew I was his girlfriend. And me? Clueless. I thought maybe she was just some friend he’d invited over.”

Becky’s lips twisted into a bitter smile. “Well, not completely clueless. I knew he was a player. He had that charm that always made you second-guess yourself, made you think maybe you were just imagining things. But in the back of my mind, I wondered if it was a setup. I just didn’t realize how deep it went—how long this other bitch had been fucking him.”

I stayed silent, letting her continue, my chest tightening as I saw her piecing together the story in real time, her emotions flickering between anger, disbelief, and something else—something more resigned.

“There was all this alcohol he’d bought for the ‘party,’” she said, the word dripping with sarcasm. “He couldn’t just let it go to waste, right? So, he got us all to do shots together. One after another. He knew what he was doing. Loosen me up, make things blurry, make me forget how fucked up the whole situation was.”

Becky’s voice dropped, quieter now, her words edged with a mix of frustration and resignation. “The other girl was pretty. Really pretty. And he knew I’d expressed... desires for women before. He knew that, too. He wanted to make it happen. Wanted me to stop questioning and just go along with it. And for a second, I thought—maybe I would.”

She paused, her fingers brushing through her short hair, her gaze flicking to me briefly before settling somewhere far away. “The worst part is... he didn’t even try to hide it. He was so sure of himself, so sure that I’d let him manipulate me, that I’d do exactly what he wanted.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with the weight of what she didn’t say outright. I wanted to reach out, to comfort her, but something in her posture—defiant, unyielding—made me hesitate. This wasn’t a moment for pity. It was a moment for understanding.

“What happened next?” I asked softly, not wanting to push but needing to know.

Becky leaned back against the couch, her fingers absently playing with the hem of her shirt. She gave a wry smile, but there was no humor behind it. “So, here’s the part where things got really fucked up,” she began, her tone somewhere between bitter and resigned.

“I came back with more shots, right? And there they were—him and the side piece—just making out on the couch like I wasn’t even there.” Her voice grew sharper, tinged with both anger and something darker. “I froze. I didn’t know what to do. Part of me wanted to throw the tray at their heads, scream at both of them for being such assholes. But another part of me...” She trailed off, her gaze distant, as if she was back in that moment.

“Another part of you?” I prompted gently.

She exhaled sharply, shaking her head. “Another part of me thought they looked hot together. Like, really fucking hot. I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it. And the girl—she was gorgeous. I couldn’t help but feel drawn to her, even though I knew what was happening was wrong.”

Her lips twisted into a bitter smile. “But the strongest feeling? The one that drowned out everything else? It was competitiveness. I looked at her, and I thought, ‘There’s no way I’m letting this bitch win.’ If he wanted to see us fight over him, I’d make damn sure he knew who the better woman was.”

I nodded, not interrupting as she continued. Her voice was steadier now, more deliberate, but still edged with raw emotion.

“And that’s exactly what he wanted,” she said, her eyes narrowing slightly. “Two girls fighting over his cock, trying to outslut each other just to be the one he picked. I knew I was being played—somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew. But I was drunk, and I was scared. Scared that if I didn’t go along with it, if I didn’t give him what he wanted, he’d pick her and leave me with nothing.”

Her fingers tightened on the fabric of her shirt, and she looked down briefly before meeting my gaze again. “So I did everything he asked. Everything. He knew I’d never given him my ass before, so that’s what he wanted. And I gave it to him, right there, while I went down on her. I hated him for it, but I did it anyway.”

Her voice dropped, quieter now. “I gagged on his cock, forcing myself to take it deeper than she could, just to prove I was better. I begged louder than her when he told us to ask for his cum, screaming for him to cum on my face instead of hers. And when he did...” She let out a bitter laugh, shaking her head. “We kissed. Smearing his cum between us while he clapped like we’d just won him a trophy.”

I swallowed hard, trying to process the image she’d painted. Becky didn’t stop, her words spilling out now, like a flood she couldn’t hold back.

“We spent the entire night like that,” she said, her tone almost detached. “Trying to make him hard again and again, taking turns fucking him, licking each other, doing whatever he told us to do. And he loved it. I’m sure it was the best night of his life.”

She paused, her jaw tightening, her gaze fixed on a point somewhere beyond me. “But for me, the cracks were starting to show. At one point, she was fucking me with a strap-on while I sucked his cock, and I looked up and saw them kissing. And suddenly...” She made a small gesture with her hand, as if brushing something away. “I wasn’t there anymore. I mean, my body was, but I wasn’t.”

“What do you mean?” I asked quietly.

She let out a long breath. “I left. Not physically, but mentally. I was watching myself like it was someone else, like I was in a bad porno and couldn’t turn it off. And that’s when it hit me.” Her voice cracked slightly, and she cleared her throat. “This wasn’t who I was. This wasn’t who I wanted to be. I wasn’t a person to him anymore. I was just... a toy. A thing. And the worst part?” She met my eyes, her gaze raw and unflinching. “I let him turn me into that.”

“The worst part,” Becky said, her tone sharp with reflection, “is that I might’ve done it all anyway. If he’d just been honest about what he wanted—if he’d said, ‘Hey, I want to fuck you and this other girl together,’ I probably would’ve gone along with it.” She shrugged, a bitter smile pulling at her lips. “The cheating, the lying? I’d already internalized that as just... part of what men are. You know, the whole ‘boys will be boys’ bullshit.”

She leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees, her gaze distant. “But it wasn’t that. It was the manipulation that fucked with me the most. He thought I was stupid enough to fall for it, to not see what was happening. That’s what finally pushed me over.” Her lips twisted, and she let out a bitter laugh. “And honestly? Who was the clueless one? He didn’t even notice that I faked an orgasm—like I did most of the time with him. Either he didn’t know or he didn’t care.”

Becky paused, her eyes flicking to mine, searching for my reaction. I stayed quiet, letting her keep going.

“So, I faked it one last time,” she continued, her tone cooler now, almost detached. “And then I just... let them go at it. He and the side piece fucked, and eventually, they passed out in each other’s arms like some trashy romance novel. That’s how I left them. I grabbed the few things of mine he hadn’t ‘accidentally’ thrown out or given away, and I closed the door behind me.”

Her voice softened, a faint smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “By the time I realized where I was driving, I was already at Katie’s door. I didn’t even think about it; it was like instinct.”

I nodded, picturing it in my mind—Becky standing there, raw and vulnerable, needing someone who wouldn’t break her down any further.

“Katie opened the door, took one look at me, and just... knew. She didn’t ask questions, didn’t push. She just hugged me and told me I could stay as long as I needed.” Becky’s voice grew quieter, the words tinged with gratitude. “So, I stayed. I stayed a long time. And then I stayed longer, once we started... exploring things.”

She leaned back, her expression softening. “But eventually, Katie found someone who could give her what she needed—a partner who wanted a real relationship. And yeah, I was jealous. I mean, who wouldn’t be? But I also knew I wasn’t in the right headspace to fight for her love, not back then.”

Becky glanced at me, her smile turning sly. “We still hook up, obviously. Her partner’s fine with it—encourages it, actually. The scene work makes it an easy excuse.” She shrugged, her tone light but with an edge of sincerity. “But Katie doesn’t try to change me. She knows who I am.”

She looked at me then, her eyes piercing, holding my gaze with pointed intent. It was a moment of clarity, unspoken but loud all the same. The message was simple: enjoy what we have, no more, no less.

I smiled, nodding slowly to show I understood. “I’m in,” I said, my voice steady. “For whatever you need.”

Her lips curved into a real smile this time, one that reached her eyes. “Good,” she said softly, leaning in to kiss me. Her mouth was warm, her kiss lingering, and for a moment, everything else faded away.

"Now, be honest," Becky said, her voice soft but insistent, her eyes locking onto mine. "Did it excite you to hear about my boyfriend taking my ass?"

