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“Come here,” I murmured.

You hesitated at first — still on the floor, still kneeling, still struggling to process the mix of arousal, humiliation, jealousy, and belonging that was crashing through your system in messy waves. But then you moved, crawling closer, letting me guide you gently onto the sofa beside me.

I pulled you into my arms. Your body was stiff at first, like you didn’t know whether you were allowed to be comforted yet. Whether you’d earned it. But I wrapped around you anyway. Let your head rest against my chest. You were warm. Vulnerable. Real.

I kissed the top of your head, softly.

“So...” I said, brushing a lock of hair back from your forehead.

“How are you feeling?” You were quiet for a beat.

Your fingers twitched against my thigh. Your breathing was still uneven.

“I don’t know,” you admitted, voice barely more than a whisper. “It was a lot.”

I nodded. “It was meant to be.”

A pause. My hand slid gently along your spine, grounding you, calming you.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked — not teasing now, not mocking. Just genuinely curious. Wanting to hear your truth. Your face flushed against my skin.

“Yes,” you said. “I think so. It hurts... in a good way. Watching. Feeling that small. Seeing you like that.”

I smiled and kissed your temple. “You did so well,” I whispered.

Your breath caught.

“I’m proud of you,” I added.

You didn’t speak again right away. But your arms tightened around me a little. Needy. Grateful. Still aching. And maybe — just maybe — a little more at peace than before.


​***

I squeezed your hand once, gently, and felt you squeeze back, the smallest movement like a whisper between us.

“Come on,” I murmured, brushing my thumb over your knuckles. “Let’s go to bed.”

I stood and tugged you with me.. Your legs were slow to move, but they followed. I kept hold of your hand the whole way, guiding you through the quiet, lamplit house like I was leading you through the aftermath of a storm.

I didn’t stop to clean up. Neither did you.

We left the mess behind—Marcus’s cum still soaking into the sofa cushions, the scent of sex clinging to my skin like a second layer. You didn’t speak as we walked. But I caught the way your eyes dropped to my thighs as I moved ahead of you. The way your lips parted. Like you could still see what he left behind. Like you knew it wasn’t yours.

When we reached the bedroom, I let go of your hand to pull the sheets down.

I climbed into bed first, sighing as I sank into the mattress—my body still warm from the memory of him, still sore in all the places he touched. I didn’t bother with modesty. I let the covers fall where they wanted. Let you see the slick between my thighs. Let you see what you didn’t do.

And then I reached for you again.

You stood there for a beat, unsure. Still flushed, still carrying that wide-eyed look like you weren’t sure if you were supposed to be invited into this part of the night.

I patted the space beside me. “Come here.”

Your eyes flicked to my hand, then back to my face. And finally, you moved. You peeled off your clothes and tossed them onto the floor before climbing in slowly. Carefully, as if afraid to disturb me—like I was something delicate now.

But I wasn’t. I was just tired. Fucked-out. Full.

I pulled you into me without hesitation.

Your body stiffened at first, unsure how to settle. But I curved myself around you like we were made for it—thigh over your leg, arms around your chest, my cheek resting between your shoulder blades. You were still mine. And you needed to feel that.

The mixture of mine and Marcus’s cum still sticky between my legs. I could feel it as I tucked my knee higher, brushing against your thigh. You twitched.

But I didn’t move away.

I kissed your neck softly. Let my breath warm your skin.

“You okay?” I murmured against your back.

You nodded. “Just... tired.”

“Mmm.” I hummed, curling in tighter. 

There was a long silence then. Not uncomfortable. Just... full. Full of everything you’d felt, everything you’d watched, everything that was still tangled between us and hadn't yet unraveled.

You were quiet too long.

Not the kind of quiet that means peace—but the kind that means spinning. I could feel it in your shoulders, tense and twitching beneath my fingertips. Your breath shallow. Your fingers shifting against the sheet like they weren’t sure where they belonged.

So I prompted you.

Softly. Calmly.

“Talk to me.”

You didn’t answer.

My voice dipped a little lower. More intimate.

“What’s going through that messy little head of yours?”

That got a reaction.

You exhaled slowly, the kind of breath that meant you were trying to organise the tangle before handing it to me. But you didn’t need to. I was happy to take it as it was.

