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  Chapter one
Our Private World 



Lauren sprawled out on the bed, one leg flopped over Calvin's hip, her fingers tracing the sweaty trail of hair down his stomach to where his cock, still shiny with her pussy juice, lay limp and useless against her thigh. The whole room stank of sex—sweat, cunt, and the sharp, sour stink of cum. She pressed her lips to his shoulder, grinning like a slut. "Still the best part of my day," she muttered, her voice rough from all the moaning and begging she'd done. Calvin's hand slid down, grabbed a fat handful of her ass, and squeezed like he owned it. "Same here, baby. Every fucking time." This was her favorite part—the mess, the sweat, the way her cunt still throbbed from how deep he'd pounded her. No pretending, no bullshit. Just the two of them, twelve years in, still fucking like it mattered. She could feel his cum leaking out of her, sticky and hot, her pussy still stretched from his cock. Nothing fancy. Nothing new. Just the same filthy routine, and that was enough. She didn't need anything else. 
The ceiling fan spun overhead, pushing the stink of sweat and fuck across Lauren's sticky skin. Calvin was already half-asleep, breathing like a pig, his arm thrown over her waist like he owned her. She liked the weight of him, the way his fingers twitched like he was still squeezing her ass, not ready to let go. Twelve years, and she still got wet just from the way he looked at her, still let him bend her over the shower and fuck her raw after work. The sex wasn't always fireworks, but it was real, and it was hers. She pressed her tits against his side, hand sliding down to his cock, still slick with her own mess. It twitched under her palm, pathetic and needy. "Greedy," she whispered, smirking. Calvin just grunted and yanked her closer. This was their world. Nobody else got a piece.
Morning light sliced through the blinds while Lauren stood in the kitchen, barefoot in Calvin's old t-shirt, flipping eggs with her cunt still sore from last night. The whole place reeked of fuck. Calvin shuffled in, boxers tented with morning wood, hair a disaster, and wrapped his arms around her from behind, grinding his cock against her ass like a horny teenager. "Smells good," he grunted, hand sliding under her shirt to grab a handful of her stomach, fingers creeping lower. She leaned back, feeling him stiffen against her. "You always say that," she shot back, tilting her head so he could bite her neck, rough stubble scraping her skin. "Because it's true." They ate at the table, feet tangled, talking about nothing—work, the clinic, whatever. It was easy, the kind of talk you only get after years of fucking, fighting, and still crawling back for more.
That afternoon, Lauren sat on the couch with her laptop, slogging through clinic patient files, still feeling the ache in her cunt from the morning. The Memory Transplant thing was her idea—let strangers dump their memories into amnesiacs, see what stuck. At least it made her feel like she wasn't just a cumrag. Calvin came up behind her and kissed her head. "Still saving the world one brain at a time?" She snorted, yanked him down for a real kiss, tasting the cheap mint gum he always chewed, his tongue pushing into her mouth like he owned it. His hand tangled in her hair, and for a second, she wanted to drag him over the couch and ride his cock until she was dripping down his balls. The oven timer went off—dinner. They broke apart, grinning, the heat still simmering between her legs. No rush. She knew he'd be inside her again tonight, her legs locked around him, whispering filthy shit in his ear while he fucked her deep.
That night, they fucked slow and deep, sheets already soaked with sweat and the stink of old cum. Lauren lay back, legs spread wide, Calvin grinding into her, hitting the spot like he always did, cock thick and heavy inside her. She dragged her nails down his back, feeling him tense up, ready to blow. "Right there," she gasped when he angled his hips, her voice raw. He groaned, face buried in her neck, biting down hard. Her orgasm hit, tight and hot, her pussy clamping down on his cock, milking him. Calvin came right after, hips jerking as he shot inside her, muttering a curse. They stayed tangled, breathing hard, his weight pinning her down, sweat sticking them together. She stroked his hair, thinking about every time he'd made her cum, every time he'd bent her over the shower or made her laugh with his cock still buried in her. These were her memories, locked up tight where nobody else could touch them.
Days blurred together—clinic, dinner, fucking, repeat. Lauren needed the routine, needed the filth. Friday, she caught Calvin staring at her while she folded laundry, that hungry, animal look in his eyes. "What?" she said, smirking. He just yanked her into his lap. "Just thinking how fucking perfect you are." His hands shoved under her shirt, thumbs flicking her nipples, rough and greedy. She kissed him, grinding on his hard cock through his jeans, feeling him twitch. They didn't bother with the bedroom—he yanked her shorts aside and shoved into her right there on the couch, no warning. She rode him, tits bouncing, his mouth sucking her nipple through the shirt, teeth scraping. She came hard, biting his shoulder to keep from screaming, and felt him unload inside her a second later, cock pulsing. After, they sat there, sticky and tangled, laughing at how filthy it was. "Still got it," Calvin muttered, biting her ear. Lauren just breathed him in. Their world was still theirs, dirty and perfect.
Saturday morning, Lauren woke up to Calvin's mouth buried in her cunt, tongue working her clit until she was gasping and yanking his hair, grinding her pussy into his face. She came hard, thighs squeezing his head, then dragged him up and shoved her tongue in his mouth, tasting her own pussy on his lips. He pushed inside her, slow and deep, the headboard banging the wall, cock stretching her open. She wrapped around him, whispering all the filthy shit he liked—how his cock split her open, how she wanted him to fill her up until she leaked. He lasted longer, dragging it out until she came again, then finally unloaded inside her, hot cum leaking out as he pulled free, dripping down her thighs. They lay there, sweaty and spent, the room stinking of sex and coffee. Lauren traced circles on his chest, feeling that heavy, satisfied ache in her cunt. This was it. Every fuck, every thrust, every breath—hers. Nobody could take that away.







