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Milo.

––––––––
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Letting myself into the shop, I smiled at the sight of my grandfather and another man talking. I could always tell when my grandfather enjoyed someone’s company. Right now, he was talking with his hands whizzing through the air without worrying about what people thought about him talking with his hands. He probably didn’t even realize he was doing it due to how comfortable he felt right now.

And, let’s be honest, I loved how low-key worried people got when my grandfather followed them around the shop with his cane resting against the counter because he got too caught up in conversation and forgot all about it. About halfway through the shop, he would realize he didn’t have it. Meanwhile, the other person would constantly flick their eyes from my grandfather to the cane, wondering if they should say something or if it was rude to assume he always needed it.

Right about . . . now.

“Whoa.” Aravind steadied my grandfather and looked unsure about how to safely get him back to his cane without letting go of him and risking a fall.

My grandfather stared at the air below his outstretched hand as though offended that the air wasn’t his cane. It was the same every time. About a dozen paces before habit set in, and he automatically went to rely on his cane, only to realize he’d forgotten to grab it.

“I’ll get it, Grandad.”

Running to fetch his cane, I was glad I hauled the boxes over to the door before leaving last night. We had an order arriving today that would probably take all of my grandfather's energy to handle. He didn’t need to be fetching heavy things out of the backroom too, which he would have done if the boxes had been back there.

“This is my grandson, Milo,” Grandad said, and accepted the cane I held out. “Thank you, Milo. Don’t know how I keep forgetting this darn thing. This is Aravind, he’s the one setting up in the yellow store.”

“Hello, hello.” Greeting me warmly, Aravind shook my hand.

He pretended we hadn’t met already. I’d only had a quick minute to speak with him when he brought his children in for ice cream last night. I didn’t felt even a touch guilty about asking him to carry the heaviest of the three boxes we were preparing for him. He was a big strong-looking guy. My grandfather's health wasn’t awful, but it wasn’t the best. I didn’t want him trying to lift that box.

The three of us chatted for a bit before taking the three boxes over to the other man's store. He picked up the biggest, heaviest one, and my grandfather rushed to grab the second largest box. He had no idea that I had repacked the boxes to ensure that the box I carried was the second heaviest box.

Balancing the box against his hip, my grandfather carried it with one arm and would never know he carried the lightest one.

“Thank you for everything,” Aravind told us as we set down the boxes in his store. “This will be a big help.” One of the other shops had closed suddenly, and he was scrambling to get his business up and running as fast as he could.

“It’s no problem at all,” Grandad said. “I’ve bought too many things over the years and the store’s getting cluttered. Milo’s been on me about it for a few years now.”

“The shop’s looking good,” I said, looking around. “The display units are very nice.” The wooden shelving units were fancier than those of the other shops. Fancy enough that they would be a talking piece when the shop opened.

Aravind had three-quarters of the shop set up. It looked very nice. A little sparse on product, but nice. I imagine the items we carried in would go on the empty shelving units in the corner. Aravind hadn’t expected to get a spot here until next summer, so he hadn’t had all his finances in place to order stock yet. Hence why he was buying some of Grandad’s things that I’d finally convinced him to get rid of.

I doubted the items would sell any better here, but we’d sold him the items for less than what Grandad had paid for them. It would fill up the shelves in Aravind’s store for only a small cost, and he could afford to just get rid of most of it if he wanted to once he had the money to order nicer things. And now they weren’t clogging up our backroom and making it almost impassable.

Aravind beamed at the shelves. “Thank you. My wife made the shelving. Did you know that in our home country, it’s frowned upon for women to create things with power tools?” He shook his head. “When we had the chance to come here, we took it. Now my wife has a wonderful career in carpentry. I’m so happy for her.”

I should get back to the shop to open for the day, but it was sweet listening to him gush about his wife and her skills. I stayed a few more minutes before ducking out to go open the shop and left the two men to talk about what it was like running a business at the Landing.

Passing by the boxes on my way out, I flicked a finger against one of the boxes we’d carried in. Good riddance. Most of the things in these three large boxes were junk that my great uncle who used to run the store with my grandfather had brought in.

He used to have good taste in what to bring in. Yes, there were the usual gaudy tourist souvenirs that all the other shops had but he also used to being in wonderful unique pieces. But as the years wore on, my uncle started buying more and more cheap crap and tried to sell it for ridiculous prices without listening to my grandfather's thoughts on anything.

