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Chapter 1

The name's Lily. College kid with a
gaming jones, sinking into digital landscapes that paint my
monitor's canvas like some cybernetic Monet. Petite, grinning like
a knife's edge and a mane of auburn hair pouring down my back. I
ride the waves of the virtual realms, steering avatars with the
surgical precision that keeps my hazel eyes sharp and
electric.

Max is the name of my partner in
crime, my digital cohort, and my boyfriend. He's a tall drink of
water, lean to the point of almost breaking, pale as the underside
of a seashell. His eyes are a brown that you'd lose yourself in,
sunk deep in their sockets beneath a tangle of hair as dark as
pitch. His jawline, angular and promising power yet unrealized,
always manages to hold my gaze. There's an allure there, some
rugged mystique I can't escape from.

Our keyboards clack in tandem, and I
find my gaze straying. What if his arms carried more than skin and
bones? The rational part of me insists that love is more than the
sum of physical parts, but there's a vanity in me that refuses to
quiet down.

My dissatisfaction bleeds into our
bedroom, colorless and stinging. I've talked to Max, tried to break
the monotonous rhythm we've fallen into, but it's like trying to
extract blood from a stone. My appetite is whetted for a force of
nature, a muscular behemoth who'd take the reins and steer me
through a hurricane of raw, intense passion.

Max, God bless him, is a fumbling
learner in the world of carnal delights. Love him as I might,
there's no denying the pang of dissatisfaction each time his
fingers falter, each time his actions fall short of my growing
yearning.

And there's the bitter truth, the size
of Max is a bone of contention when measured against the memory of
former lovers…and current.

To soothe my growing needs, I've roped
in a professional. Late thirties, built like a Greek statue, a
beard that wouldn't be out of place in a Hemingway novel, and eyes
as blue and penetrating as a cold winter's morning. His aura is one
of control and certainty, something that Max's sweet temperament
can't offer.

I pay him well. My personal trainer,
in name. Our exchange goes beyond the realm of push-ups and
pull-ups. He navigates the labyrinth of my desires, guiding me to
peaks Max has only ever glimpsed at from afar. It's a game we're
playing, and the adrenaline that fuels it is as intoxicating as it
is perilous.

I know what I'm doing is a form of
betrayal. Max is the good guy here, but he's just not enough. Too
mild, too green, too...lacking. I've attempted to bridge the gap,
but my words never seem to find their mark.

Seeing this other man is a gamble, I
know it. But I feel vibrantly alive in his presence, a sensation
too seductive to resist. Perhaps one day, Max will rise to meet my
needs, but until then, I'm entranced in this treacherous
dance.

This personal trainer, Marco, is a man
chiseled from stone, olive-skinned with a mane of thick, black
hair. His musculature is a living testament to his trade, a carpet
of dark hair mapping his chest and disappearing into his shorts. He
ignites a spark within me whenever he's adjusting my form, leaning
close in the name of physical betterment.

Marco is a foil to Max. Self-assured,
commanding, and knowing exactly what he's doing. He pushes me,
tests my limits, and I revel in it. His presence wraps me in a
warmth that Max could never summon.

Our symbiosis spans a few months now,
and I've seen the dividends. I'm leaner, more toned, and brimming
with an energy that's never been there before. But Marco offers
more than mere physical guidance. He's become a friend, a
confidant, a sounding board when I need to vent my frustrations
with Max's inadequacies.

I'm aware that straying from Max is a
moral transgression, but Marco's chest, a wild thicket of
masculinity, and his assertive aura draw me in, a moth to a blazing
flame. Our solitary encounters blur the line between guilt and
pleasure, his touch lighting fires I find impossible to resist. As
the guilt washes over me in the aftermath, the fact remains - Marco
is the only one who can satiate the hunger Max ignites but can't
satisfy.

Marco is a monument of raw
physicality, his height and bulk forming an imposing silhouette
against my slight, frail Max. His chest is a marvel, etched with
definition, veins running through his arms like rivers of power. A
bushy beard outlines his chiseled jawline while his dark locks are
always impeccably groomed.

