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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.


​

​***

You were deep inside of me as my thighs straddled you, the warmth of your hands tracing lazy patterns over my hips as you sank back into the pillows, glazed and pliant beneath me. You always looked your best like this—soft, needy, just on the edge of unraveling. And I always made sure to keep you there, poised between pleasure and tension, right where you belonged.

Your cock pulsed inside me, twitching every time I clenched around it, just a little, just enough to keep you thinking I was going to let you finish. Not yet. I rocked my hips, slow and steady, my hands planted on your chest, watching your face for every flicker of reaction. You were trying to hold it together. Sweet.

"You like when I do this?" I teased, voice low, words dragging like syrup.

You nodded, pupils blown wide, breath catching.

"Mmm, I can tell."

The sweat at your temples, the way your fingers dug into my waist—you were barely hanging on. And that’s when I leaned down, lips brushing your ear.

"I’ve been thinking... about a threesome," I said, tone casual but just loud enough to cut through your haze.

Your breath hitched.

My hips kept moving, lazy, unhurried, like the idea hadn’t already been playing on a loop in my mind for days.

"You have?" you asked, voice rough.

I nodded, hair falling forward to tickle your cheek. I felt the way your body surged up into me, like the thought alone had made you harder.

"Yeah..." I let the word hang between us, grinding just a little deeper, then pulling back. "You ever think about that?"

Your answer was a soft moan. I could tell you weren’t sure how to answer, so I helped you.

“About sharing me?” I murmured, my voice low and heavy with promise. “About bringing someone else in?”

Your body stiffened under me, the tension in your cock throbbing even more beneath me. You blinked up at me, wide-eyed, as if imagining what I mean. 

—“Like... another girl?” you ask, hopeful, the word barely leaving your lips.

I laugh softly, sliding my hips a little faster now, slow grinding that sets your nerves on fire.

"You would like that? Another girl?"

You nodded again, like that was a safe answer. 

"She could watch us. Or you could watch me with her. Think you could handle two women teasing you all night?"

Your hips bucked up. A shaky, whispered, "Fuck... maybe."

I smirked. You were so easy to read, even when you tried not to be. I leaned forward, dragging my nails over your chest.

Your hands clench the sheets, desperate to hold onto control, but you’re already losing it.

I lean down, lips brushing your temple, my fingers tracing circles on your chest. “What if I’m thinking of someone else? Someone... different?”

Your brow furrows, confusion twisting into something deeper — curiosity? Desire? Fear? I can’t tell, but I love watching you unravel.

My hips roll slowly, pushing you deeper inside me. The wet heat of my pussy enveloping you, slick and tight. Your breath hitches. Your fingers clutch the sheets, hands grabbing me as you try to keep steady.

I let my voice drop to a husky whisper, “What if I want to share you with a man?”

Your eyes blinked open, confusion flickering in them.

"What?"

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I clenched around you again, slower this time, grinding deeper. Your eyes rolled back. I could feel how close you were.

"What if... he was confident. Hot. Knew exactly how to touch both of us."

You were trying so hard not to cum, but your body was betraying you—hips jerking, thighs shaking. I could feel the heat rising inside you. Almost there.

"Would that bother you? Sharing me with another guy. Watching me with someone like that?"

You didn’t answer. Your mouth was open, panting, and I could feel your cock throbbing inside me, so close.

I leaned in closer, lips brushing yours, and whispered:

"Because I already know who I want."

You tried to hold on. I could see the confusion in your eyes fighting with the pleasure. I kissed your jaw, then your ear, then your lips in a slow, hungry kiss. My body moved against yours, grinding with a rhythm that teases every nerve.

Your hands moved to my hips, holding me tighter as you cling to the very edge, but your breath is ragged, your hips starting to jerk involuntarily beneath me.
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