He damn near ruined their business. My grandfather was someone who wasn’t very good at sticking up for himself, but he wrested control when he realized they weren’t going to be able to survive another season the way my uncle was going and bought him out of the business. I was determined to help Grandad save this place.

We still had plenty more junk to clear out, but this was a start. I had my suspicions about why my uncle had changed so drastically a few years ago, but I’ve kept them to myself so far. It didn’t matter anymore anyway. He could no longer affect my grandfather's income, and that was what mattered.

Finding out Grandad had already set the change in the register, I flipped the sign over to announce we were open and pulled both doors open wide. Tuesday was the slowest day of the week, and there wasn’t a cruise ship in today. It was the perfect day to get a big order priced and put out, and I planned on clearing out more junk from the shop in the later hours.

The general store half of the business looked great. But the souvenir shop that took up the other half of the building needed work. I’d wanted to start on it the moment I took on a summer job here, but I had my grandfather's feelings to consider.

He ran this place with his brother for a long time, and for most of it, they’d been very close. He was still confused and upset about how things had ended between them, and me coming in after not working here since I was a teenager and clearing out every trace of my great-uncle would have been rude of me.

I aimed to slowly clear out half the junk over the course of the summer. I hoped to have a higher-paying job before next summer which meant I wouldn’t be here next year, but I still planned to come in a few times next summer and clear away the last of the junk.

Waiting for the delivery guy, I thunked my head against the shelf behind me.

“What’s that sigh for?” my grandfather asked, coming in.

Shit. I couldn’t tell him I was frustrated that my awesome high-paying job had disappeared overnight and that my bank account was hurting from working a barely above minimum wage job.

I loved my grandfather, and I knew it was all he could afford to pay right now due to how my uncle had screwed him over. Except for the heat, I was enjoying reliving my youth and working with my grandad. This time I was old enough to know how to run properly.

Crap, what do I say? He’s waiting for an answer. “There was this super-hot guy here a few weeks ago. He seemed pretty nice.”

“You gonna ask him out?” Grandad asked and plopped down onto his chair.

I shook my head. “He’s dating a girl that works at one of the other stores.”

“So? Maybe he’s poly. Ask them.”

“Grandad, I can’t just ask people I don’t know if they’re poly. Also, he’d need to be poly, and looking for another partner, and bi.”

“Well, how else are you going to find out unless you ask him?” Mischief shone in his eyes. “Which store does she work at? I’ll go ask for you.”

“Oh, no, you aren’t.” I thanked God I hadn’t mentioned which store she worked in. “Most of the people here don’t even know what poly is, or have weird misconceptions about it. I don’t want her slapping you across the face.”

“Eh, she wouldn’t be the first,” he said and chuckled.

The stories from my grandfather's youth embarrassed some people in the family, but I thought they were amazing. “You flirting with anyone new?” I asked.

“Nah. Too old for that.”

“Pshaw. You’re never too old.”

“Tell that to my poor face. I don’t think I can take getting smacked around anymore.”

I knew what he meant, but I had to struggle not to laugh because he likely had no idea getting smacked around was some people’s kink. Compared to the rest of my family, my grandfather was the most sexual person in it. But he was vanilla compared to me.

“You just need to learn who wants to be flirted with,” I said. “Your main problem is not noticing social clues. Learn those, and you’ll never have to worry about accidentally flirting with people who don’t want to be flirted with.”

“Ehh, it’s easier for me to annoy you by going to every store to figure out who the woman dating a hottie is. I’m far less likely to get smacked if I’m just helping my grandson get a date. Or a pair of dates, as it were.”

Hearing a dolly cart rattling on the wooden boardwalk, I whispered a thank you under my breath.

“Oh, the order arriving isn’t going to save you, boy,” my grandfather said, getting up. “You’ve been lusting after this man for weeks. Means there’s something special about him. I’m giving you a week to find out which one of these shops his girlfriend works in, and to find out if they’re up for having a triad. You’ll either get with them or find out there’s no chance and get him out of your system, so you can focus on finding someone who wants to be with you.”

“I love you, Grandad.” Hugging him, I felt thankful to have such a great grandfather.