I hesitated for a beat before nodding, my cheeks warming with a mix of arousal and guilt. “I feel guilty about it, though,” I admitted, my voice quieter, almost apologetic.

She smiled, a little crooked but affectionate. “That’s my Marky,” she said, brushing her fingers along my jaw. “All that empathy mixed in a dirty mind.” Her smile shifted, a flicker of something darker crossing her face. “I feel guilty too, you know. Because a part of me liked it. I got off on the fact that I was being nasty in front of that girl.”

I nodded slowly, meeting her gaze. “I get that.”

Her smile softened, turning into something warmer. “I know you do. That’s part of why I love you,” she said, her tone dropping to a murmur, as if the words were meant to be a secret just between us.

She pulled me closer, her body pressing against mine, the air between us charged. Her breath was hot against my ear as she leaned in, her voice dropping into a whisper. “Have you ever fucked a girl’s ass?”

I swallowed hard, the question hitting me like a jolt of electricity. Slowly, I shook my head, my body stiffening under the weight of her words. Before I could say anything, I felt her hand slip into my pants, her fingers wrapping around me with deliberate ease.

“My poor Marky,” she cooed, her voice dripping with mock sympathy, though her touch was anything but teasing. “I bet it feels especially good for a man. All that tightness, all that resistance.” Her lips brushed against my ear, her words coming slower now, like she was savoring every syllable. “I’ve fucked Katie’s ass before. With a strap-on.”

My breath hitched as she spoke, her fingers moving just enough to stoke the fire she’d ignited.

“She whimpered for me,” Becky continued, her tone turning sultry. “Little gasps and moans, her hands gripping the sheets like she couldn’t handle it—but she didn’t tell me to stop. She took it all, every inch, and begged for more.”

I groaned softly, unable to hold back the sound as her words painted vivid, unbidden images in my mind. Becky’s grip tightened slightly, her thumb grazing me in a way that made it clear she wasn’t just teasing. She wanted a reaction, and she was going to get one.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my voice trembling under the weight of everything Becky was doing to me.

Her hand shifted lower, her fingers slipping further down. She cradled my balls, rolling them gently in her palm, and then I felt it—her fingertips brushing against my taint, a teasing, deliberate touch that made my breath hitch. My hips twitched involuntarily, the sensation sending a jolt of heat through me.

“Have you?” she asked, her tone as casual as if she were asking me about the weather.

My mind struggled to keep up. “What?” I managed, my voice ragged.

“Have you ever let anyone play with your ass? Or...?” Her voice trailed off, the question hanging between us, heavy with implication.

I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. The words were stuck somewhere in my chest, tangled with the gasps and moans I couldn’t seem to suppress. I felt her fingertips press more firmly against me, circling slowly, testing my reaction. Then, without warning, she pressed against my hole, the pressure light but unmistakable.

I gasped, my body tensing, unsure whether to pull away or lean into her touch. Becky’s other hand tightened slightly around me, grounding me in the moment.

“It’s okay,” she murmured, her voice soothing, laced with a quiet authority that made it impossible to resist. “Just relax, Marky. Let me take care of you.”

Her finger didn’t push any further, just lingered there, applying a steady, deliberate pressure that made my heart race. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but not in a bad way. It was Becky—her touch, her voice, her presence. She knew exactly how far to push, how to keep me teetering on the edge without tipping over.

“You’re being quiet, Marky,” Becky purred, her breath warm against my ear. “And with you, quiet almost always means yes.”

Her finger pressed lightly against me, teasing but insistent. I shuddered, my breath hitching as she leaned in closer, her lips grazing the edge of my ear.

“Did your wife play with your ass, Marky?” she asked, her tone both teasing and commanding, her words sinking into me like a challenge.

“N- no,” I stammered, though the effort to speak felt monumental. My voice was shaky, my mind too clouded to find any solid ground.

“But Marky,” she said, drawing the words out, her tone laced with playful accusation, “someone has. I can tell.” She shifted her grip on me, her hand sliding slowly along my length, her touch deliberate and maddening. “Your cock is so hard now. You can’t lie to me. Not about this.”

I swallowed hard, my body betraying me as her finger circled my hole again, sending jolts of sensation up my spine. I couldn’t find the words to answer, couldn’t even form a thought as her voice wrapped around me like a silk ribbon.

“Is your ass a virgin, Marky?” she asked, her voice dipping lower, her tone laced with something darker, hungrier.

My head moved before I could stop it, the faintest shake—barely more than a twitch—but it was enough. Becky’s soft, pleased groan against my ear sent shivers racing through me.

“Oh, Marky,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “That’s what I thought.” Her finger pressed more firmly this time, testing, coaxing. “You’ve been holding out on me, haven’t you?”

I felt myself relax slightly under her touch, the tension in my body loosening as her hand worked its magic. My breath came in shallow gasps, my head swimming with sensation.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice encouraging and dripping with promise. “That’s my good boy. Now, tell me.” Her lips brushed my earlobe, her tongue flicking over the edge before she spoke again, her tone turning almost reverent. “Tell Becky who fucked her Marky’s pretty little hole.”

I whimpered, the sound slipping from my throat unbidden, raw and needy. The vulnerability of it burned through me, but Becky only tightened her hold on me, her grip both comforting and possessive.

Her smile pressed against my skin as she waited, her finger still teasing, her patience infinite. She had me, and we both knew it.

“Mm, yes. Tell me, Marky. It was Louisa, wasn’t it?” Becky whispered, her voice dripping with both seduction and command, her fingers still working teasingly at my hole.

I didn’t want to say it. The words felt like acid on my tongue, too heavy with shame to let them spill out. But my groan betrayed me, deep and guttural, and Becky’s knowing smile widened.

“Yes,” she purred. “I knew it would be her. She’s always been the bold one, hasn’t she? The one who’d take that final step, the one who’d make you surrender completely.”

“I... I...” My voice cracked, and I gasped as her fingers pushed deeper, wriggling inside me with a purpose that left me helpless. My body tingled with a mix of pleasure and humiliation, my mind spinning from the way she controlled me so effortlessly. I hated how much I wanted her to go further.

“That’s OK, Marky,” Becky murmured, her tone soothing yet thick with intent. “I understand. You didn’t want to, but you had to, didn’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered, my voice trembling as my head dropped forward, my chest heaving.

“That’s right,” she continued, her voice soft but relentless. “You knew, didn’t you? You knew she wanted it.”

I panted, struggling for air as my cock throbbed against the slickness of her wrist. The pressure of her fingers inside me, the way they moved, sent waves of forbidden pleasure through me. This memory, this moment, was my deepest shame, and yet it felt intoxicating to share it.

“You did it for her, didn’t you, Marky?” Becky’s voice turned sharper, like a blade wrapped in silk. “You gave your ass to Louisa while Dave watched.”

“Oh, god,” I choked out, the words tumbling from me as my body betrayed me completely. My hips jerked, my cock twitching as a sudden, overwhelming climax surged through me. Hot, sticky ropes of cum spilled against Becky’s wrist, dripping down over her fingers and my balls.

“Good boy,” she cooed, her lips brushing my ear as her other hand moved to stroke my hair, grounding me in the storm of emotions crashing over me. Her fingers inside me didn’t stop; they pressed deeper, finding my prostate with unerring precision, amplifying the pleasure even as shame clawed at my chest.

“It’s OK to feel good now, Marky,” she whispered, her tone tender yet commanding. “I’ll help you love it.”

Tears blurred my vision as the intensity of the moment overwhelmed me. Becky’s fingers moved slowly, deliberately, drawing every ounce of sensation from me as she coaxed me to speak.

“Tell me all about it,” she murmured, her voice an irresistible pull.