  
  Chapter two
A Gift of Memories



Lauren stared out the clinic window, coffee going cold in her hand, thinking about Calvin's cock inside her the night before. The lab was full of the usual hum, but all she could picture was Calvin gripping her hips, fucking her hard, whispering her name as he came. She craved those moments, even if she’d never admit it. Lately, though, something else had started gnawing at her. The memory program’s patients, especially the young ones, looked like empty dolls—blank faces, nothing behind the eyes. Jansen Cloud’s file was open on her desk again. Twenty-four, a body built for sin, tits and ass that would make anyone stare, but her brain was wiped clean in the crash. No family, no history, just a hot, empty girl waiting to be filled up with something. 
She drank the cold coffee anyway, grimacing. The whole memory transplant thing had been her idea—let volunteers dump their most private, filthy memories into these blank patients, see if it jump-started their brains. The clinic called it a targeted transplant. Lauren liked the idea of giving something real, something raw. But staring at Jansen’s photo, she wondered what would happen if she gave up her own memories. The dirty ones. The ones with Calvin’s cock inside her, the ones that made her blush. The thought made her stomach twist, half fear, half a sick thrill. She told herself it was for the patient, that Calvin would get it. He always did. But she knew she wanted to matter, to prove she could give away the best, filthiest parts of herself.
After dinner, Calvin was on the couch, beer in hand, remote in the other. Lauren crawled into his lap, head on his chest, feeling his heartbeat. "Been thinking about the program," she said. He muted the TV, fingers in her hair. "The memory thing?" She nodded, hand sliding down his stomach. "There’s this patient, Jansen. Young, hot, totally empty upstairs. Docs think donor memories could fix her faster." Calvin’s hand froze. "You want to volunteer?" Lauren bit her lip. "Maybe. Our memories. The dirty ones. The ones where you fuck me until I can’t walk." She felt him tense, cock twitching against her hip. "Lauren, those are ours." "I know," she whispered, grinding against him. "But imagine her getting to feel what it’s like to be fucked by you. To be wanted, used, filled up the way you do me." She said it crude, on purpose, because she knew it got him hard. "It’s just data. Not like I’m giving her you."
Calvin stared at her, hand gripping her thigh. "You really want to do this?" She nodded. "I want her to know how good you fuck me. I want her to wake up with your cock in her memories." She grabbed him, stroking him through his sweats. Calvin groaned, hips jerking. "That’s fucked up, Lauren." He didn’t stop her, hand up her shirt, pinching her nipple. "You’d let her have our sex?" "She’s not a stranger," Lauren said, squeezing his cock. "She needs it. And I still get you." She pulled his cock out, dropped to her knees, and swallowed him. Calvin’s fingers twisted in her hair as she sucked, loud and messy. "Fuck, baby," he groaned. She pulled off, spit on his cock, whispered, "Tell me I can give her everything. Tell me it’s okay." Then she took him deep again, throat working, his hips pumping until he cursed and held her down.
He came hard, Lauren swallowing every drop, lips wet as she sat up. Calvin stared at her, eyes dark. "If you need this, do it. But I want to hear every detail." Lauren grinned, wiped her mouth. "All of them," she said. That night, Calvin bent her over the couch, fucking her rough, Lauren moaning into the cushions. "You want her to remember this?" he asked, hand gripping her ass. "Yes," she gasped. "I want her to feel how deep you get." He fingered her clit until she shook, then came inside her, hard. After, sweaty and used, Lauren felt the need burning hotter. She had to do it. For the patient. For herself. For the sick thrill of letting someone else have her best, filthiest memories.
Two days later, Lauren signed the consent forms at the clinic, heart pounding. Dr. Hale explained, "We’ll take the most vivid, intimate memories—sexual, emotional, everything. Jansen will feel them like they’re hers. The procedure’s easy, just neural mapping under sedation." Lauren nodded, hands sweating. "What about Calvin?" "He can be there for the integration, if you want. It helps if the original partner is present." Lauren squeezed her thighs together, picturing Calvin touching Jansen while she watched. "I want that," she said, signing the last page with a shaky hand.
That night, Lauren poured wine and told Calvin about the procedure. He listened, cock already hard under the table as she explained. "You’ll be in the next room. Watching. Making sure it’s done right." His hand slid up her thigh, under her skirt. "You ready for that?" She spread her legs, let him feel how wet she was. "I need it," she whispered. "I want her to have this." Calvin shoved two fingers inside her at the table, pumping slow while she gripped the edge. "Let’s practice," he growled. "Show me what you want her to remember."
He fucked her right there on the table, plates shoved aside, her legs locked around his waist as he slammed into her. Lauren came twice, loud and messy, before he pulled out and shot his load all over her tits. She smeared it in, sucked her fingers clean, staring at him. "She’ll feel all of that," she said. "Every thrust, every drop." Calvin kissed her, already hard again. Lauren couldn’t stop picturing her memories pouring into that empty, perfect girl, making
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