Greeting the delivery guy, I started devising ways to keep my grandfather so busy during the next week that he forgot all about this. The chances of the guy and his girlfriend being poly were zero to nil. And on the tiny chance they were, it didn’t mean they’d be interested in someone like me. Still, it was nice that my grandad was cool about my sexuality.

“Oh, you are not telling my parents about this.” Catching Grandad typing out a message on his phone, I grabbed it from him. “They will hound me worse than you are.”

Laughing, he tried to get his phone back.
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Milo.

––––––––

[image: ]


“Milo, this looks amazing!” Mom said, beaming.

My grandfather’s jaw hung open as he looked over the display that now filled the middle of the souvenir part of the store.

“I know we try to keep the non-souvenir stuff to the general store side of the building, but this stuff looked too cramped over there. I boxed up some of the things we talked about clearing out and moved the items we got in yesterday over here to see how it would look. What do you think?”

Despite my mother’s positive reaction, I felt nervous. I hadn’t asked for permission, and I didn’t want my grandfather to think I was trying to take over his store or disrespect him. “I can move it back if you want.”

“This looks so much better,” Grandad said to my mom. “I wasn’t happy about how the shop looked when I left last night, but I didn’t know how to fix it. For some reason, my age-addled brain didn’t think of simply moving it over to the other half of the store. The whole thing is mine now; I don’t have to keep the stuff I buy restricted to half of the store anymore.”

“Stop calling yourself old,” Mom said and whacked him.

“It looks good, Milo, thank you.” Grandad ruffled my hair as he walked past me. A finger jabbed into my back. “Means you’re taking it easy today though. You did a lot the past two days.”

There were a few things I wanted to do today, but I decided to put them off for now to ease his mind.

“So, Milo.” Mom looked at me far too intently.

I threw a pen at my grandfather. “You jerk. You told her.”

Catching the pen, he smirked at me.

My mother’s smile grew, and her happy mom wiggles started. “Who’s this guy?”

“I don’t even know his name,” I said, flushing.

“Ohhh, a mysterious gentleman. What made you interested in him?”

“He bought me a bottle of water,” I gushed.

Blinking, Mom took a moment to process what I said. “That’s so cute!”

***
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“Love you, Mom.”

“Love you too, sweetie.” She gave me a long hug and headed out with Grandad.

I knew the long hug meant she felt nervous about his doctor's appointment, but it was just a regular check-up visit. I worked with Grandad five days a week, and I was sure his health was the same as it had been last year. He was in his early seventies, but I felt confident he wasn’t going anywhere for a long time yet. We just needed to keep him a little more active was all.

And get more greens into him, I thought, looking at the barely eaten salad my mother had tried to force-feed him during lunch today. The spinach called to me until I could resist no longer and I helped myself to his uneaten salad. God I loved spinach.

The rest of the day was quiet at the shop. My mother texted to let me know the doctor's visit had gone well, and I spent my time photographing the items I packed up yesterday. Turning on my laptop, I started listing everything on a few buy-and-sell websites. I had low-key hopes of selling the stuff off so I wouldn’t have to find a way to fit it back on the shelves.

Business was dead enough that I closed a bit early without feeling guilty. I often stayed late. A few of the other shops were closing their doors as I walked down the boardwalk. A sure sign it had been a slow day for everyone.

The gray store lay ahead. The one I thought I’d heard thieves in one day. As it had every day since I discovered the girl who worked there having a very hot encounter with the guy who’d been giving me wet dream for weeks now, I ached to walk into the store to get a peek at her and maybe some closure. But they didn’t know I’d seen them, and probably wouldn’t have wanted me to. Going in to meet her would be creepy, and I wasn’t a creep, so I walked past the store without even glancing through the open door.

Passing one of the other shops, I heard the sound of glass smashing followed by a gasp of fright.

“Are you okay?” I asked, running in. A woman in her fifties had her hands clasped around her mouth. She stared at the broken glass around her feet. “Were you cut?”

“No,” she said. “I’m just worried I’ll cut my feet if I move.”

Wincing at the sight of her flip-flops, I wondered how she managed to work in those. I couldn’t imagine they offered much support. My feet would be aching if I wore those all day at work.

“I work in the ice cream shop in the middle of the Landing. Is it okay if I go behind the counter to get the broom?”

Getting permission, I did so. Skirting the broken glass, I found the broom and swept the woman a path to freedom.

