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​Content and Boundary Note


This story is an erotic work of fiction for adult audiences only (18+). It centres around mutual exploration of fantasy and desire. As the story progresses, elements of cuckoldry and erotic power dynamics may emerge, but always within a consensual and emotionally secure context.


​

​***

“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.
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AS WE UPNTHE ANTE, YOURE TORN
BETWEEN WIAT YOU WAN'T AND FEEL





