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Jackson.

Ah god, come on, please. Even my favorite porn, which I only brought out on special occasions, wasn’t doing anything for me. Shifting around, my movements caused my phone to flop over facedown. Irked, I used my feet to tilt it back up and rest it against the arm of the couch. I’d ran my damn laptop dead earlier, having forgotten to plug it in while writing. Not that I’d written much, mind you, even though I’d sat in front of a word document for hours.

I should have given up long before I did, but Marie had been working so diligently beside me on her own project that I kept going, hoping some of her inspiration would rub off on me. And, okay, I hadn’t wanted to let her know I had a creative block going on right now. It was a hard thing to admit to when your partner worked without ceasing.

Since we moved in together, I’d never seen her slow down or have an off day with her work. Sometimes in her personal life, yes, but she somehow never let it interrupt her work. I was envious of the amount of work she produced and embarrassed to admit I couldn’t do the same. Thus, I’d spent the day pretending to be hard at work. Again. And now, because of that, I was having difficulty sleeping. Hence why I was awake at this ungodly hour. Again.

Watching the group of men fucking each other on screen, I began stroking my cock again. My eyes were glued to the skinny guy. Two other men fucked him, filling him at each end. They weren’t gentle, and the guy loved it. Moaning nonstop, he angled himself to give them the best positions to take him roughly. The cameraman moved to film at a new angle, getting the perfect shot of one of my favorite actors. A close-up showed the hunger that glimmered in Kaito’s eyes. He wanted to cum, but not before he made the other man blow his load.

Beside the trio, another couple were going at it. One of them was another of my favorite actors. This video had been filmed after Steve’s cosplay phase, and I rather mourned the lack of his superhero suit being in a pile on the floor with his metal shield angled just so to catch the light. He did still wear combat boots, though. They were the only thing to adorn his body as he thrust into a moaning man and fed the guy his entire impressive length.

My heart thumped at the sight of the two men being fucked reaching out to hold each other's hands. It was sweet that they wanted to feel connected to each other. From the look on the other men’s faces, it seemed like an unscripted reaction. Despite the hard scene, you could see their hearts melt as they looked at the men’s joined hands. I’d always wondered if the two started dating after this video was shot. I liked to pretend they did.

One of my favorite scenes happened next. The one being fucked by Steve came all over the skinny guy's chest. Whimpering and crying out around the cock ravaging his throat while his ass was plowed, the skinny guy tried to watch his body get coated with semen. Kaito’s raven black hair gleamed in the light, looking even darker than usual from the sweat that streaked through it as his hips reared back. His hair looked so soft that I itched to run my fingers through it.

Beside him, looking like his polar opposite, Steve’s blond hair was also sweat-drenched. It only made them look hotter. I’d seen every video they’d ever been in. Best friends in real life, the two shared a smile and continued fucking the men beneath them. That smile was another of my favorite moments in this video.

Just fucking come, I cursed my cock. If you come, maybe I can finally get past this mental block that’s been going on for two goddamned weeks.

A shadow fell over me.

Jumping in surprise, I ripped my headphones off. My foot flipped over my phone on purpose this time to hide what I watched. Panic bubbled up in my chest, and I let go of my cock. “I’m sorry.”

“No, I’m sorry.”.

The words were spoken softly, but when she crouched beside me, I flinched when she raised her hand. No pain rained down on me. Instead, fingers ran through my hair so gently tears that threatened my eyes, and I cursed myself for thinking Marie was someone else for a moment.

“I keep forgetting you use noise-canceling headphones and can’t hear me when I walk. I didn’t mean to scare you.” Her eyes flicked to my still-hard cock.

A fresh wave of panic made me shrink under her touch. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have been masturbating when I haven’t given you sex in two weeks.”

“You’re allowed to masturbate whenever you want.” Giving me a puzzled look, she reached for my hand. “I masturbated a few days ago. It’s okay.”

“I’m sorry. I should have helped you cum.” Trembling, I waited for the yelling to start.

Fingers cupped my face. “Jackson, please look at me.”

Cracking an eye open, I found Marie looking at me with concern. Marie. Not Alice. This is Marie’s apartment, not the one I shared with Alice years ago. Alice doesn’t even know where I live. This is a safe place.