I shuddered, my breath hitching as the words spilled out in a rush. “It was Louisa,” I confessed, my voice cracking. “She... she used a strap-on. And Dave... Dave watched.”

Becky hummed softly, encouraging me as her fingers teased my most sensitive spot. “Go on,” she said, her tone gentle but insistent.

“She made me take it,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “She was so confident, so in control. And he just stood there, watching, smiling, like... like he was proud of her.”

I groaned, my body trembling as Becky’s fingers pressed against my prostate again, sending another jolt of pleasure through me. “The worst part,” I admitted, my voice breaking, “was that I came. I came while she fucked me. And they saw it. They both saw me lose control.”

Becky pressed a soft kiss to my temple, her fingers slowing but never leaving me. “Good,” she murmured, her voice rich with approval. “You gave them everything, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I whimpered, my tears spilling freely as my body sagged into her.

“Good boy,” she said again, her fingers working gently, deliberately, as if to cement her control over me. “And now, you’ll give me everything too.”


The Party to End All Parties

It was the night of the Halloween party. When I came home from work, the sound of laughter greeted me before I even opened the door. Inside, Dave and Louisa were in the living room, their faces alight with amusement as they unpacked costumes from a pile of glossy plastic bags. The easy intimacy between them made me pause for a moment, my stomach twisting with a mix of unease and curiosity.

“Hey, Marky,” Louisa called, her tone playful. “Come see what we’ve got for you.”

I dropped my bag by the door and stepped closer, trying to ignore the knot tightening in my chest. I knew the theme was Alice in Wonderland—they’d made that abundantly clear the week before. Louisa had been positively giddy, explaining how she’d picked out costumes for all of us. They’d already decided I would be Alice.

At the time, I’d shrugged it off. How bad could it be? I’d seen plenty of guys wear the classic blue and white dress with the blond wig at parties. It was funny, harmless, part of the joke. Dave would be the Mad Hatter, naturally, and Louisa, of course, was going as the Queen of Hearts.

But as Louisa held up my costume, my stomach sank. This wasn’t the traditional Alice costume I’d been expecting. No, what she had for me was something else entirely—the “Sexy Alice” version.

I stared at the outfit in her hands, struggling to process it. The skirt was impossibly short, ending high on the thigh and flaring out dramatically thanks to a tiered underskirt. White thigh-high stockings and black patent-leather shoes completed the look. The top was off-the-shoulder, leaving far more skin exposed than I was comfortable with, and, of course, there was a blond wig adorned with a dainty black hair bow.

“I can’t wear this,” I said, the words spilling out before I could stop them.

Louisa pouted, stepping closer with the dress draped over her arm. “But you have to,” she said, her tone equal parts cajoling and insistent. “I’ll look silly if I don’t have my Alice.”

Before I could argue further, she added, “Hold on, let me show you.” With that, she grabbed her own costume and disappeared into the bathroom.

Dave leaned back on the couch, his expression calm but his tone laced with amusement. “It won’t be that bad, buddy,” he said. “Plus, she’s having fun.” He gestured toward the bathroom with a grin. “And trust me, I think you’re gonna love this.”

I barely had time to process his words before the bathroom door opened, and Louisa stepped out. My jaw dropped.

She wasn’t just dressed as the Queen of Hearts—she was the Queen of Hearts, in a way that stole the air from my lungs. Her costume was more lingerie than anything else, designed to highlight every curve of her body. A black and red bustier pushed her full breasts up high and round, so much so that the top arcs of her nipples peeked out from the edge of the lace. The fabric was so sheer it might as well not have been there at all.

Her skirt was a scandalously short flare of fabric that barely skimmed her hips. It swayed with every step she took, revealing glimpses of black panties adorned with a sheer heart pattern that left nothing to the imagination. Her legs were encased in black thigh-high stockings, the pattern of tiny red hearts climbing the length of her legs in a way that made my throat go dry.

“You like?” she asked, her voice a mix of teasing and satisfaction. She turned slowly, letting me take in every detail. When she bent over slightly at the waist, the back of her skirt lifted, and I saw her panties were entirely transparent. The curve of her ass and the dark shadow of her slit beneath the sheer fabric burned into my brain.

“I’ll have to be very careful tonight,” she added with a smirk, glancing back over her shoulder. “Wouldn’t want to make a scene.”

“Fuck, Louisa,” I said, my voice strained as I tried to look anywhere but at her sheer, revealing outfit. “Are you sure you want your co-workers to see you like that?”

She tilted her head, smirking as if the question amused her. “Oh, it’s not an official function,” she said breezily. “All the girls are trying to outdo each other. Trust me, I’ll fit right in.”

“Besides,” Dave chimed in with a laugh, “all eyes will be on you, Alice.”

“I...” My throat tightened, my words catching as Louisa stepped closer, her hips swaying with deliberate grace. From this angle, she towered over me, the sheer fabric of her panties leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. The cleft of her vulva was visible beneath the translucent material, teasing me in a way that made my mouth dry—and then water. A faint, musky scent reached me, unmistakable and intoxicating. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat louder than the last.

Louisa smiled down at me, her expression a mix of teasing and authority. “You can’t disappoint me now, Marky,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I’m so excited about this. I have a crown and everything.” She glanced at Dave and added, “He even got us a room right by the pool where the party’s happening. We can drink as much as we want and crash just steps away.”

Dave leaned back on the couch, his grin widening. “And if you get too scared, you can always hide in the room.”

Louisa raised an eyebrow, her smile turning wicked. “Or too excited,” she added, her gaze dropping briefly to my crotch before flicking back to my eyes.

My heart raced faster, a chaotic mess of anticipation and dread. The pieces of the night were falling into place in my mind: Louisa parading around in lingerie, the open bar, the poolside party, the sleepover... and me, in drag, watching her flaunt her body in front of her co-workers while everyone undoubtedly had a good laugh at my expense. It wasn’t just the thought of being the butt of the joke—it was how much a part of me liked it. My brain was losing the battle to the pulse of arousal heating my blood.

“If it’s what you want,” I said finally, my voice quiet, “I’ll do it.”

Louisa’s face lit up, her smile radiant and triumphant. “Good boy,” she said, leaning down to kiss me. Her lips were soft but insistent, and the heat of her body so close made me dizzy. When she pulled back, she quickly adjusted the bustier, tucking her nipples back into place as though the slip had been an accident—though I doubted it.

“I’d better not do that too often,” she said with a playful laugh. “Wouldn’t want to cause a scene before the party even starts.”

Her eyes flicked downward again, and her smirk grew. “Though it looks like you’ll be glad to have a flouncy skirt to cover that.”

I squirmed, shifting in place as her gaze lingered on my crotch. The erection straining against my pants was impossible to hide, and her teasing only made it worse. The room felt stifling, the tension thick as I wrestled with my embarrassment and arousal.

Louisa turned with a little flourish, the skirt of her costume flaring just enough to give me another glimpse of her sheer panties. “You’re going to be perfect, Marky,” she said, her voice sing-song as she moved toward the bedroom to get ready.

Dave chuckled, clapping me on the shoulder as he stood. “Relax, buddy. It’s all in good fun.” But the glint in his eye suggested he knew exactly how much I was struggling.

I exhaled shakily, my brain warring with my body as I watched Louisa disappear down the hall. The night ahead loomed large in my mind—sexy costumes, public humiliation, and the undeniable magnetism of my wife in her risqué outfit. I couldn’t decide if I was terrified or thrilled—or both.

We entered the party through the pool gate, just steps from our room’s patio. The sound of laughter and splashing water mingled with music from a nearby speaker, creating an atmosphere of easy revelry. I trailed slightly behind Louisa and Dave, trying to ignore the way the cool evening air brushed against my thighs beneath the flouncy skirt of my costume. The sensation only heightened my self-consciousness.

