
 
 

 

Episode Twenty-two-  
 
 

 
“Oi! That's not fair!” I snapped automatically like a sour child as I stomped over to the 

computer that Bella was sitting in front of. She had left the game and was on the screen that 
was showing her the loot that she just won. I had never seen anyone win their very first match, 
and I was both happy that I captured it so that I could post it at some point and annoyed that I 
would end up forcing myself to watch my own stupidity over and over again. I wondered what 
terrible thing she would make me do.  
 

“I did say both of us had to be alive at the end,” Bella said in dry amusement.  
 

She was right, of course. But that wasn't what she meant, and she knew it. We both 
knew it. I continued to pout. “But you were talking about yourself.” 
 

She smiled to herself wickedly. “Yes. You were more interested in finding out about your 
possible kinky reward than thinking about the fine print.” 
 

I felt like such a jackass. I was just praising myself like an asshole for my attention to 
detail. And the most obvious thing that I ignored bit me right in the ass.  
 

“I...” I began but didn’t know what to say. “Maybe, but I carried you for most of the game. 
I protected you,” I began to defend myself like it made a difference.  



 
My brand-new girlfriend found a chance to fuck with me and happily ran with it. "Hm. 

Yeah. True. But I was never knocked out, and you had to be revived at the beginning. And I 
killed that person on my own with a crappy pistol."  
 

Bella was annoyingly smarter than me. I had forgotten my near-death at the beginning, 
bruising my ego further. “But I deleted so many people!” I whined.  
 

“You sure did, baby. But the most kills don't win the game, right? It's the last man 
standing like you said,” she mused.  
 

I felt like a moron, and it pissed me off. Not at her, of course. She was openly playing 
me, and I allowed myself to act foolishly for her entertainment. Jasper was right, she was going 
to be able to get whatever she wanted out of me but mainly because I was a gullible twit who 
was thinking with his penis.  
 

She was a much better gamer than I expected her to be, though. Bella wasn't perfect, 
but she was quickly improving. It would make a great video to work on… in a couple of weeks 
when I wasn't sour about her prowess over me.  
 

“God, I really do wish that I could give you a smack on the bum,” I remarked playfully as I 
wound my hand around her ponytail and gave it a sharp tug. She never looked away from me 
as I did, a little smirk on her face as she appraised me.  
 

"Do you think I was joking when I made the offer?" She asked as she finally turned the 
chair to face me. It was just the right height to bring her exactly to mouth level with my crotch. 
Bella leaned forward, holding my gaze, and smoothed her nose down the front of my jeans 
while she ran a finger up the back of my thigh. I swallowed hard, becoming instantly aroused as 
I watched her.  
 

I had always enjoyed spanking. BDSM, on the whole, was fascinating to me. I had 
always wanted to explore more of it, both sides of being dominated and submitting, but I wasn’t 
sure if there was anyone that I would ever feel comfortable doing that with. Vicky and I had 
played at mild bondage, like most couples who had been together for a little while, but it wasn’t 
anything too wild. I wasn’t sure what Bella was into. We hadn’t discussed it much, though she 
seemed to love all the things that I was doing with her. I wasn’t sure that I was confident 
enough, but I wanted to try. I wanted to attempt everything with Bella.  
 

"Would you like it if I were rough with you?" I asked as I moved my thumb over her lips. 
She drew it into her mouth and began to suckle on it softly. My breath caught in my throat as 
she licked her tongue over the tip. Pulling it from her lips, I traced them before moving over her 
chin until I held her tiny neck in my large hands. I knew as I squeezed that I could easily snap 
her neck. She trusted me completely. "I don't want to hurt you."  



 
“I don't think you're capable of that,” she answered without a doubt.  

 
"I don't think that's true," I replied as I squeezed to make a point. I moved my thumb over 

her lips lightly once again.  
 

Her eyes grew mischievous, and she bit me, drawing her teeth over my thumb hard. I 
hissed in pleasure. When I grabbed her chin so that she couldn't again, Bella smiled 
triumphantly.  
 

“I want to feel your hands on my skin long after I'm gone. I want to see your marks all 
over my body,” she said in a voice that dripped sex and wanting.  
 

