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Lisa’s lips were on mine, soft and smooth, moving with a practiced, familiar rhythm that should have felt like coming home. Her tongue was gentle, a curious dancer slipping into my mouth, tasting faintly of the crisp Chardonnay we’d shared over dinner. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer, and I kissed her back. I really tried.

But my mind was a traitor.

As she sighed against me, a sharp, brutal flash of memory burned through the fog of my good intentions. It wasn't Lisa’s mouth I was feeling. It was John's. John’s lips, which were never soft, but firm and always a little chapped, framed by the delicious, coarse scrape of stubble that had left my own chin and neck raw for days after the last time. He didn't kiss gently; John kissed like he was trying to claim the air from my lungs, a bruising, hungry possession that wasn't about romance but about a raw, desperate need.

Nausea coiled in my gut, hot and sharp, but it was immediately followed by a thick, sick pulse of want so powerful my whole body tensed. I kissed Lisa harder, pouring my self-loathing into it, trying to force the memory of her brother out with the sheer force of my affection for her. But it was no use. It was like trying to extinguish a fire by pouring gasoline on it.

I broke the kiss, trailing my mouth down her neck in a path of penance. This was normal. This was right. I was here, in this warm bed, with the woman who loved me, the woman I was supposed to build a life with. I had to keep trying. I had to fight this thing that had taken root inside me, this parasitic love for a man I was never supposed to touch.

My hands moved to her breasts, lifting them, my mouth finding a perfect, taut nipple. I closed my eyes, trying to focus only on her. I circled the sensitive bud with my tongue, feeling her arch against me, a soft sigh escaping her lips. And god help me, as I felt that tiny, hard point against my tongue, my mind split wide open.

It wasn't Lisa.

It was John’s chest. Flat, hard, packed with solid muscle under skin that was hot and smooth. I remembered the way his own nipples tightened into small, dark points under my lips, not soft and yielding like this, but masculine and pleading. I remembered biting them gently, just to hear the sharp hiss of his breath, the way he’d grab the back of my head and push me to do it again. My tongue swirled around Lisa's nipple, but in my head, I was devouring her brother's. A sound somewhere between a groan and a sob caught in my throat, and she must have mistaken it for passion because her hand pushed my head down lower.

Lower.

Over the soft swell of her stomach, my hands trailing her curves. I knew what she wanted. I settled between her legs, my breath hitching. I loved this part, or I used to. I loved the taste of her, the way she squirmed and moaned. But now it was just another test, another frontier where I had to prove to myself I could be the man she deserved.

I pressed my mouth against her. It was... familiar. A clean, slightly tangy, organic taste. On anyone else, it would be an incredible turn-on. To me, it was just her. A taste that was supposed to satisfy, to ground me in this reality. My own treacherous brain, however, spun a dizzying counter-narrative. It wasn't this taste I was cravin—

Fuck. No. I couldn't even finish the thought. It was a memory so visceral, so intense, it made my hands shake. I remembered John on his stomach, a clear invitation after we’d both lost track of time in my shitty little apartment last month. I remembered running my tongue over that tight ring of muscle, tasting him there—all salt and sweat and an indefinable musk that was pure, uncut male. The guttural groan he had let out into the pillow, muffled and shamed and so fucking turned on. The way his back had arched as I pushed inside him with my tongue, not gently, but with the same desperation we always shared. It wasn't a comparison, not really. It was a replacement. One taste had become the objective, and this other one, this good, normal, correct taste, felt pale and hollow in my mouth.

My cock was rock hard, and it shamed me. It wasn't for Lisa, not entirely. It was for the ghost in my head. I climbed up her body, kissing my way back to her mouth, positioning myself between her legs. She was ready, wet and welcoming. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me in, and I pushed forward, sinking into her warmth.

And that was the final, cruel twist of the knife.