“Thank you so much.” She took the broom from me to finish up. “I feel awful about dropping it. That thing was a hundred dollars.”

“Hopefully your boss won’t be too upset,” I said. “Accidents happen.” Sticking around while she finished sweeping up because I worried she might accidentally cut herself, I looked around.

Well, now I understand the controversy that went on when this shop opened, I thought, perusing the shop's wares. The entire shop only boasted a single shelving unit full of cheaply made souvenirs. Not being one for listening to gossip, I hadn’t paid attention to the whispers of horror around the Landing. Now I kind of wished I had because I would have come into this shop sooner.

“You have some cool stuff in your store,” I said.

“Oh, it’s my niece's store,” the woman said. Glancing at the clothing rack I stood by, she made a bit of a face. “She has some . . . unique tastes.”

Trailing the sleeve of the black mesh shirt through my fingers, I wondered how it would look on me. Not that I could buy things to wear to the dance club right now. Money was tight. I liked this though.

“This town could use some unique.” I loved the place.

“She’s doing better than I expected,” the woman admitted. “I’m happy for her even if I don’t understand this stuff.” She gestured to some art prints that featured fantasy characters. They ranged from action-type poses, to ethereally beautiful, to sensual.

“Are these by local artists?” I asked, going over to look at them. Some of these were gorgeous even if they weren't my usual style.

“I think so.” She sounded unsure.

You don’t know anything about your products, do you? Like me, she must be working here to help out her family. I made a point about learning about all the products in Grandad's shop whether they interested me or not. A little knowledge shared could make all the difference in scoring a sale when you had a person debating over something.

Flipping one of the art prints over, I found a large business card on the back that talked about the artist and their roots in the town. Checking the others, I saw that there were two different artists who’d made all these, and they were both local.

Finding postcards featuring the same art as the larger prints, I decided what the hell and bought a few. I’d come back another day to meet the owner who was almost guaranteed to be someone cool for owning a store like this.

Heading home, I set about cooking supper for my roommate and me.

“You’re a lifesaver,” Ashton said, lured from his room by the smell of food.

“You look positively haggard. How long have you spent studying today?”

“What time is it?” he asked. “Never mind, that won’t help. I have no idea when I started.” Opening the fridge, he pulled out a bottle of soda.

“Ah! Drink a glass of water first. Take the soda back to your room with you after we eat because I can already tell you aren’t going to listen to me when I suggest you call it a day.”

He made a grumpy noise at me. “I want to be ready when classes start up.”

“You will be,” I said. “But you need to make sure to get enough rest if you want to be able to process everything your professors say. Take it easy tomorrow.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he grumbled.

The man put far more work into his studies than he needed to, and I worried about him. After the company I’d been working for went belly-up overnight, Ashton’s parents approached me and offered to pay me to do most of the cooking for the household to make sure he ate regularly.

For someone studying to be a doctor, Ashton didn’t take care of himself very well. I had no doubt he’d make an excellent doctor. We’d just better make sure he had a personal assistant to look after him.

For now, I’d make sure he ate. Sticking his cola back into the fridge, I counted the packed lunches I’d prepared for the week and was relieved to see he’d eaten his lunch today. The man forgot to eat sometimes.

“So Grandad ratted me out to my mother, which means everyone else definitely knows about my crush,” I whined. “She showed up at work today all excited for me.”

“Dude, that’s so sweet.” Ashton dug into his meal. “I love your family.”

“Then come have supper with us this weekend,” I said. “You gotta get out of the house more.”

“You’re the one who needs to get out of the house more.” His lips pulled back in a smirk. “Before the whole town’s out of stock on tissues.”

“What?” I asked, confused.

“I took out the garbage earlier. The garbage can in your room was chock full of crumpled tissues and only tissues. At first, I thought you were sick and hadn’t told me. I’m grateful I realized what the sticky substance was before I touched one of the tissues.” He snickered at how red my face had grown in the past two seconds. “I do apologize for going into your room. You’ve been doing too much of the chores, so I decided to collect all the garbage. I didn’t mean to snoop, but Milo, you gotta get laid.”

“When’s the last time you got laid?” I countered.

“I can’t start dating when I’m about to go into my last year of med school. I’m not going to have any free time.”

“Being single doesn’t preclude you from having sex.”