Louisa, of course, strode in like she owned the place, her heels clicking confidently against the stone path. Dave followed close beside her, his hand lightly resting on her elbow, the image of a dashing escort. I couldn’t have felt more out of place, hiding behind the two of them in my ridiculous outfit. The wig’s blonde curls tickled my face, and I had to fight the urge to tug at the hem of the short dress, which seemed determined to ride up at every opportunity.

It didn’t take long for Louisa’s friends to spot her. They descended like a flock of excited birds, squealing and fawning over her costume. “Oh, my gawd, Louisa, that’s so hot!” one said, her eyes wide with approval. Another whistled low, grinning. “Damn, Queen, don’t bend over.”

I hung back, watching as Louisa basked in the attention. Her co-workers clearly adored her, and the way their eyes lit up told me they’d noticed the changes in her lately—the confidence, the sexiness, the way she carried herself like she knew every man in the room was watching. They weren’t wrong.

Louisa turned and gestured toward us, her smile bright. “This is my husband, Mark,” she said, her tone casual, before adding, “and this is our good friend, Dave.”

Our good friend. Not Mark’s best friend, I noted, though I wasn’t sure why the distinction stung. The group’s attention shifted to Dave first, naturally. He looked effortlessly at ease in his costume—a tight shirt and form-fitting leggings that showed off his athletic build. Even the exaggerated Mad Hatter hat didn’t make him look comical; if anything, it added to his charm. His confidence radiated, and he didn’t seem the least bit bothered that his leggings left little to the imagination.

Then their eyes turned to me.

The women smiled, their expressions a mix of amusement and delight as they took in my Alice wig and flouncy blue dress. “Oh, girl,” one said, laughing, “you are giving Louisa a run for her money!”

“I want the first dance, Alice!” another chimed in, giving me an exaggerated wink.

A third leaned in, smirking. “What do you eat again to grow big?”

Heat crept up my neck as I forced myself to smile and play along. I curtsied awkwardly, earning another round of giggles. Louisa glanced over her shoulder, her expression half amused and half expectant, as though daring me to ruin her night. I didn’t want to risk it. I’d survive this somehow.

Still, as much as I felt out of place, I couldn’t help noticing the way every man’s eyes were glued to Louisa. If there were a sexiest costume contest, she would’ve won hands down. There were plenty of gorgeous women in attendance, but Louisa’s costume left the least to the imagination. And worst of all, not a single other man at the party was in drag but me.

The men buzzed around her all night like moths to a flame, their compliments as thinly veiled as their intentions. They elbowed me in the ribs, offering conspiratorial smiles and comments like, “You’re a lucky guy, getting to take her home.” Each remark felt like a jab, but Louisa only fueled the fire.

“Oh, Dave’s taken care of that,” she said at one point, her voice light but unmistakably suggestive. “We have a room right here.”

I caught the way their faces shifted, their eyes darting between Dave, Louisa, and me as they clearly started doing the math. One of them, bolder than the rest, gave me a lingering once-over, taking in my costume, the wig, and Louisa’s hand resting on Dave’s elbow. “Sounds like a fun scene,” he said, his tone dripping with insinuation.

My stomach tightened as I tried to swallow down the lump of humiliation rising in my throat. I felt exposed, more so than I already had in the too-short dress and thigh-high stockings. Louisa caught my eye briefly, her smile faintly wicked, as if she knew exactly how much this was affecting me.

As the night wore on and the alcohol flowed freely, the atmosphere grew looser, the boundaries blurrier. I noticed more men standing close to Louisa, drawn to her like moths to a flame. At first, she’d push their hands away when they got too bold, attempting to run a palm up the back of her leg. But as the night progressed, the resistance waned. More often than not, I’d see a man’s hand resting possessively on her ass as he stood chatting with her or dancing too close during a slow song.

I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the party’s anything-goes vibe, but boundaries seemed to dissolve in the warm, dimly lit haze. Most of the men got scolded by their dates—sharp tugs on arms, narrowed eyes, or pointed whispers that barely carried over the music. One particularly furious woman dragged her husband off the dance floor entirely. Her words were inaudible, but her body language screamed outrage. They left early, the husband looking sheepish and muttering excuses to anyone who watched them go.

The whole scene left me in a strange, surreal daze. I didn’t know how to process what I was seeing—Louisa, my wife, becoming the focal point of every man’s attention. And then there was me, standing awkwardly on the sidelines, a flouncy dress and blond wig making me the punchline of the party.

Even I wasn’t spared from the night’s inappropriate touches. Twice, I felt hands grab my ass from behind. Each time, the men realized their mistake and quickly backed off, muttering apologies and embarrassed shrugs when they saw my face. “What happens at the party stays at the party,” one said with an awkward laugh before disappearing into the crowd.

By then, I was nursing my third Jack and Coke, sitting at a table just off the makeshift dance floor. The hotel had laid out a simple wooden square for dancing near the DJ, but it had become the center of the night’s attention. Louisa was there, spinning and laughing, the hem of her skirt flaring dangerously high with each twirl. Her sheer panties flashed in the party lights, and her bustier threatened to spill her breasts with every movement. She was the life of the party, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her—even as the sight filled me with a bitter mix of emotions I couldn’t untangle.

Dave joined me at the table, dropping into the chair beside me with his usual easy confidence. He set his Mad Hatter hat down on the table and followed my gaze to the dance floor. For a moment, neither of us spoke.

“She’s really something, Marky,” he said finally, his voice soft but tinged with admiration. He nodded toward Louisa, his eyes fixed on her as she danced. Her joy was palpable, radiating outward in waves that seemed to draw everyone around her into her orbit.

I nodded, unable to muster any words in response. My throat felt tight, my chest heavy with feelings I couldn’t articulate. I’d never seen her like this—so happy, so free, so unapologetically herself. And yet, watching her, all I could feel was a gnawing sense of inadequacy. I wasn’t the reason she was happy. I wasn’t the one making her laugh like that, spinning her across the dance floor with abandon.

I took another sip of my drink, letting the burn of the alcohol distract me from the ache in my chest. Dave’s presence didn’t help. His confidence, his charm, his ability to step seamlessly into Louisa’s world only made my own shortcomings feel more glaring.

“You okay?” Dave asked, glancing at me out of the corner of his eye. His tone was casual, but there was a flicker of something more in his expression—concern, maybe, or curiosity.

I forced a smile, one that felt as flimsy as the wig on my head. “Yeah,” I lied, my voice flat. “Just taking it all in.”

Dave didn’t press the issue. Instead, he leaned back in his chair, his gaze drifting back to Louisa. “She’s incredible,” he said, almost to himself. “It’s hard not to get caught up in her energy, you know?”

I nodded again, swallowing hard. I didn’t trust myself to speak.

The truth was, I felt stuck. Stuck in my head, stuck in my role, stuck in the knowledge that the woman I loved more than anything was slipping further away from me, even as she danced just a few feet away. I didn’t want to lose her. But deep down, I knew—I wasn’t the reason she felt so happy.

“She loves you, you know,” Dave said, breaking the silence between us. His voice was low, calm, as though he were stating an unshakable truth.

“Yeah?” I asked, unsure how to respond, my throat tight.

“Yeah.” He leaned back in his chair, his eyes still fixed on Louisa as she twirled on the dance floor, her laughter floating above the music. “She wants you to be happy, too.”

I gave a weak smile, my chest tightening further. “If she’s happy, I’m happy,” I said, the words hollow even as I spoke them.

Dave turned to me, his expression unreadable. “I’m glad you feel that way, Marky.”

Before I could respond, Louisa twirled off the dance floor, her skirt flaring dangerously high as she spun toward us. Her eyes lit up when she spotted Dave, and she strode over to him without hesitation. Planting her hands on his shoulders, she leaned down and kissed him—a slow, sloppy kiss that made the air around me feel heavy and charged.

