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TRUST. 

It’s a weird thing. It’s agonizingly slow to build, and shockingly, painfully easy to tear down. The instructive metaphor here is a work of great art, Da Vinci’s Last Supper or Michelangelo’s David. Years to painstakingly craft them, years of the life of one of the greatest minds to ever draw breath in the world, and they could be destroyed by any idiot with a hammer or a book of matches. Trust works in exactly the same fashion. 

Trust. It can feel as concrete and substantial as the earth beneath your feet, but it never is, not between anyone. That can be a hard truth, a brutally difficult pill to swallow. No trust in your life, not with your parents, your children, your lover, your priest, your attorney, your boy scout leader... not a single one of them is as unshakeable as they feel like they should be.  The very foundations of your life are not stable, and they can fall at any time. Hell, Darcy and I prove that every time we fuck a married man. A hard pill to swallow, but probably an important part of growing up. No matter how solid anyone feels in your life, no matter how trustworthy you believe your personal inner circle to be... at the end of the day, we’re each of us alone. Islands unto ourselves. 

Trust. Like anything that’s worth a shit in this world that is itself only occasionally worth a shit, it’s ephemeral. Fleeting. This is true, by the way, whether you’re talking about trust in a person or something else. A concept, for instance. An institution. A situation. For example, the one that was at the forefront of my thoughts in that moment was how implicitly I had trusted the idea that the various separate spheres I’d set up in my life would remain separate. 

That might be confusing; I should explain that. I thought of the men in my life as their own sort of self-contained universes, a suitable cosmic distance apart from each other that I’d never have to worry about them interacting, unless I compelled it myself. Light speed was what it was, and if I carefully controlled the borders of those observable bubbles within my slutty multiverse, Darcy and I could keep things uncomplicated. 

But a funny thing happened on the way our simple slut lives. The targets of our slut behavior, or maybe better to call them the recipients, also had agency. They could also affect things and push against the walls of the bubbles we thought we’d so carefully set up around them. Light speed might have appeared an insurmountable barrier around the centers of each of our sexual universes, but one of them had discovered the warp drive. We’d lost contain on Doctor Andrew Rowan. None of them were ever supposed to find out about each other, unless Darcy and I decided it should happen. But Doctor Rowan had found out about my pet frat boy. 

I, Naomi Collins, made a pact my freshmen year in college with my best friend Darcy Carlson that we were going to fuck and suck our way through university. We were going to seduce as many married professors as we could get our hands on, both for fun, but also so as to acquire blackmail material on as much of the faculty as possible. Things were going well until Darcy and I had a one-night-stand with a fraternity... not the entire fraternity; for god’s sake; we might be sluts but even we have limits. No, we only gangbanged about a dozen of them. I had thought it was a one-night-stand until the frat president, a rich beautiful smug asshole named Carson, tracked me down and let me know he caught feelings for me. The feelings were not mutual, but he was beautiful, and I eventually gave in. We fucked in the library, and somehow, Doctor Rowan found out. He tried to say he wasn’t okay with it. I had to remind him that he doesn’t fucking tell me what is and isn’t okay. That isn’t how this works.

I don’t know how he found out. He’d known before I ever admitted anything. Ugh. I hated that word ‘admitted;’ it sounded like I’d done something wrong and I absolutely fucking hadn’t. But it was clear to me now that he was tracking me and almost certainly tracking Darcy as well. 

That didn’t mean I was going to stop fucking him. 

On that night, I was fucking him in his office again. Doctor Rowan, beautiful, handsome silver fox Doctor Andrew Rowan, with his silver-iron hair, marble cut face and slender muscular body, was laying back flat on his desk, naked, while I rode him reverse-cowgirl. It was after hours and we had the place to ourselves, so we’d been a bit cavalier about leaving the blinds open, up on the sixth floor as we were. The only light was from a small desk lamp on an in-table near the door. In that dim orange luminescence, I could see myself reflected in the windows, my sexy body, my shining black hair, my lovely brown skin. Part Native American and part Mexican, I looked wonderful in the dimly-reflected low light as I rode my professor’s cock underneath me, my ass and graceful back facing him. 

