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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.


​

​***

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.
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INVITING HIM BACK

YOU CAN'T STOP THINKING ABOUT
LAST TIME, SO WE ASK HIM BACK