It felt like an eternity before she pulled back, her lips glossy and her cheeks flushed. She glanced at me, her teeth catching her lower lip in a playful bite when she saw me watching. “Sorry,” she said, though her tone wasn’t apologetic. “Got caught up.”

Dave looked slightly uncomfortable, his expression flickering with something like guilt. It hit me then—this was the first time I’d seen them kiss in front of me. Until now, it had only existed in my imagination, a dark corner of my mind I tried not to dwell on. Seeing it happen, the reality of it, made my stomach twist. The room seemed to tilt slightly, and I felt dizzy.

Louisa turned to me, her expression softening. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, her lips warm against my skin. “I’m having the time of my life,” she said, her voice light and genuine.

The scent of her skin—sweet sweat mingled with her perfume—washed over me, and my pulse raced. I nodded wordlessly, unsure how to respond. My mind was still spinning from the kiss, from Dave’s words, from everything that had built up over the course of the night.

The music shifted, the tempo slowing, and Louisa straightened, holding out her hand to me. “Want to dance with the Red Queen, Alice?” she asked, her tone teasing but her eyes holding something deeper.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before standing. “Sure,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended.

She took my hand and led me onto the dance floor. The crowd had thinned slightly, leaving more space, but the lights still cast a warm, colorful glow over everything. The music was soft and sensual, the kind of slow song that made couples draw closer.

Louisa pulled me into her arms, her body pressed against mine as we swayed to the rhythm. She smiled, her hands moving slowly over my waist, her touch light but deliberate. As we moved, she leaned in, her lips brushing close to my ear. “Relax, Marky,” she murmured, her voice just loud enough for me to hear over the music.

I tried to follow her lead, tried to focus on the feel of her in my arms and not the hundreds of thoughts swirling in my head. Then her hands slid lower, skimming over the back of my thighs, and before I realized what was happening, they slipped under the back of my skirt. Her fingers curled around my ass, squeezing firmly.

I froze for a moment, my breath catching as a fresh wave of heat flooded my body. Louisa didn’t falter. She held me close, her hands lingering, her touch unapologetic. Her lips brushed against my temple, her breath warm against my skin.

“You look pretty sexy,” Louisa said, her voice soft but teasing, her eyes flicking over me.

I let out a short laugh, trying to cover the flutter of nerves her words stirred. “Look who’s talking,” I said. “Every man here wants to fuck you.”

Her smile widened, slow and deliberate, as if she was savoring the truth of my words. “But we both know who gets to do that, don’t we?” she said, her tone light but carrying an edge I couldn’t quite decipher.

I searched her eyes, trying to find reassurance there. Was she reminding me, or was she testing me? Her lips parted slightly, and for a moment, I thought she might lean in to kiss me again. Instead, she glanced briefly toward Dave’s table, the flicker of movement so subtle I might have missed it if I weren’t looking for it. It was all the clarification I needed.

“Yes, dear,” I said, my voice quieter, steadier than I felt. “No one else gets that privilege.”

Her smile deepened, her arms tightening around me as she pulled me closer. Our hips met, and I felt her thigh press firmly against me. My breath hitched, my pulse quickening as her gaze held mine.

“Someone likes it,” she murmured, her tone laced with playful accusation. Her hand drifted lower, her movements slow and deliberate, until her fingers brushed over the curve of my ass beneath the skirt. “Tell me, Marky,” she said, her voice dipping lower. “Why do you like it so much?”

Heat rushed to my face, shame burning through me as I struggled to find an answer. “I... I wish I knew,” I stammered, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

Her lips curled into a wicked grin, and she leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. Her teeth grazed my lobe, sending a shiver down my spine, and then she whispered, “Tonight, no more games.”

Her hand moved again, sliding over my crotch. I froze as her fingers brushed against the head of my cock, which had betrayed me by slipping above the waistband of the panties beneath my skirt. Her touch was light, teasing, her finger flicking over the sensitive crown as if testing my reaction.

“Tonight, you watch,” she said, her voice a sultry promise.

I leaned back slightly, my eyes wide with shock, my mind racing. But Louisa only nodded, her expression unflinching. Her teeth caught her lower lip, her gaze locking with mine as a flush rose in her cheeks. Her eyes glimmered, her arousal plain as day, more intense than I’d ever seen before. Not even on our wedding night had she looked at me like this—hungry, uninhibited, completely in control.

The air between us felt electric, thick with unspoken tension. My heart pounded, my body trembling with anticipation, shame, and a strange, undeniable thrill. Louisa didn’t need to explain what she meant. Her words were clear enough.

Tonight, I would watch.


Tonight is the Night

I trembled as the realization hit me like a punch to the gut—she had outed me, right there on the dance floor. Those three simple words, “tonight you watch,” tore through the fragile veil of lies I had used to shield my ego. They spelled the end of the charade I’d been clinging to, the pretense of control, of being the center of her world. My head spun in time with the flashing disco lights. The room, the party, the costumes—all of it felt like a surreal stage for this moment. A coming-out party, where I was being ushered into my new role: on the sidelines.

Yet, even as the shame burned in my chest, I couldn’t escape the desire that pulsed low in my belly, insistent and undeniable.

“Will you?” Louisa asked, her voice softer now, yet still laced with authority.

I swallowed hard, fighting back tears that threatened to spill over. “Y-yes,” I stammered, my voice cracking under the weight of my own admission. “Yes, dear.”

Her lips twitched, as though suppressing a smile. She stepped closer, the heat of her body overwhelming as she pressed against me. “I can’t wait,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “I’m so fucking... Marky, I can’t wait.”

She leaned in again, her breath hot against my ear as she added, “You’ll want... everything?” The words hung between us, heavy with implication.

Then she pulled back, her eyes locking with mine. For a moment, her expression softened, something like concern flickering across her face, though it was quickly eclipsed by her raw longing.

“Do you?” I asked, my voice barely audible. “Do you want everything?”

Her hand slid over my crotch, her touch deliberate and teasing. I twitched beneath her palm, my body betraying me yet again. Her lips curled into a knowing smile. “Don’t pretend you don’t,” she said. “Dave helped me understand what husbands like you need. And because I love you,” she added, her voice dropping to a near whisper, “I’m going to give it all to you.”

My heart pounded in my chest as she leaned back, her gaze holding mine for just a moment longer before she turned. With a slow, deliberate stride, she made her way to the table where Dave sat, her every movement radiating confidence and purpose.

I watched, frozen, as she slipped into his lap as easily as if she’d done it a hundred times before. Her arm wrapped around his shoulder, her body pressing against his as though it were the most natural thing in the world. Dave’s hand slid up the outside of her leg, moving higher and higher until it disappeared beneath her skirt. He squeezed her thigh possessively, and the look they exchanged—equal parts lust and familiarity—made my stomach churn and my cock throb simultaneously.

She leaned in and kissed him, her lips lingering on his as though I wasn’t even there. It wasn’t a quick kiss, either. It was slow, intimate, the kind of kiss that left no doubt about their connection.

I glanced around, my face hot with embarrassment, desperate to see if anyone else had noticed. A dark-skinned woman in a sexy nurse costume caught my eye. She had seen everything. Her gaze shifted between Louisa, Dave, and me, her expression unreadable until she shook her head and leaned into her date. She whispered something to him, and whatever she said made him laugh. He looked me over with a grin before whispering something back that made her smile knowingly.

I forced myself to move, each step feeling heavier than the last. My hands smoothed the flouncy skirt of my dress as I walked back to my table, my head held low. I had to walk slowly, too aware of the strain of my cock against the thin fabric of my panties. It was humiliating. It was arousing. It was everything Louisa had wanted it to be.