Damn, I shouldn’t have said the S-word. My body heated as I remembered for the millionth time the sight of those two having sex in the store just a few doors down from where I worked. That firm ass and hard cock. The sounds of the woman's breathy moans.

My roommate laughed. “Do you need one of my schoolbooks to hide your boner?”

“I do not have a boner,” I said, sliding my chair closer to the table to hide my erection.
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Milo.

––––––––
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Goddammit, just fucking come so I can get to sleep. I had tried masturbating after I heard my roommate go to sleep, but no sticky tissues filled my garbage bin tonight. I’d gone at myself until I was covered in sweat and my wrist ached, but for some reason, I couldn’t come. I gave up and went to sleep, only to wake an hour later with sex on the brain and started masturbating again.

Dick hard as hell in my hand, it still refused to come no matter what I did. Yet the need pulsed even stronger in me now than it had earlier. I tried picturing various hot scenarios in my mind, but things were still a no-go.

If I was honest with myself, I knew what the problem was. I didn’t just want someone to have sex with; I wanted a true connection. Someone to rail me hard while kissing me lovingly. Then they’d roll over and let me rail them while I whispered sweet things into their ears. The next morning we’d have a nice breakfast together and then cuddle all day.

Breath heaving, I winced from the ache in my wrist and flopped my arms out to either side to cool down. Despite the fan running, I’d managed to end up sweaty again. My hands dropping down onto the empty expanses of my bed caused emotion to gather in my chest. I’ve been the only one sleeping in this bed for longer than I wanted to think about.

Rolling onto my side, I gathered the extra pillows and hugged them, but they had no body heat or kisses to offer me. What made things harder was that I still cared about everyone I ever dated. There was no animosity between us. One way or another, things just hadn’t worked out.

I thought of Vivienne often. My first partner. We dated for a few wonderful months when I was seventeen. We only broke up because she had to leave town to get out of the reach of her abusive family. I worried a lot about her. I hadn’t heard from her in all these years.

I looked her up online a few times over the years but had never found her. I suspected she changed her name to put more distance between herself and her family. I hoped she was safe and doing well wherever she was now. Please let her be okay.

My thoughts drifted to the other people I’d dated. I missed them all, but it was the way you missed a close friend who moved away. I understood none of us were the right match to be each others’ forever partners. We’d been on different paths in life. They were still all nice people though, and I wished them well.

I’ve had some hot sexual encounters in my life, and while I was horny as hell right now, an encounter that would last a night or three wasn’t what I was looking for. I wanted to wake up to lazy kisses and cuddle all morning. I wanted to have someone who would come to family meals with me on Saturdays. Maybe even two or three someones.

My family was amazing. Being queer in a small town full of mostly straight monogamous people was hard sometimes, but I wasn’t willing to move away from my family. Besides, I rather liked the idea of continuing the trail my mothers had forged in this town. We’d eventually get this place to the twenty-first century.

Turning on my phone to check the time, I saw an account I followed online had a new post. Maybe this will help me come. Tapping the notification, my screen filled with a mouth-watering image.

A dark-haired man dressed in leather pants and a chest harness that showed off abs I would die for cupped the chins of the man and woman who knelt before him. They looked up at him with adoration in their eyes. The leather collars around their necks were the only clothing they wore. The caption on the photo read, “Will you be my good little slut tonight?”

I was hard again in an instant. I should have known better than to click on any of Kaito’s posts when I was trying to get back to sleep. They were always so damn erotic. Sex God of the country, he put out a lot of content. The post advertised that his newest video would be released this weekend and that we could download a GIF to whet our appetites for now. It was only a dollar and half of it went to charity.

I clicked the buy button in an instant and the GIF downloaded onto my phone. My screen filled with the same image the post had shown me, but now Kaito bent down to his submissives and pressed a light kiss to each of their lips.

“Will you be my good little sluts tonight?” he asked.

Panicking when my phone blared the words at full blast because I’d been listening to music earlier, I mashed the pause button. In the other room, I heard my roommate laugh. Fuck, he heard it.

The GIF ended with Kaito looking back over his shoulder and saying, “What about you?” with a knowing smirk on his face because he knew his words made you hard.