The idea of marking her as mine for weeks to come was too tempting.  
 

Well, if she wanted me to be a caveman…  
 

I picked her up easily and threw her over my shoulder. Bella let out a playful squeal 
before it dissolved into a happy giggle. I could tell this was going to be so much fun. I smacked 
her exposed cheek, her dress catching under her stomach. She was wearing the pink lace 
panties that I had picked out again. And I knew that she was wearing them for me.  
 

Her ass looked so good that I couldn’t resist biting it. It was so perfectly soft and round. 
She kind of laughed until my teeth sunk in, changing into a gasp in her throat. Once again, I 
spanked her, my palm connecting harder with her skin this time. She moaned softly, her fingers 
twisting into my shirt as she held onto me.  
 

“Is that what you would like, my darling?”  
 

"Harder," Bella urged softly. I did, earning a soft gasp. "Harder," she begged. I did as she 
asked, making her moan in pleasure. It was harder than I would have expected her to like. 
"Yes… Please.” 
 

I knew exactly what I wanted to do. I went to my couch and carefully arranged her so 
that she was over my knees, her ass high in the air as I pushed her dress away. She was giving 
me full access to play with her, and I was going to take full advantage of that. I touched and 
massaged every inch of her ass and thighs, squeezing the softness. Every strike made my 
fingers tingle, leaving red marks in my wake. 
 

I was enjoying it far too much. I allowed myself to go farther and farther, her moans 
spurring me on. Slowly running my hand up her smooth back before I grabbed a handful of her 
hair so that I could watch her expression, I let myself get completely into our play.  
 



"Your skin is turning red..." I breathed as I looked at all the quickly fading marks that I 
was putting on her skin, my eyes raking over the fabric of her very wet panties. "Shall I stop?" I 
asked teasingly, hoping that she would allow me to continue as I pulled the lace over the curve 
of her ass. I had the irresistible urge to kiss it.  
 

"No," she insisted instantly as I pecked there. I smiled to myself as I sat up and slapped 
where I had just lovingly kissed her cheek. She whimpered into the couch. “Mmm… yes!” 
 

She moaned so loudly at my rough touch, squirming and bucking up towards every 
strike. I wondered if she could feel my painful erection rubbing against her stomach and breasts. 
I would very much like to do this again with her with nothing in between. I would have cum 
simply from the friction.  
 

Then I removed her pretty pink panties, finding new places to spank and touch. Finally, I 
couldn’t resist her wetness anymore.  
 

“You are so delicious. Fuck, I love how that feels,” I moaned as I pushed a finger inside 
of her. She was beyond wet, and she responded immediately. I added another, making her 
groan loudly into the cushions, twisting and pushing in and out of her quickly.  
 

I wasn't sure how she was enjoying herself as much as I was, but clearly, Bella did. I 
wondered if she could get herself off like this, laying on top of me as she was with my fingers 
inside of her from behind.  

 
“I want you to play with yourself,” I stated as I pulled her hair back. She wantonly 

moaned, her eyes sliding closed as she pushed her hand underneath her body and the fabric of 
her dress bunched under her.  
 

“Please, please, please,” she begged between moans, her body getting tight very quickly 
as she came on my fingers. She twisted away automatically when she finished, it was so 
intense.  
 

Bella moved quickly to sit back on the couch on her knees so that she could help me 
free my aching cock. She made a hungry sort of sound as she took me into her mouth. My head 
fell back against the couch, trying my hardest not to grab the back of her head and fuck her 
roughly like I wanted to.  
 

But what she was doing to me was so much better, though. Bella used her teeth and 
tongue, playing with the tip aggressively.  
 

“Oh, God.” The words echoed in my ears. 
 



I needed to distract myself, or I would finish way too soon. So I started to focus on her 
ass again. I began squeezing and massaging before dipping back between her legs. She was 
incredibly wet, and it was so easy to slide in just the right way. Bella moaned, humming around 
me. She came again violently and it gushing around my hand after just a few moments of 
playing with her. There was so much of it. It dripped down her legs to her knees and soaked her 
dress.  
 