Despite the sight of Marie’s things all around us letting me know I was indeed in her home, with someone who loved me, my hackles were up, and I felt sure that Alice would walk out of the darkened kitchen at any moment and start screaming. Turning my face away from the shadows, I tried to fight against the panic attack I felt building inside me.

Marie pressed her lips against my head in a chaste kiss, then rested her forehead against mine. “Alice used to get mad if she found you masturbating, didn’t she?”

Nodding, I grew angry at the tears spilling down my face. I wanted this panic welling up inside me to just go away. I knew Marie wasn’t mad at me, but my stupid brain wouldn’t stop screaming at me. It told me I was a bad person, that I should be ashamed for being naked on the couch and watching porn.

Marie’s arms wrapped around me. Trying to stifle my tears, I held on to her like she was a lifeline in a raging storm. She tried box breathing with me, counting to four repeatedly, but the damn panic still squeezed my chest. I couldn’t concentrate on my breathing or even catch my breath enough to talk to her and at least lie and pretend I was okay to set her mind at ease.

“I’m going to get your emergency medication. Hopefully, it will cut off the panic attack, but if not, I’m right here with you, okay?”

“Okay,” I squeaked out. “Thank you.” Berating myself for worrying her, I watched her run into the bathroom. Upon her return, I took a sip of water and swallowed the pill she handed me.

“You need to refill your prescription tomorrow, there’s only one left.” Sitting on the couch, she cradled me against her. Her touch helped chase away the ghosts of the past, though I wished I’d asked her to turn on the kitchen light when she’d gotten up. “This past month has been tough, hasn’t it?”

“Yeah.” Holding on to her, I waited for the medication to kick in. Gradually, the panic lessened and my breath calmed. “I’m sorry.”

She pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “It’s okay, you don’t need to apologize. You’ve held me through things as well.” The backs of her knuckles trailed softly across my cheek and she kissed my head again. “Jackson, since we started dating, you’ve panicked every time I’ve found you touching yourself. I’m so sorry for how she treated you, and I know you can’t help the panic that wells up, but I just want to tell you it’s okay for you to masturbate. I will never be upset with you for doing it.”

My head still rested on her chest, and I felt it tighten with emotion as her voice broke. Knowing I’d made her sad, I tried to come up with something to say to make up for it.

Rocking me in her arms, she murmured into my hair. “Masturbating is healthy, okay? It helps connect you to your body. It’s a good way for people to release stress, relax, and boost their mood.” Her soft cheek rubbed against mine.

I nodded to each point she rhymed off, and she held me a little while longer before turning on the TV once she felt me relax. Looking at me from the corner of her eye, she had that look on her face that told me her switch had been flipped, and my cock began stirring back to life.

“Are you okay now?” She double-checked when I nodded. “Are you sure? You’re being non-verbal, which makes me think you aren’t.”

“No, I’m okay now. My brain was busy thinking about your clothes coming off,” I told her. Slowly. Very slowly. Revealing your body to me inch by tantalizing inch.

Conflicted, Marie pursed her lips.

I kissed her. “I promise, I’m fine now. I just had a bad memory surface. It's gone now.”

Still thinking, she ground her bottom lip between her teeth. “I want to show you that I had no problem with what you were doing or watching in hopes that it reassures you. If you want me to stop at any point, I want you to know it’s safe to tell me. I’ll listen to you. If the memory returns, let me know, and we’ll stop.”

“Okay,” I said, pressing myself against her. I needed her. Right now.

“Show me what you were watching,” she ordered. “I want to see it too. It’s one of your favorites, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss.” Sex hormones flooding my system washed away the remnants of the panic. Picking up my phone, I cast the video onto the television. Once it started playing, she brought my hand to my cock, but I pulled away from her grip. “No, I want to touch you, please.”

Let me show you how much your kindness means to me.

Hair in a rare unbound state because she’d been sleeping, her dark locks swung with the shake of her head. “I’m sorry, but you had a panic attack. You aren’t touching me until tomorrow at the earliest. I can tell you need to get off, though. If you don’t try to make yourself cum for me tonight, then you’re not allowed to touch me at all tomorrow.”

“Not even a kiss?” I asked, a sullen whine in my voice.

Eyes narrowing at me, her chin lifted. “Not a single kiss. So you’d better try to cum.”