Because as I entered my girlfriend, as I began to move inside her, the physical sensation collided with the psychic obsession in my head, and it wasn't me fucking her. It wasn't my dick inside her at all. It was me. I was on my stomach, on that same worn-out comforter in my living room, and John was behind me, his weight on my back, his hands pinning my shoulders to the mattress. His own thick cock was pushing into me, stretching me, filling me up in a way that nothing else ever could. A solid, relentless pressure that started behind my balls and bloomed through my entire body.

He was grinding into me, the way he did when he was getting close, his breath hot and ragged in my ear, murmuring filth that would make Lisa's skin turn ghost-white. Each thrust of my hips into Lisa became a memory of John's thrusts into me. Each sound she made—a soft, feminine sigh—was overpowered in my memory by John's guttural grunts, the slap of skin on skin, the way he’d curse my name when the pleasure got too intense.

I started moving faster, harder, chasing a phantom. I buried my face in the pillow next to her head, my breath coming in ragged gasps. God how I love it. God how I love dick. I can't get enough. I can't stop. I don't want to stop.

This was wrong. It was all so fucking wrong. But the body, at least, was honest. Mine told the truth even as my every waking moment was a lie. Lisa moaned beneath me, her nails digging into my back, her rhythm starting to match mine. She was close. And I was too. I was flying toward an edge, driven by the memory of her brother fucking me into oblivion. I bit down on my own lip, tasting blood, and for a split second, the clarity was agonizing. I was in bed with my girlfriend, thinking about her brother as I fucked her. How we hid it, how we tried to stop, how it was all useless.

I couldn't hide from it.

I couldn't hide from him. And as my body shuddered its release into the woman, I was supposed to love, the only name screaming through my head was John's.
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The sunlight felt accusatory.

It was Saturday morning, a beam of it cutting straight through the gap in Lisa's blinds to land squarely on my eyelids. I was sandwiched in the warm, clean-scented cocoon of her bed. Her body was pressed against my back, a soft, familiar weight, her breathing slow and even. Every inch of me ached with a kind of spiritual hangover. Last night wasn't just sex; it was a confession I'd made into a pillow, and now the morning demanded penance.

I needed to get out.

Carefully, inch by agonizing inch, I peeled myself away from her, praying to a god I didn't believe in that she wouldn't stir. I freed my leg, then my arm, slithering over the edge of the mattress until my feet found the cool hardwood floor. I stood there for a moment, a naked ghost in her sunlit room, and gathered my clothes from the floor. Jeans. Boxers. The shirt that reeked of her perfume and my own sweat. Dressing in silence was a choreography I was becoming horribly proficient at.

On the way to the door, I glanced at her. She was peaceful, a hint of a smile on her lips. She had no idea. No idea that the man leaving her bed was mentally and emotionally somewhere else entirely. The guilt was a physical taste, like bile in the back of my throat. I let myself out into the quiet hallway, closing the door with the softest of clicks.

The fifteen-minute walk to my car was for burning off adrenaline. The ten-minute drive to my apartment was for compounding the sin. As I pulled out onto the main street, my hand acted with a will of its own, my thumb finding John's contact before my brain had even fully authorized the mutiny.

He picked up on the second ring, his voice a low, raspy hint of sleep. "Tony."

Just my name. Not 'hey' or 'what's up'. Just my name, spoken in a way that felt like a hand closing around my throat and another wrapping around my cock simultaneously.

"Hey," I breathed, my voice tight. I glanced around, half-expecting the entire city to be pointing and staring at me. "Hi."

"What's wrong?" he asked, already knowing.

"Nothing," I lied, then immediately corrected myself. "Everything. Last night was... hard."

A dark chuckle vibrated through the phone. "I bet. Did you think of me?"

"Every second," I admitted, the words ripping out of me. "It was all I could do not to say your name."

"God, I wish you had," he groaned. "I missed you last night."

A raw, desperate ache bloomed in my chest. "I missed you too. So much. I can't... I can't wait to see you tonight."

"You will," he said, the promise in his voice making me grip the steering wheel. "Don't be late."

"I won't."

I hung up, my heart hammering against my ribs. The radio was on, but I couldn't hear it. All I could hear
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