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Things had definitely changed ever since Jusin had been caught in that conversation with Mei. He still hadn’t been able to let the thoughts about it go, but even despite the fact that he hadn’t mentioned any of it to Jiyoo, things had gotten better. They were able to talk more openly about things, and Jiyoo definitely made an effort to show Oliver just how much she liked sucking cock. They hadn’t really talked about the way in which it had happened — with Mei watching in the way that she had — but they had definitely grown closer; more intimate; more steamy. 

But still, none of what they were doing behind closed doors now even came close to the types of things Mei had told him that day. They had sex more often and even harder than they had done before, but still Oliver wasn’t sure whether there was any truth behind Mei’s stories. Jiyoo was still a quiet and shy girl. She still didn’t seem like the type of person who would go out there and demand attention from loads of guys. She liked sex, clearly, but she wasn’t the sex obsessed maniac that Mei had made her out to be. 

So was it true? Jiyoo had already proven that she was a whole lot steamier than she had been before, but that didn’t really align with the wild stories that had come from Mei’s mouth. In Oliver’s experience, it didn’t make any sense, and it drove him mad that he didn’t know. It disturbed him in ways he didn’t know how to explain, simply because there was no way to know. All those strangers, and the wild parties, and all the times that Jiyoo’s mouth had been full of cock and her pussy had been penetrated by strangers... how could that be real when he knew only an entirely different side of Jiyoo? Was it something that Jiyoo was ashamed of showing off to him, or had Mei just been pulling his leg. Had Mei wanted Oliver to be so tormented with these ideas, or was it all entirely different? 

Oliver hadn’t even considered the fact that Mei had simply been jealous of the relationship Oliver and Jiyoo had together. That could well be the case. Maybe she just wanted her friend back; maybe she just wanted Oliver to get angry at the fact that his current girlfriend was a ‘slut’ and break up with her. 

There was so much to speculate about, and yet so few answers. Oliver truly had no idea what to do at all. 

Oliver also couldn’t stop thinking about all the scenarios that had been put inside of his mind. Every other night he would lie awake, unable to stop thinking about the wild car sex that she might have had, and the guys she would have invited back. He would catch himself growing rock hard in those moments, his cock begging for some release. He had caught himself in the act, stopping himself just in time, as he didn’t think it was a particularly good idea for him to get so lost in the thought of other guys fucking his current girlfriend. It was like a fantasy at this point, but he had no involvement in it himself. Of course he wanted Jiyoo to do all those things with him, but that Jiyoo was such a foreign concept to him that he couldn’t imagine his Jiyoo to do any of that with him just yet. So in his mind, Jiyoo just lived as a wild concept, going home with faceless men, who she would blow and fuck. Who she would moan over, her entire body hot and bothered. That Jiyoo loved sex more than anything else, like an obedient little slut who would do anything for a man. 

God. His cock was aching. But he couldn’t do anything about it. 

It seemed like some tension had begun growing between them. It was as if Jiyoo had picked up on it, no longer understanding what was going around in Oliver’s mind. It wasn’t that she was any more reserved than she had been before, but sometimes Oliver would catch her looking at him in a way that he didn’t quite understand. Like she was throwing him shifty eyes, wondering about what it was that he was thinking about. Oliver thought that she might ask, but she never did, just like Oliver never brought up the stories that Mei had shared. 

Why? Was it for the fear of the stories being true, or untrue? Did Oliver want the stories to be real, just so that his fantasies wouldn’t have to shatter, or did he want them to be false just so that he wouldn’t have to wonder why Jiyoo never did this kind of stuff with him? 

God, it was so complicated. He didn’t understand anymore. 

“Hey...” 

Oliver looked at Jiyoo, who was sitting at the table with her laptop. She had been sitting there for a while already, looking ahead of herself instead of doing the work she had planned to do. Oliver hummed, his head tilting in question. 

“What is it?” 