“I didn’t know if I was feeling jealous, or angry, or loved it, or wanted to stop it... or needed it to keep going...” You shook your head against the pillow. “But whatever it was, I couldn’t look away.”

A silence stretched, thick with implication. And then you added, quieter:  “It was... so much. I’ve just never made you sound like that, like he did....”

I chuckled gently. “You mean when he was balls deep down my throat? Or when he was fucking me on the couch while you jerked off at my feet?”

You shivered. Your cock twitched slightly against my thigh.

“All of it. I didn’t even know your mouth could take it that deep...” you admitted, shame tangled in the words.

“And how does that make you feel?” I prompted again, voice steady. “Tell me.”

Your voice cracked a little, honesty cutting clean through.
“Like I’m nothing. I can’t be that for you.”
I let the words settle before I spoke again. My hand splayed over your chest, palm flat, heart beneath it.

“You didn’t look away once,” I whispered. “Not even when he came inside me.”

You swallowed hard. I could feel it under my lips.

“You did so well, baby.”

You twitched again. A little whimper escaping from somewhere deep.

“I think I liked it, but I’m not supposed to like it,” you said.

“You’re not supposed to do anything,” I murmured. “You just feel what you feel. And I loved the way you looked at me, by the way.”

Another silence.

Then you whispered, “You were enjoying yourself so much. You looked... so free.” You breathed deep, the first full breath since we got into bed. “It made me so hard. And that made me ashamed. And that made me even harder. I don’t understand.”

“That’s okay,” I whispered. “You don’t have to understand anything yet.”

Another beat passed.

I shifted closer, brushing the hair from your forehead, watching the way you were still stuck between shame and want. Still reeling from what you saw.

Your hand was resting on my waist, fingers still trembling faintly like they weren’t sure they were allowed to stay.

So I guided them.

Slowly.

I slid my hand over yours, threading our fingers together, then lowered it—inch by inch—beneath the sheets. I didn’t rush. I didn’t speak. Just let your hand settle there.

Between my thighs.

The warmth met you first. Then the slick. Sticky and unmistakable. I watched your eyes flick up to mine as your fingers twitched.

But you didn’t move them away.

I guided them deeper, pressing you against the place where he’d been. And I let your fingers linger there. Let you feel it. The raw reality of it. The proof that Marcus had been inside me. Had left my pussy stretched and throbbing. Had emptied himself deep into me. 

You swallowed hard.

I guided your fingers inside me. It slipped inside freely, given how open I still was. How swollen. How raw. You could feel what Marcus had left behind, dripping from me, coating you, now.

Your eyes were wide, locked on mine, and I never looked away.

“That’s it,” I whispered, my hand still wrapped around yours as I moved your fingers for you. “Nice and slow.”

I began to move my hips.

Just a little at first. Rocking gently, using your fingers the way I needed. The way I wanted. Your palm pressed snug against my clit, your fingers deep inside, held still while I rode your hand.

You didn’t thrust. You didn’t take over. You just let me use you.

Your lips parted but no sound came out. Just shallow, shaky breaths as you watched me move onto you—my breath quickening as I found my rhythm. Riding your hand with purpose. Needing it.

“Feel that?” I whispered, leaning closer so my chest brushed yours. “You’re not filling me like he did. But you’re still useful.”

You whimpered.

“Good boy,” I breathed, curling your fingers just a little deeper inside me.

My free hand braced on your shoulder, my body rising and falling with each slow, soaked grind against your hand.  I kept control of the pace, of the depth, of the moment. You just watched. Trembled. Let me take what I wanted.

“Do you want me, baby?” I whispered. 

You nodded, a deep longing in your eyes.

I took your wrist gently and pulled your fingers from me, slow and deliberate.

They slipped out wet, glistening with me and the remains of Marcus.

You looked down—eyes catching the sheen across your skin, the strands that clung between your fingers—and I watched the flush bloom across your face. A kind of awe. A kind of ache.

I let my thigh slip over yours as I shifted on top of you, the sheets slipping down my back. I hovered just long enough to see your breath catch. To feel the ache between your legs.

Then I reached down for you, feeling your solid eagerness.

I guided you to my hole as I sank down onto you, gliding into me with ease, feeling
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