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The door clicked softly behind Marcus as he left, his easy confidence lingering like a warm scent in the room. I stood there for a moment, breath still catching from the heat of what just happened, my skin flushed and slick with sweat. I caught your gaze from across the room—eyes wide, a mix of something like awe and uncertainty swimming in them.

I touched my face, feeling the sticky trace of Marcus’s cum still clinging to my cheek. A slow smile curved my lips. “Guess I’m not very good at cleaning up after guests,” I teased.

You swallowed, eyes dropping down to your lap.

I laughed softly and took your hand, pulling you toward the bathroom. “Come on. We should get cleaned up.”

The water was hot and steaming when we stepped in. You didn’t say much as it ran over us, washing away sweat, tension, and the remnants of Marcus’s presence. I leaned into you, hands tracing your chest, feeling your heartbeat slow under my palms.

I tilted my head, catching your eye. “How are you feeling?”

You hesitated, then shrugged, your lips tightening. “Okay,” you admitted quietly. 

I smiled, letting my hands drift lower, gentle and reassuring. “I got a bit carried away there, I didn’t mean to. Marcus has always had a way with me”

“It was kinda intense. Seeing you like that.” You swallowed, eyes flickering away for a second before meeting mine again. “More than I expected.” You admitted, voice quiet, a little shy. “I didn’t know what to do.” 

I caught your shy glance and exhaled. “I’m really sorry if you felt left out.”

You swallowed hard, eyes flicking away. “A little.”

I cupped your cheek, my thumb brushing over your lips. “I’m all yours now baby.”

I grabbed the sponge and started to scrub you down, pulling you in for a quiet kiss as the water lashed your back.

“Let’s clean up and cuddle in bed.”


​***

I fell asleep the moment my head hit the pillow, your warmth pressed close beside me. The exhaustion of the evening’s intensity pulled me under quickly, and for a while, the world slipped away.

But sometime in the early hours, something stirred me awake.

I blinked into the darkness, my breath catching as I realised you were already awake, or still awake—watching me. Your fingers traced lazy patterns over my skin, drawing goosebumps to the surface.

I rolled onto my side to face you, eyes searching yours in the darkness. The way your pupils dilated, your lips parted just slightly—it was a silent conversation, raw and charged.

“Can’t sleep,” you murmured, voice low and rough.

Your hand dipped lower, fingers grazing crease where my legs meet my body. I swallowed thickly, your touch coaxing me further awake.

The memory of Marcus still lingered in the back of my mind—the way he moved, the heat he left behind—the ache in my spent thighs.

You pulled me close with one motion that took my breath away, and I could feel you rock solid against my thigh.

Then your mouth was suddenly on mine, hard and demanding, biting my lip.

Your hands roaming all over my naked body, grabbing at my waist like you needed to own me. 

You gripped my hips and held my arms down as if you were reclaiming your territory. I moaned into your mouth, my own arousal starting to build with the sense of your urgency.

Then you shifted your weight, spreading my legs with your knees, aligning yourself above me. And without warning, you pushed inside me in one hungry thrust. Desperate and unspoken. I gasped, my pussy still swollen and sore from Marcus just a few hours earlier. 

You began to fuck me with a rough need that I’d never felt from you before. There was no patience in your rhythm, no care. Just the desperate pace of a man who hated how badly he needed this.

My pussy was raw, still pulsing with the imprint of him. But I let you take it. Let you rut into me like you were trying to erase the memory, even though we both knew you couldn’t. It had ignited something within you.

The room echoed with the wet sounds of our bodies colliding—skin against skin. 

My eyes stayed closed, lashes fluttering as I tried to breathe through the discomfort. Every inch of me was tender. Used. And now... being taken again.

I knew you weren’t trying to prove something. This wasn’t anger or revenge.

It was need.

You needed to feel something. To feel me. 

My breath hitched as you moved. I couldn’t stop the quiet sounds I made — little whimpers as you fucked into the throbbing mess Marcus had left behind.

You kissed my shoulder. My collarbone. You didn’t say his name, but I felt it in every thrust. 

That you remembered how I moaned for him.

That you were picturing how wide he stretched me.

How deep he went.

How loud I got.

You moved a little faster.

I kept my legs open for you.

Between ragged breaths, you leaned down, your lips brushing my ear as your voice dropped low and rough.