I sat down and grabbed my drink, my fingers trembling slightly as I brought it to my lips. From across the room, Louisa caught my eye briefly. She smiled, not with cruelty, but with purpose. She knew exactly what she was doing. And the worst part? So did I.

*

“OK, hold on,” Becky said, her voice soft but firm, interrupting me mid-thought.

We had moved to the bedroom, tangled together on the bed as I recounted the story. Her body was warm against mine, her presence grounding me even as the memories left me raw. Becky’s hand rested lightly on my cock, her fingers moving just enough to keep me hard but not enough to push me further. She called it her “lie detector,” and I couldn’t help but feel like she was testing me, gauging my reactions to every word I spoke.

Her touch was maddeningly controlled, keeping me teetering on the edge without tipping over. It was as though she was reading my body, not just my words, looking for the moments that truly gave me away.

“So,” Becky said, glancing at Hanna, who was curled up at the foot of the bed, watching me intently. “Your wife finally said it?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice quieter than I intended. “I wasn’t prepared.”

Hanna raised an eyebrow, her expression skeptical but curious. “I bet nothing about that night was accidental.”

“Very little,” I replied, my chest tightening slightly at the admission.

Becky’s lips curled into a knowing smile, her fingers twitching slightly against me, drawing a soft gasp from my throat. “So, who planned it?” she asked, her tone light but edged with curiosity.

“Dave’s very good at making you think things are your idea,” I said, the words coming out with more bitterness than I intended.

Becky laughed, the sound low and rich. “He wanted to amp things up,” she said knowingly, her smile widening.

“He got bored, I think,” I said, my voice trailing off as my thoughts lingered on Dave’s motivations.

“Maybe,” Becky replied, her tone contemplative as her hand continued its slow, deliberate strokes along my cock. Her touch was maddeningly skilled, keeping me hard, teasing me with the promise of more without giving it. “But there’s another possibility.”

“Huh?” I asked, blinking, pulled from my thoughts by the sharp edge of her words.

“Think about it,” she said, her fingers grazing lightly over the sensitive underside of my shaft. “He was always playing wingman, wasn’t he? Setting you two up with girls. And he wanted you to double-team with him that one night back in your college days.”

“Yeah?” I said, a mix of curiosity and trepidation creeping into my voice.

“So,” Becky continued, her voice soft but pointed, “maybe you were more important to him than your wife.”

Her words hit me like a jolt, and I shook my head, though the idea lodged itself stubbornly in my mind. “I don’t...” I started, but the words faltered on my tongue.

“Had you two ever...?” Becky asked, her voice dropping lower, turning almost conspiratorial. “Done anything with each other?”

“No,” I said quickly, too quickly, my breath hitching as her hand tightened slightly around me.

Her eyes narrowed, a knowing smirk playing on her lips. “But?” she asked, her voice teasing as she dragged her nails down the length of my cock, her fingers grazing my balls in a way that made me twitch involuntarily. “But what, Marky?”

“There were jokes—” I blurted, my voice cracking slightly.

Becky’s hand stilled for a moment, her nails pressing just enough to send a shiver racing up my spine. “Jokes?” she echoed, her tone a mix of curiosity and amusement. “Tell me.”

I hesitated, my mind spinning as memories bubbled to the surface. Becky’s gaze didn’t waver, her eyes locked on mine, patient and unrelenting. Her hand resumed its slow, measured strokes, coaxing the words from me as if she already knew they were there.

“Mm-hm,” Becky murmured, her voice low and steady as her nails lightly scraped the delicate skin of my shaft. The sensation sent a shiver through me, a mix of pleasure and discomfort that left me teetering on the edge. “Jokes about what?”

I swallowed hard, trying to suppress the heat rising to my face. “Making me suck his dick,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

“And?” Becky pressed, her tone even, almost clinical, as her nails moved in slow, deliberate circles.

“And fucking me in the ass,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. The admission burned in my chest, the shame threatening to bubble over.

“And those were common themes for Dave?” she asked, her fingers now lightly circling my balls, her touch maddeningly precise.

I groaned, my body tensing under her steady hand. “Y-yeah. I guess.”

“You guess?” Becky said, her tone sharpening slightly as she gave a firm squeeze.

“Fine. Yes,” I blurted, my voice cracking. “They were his favorite digs. But he was just busting my balls.”

Becky’s grip tightened, and I flinched. Her smile turned wicked. “Dave and I also have that in common,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

“Fuck,” I groaned, trying not to squirm under her touch, knowing that any movement might stretch me further than I could handle.

Becky tilted her head, her fingers easing just slightly, her nails grazing over the sensitive skin again. “Men often need a proxy or a catalyst to express anything that seems... deviant,” she said, her voice thoughtful now, though her grip never left me. “Poor Louisa.”

Her grip tightened again, and this time, I couldn’t stop myself from flinching. “Sorry,” she said, loosening the pressure, though her hand didn’t leave me. “It’s possible he used her,” she added, her tone more contemplative.

“You think he used her?” I asked, my voice tinged with something between curiosity and guilt.

Becky nodded slowly. “Possibly.”

The room fell silent for a beat, her words hanging in the air like a weight. I hesitated, then forced myself to ask, “Did... did I?”

Becky laughed softly, a sound that was both comforting and cutting. “Ah, there it is. The gay panic,” she teased, her hand resuming its long, steady strokes along my cock. “No, Marky. I don’t think you used her. I think you loved your wife and wanted to please her.”

Her words were oddly reassuring, though the knot in my chest didn’t fully unravel. Becky’s hand continued its slow rhythm, coaxing a groan from me despite the heavy conversation.

“And,” she added, her voice softer now, almost tender, “she told you that Dave helped her understand. Didn’t she?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice barely audible as the memory surfaced again, as vivid as if it had just happened.

“So,” Becky began, her voice thoughtful as her hand slowed, resting lightly against me. “I think Dave intuitively understands something about the way our culture works. He believes that good girls—good women—are raised to do as they’re told. They’re taught to be obedient, to follow the rules, to keep the peace. And sure, that’s great when the rules are there to protect women from bad men. When the authority figures in their lives are kind, selfless, and fair.”

She paused, her eyes narrowing slightly as her fingers traced a slow, idle pattern along my skin. “But what happens when those men aren’t so good? What happens when the authority isn’t kind or selfless? When it’s selfish, manipulative, or just... thoughtless?”

I stayed quiet, sensing she wasn’t done.

“If you’ve never learned to question authority,” Becky continued, her voice firmer now, “if you’ve never learned to set boundaries or stand your ground, then that same training—the training that was supposed to keep you safe—becomes a weakness. A trap. Because when selfish men take authority, what are you supposed to do?” She tilted her head, her lips curling into a bitter smile. “You do as you’re told.”

“I never thought of it that way,” I said quietly, the weight of Becky’s words sinking in.

She smiled faintly, her hand resting lightly against me, her touch still keeping me grounded. “You never had to,” she replied, her voice steady but not unkind. “You’ve never lived it. Still, don’t mistake Louisa for a victim either.”

I blinked, surprised by the shift in her tone. “What do you mean?”

“Because,” Becky continued, her lips curling into a knowing smile, “girls also learn that the only way to gain power is through men and sex. It’s drilled into them from the moment they realize how the world works. If you can’t challenge authority outright, you learn to manipulate it. You find the cracks, the places where you can exert control. And it sounds like that night, Louisa was getting a taste of something she doesn’t often get.”

“A taste of what?” I asked, though I already felt the answer forming in the back of my mind.

“Power,” Becky said simply, her eyes locking with mine. “She wasn’t just a pawn in Dave’s game, Marky. She was playing, too. And from the way you’ve described her that night, it sounds like she was enjoying every second of it.”

Her words hit me like a punch, the truth of them undeniable. I thought back to the way Louisa had danced, the way she had laughed, the way she had commanded attention with every movement. She hadn’t just been following someone else’s lead—she had reveled in it.