In contrast, Max fades into
insignificance. His pallor nearly merges him with the white-washed
walls of our apartment, and his fragile physique echoes a certain
vulnerability. His arms are slender, void of any muscular outlines,
his chest shallow. His hair is a chaotic mess, shadowing his timid
eyes, hiding him further into obscurity.

Marco, however, is an emblem of primal
charm. His body is a canvas of coarse hair. His chest, a dense
wilderness of masculinity, lures my eyes each time he's near. A
stark contradiction to Max, whose hairless form mirrors a
prepubescent boy rather than a man.

In Marco's company, I experience life
at its zenith. His assertive touch, his powerful command over my
body electrifies me. He is masterful – a man who governs my desires
and makes me feel undeniably feminine.

Max's approach to intimacy, however,
is as timid as his demeanor. He treats sex as an obligatory act
rather than a passionate exploration. His hesitant touches, his
inability to venture into the unknown territories of my body leaves
me cold and unfulfilled.

Marco's presence is an awakening,
opening up dimensions of pleasure that were hitherto unknown to me.
He gives me the validation, the excitement that Max, despite all
his efforts, fails to ignite.

It's a painful realization but an
obvious one - their anatomical differences are glaring. Marco is an
embodiment of a Greek god, his cock a symbol of masculinity,
leaving me breathless. Its size and thickness overwhelm me,
stretching me to unimaginable ecstasy, reaching territories Max
could never venture.

Max, in contrast, is inadequate, his
member a disappointing reminder of what I miss out on when I'm with
him.

The shadow of Marco's girth and length
haunt me even in Max's embrace. It's a lingering memory, a regret
of what I'm losing out on. I attempt to drown these thoughts, to
hold onto the elements of Max that made me love him. It's a battle,
one that I'm gradually losing.

The wild bush surrounding Marco's
member adds to its intimidating appeal. It's a sight that speaks
volumes of his virility. In contrast, Max's hairless form seems
almost juvenile, his member feeble, hardly leaving an
impact.

But it's not just the size and
wilderness that make Marco's organ formidable. It's his command
over it, his ability to weaken me with pleasure. Each time he takes
control, the raw power and masculinity of his movements turn me
into a willing participant of his erotic dance. His deep moans
reverberate through me, leaving a lasting impression on my
senses.

It was a Tuesday.

The neon city hummed
outside Marco's apartment, cloaked in a dim, sultry haze. I was
there on my knees, like a ritual replayed, his throbbing girth in
my mouth. This time, however, I had a mission, a stubborn
resolution: to deliver him to the zenith of ecstasy, showing him
the depths of my fondness for his
pleasure.

My lips, warm and supple, sheathed his
hard length, my throat surrendering to his assertive intrusion. My
tongue swirled and danced, a teasing siren coaxing him to the brink
of release. And when the eruption came, it was seismic, his hot
essence flooding my mouth like a sensual tsunami. Even as he spent
himself, I persisted, my mouth sucking him fervently, making his
base slick with the cocktail of saliva and his
satisfaction.

Later, he hoisted me up, pulling me
into his rugged embrace. His kisses tasted of dominance and desire,
his fingers tangled in my hair like he owned me.

"Ever think of letting your boyfriend
in on this secret of ours?" His grin was alluring, predatory. "I
could teach him a thing or two."

His audacity stirred a chuckle out of
me, guilt-tinted, yet tinged with a thrill. There was an infectious
allure to Marco's confidence, a raw magnetism that drew me
in.

"I'm afraid he might crumble under the
competition," I retorted, my voice laden with a renewed craving for
the man before me.

Night thickened around us, and Marco's
needling jests at Max sharpened in their frequency and bite.
Marco's scornful amusement of Max's feebleness was like a wicked
symphony playing throughout the apartment, one I found myself
unwillingly dancing to.

"Max is a good kid," Marco began, his
voice smooth
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