Holy fuck. I fucking loved it.  
 

I pulled her up by the hair before I knew what I was doing and roughly brought her into a 
kiss. I needed her mouth on mine. Her fingers clung to my shoulders. Picking her up, I had her 
straddle my lap as we continued to kiss.  
 

When I began to peck along her neck, she reached between us and took me in her tiny 
hand so that she could jerk me off. Her skin was soft and warm as well as wet from playing with 
herself. I bit down on her bare shoulder as feral noises rumbled from my chest. All I could do for 
the moment was hold onto her, tightening my grip.  
 

Then she began to rub my cock against her clit, jerking me against her wetness. Bella’s 
eyes closed, and her mouth formed an O as she used me to pleasure herself. It was gorgeous. 
She was barely able to keep herself upright, her skin hot pink and dotted with sweat.  
 

I slid my hand around her fingers, taking over so that I could go as fast I wanted to 
against her lips. She pushed her face into my neck, kissing and nipping as she cried out my 
name in my ear.  
 

Bella’s head fell back, her dress still bunched up around her hips as I savagely 
masturbated against her. Once again, I felt her hard orgasm dripping down on us both, driving 
me to my own. She quickly grabbed my face, pulling me into a desperate kiss.  
 

I couldn't stop touching her, my hands finding her ass. I was still savagely horny, my 
desire not satisfied.  
 

“Goddamn. You turn me on more than any woman I've ever met. I want to make you 
cum again. I love it so much. I want to bury my face between your legs and see how many more 
times I can get you off with my mouth,” I confessed as I wound my fingers into her hair. She 
moaned her approval of the idea.  
 

I rearranged us on the couch so that I was on top of her as we continued to kiss. 
Pushing her hands above her head, she smiled against my mouth as her hips pushed up 
towards mine. 
 



I was desperate to taste her like this, hot, wet, and literally dripping with both of our cum. 
I moaned as soon as my tongue touched her. It turned me on so much. I wanted every single 
drop of her, of us, mixed together. Every inch of her was explored and probed, licked, kissed, 
and touched. Finally, I pushed my fingers inside of her, hoping to feel her orgasm again.  
 

"Fuck," she whispered as her first hit her, her fingers in my hair as she writhed. "Oh," she 
sort of laughed as her back arched up, squeezing tightly around her fingers. It was gentle, and I 
nursed it slowly until she relaxed back on the couch. I knew that she could handle more, though. 
"Edward," she shuddered as my name fell from her lips with her second. I was less delicate this 
time, moving faster as I sucked on her clit until she was bucking up off the sofa and screaming 
my name. I felt so lost in what I was doing what that I lost count of how many times she came 
around me.  
 

Then she tried to twist away. I don't know what kind of confidence came over me, but I 
lifted up and pulled her back into place with my hand on the back of her neck. "No. One more," I 
demanded against her mouth, rubbing my now recovered erection against her very sensitive 
and wet clit again. I would have fucked her hard, but we didn't have any condoms, and I wasn't 
going to stop to go into the bedroom.  
 

We were both squirming and calling out each other's names as we both came again. I 
felt her give me what I wanted freely as if her body would do whatever I wanted.  
 

Afterward, I suddenly felt frail. My arms gave out as I buried my face in Bella's neck. I 
could have stayed like that forever. 
 

Well, that was incredibly erotic and fun.  
 

I lifted up to look at her face, smiling a little as I lightly kissed her lips.  
 

“I might have ruined your couch,” she joked, after a few minutes of our wonderful 
cuddling.  
 

“I doubt it but worth it,” I smiled to myself. “Remind me to just hide condoms all over the 
house, so I can fuck you in every room.” 
 

"Yes, sir," she said as she playfully high-fived me. I laughed a little as I brought her 
closer to my body. I felt so good. Literally, I was on cloud nine.  
 

She began playfully in a sweet tone. "Quick question, did you take a class or were you a 
lesbian in a past life? Because damn. I don't think a man has ever done those things to me."  
 