“There’s something I’ve been wondering about,” she stated. Her voice sounded different from the way it normally did, like things were about to get really serious. “I need to ask you something.” 

“Of course...” Oliver said. He swallowed, feeling a knot tightening inside of his stomach. “Is anything the matter?” 

“No,” Jiyoo said. “I mean, yeah, but it isn’t like that.” 

“Then what?” 

“I’ve been thinking about what happened in the dressing room...” she hummed. She threw Oliver a shy smile as she remembered what had happened there, but the smile dissipated just as quickly as it had appeared before. “And... You were with Mei before, weren’t you? She was already there, teasing you like she normally does.” 

Oliver confirmed that statement with a nod, but his heart was beating so rapidly that he could feel himself growing more and more nauseous. “Yeah, she was there,” he confirmed. “Why?” 

“I was just wondering what you were talking about,” she said. “Before I came in. What was she teasing you about?” 

Oliver felt like he was about to shrink a couple of sizes. He shrugged his shoulders, while all his senses were incredibly sharp, like they had become enhanced, looking out for any type of danger to his never ending fantasies about her. “Nothing much, really,” he said. “I don’t even remember anymore.” 

“Really?” she asked. “Because it feels like you’ve been stuck thinking about something, and I can’t help but think it’s got something to do with Mei...” 

Oliver’s eyes grew wide, he shook his head. “It doesn’t have anything to do with Mei,” he said. “If you’re worried about anything related to her, you shouldn’t be. We weren’t having any secret conversations or anything, I can promise you that.” 

Jiyoo responded with a hum. She opened her mouth to say something else, but then the sound of her phone buzzing on top of the table disturbed her from her thoughts. “Management,” she said. “I have to take this.” 

Oliver nodded and watched a Jiyoo answered the call. Calls with management were always very brief and to the point, so she hung up not much later. The conversation hadn’t lasted long enough for him to really understand what it was about. He looked at her expectantly. 

“Meeting,” she said. “I have to go in right now... Sorry...” 

“That’s okay,” Oliver said. “You don’t need to apologise for having meetings.” 

She nodded with understanding, but at this point it had become more than clear that she was apologising for cutting the conversation short more than anything else. She hurried out the door, worried about being late. Yet another quality of Jiyoo that didn’t align with all the wild storie he had been told about her. Jiyoo wasn’t the type of girl who could be wild and adventurous. She was worried about being told off; worried about losing the ‘good girl’ persona in the midst of everything, and yet... yet there was a part of Oliver that could see it; that could see the girl he loved let loose, let go of control. 

And he wanted it. He wanted to see it. More, more, more. He had become an addict. 

He needed to distract his mind. The more he thought about Mei’s words, and the mental images they had conjured, the less Oliver began to understand about his own girlfriend. The more he speculated, the more he doubted, and the more confused he became. Would he be disappointed once he’d find out that Jiyoo really was just a good girl? Would he still be satisfied with her, beautiful as she was, if she didn’t also have this secret, mysterious side to her? 

He sat down on the sofa, in front of the TV. There was some sort of Korean variety show on. He didn’t understand what was happening — still not very used to the Korean television format — but at least it provided a temporary solution to his raging brain, that could only think about Jiyoo as she choked on a cock she was way too desperate to take down. 

God, this was the first time in his entire life that Oliver had had such vile thoughts about a woman. It was impossible to understand himself, too. As if he too had become an entirely different person. 

He sucked in a deep breath. He got distracted for only a few seconds at best, before his thoughts would wander again, and he would be right back at that lovely image. He’d seen it around his own cock too. Lovely lips puckered, rolling up and down his shaft as a tongue danced along his veins eagerly. Her eyes fluttering shut for a few seconds, then opening again to take in the sight of him. Checking whether Oliver was liking it, whether his expression would change if she would try something else. Stroking him, looking at him, sucking around the crown of his cock, only to go back to head bobbing again. 

This was driving him mad! This was taking the absolute worst out of him. 

His mind was
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