With the volume turned way down, I watched the video twice more. That was something else I longed for. A Master or a Mistress. I would be a very good boy for them. My thoughts turned to kinky scenarios. Something I tried not to think about too often. Not because I thought it was bad but because I’d never found anyone to explore that kind of thing with, and it made me sad to know I likely never would.

The dating websites here weren’t exactly bursting with Doms, and the few I’d found had too many red flags for me to bother messaging them, or they were looking for different things than I was.

A new profile for a Domme had popped up, hmm, over half a year ago now. It had seemed very promising at first. But while I was interested in pain play, she was looking for someone into extreme pain play and that wasn’t me. I didn’t message her but respected her for being honest about her tastes to prevent anyone from getting their hopes dashed after meeting and finding out their interests didn’t match up.

Looking at my dresser, I thought about fetching my sex toy. It was getting old, though, and the motor was going. I’d already woken up my roommate once tonight with something sex-related and I absolutely wasn’t going to risk him waking up to hear a loud buzzing noise that would let him know I had my ass full of silicone cock.

Resolving to make Ashton something nice for breakfast as an apology for waking him, I tried to get back to sleep. I didn’t have the money for a quality sex toy right now, but maybe I’d squeeze out enough from my paycheck on Thursday to buy something from the sale section of the sex site I bought my toys from. Something was better than nothing.

***
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God fucking dammit, just come already. I’d woken an hour before my alarm was due to go off and found myself hard and humping a pillow. A third masturbation session still wasn’t getting me there—despite starting slow and trying to build it up enough that I had to come.

My dick refused to cooperate, and the fingers in my ass couldn’t get deep enough. Frustrated, I got up and fetched my sex toy. I’d keep it off and just use it as a dildo.

Once it was in, though, dear lord, I wanted to turn it on and let it pulse away at my prostate. If my damn cock didn’t want to come, then I was sure I could get my ass to orgasm if I turned the toy on.

I was already going to suffer unrelenting teasing from my roommate for having been woken up by the words “Will you be my good little sluts tonight?” blaring from my phone, so I decided against turning the toy on. I would buy a new one this weekend though. The sound of the fan running in my room would be loud enough to cover the noise of a sex toy that wasn't a million years old.

Filled with unrelenting sexual desire and a bursting need to come, I allowed myself to indulge in the fantasy I’d been forbidding myself.

I masturbated while thinking about what I saw through the window that day and imagined what happened after. While I couldn’t help thinking about it often, I’d forbade myself from masturbating to it because those were real people who didn’t know I’d seen them. But I didn’t even know who they were. I’d only seen her from behind and doubted I’d ever see the man again. Really, what harm was it to picture them in my mind?

Mmm, that ass, and god, that see-through silky shirt. Those strong muscles flexing each time he thrust into her. The sounds of their voices crying out in pleasure. She hadn’t just taken him; she moved to meet each of his thrusts until he came so close to the edge that he had to pull out of her to keep from spilling too soon.

Fuck, that glimpse of hard cock haunted me. What I would give to have it pounding into my ass right now instead of this toy. To have him ask me if I needed more. I would have said the exact same thing she had. “Yes, Sir, please!”

If I’d been there with them, I would have held her hand while our Master took turns fucking us. Picturing that happening, I wondered if he always topped her, or if she liked to top sometimes too. Maybe I’d be at both their mercies.

My cock throbbed from the thought of having a Master and a Mistress, and I stroked it faster. Breath quickening, I thrust the toy into myself and pretended it was a real cock. Pretended it was my Master’s cock and that he was commanding me to come on him.

Thrusting the toy into myself again, I wondered what the couple had done after I left, and how their play had started.

The glimpse I got of his cock had shown me he wore a condom, but I pictured his semen running out of both the woman and me as we lay spent on the counter, our Master standing behind us, pleased to see us filled with his essence. Once I caught my breath, I would slide off the counter and get down on my knees and lick her pussy clean while my ass dripped come onto the floor.

I’d never had sex in a public place before. They must have come so hard from the thrill. Had he come inside the condom, or had he pulled it off and shot his load all over her back? If she wasn’t too tired, I would take her next and make her come again.

He would tease me by using a finger to trace the crack of my ass while I moved, occasionally prodding my hole to get me going if I stopped to grind against him. Would he fuck me while I was inside her? Or would he take me right after I orgasmed in her, and my body was still sensitive? He’d order me to come again, this time from my ass instead of my cock.
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