A touch of worry darkened the moment. I’d desperately been trying to, and nothing had worked. What if I couldn’t? Would it upset her? Don’t sit here worrying for nothing, just ask. “Do I need to ejaculate?”

“No. Any type of orgasm is acceptable. But Jackson, dear.” She cocked her head at me. “I’ll know if you fake it.”

Desire flooding me made my breath hitch, and I started touching myself. God, I loved when she looked at me like that.

She sat next to me while we watched the video. With it being four in the morning, we kept the volume quite low to avoid disturbing our sleeping neighbors upstairs.

Worried by the sound of a quick intake of air when a rough scene started, I glanced at Marie, but it had been a good noise. Eyes glued to the screen, her legs spreading unconsciously let me know she liked what she saw.

It still upset me to know that her previous partners had enjoyed watching porn but had thought women shouldn’t like it. I would never think badly of someone for enjoying the same things I liked, and I didn’t understand how anyone could be like that. Why hadn’t they wanted to see how enraptured Marie became when she saw something that turned her on? The smell of her arousal was intoxicating.

On-screen, Kaito moaned loudly as his submissive swallowed his cock to the root, and Steve’s head reared back as his partner followed suit. We were getting close to the scene I’d just been watching. Beside them, two other men kissed as their hands wandered all over each other.

Reaching between Marie’s legs, I intended to give her pleasure as well as myself, but she pushed my hand away.

“No. You’ll touch me tomorrow, slut.”

I made puppy noises but she gave me no pity, which only served to turn me on more.

“If your other hand needs something to touch, it can play with your nipples or balls.”

While I very much wanted to touch her and make her feel good to thank her for being such a wonderful and understanding partner, I could see that she wasn’t going to allow it tonight. Leaning against her a little, I pinched a nipple between my thumb and fingertips. The sound that escaped my throat was embarrassing. My nipples were sensitive, and I loved touching them.

Heat pooled in my belly when I heard the way Marie’s breathing changed. The way she moved her body in subtle ways to get her thighs to rub together showed me how much she enjoyed the video. It made me happy that I could share this with her.

“Your video is turning me on more than I expected.” Standing, she surprised me by grabbing my ankles and pulling my legs forward until I almost slid off the couch. Looking back at the television, a heated noise sounded in her throat as she watched the muscled men rubbing their cocks all over the scrawny guy as they told him how much they were going to fuck him tonight.

Kneeling between my legs, Marie held still just long enough to build suspense about what she would do. My breath slowed as I waited to see what would happen. Slipping her hands under my knees, she pressed them back and lifted my legs into the air. I jumped when her tongue swiped across my asshole.

Not wanting to wake the upstairs neighbors, I muffled my cry with a hand against my mouth. Please, I begged my body, jerking myself harder as Marie’s tongue swirled against my entrance. Her touches felt heavenly, but still, I wasn't getting there. “Fuck. If I could just cum, I could get over this stupid mental block. I need to get work done.”

“Keep touching yourself.” Disappearing into the bedroom, she returned a minute later with a few items. All my lower muscles tightened at the sight of what she held. “Up.” Laying a towel across the couch, she ordered me to lie down. “Spread your legs wide.”

Her words sent a rush through me. She had no idea how hot she looked as she pulled on a nitrile glove and squirted lube onto it.

Her hand snaked between my legs and rubbed lube over my entrance. She took her time spreading it around, both inside and out, until she had me panting. Lips pulling back in a smug-looking smile, her eyes traveled along my body. “Tell me when I hit the sweet spot.”

Her finger entered me deeper, and my body welcomed it in.

Marie’s fingertip rubbed little circles inside of me, exploring and seeking. “If I remember correctly, it’s somewhere along here.” Her free hand gripped my chin and turned my head back to the TV, though I wanted nothing more than to continue looking at the intense look of concentration on her face. “Keep watching the video.”

Turning her own attention to the video, she kept moving her finger around inside me. Her other hand drifted across my face in a caress, and I kissed it as it traveled over my mouth. Smiling, she turned her gaze back to me. “You wish you were him, don’t you? At the mercy of a half-dozen strong men.”

“Yes.” Whispering the admission, I gasped when a second finger pressed into me.

“Soon, I’ll have Paul available to hold you down while Alexia and I use you.”

The thoughts her words conjured sent lust washing through me. I still couldn’t believe they’d invited us over to their place. They were both so kind, not to mention hot. Both of them big, and strong like the people in the video.