On any other night, the risk, the power of the situation would have been all that consumed me. But tonight, my mind kept drifting. It was like a radio station I couldn’t turn off, broadcasting static and paranoia into the corner of my thoughts. How had he known? Not just that I’d slept with someone else, but exactly who it was. Carson the frat boy. That was very specific. It had been quick, my little tryst at the library with Carson. Still, he’d known. And I had no idea how. I didn’t particularly care that he knew. The important part was that I didn’t know how he knew. I’d lost OPSEC with him and I had to get it back, by any means necessary. It was too late to cut the cord, and anyways, I didn’t especially want to. He was too fun to fuck. 

I lost focus on my paranoia, replaced by hyperfocus on the physical sensations. That was easy to do with him. The feel of his hands, strong and possessive, gripping my hips. The way he filled me, thick and demanding. The slick, wet sound of our bodies coming together, a percussive beat to the symphony of our mingled breaths. I arched my back, throwing my head back, letting my hair cascade down and tickle his thighs as I continued fucking him. I moaned, a long, low sound of ecstatic pleasure, legitimately feeling physical joy in spite of my recent misgivings about Doctor Rowan and his abilities to watch me. 

His office. I tried to imagine it through new eyes. He always kept it so tidy. So precise. A place of order. Or was it? A place of control? Were there tiny cameras I’d never noticed? Holes in the bookshelves? He had been so quick to accept the idea of filming our encounters. Had he been filming us, from the very beginning? The thought concerned me, even as I bounced on his cock. 

My concerns were melting the longer I fucked him, though. Doctor Rowan held my ass with both hands and roughly pulled me down on that big beautiful dick of his, over and over. He was fucking me with a newfound ferocity that I had not seen before. There was an anger there, a possessiveness, that I hadn’t seen in him before. It made me both a little nervous and incredibly turned on. He was marking me as his territory, staking a claim that I had not agreed to give him. In any other circumstance I might have found this obnoxious. Right now, I was just too turned on by this to really give a fuck.

“Who do you belong to, Naomi?” he grunted, his hips pistoning up to meet mine, his cock hitting that perfect, magical spot deep inside me with every thrust.

“Nobody, sweet cheeks,” I gasped, my body on fire, my mind racing. “I belong to me. I just let you borrow me once in a while. Don’t ever get it twisted again.”

I’d expected him to get angry. But he only laughed. He fucking laughed as he continued to fuck me. Then he said, “Good answer.”

And with that, he pulled me off him and leapt to his feet and spun me around, bending me over his desk in one fluid, powerful motion. I gasped, the suddenness of it knocking the wind out of me, but I didn’t resist. I wanted this. I wanted him to take me, to claim me, to use me for his pleasure. I wanted to be the vessel for his anger, the object of his desire. I wanted to be the canvas upon which he painted his masterpiece of lust and rage. I wanted him to treat me like he owned me, so long as he understood that was not really the case in reality. I just wanted the sex from that kind of relationship, without actually having that kind of relationship. I suppose I was gambling, in a sense, that he could keep those two states of being straight and clear in his mind. 

Doctor Rowan entered me again, from behind this time, with a level of force that made me cry out in surprise and ecstasy. For just a moment I thought he was going to take my ass—which would have been fine with me, honestly—just to really show me who the boss was here. But he didn’t, and I was content to have him pounding away at my pussy again. He was deep and enormous and perfect, feeling like he was made for me, like we were two halves of a hole, having come gloriously together at last. 

Grabbing my hair and wrapping it around his fist, he pulled my head back. It hurt, in the best possible way. “Look at me,” he commanded, and I looked up at him. Our eyes met in the reflection of the dark window. I looked so tiny beneath him
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