Becky leaned in slightly, her voice dropping lower. “Power can be intoxicating, especially when it’s been withheld for so long. Don’t underestimate what it meant to her to have you—and everyone else—wrapped around her finger that night.”

And as I thought about it, I saw it was true. “The men fawning over her. The girls praising her. Even my submission to her,” I said slowly, the pieces clicking into place.

“And?” Becky prompted, her voice light but insistent, her fingers tightening slightly around me, urging me further.

“What?” I asked, though I already felt the answer hovering just out of reach.

“What else was she doing?” Becky asked, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of curiosity and challenge.

“Dancing... flirting... oh,” I breathed, the realization hitting me like a sudden rush of cold air.

Becky’s smile widened, a knowing, almost predatory grin. She gave my cock another deliberate squeeze, the pressure sending a fresh wave of sensation through me. It felt like a reward, a tangible encouragement to keep going. “Go on,” she said softly, her tone coaxing.

“Throwing it in my face?” I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

“Mm-hm,” Becky murmured, her nails lightly dragging down the length of me, making me twitch. “Why do you think?”

I hesitated, my mind spinning as I replayed the memories, dissecting her actions, her words, her expressions. “She sometimes seemed... mad,” I said hesitantly, “mean, even.”

“Cruel,” Becky corrected, her voice sharp but even. She pressed her nails in slightly, just enough to make me wince. The sting sent a jolt of excitement through me, making my breath hitch.

“Fuck,” I groaned, the mix of pain and arousal overwhelming me. “She resented me?”

“A little,” Becky said, her voice low and steady as her hand continued its slow, deliberate rhythm. “Think of it. You had power and wouldn’t use it. It’s fucked up, but in that dynamic, you wasted the one thing she didn’t think she could even wish for.”

I stared at her, her words cutting through me like a blade.

“She was raised to be dominated,” Becky continued, her tone sharpening, “and yet she longed to dominate. And here was your friend—Dave—giving her that power, while taking it away at the same time.”

The room seemed to shift around me, everything falling into place with an almost audible click. Suddenly, the rest of that night, all the strange dynamics and moments that hadn’t made sense at the time, snapped into focus. It had all been part of their game—a twisted, layered power struggle I hadn’t even realized I was caught in.

“So, I was just...” I began, but my voice faltered, the thought too heavy to finish.

“Don’t go there,” Becky interrupted, her tone firm but not unkind. She shook her head, her hand tightening around me just enough to pull me back into the present. “Look, I can’t wait to hear the rest. I really can’t. But I have a sense of where this is going, and honestly?” Her lips curled into a wicked smile, her eyes glinting. “It’s making me so fucking wet right now thinking about it—what I hope you’ll do.”

I bit my lip, her words sending a jolt of heat through me. My heartbeat pounded in my throat, loud and insistent, as her hand tightened further, her grip pushing me closer to the edge of control.

“Look,” she said, her voice softening just slightly, her expression turning thoughtful. “I think your wife loved you. I think she convinced herself that everything she did with Dave was part of her duty to please her husband. And I think she believed that, Marky. But don’t kid yourself—you’re no victim here.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but she silenced me with another squeeze, her nails dragging lightly along my shaft, sending a shiver through me.

“You found a way to get what you needed,” Becky continued, her voice low and deliberate, her gaze locked on mine. “And your need? It’s what I want, too.”

Before I could process her words, she threw the covers back with a quick, fluid motion and straddled my hips. Her thighs pressed against mine, her weight grounding me as she leaned in close. Her feet slid along the outside of my ankles, pressing them together and pinning me in place. The vulnerability of the position sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through me, mixing with a faint thread of fear. Not fear of her, but fear of the unknown—of whatever was about to happen.

Her eyes bore into mine, her expression intense but not unkind. “Is there anything shameful,” she asked, her voice dropping to a near whisper, “about pleasing your partner, Marky?”

My throat tightened, my breath catching. “No,” I managed, the word tumbling out before I even had time to think.

Becky grabbed my right hand in her left, pressing it firmly against the mattress above my head. Her grip was strong, unyielding, and though my left hand was still free, I felt completely helpless beneath her. The weight of her body, the dominance in her gaze—it was enough to render me powerless.

Her free hand slid down, and she licked her palm with deliberate slowness, her eyes never leaving mine. The wet sound, the glisten of her saliva—it was almost too much. Then she wrapped her slick hand around my cock, stroking me with a maddening rhythm that left me gasping for breath.

“I’m picturing you,” she said, her voice low and sultry, “in that flouncy skirt and silly wig. Her friends teasing you, making you curtsy while they giggle. You, trying so hard to smile and play along while they’re all laughing behind your back.”

I groaned, the heat in my chest rising, and Becky’s smile widened, predatory and knowing. She shifted her weight slightly, pressing her thighs tighter against mine, pinning me further into the bed.

“And your wife,” she continued, her tone dripping with mock innocence, “flashing her panties and tits shamelessly for all her co-workers. Twirling on the dance floor, letting that tiny skirt fly up, letting them all see what’s underneath. She wasn’t shy, was she, Marky?”

“No,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

Becky leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “I’m thinking about Dave,” she murmured, her strokes quickening slightly. “Feeling her up right in front of you. His hand on her thigh, on her ass, slipping under her skirt while you just stood there, didn’t you?”

I moaned, the shame and arousal twisting inside me, and Becky chuckled softly, her grip tightening.

“And they all knew, Marky,” she said, her voice dropping lower, more intimate. “Everyone at that party knew exactly what that room was for. They knew what you were going to do. What she was going to do. And it wasn’t you she was going to do it with.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, my chest rising and falling with shallow, desperate breaths. Becky’s strokes grew slower, more deliberate, drawing out every ounce of sensation as her words pressed against me like a weight.

“She was going to get fucked,” Becky continued, her tone sharpening, her grip never faltering. “And not by her husband. And they were all jealous, Marky. Every single one of them. Because they knew she was in that state.”

I opened my eyes, meeting hers, and the hunger in her gaze sent a shiver through me.

“They could smell it,” she said, her voice dipping into something almost primal. “That raw, undeniable scent of a woman who’s ready for anything. They could see it in the way she moved, the way she looked at Dave, the way she didn’t even bother hiding it anymore. And they were all just hoping for an invitation. Weren’t they?”

Her words hit me like a shockwave, my body trembling beneath her as I gasped, my throat dry. Becky leaned back slightly, her hand still working me, her eyes glinting with satisfaction as she watched me come undone.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, my body arching involuntarily as the pressure built inside me. Just as I teetered on the edge, Becky’s hand clamped firmly at the root of my cock, stopping me cold. The sharp denial left me gasping, the frustration mingling with the overwhelming arousal coursing through me.

“That’s right, Marky,” she purred, her tone dripping with authority. “Not yet. I control you. Do you like that?”

“Fuck,” I groaned, my voice trembling. “Yes. Fuck, yes. Please.”

Her lips curled into a wicked smile as her hand began moving again, her strokes deliberate and torturously slow. I felt myself climbing back toward the edge, my body trembling under her mastery. And just as before, she clamped down again, holding me in place, keeping me trapped in the unbearable limbo of pleasure and denial.

“Not yet, Marky,” she said, her voice firm, her dominance absolute. “You don’t get to cum until I decide you can. Now, tell me,” she continued, her grip tightening slightly, her nails digging in just enough to make me squirm. “What exactly were you doing while your wife was out there on display like that for everyone to see, ready for anything?”

“I…” I started, my voice trembling, the words stuck in my throat.

“What were you doing?” Becky asked, her voice calm but insistent, her grip on me unrelenting.

“N-nothing,” I stammered, shame flooding through me as I tried to look away.