“Marcus came on your face,” you murmured, hesitation laced with curiosity. 

“I told you, he takes what he wants” my voice trembling as you pumped into me steadily.

“...I didn’t know you liked that.” You added.

A slow smile curled on my lips as I met your gaze. “You never asked,” I whispered, voice teasing yet earnest.

Your hands tightened on my hips, holding me fast as you thrust harder, deeper, your urgency climbing higher.

“Do you want to do that?” I asked softly, voice trembling just enough to make you lean in closer.

You faltered for a moment, jaw tightening, eyes flickering away like you were wrestling with something inside. The tension between us thickened, electric.

Finally, you swallowed hard and met my gaze again, voice low and rough but uncertain.

“I... I don’t know,” you admitted, fingers tightening on my hips. 

I smiled gently, brushing a strand of hair from your forehead. “You can, if you want.”

That snapped something in you.

You pulled out fast, and I felt the sudden loss of you, the cool air on my slick skin. Then you were kneeling up over me, stroking yourself frantically, panting as your eyes drank in every inch of my face.

“Do you really want it?” you asked, voice strained. “Or are you just saying it because—”

“Cum, baby,” I interrupted, steady. 

You groaned like the words physically hit you. Your fist moved faster, cock glistening as it jerked in your hand. Your free hand pressed to my chest, pinning me down, as if you needed to feel me beneath you to believe it.

And then your breath caught. You gasped, your whole body tensing, and the first thick rope hit my cheek, hot and heavy. Then another across my lips. One across my chin. You kept stroking, slower now, mouth open in disbelief at how much was still pouring out of you.

Some of it landed in my hair. Some of it dripped down my neck. You stared down at me, conflicted and trembling, as if you weren’t sure whether you should apologise or not.

Your eyes were locked with mine, filled with a mix of desire and something softer—care, maybe even awe. Your hands held me steady, thumb brushing over my temple as your chest rose and fell with heavy breaths. Your gaze was intense, searching mine, maybe looking for reassurance—or maybe trying to give it.

Your breath was ragged as you looked down at what you’d done. My face, streaked with it. My eyes, half-lidded. My lips parted slightly, just enough for you to see the glisten of your cum on my tongue.

You looked wrecked. Emptied. Hollowed out.

And then I reached for you.

I curled my fingers in your hair and pulled you down to me, slow and deliberate. You hesitated for half a second. 

But I didn’t.

I kissed you.

Your lips met mine, and I let you taste yourself on me. Let you feel the heat of your own desire smeared across my skin. Your tongue flicked over mine and you whimpered — quiet and broken — like you knew you weren’t supposed to want that.

But I didn’t stop there.

I turned my head slightly, offering you my cheek, still streaked with white. “Go on,” I whispered, voice low. 

Your eyes met mine — wide, uncertain — but I didn’t blink.

You leaned in.

And I felt your tongue slide slowly up the curve of my cheek, collecting your mess in a quiet, trembling gesture. I exhaled softly. Not in disgust. Not in mockery.

In approval.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Clean me baby.”

You moved to my jaw, then to the other cheek. Your mouth gentle, reverent, like you didn’t know whether this was forgiveness or punishment.

I closed my eyes as you took every last drop.

Let you feel the shame of it.

The surrender of it.

The twisted intimacy of it.

And when you were done, I pulled you in again with a sigh.


​***

The morning light filtered in slow and gold, and I stretched like a cat across the bed, sheets rumpled around my thighs. You were already half-dressed, sitting at the edge of the bed with your head bowed over your phone, probably pretending to scroll. But I knew that blank look. You were still thinking about last night.

I rolled onto my side and reached out, letting my fingers graze the hem of your T-shirt.
"Morning. You good?"
You glanced over your shoulder with that sheepish smile that always gives you away.
"Just tired."
"Mmhm." I sat up and kissed your shoulder, letting my voice drop a little, playful but unmistakable. "So... do you have a girl in mind?"

Your eyes snapped to mine. A beat passed. Then two. You know exactly what I’m talking about—we said if I got to have Marcus, you could have a girl too. A fair trade, on paper.

But you hesitate.

"I’ve got my end of the bargain to keep up," I reminded you softly. 

You laughed nervously. “I didn’t think you’d bring it up so soon.”

"Oh, sweetheart," I purred
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