Marie was beautiful, sweet, and kind. Sexy as hell. When the invitation had been made, I thought Paul was attracted to her, and I was invited as a courtesy due to being her partner. Then he’d blown my mind by telling me I was the first man he’d ever felt attracted to. The thought of being with him and our partners together, all four of us piled onto the same bed and touching each other, made my cock weep precum. Stroking my hand back down my length and coating myself with it, I thought about what he would taste like.

Marie twisted her fingers to a new spot inside me. “How about here? Is this the spot?”

“Mmn. It feels good there, but what you’re looking for isn’t quite so deep.”

She moved her fingers, pulling them out a touch, but she searched in the wrong direction.

“Think of aiming your fingertips for my belly button.” My face turned pink as I tried to help guide her to the place she wanted. I knew exactly what she wanted. Her fingers twisted, sweeping in the other direction now, and then she pressed against a spot that made a line of fire flare through my entire body. “Ahhhnnn!”

Pleased at the sight of my back arching off the couch, her smile grew. “There we go. I was trying to reach the spot I hit against when I fuck you, but that’s not what I want tonight. I want this nice spot right here where I can milk you.”

Desire slammed into me when she started rubbing the spot with both fingertips. “Yes. Right there, Miss. Ahhn, yes.”

“There we go. I can feel your body relaxing even as your ass clenches my fingers tighter to try and keep them in place. Your body knows it’s going to cum soon.” Working her fingers back and forth at a slow pace, she drove me crazy under her. My legs lifted high into the air to give her more access to my ass. “You’re going to cum for me now, slut. And tomorrow we’ll have sex. Won’t that be nice?”

Every touch felt so good. I couldn’t stay still. “Ahhn, yes. I need to fuck you, Miss. God, I’ve been craving your body. I’m sorry I couldn’t get it up.”

She stroked my hair. “It’s perfectly okay. The important thing isn’t to focus on that, but on knowing it’s only temporary. Right now, I want you to set your mind on feeling good.” Her kind words warmed my heart. “If you’re able to ejaculate, I want you to cum all over my breasts. You haven’t cum in so long. I know you’ve built up a good load for me, haven’t you?” She patted my balls.

“Yes.” My head nodded vigorously. “Fuck, I’m so close.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2.


[image: ]




“I love you, darling. Cum whenever you’re ready. Am I still hitting the good spot?”

“Curl your fingers a little?” My eyes jolted open wide when she did. Gripping my cock tighter, my hand flew up and down. “There, right there! Yes!”

I accidentally bit my arm when I cried out into it, but I didn’t care. My orgasm finally stopped hiding from me and I aimed my cock at Marie’s chest. My balls tightened as pleasure flowed over me in a wave and my semen rushed up my length. My first spurt landed on target, splashing down on her right breast, and I aimed for the left. “Ngh. I’m cumming, thank you. Ahn, thank you.”

“There you go. Good boy,” she crooned. “There’s a good boy. Coat me with your cum. It’s incredible how much your cock is flexing and throbbing as you cum. I love it. What a good boy.”

My second shot landed on her belly, lacking the strength of the first though, still feeling just as good as all that liquid heat shot out. The last of my seed ran down the side of my cock and over my fingers. Breath heaving from the strong orgasm, I twitched under Marie’s touch as she kept working me, giving me pleasant aftershocks.

She looked radiant bathed in the light of the television. Her dark hair gleamed, and the look on her face was one of triumph. She was pleased to have driven me to an orgasm when I hadn’t been able to do it myself. Her face softened as she smiled at me while I tried to catch my breath.

The sound of a man orgasming in the video caught her attention, and she looked to the screen to see what the men were up to. I adored watching her reaction, from the widening of her pupils as she took in the scene before her, to seeing her nipples– which had just relaxed –harden again, and the way the muscles in her belly flexed when a horny little breath escaped her.

She’s so wonderful and kind and caring. I love her so much.

My thoughts gave me pause. They were all true and good things, but the emotions attached to them were so intense it hurt. Tears threatened my eyes because Marie was just so lovely and such an incredible person, and how was I worthy of her love?

Years of training myself to be self-aware of my mental health let me know that my mood disorder was in full swing right now, which wasn’t good because my depression and anxiety had been hounding me nonstop for the past weeks.
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