“Why, Marky?” she pressed, her tone softening, though her hand didn’t relent. She stroked me once, slow and deliberate, then clamped tight again, sending a jolt through my body. My prostate pulsed uselessly, desperate for release.

“Because I was w—” I started, but she cut me off.

“No, Marky.” Her grip tightened, making me gasp. “No, not because you’re weak.”

“I… wanted it…” I finally admitted, the words coming out in a strangled whisper.

“Yes, yes,” Becky purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. She resumed stroking, her hand moving in a steady rhythm that left me breathless. “You wanted it too. And is there anything wrong with wanting to please your partner?”

“No,” I said, the denial spilling out before I even thought about it.

“But isn’t it better,” she said, her tone sharp yet coaxing, “not having to lie to get it?”

“Yes,” I gasped, the heat in my chest threatening to overwhelm me. “Yes, please, I want it.”

“What?” Becky asked, her grip suddenly tightening again, halting my ascent just as I felt myself nearing the edge. “Tell me, Marky.”

“I want… to be… yours,” I choked out, my breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps.

“What?” she teased, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “My boyfriend?”

“No,” I said quickly, my voice desperate, pleading. “Please, Becky. I want to be yours.”

Her eyes lit up, the predatory gleam in them sending a shiver down my spine. “You want me to own you.”

“Yes,” I groaned, my body trembling under her hand. “Oh, god, yes. I want to be your… thing. Anything.”

Becky’s smile widened, her dominance radiating as she leaned closer, her breath warm against my skin. “My thing,” she repeated, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Anything?”

“Yes,” I whimpered, surrendering completely to her. “Anything.”

She let go of my cock, and I groaned at the sudden absence of her touch. It stood straight out, twitching with every pulse of my heartbeat, aching for even the smallest stroke to send me over the edge. My mind was teetering on the verge of orgasm, the denial only heightening the sharp need that coursed through me.

“Your cock,” she said, her voice calm and commanding, “your cum, your mouth, your ass, your mind—they will all belong to me.”

“Yes,” I gasped, the desperation clear in my voice. “Please, oh please…”

“I accept,” Becky said simply, her tone resolute, like sealing a pact.

She lifted herself off me, and for a moment, panic seized me. Was she going to leave me here, straining and desperate, my cock aching for release? My breath caught in my throat as I watched her, terrified of her next move. But then, she shifted beside me, her movements deliberate. She reached for my legs, lifting them together and pressing them to her chest. Slowly, she pushed forward, raising my hips off the bed. The position left me entirely exposed, my body open and vulnerable beneath her.

I gulped, my heart racing as the realization of where this was going dawned on me. The sheer intimacy of the position, the power she held over me, sent a shiver racing down my spine.

“I’ve never had a real toy before, Marky,” she murmured, her tone soft but laced with excitement. Her eyes gleamed as she looked down at me, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. “I’ve always wanted one, but I haven’t found what I needed—until now.”

Her words sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through me, my chest tightening with a mix of anticipation and submission. My cock, still painfully hard, now pointed down toward my face, twitching helplessly in the air. Becky reached out and grabbed it again, her grip firm and possessive. The sudden touch made me gasp, my hips instinctively bucking slightly in her hold.

“You’re perfect, Marky,” she said, her voice filled with a sense of ownership that sent a thrill through me. Her thumb brushed over the sensitive head of my cock, and I moaned, my body trembling beneath her.

The balance of power was absolute, and I knew I was entirely hers. My legs rested on her chest, my hips lifted high, and every part of me—mind, body, and soul—was laid bare for her to take, mold, and command.

“Do you want to cum now, Marky?” Becky asked, her voice a silky tease that made my breath hitch.

I panted, my chest heaving, my entire body trembling under her control. “Uh-huh,” I managed, the word almost a whimper.

“Not yet,” she said, her hand tightening at the base of my cock, holding me on the brink. Her eyes glinted with mischief and authority as she leaned closer. “Not until you tell me, Marky. Your darkest secret. All of it.”

My heart pounded in my chest, the shame bubbling up even as her words and touch made me crave release. “I… I don’t know,” I stammered, my voice faltering.

“Yes, you do,” Becky said firmly, her hand beginning to stroke me again, slow and deliberate. “Tell me. That night with Louisa and Dave—what really happened?”

The memory surged forward, vivid and raw, and I knew I couldn’t keep it buried any longer. “We went upstairs,” I began, my voice shaky. “To a bedroom.”

Becky’s grip on me tightened slightly, her strokes coaxing every word out of me. “Go on.”

“Dave…” I hesitated, but the steady motion of her hand, the insistent heat in her gaze, pushed me forward. “Dave fucked her. From behind.”

Her lips curled into a knowing smile. “And you?”

“I was… underneath her,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “Licking her pussy.”

Becky’s hand paused for a moment, her grip firm, making me gasp. “You were underneath her,” she repeated, her voice low and rich with curiosity. “While Dave fucked her?”

“Yes,” I whispered, the words tumbling out. “His cock… it was so close. Brutal. He fucked her so hard, Becky. Inches from my face.”

Her hand resumed its slow, torturous strokes. “And then?”

I swallowed hard, my body trembling beneath her. “He came inside her,” I said, my voice breaking. “And then… she sat on my face. Becky, she gave me… his cum.”

Becky’s smile widened, satisfaction gleaming in her eyes. “Seconds old,” she murmured, her tone equal parts teasing and commanding. “You licked her clean, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I groaned, the memory crashing over me like a tidal wave.

“Good boy,” she purred. Her hand moved faster now, her strokes slick and deliberate, pushing me closer and closer. “Say it again, Marky. Tell me what you did.”

“I licked her clean,” I said, my voice trembling. “I… I tasted him.”

Becky’s grip tightened, her dominance absolute. “And now,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, “you’re going to cum, Marky. All over your pretty face. Just like that night.”

Her words tipped me over the edge. My body convulsed as the orgasm tore through me, wave after wave of release spurting across my face and mouth. Becky aimed me with precision, guiding each shot, making sure it landed exactly where she wanted. The sticky warmth covered me, and I moaned as she worked me through every last drop.

When the final spasm faded, she released my cock, and I collapsed back against the bed, gasping for breath. Becky leaned over me, her fingers trailing through the mess on my face, scooping it up and pressing it to my lips. “Good boy,” she said softly. “Swallow.”

I obeyed, licking her fingers clean as she fed me every drop. She watched me with a satisfied smile, her dominance radiating from her every movement.

After a moment, she tilted her head, her eyes gleaming with curiosity. “What happened after, Marky?” she asked, her tone almost playful. “After you licked her clean?”

I hesitated, the fresh shame making my cheeks burn. “She… she reached down and grabbed my cock,” I said finally. “She said, ‘I guess I should finish you off.’ It was like… obligation, not desire.”

Becky raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “And?”

“She touched it,” I continued, my voice barely above a whisper. “And… she felt the cum. I’d already cum. Without her even touching me. Just… just from licking her pussy.”

Becky blinked, then let out a soft laugh, her hand moving to stroke my cheek. “Oh, Marky,” she said, her voice gentle but tinged with amusement. “That is embarrassing. Cumming like that, untouched?” She shook her head, her smile widening. “But you know what? I love you, despite your little cock.”

Her words were brutal, but her tone carried a strange tenderness that soothed the sting. Then she slid her fingers into my hair, guiding my head downward. “Now,” she said softly, “let’s see if that talented tongue of yours can do better this time.”

I lowered my mouth between her legs, tasting her as she sighed contentedly. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me close as I worked to please her. Above me, I heard the soft chime of her phone.

I didn’t look up, but I felt her shift slightly, her body shuddering as her fingers flew over the screen. A moment later, the message was sent.

“You were right, babe,” it read. “He’s just confessed.”
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