“Oh. Um,” I kind of laughed nervously. “I uh… really? It's okay? I'm doing well?” What I 
was doing was more for me than her, selfishly. I needed her taste on my tongue.  



 
She lifted up and made a little face like I was being almost stupid. “How many times did I 

cum?” 
 

“I don't know, to be honest,” I admitted.  
 

“Neither do I. I lost count. That's the point.”  
 

I couldn't help but smile at her words. I loved what she did for my confidence levels. 
Bella leaned in slowly and lightly kissed me before resting her forehead against mine. I would 
have been happy to stay there for the rest of forever with my scorching hot girlfriend in my 
junk-crammed office on my comfortable overstuffed couch.  
 

“I'm really sticky,” she breathed, glancing over at me with wide eyes.  
 

I might have been happy to lay in my own spunk, but, of course, she was not. She must 
have felt slimy all over. I know that I did. I sat up quickly. "Oh. Right. Why don't we take a bath?"  
 

I had never once used my bathtub before. I wasn't against them, I just usually felt 
awkward in them. But I wanted to with her. I liked watching the bubbles slip down her skin. She 
lounged on me in the water, her little foot brushing against my calf.  
 

"So, I'm not working any Wednesday already, but I've decided to take Thursday off as 
well. I have to work on Friday, but I already arranged it so that I don't have to go in until after 
your flight," I let her know. I could film myself eating dumb shit and hurting myself after she left. 
There wasn’t a need to hide in front of the camera anymore.  
 

She looked back at me over her shoulder. “I don't mind that you work. I understand.” 
 

"But I'm always working, and I want to spend the last two days with you before you 
leave. I'm already dreading it. So, I want to spend every possible second with you. I'll never get 
my fill, but I'm going to have to try."  
 

"I am too," she admitted, looking away from me. "But it might be a good thing. We're 
moving so fast, and we need to go back to our normal lives to see if we can make it work 
outside of this weird little bubble that we've created. We've been together two weeks solid now, 
we need time to process our feelings on our own."  
 

"I don't think you have to leave for that." If she needed space, I could get her an 
apartment in LA. She didn't need to leave the state.  
 

“It's not for forever. You'll hopefully be able to stay for a few days at Thanksgiving.” 
 



It seemed so far away, and I already missed her, even if she was still sitting nude in my 
lap.  
 

“What about after that?” 
 

“I think we need to get closer to Thanksgiving to figure that out. We don't exactly know 
your work schedule,” she answered very practically. Annoyingly so. I sighed a little.  
 

“I suppose you're right. I'll be filming for a week in December, mid-month. I know that at 
least. I've got a small part I'm shooting for.” 
 

“What will you be filming?” She asked curiously.  
 

“It's a tech drama. I'm not sure it has a title yet. I'm not the lead, obviously. I'm the bad 
guy's number one henchman,” I joked. I wasn’t actually sure what my name was. They weren’t 
going to be giving me my lines until I got on set. Everything was real hush-hush. “Most of that 
shooting will be several fight scenes. I've got some training for it next month in November. I've 
never done anything like it before.” 
 

“That sounds like fun, though,” she sweetly stated. “Who is the lead?” 
 

“Matt Damon. I get to film with him four of the days. Oscar Isaac is the bad guy boss that 
I work for. Jodie Foster is in it, too. I have a scene with her too where I kill her. But it's quick. I 
just basically shoot her in the head after a witty one-liner,” I explained, freaking out inside. I sure 
hoped that it was witty. Honestly, I was telling her things that I shouldn’t have, but she wouldn’t 
tell anyone. I had never worked with such big stars before. All of them were amazing actors and 
in a different league than me. I felt so out of place and wasn’t sure if I would be able to pull it off.  
 

“That seems so exciting,” Bella breathed as she pressed her soft lips to my cheek. “So 
many good actors.” She was referring to me as one of those good actors. I didn’t believe that for 
a second.  
 

“I never expected to be a real actor. I just wanted to do voices,” I admitted. Bella looked 
back at me, her eyes were worried.  
 

“You don't have to do things you don't like, Eddie.” 
 

She had a point, but I wanted to branch out, though. Actually, I did enjoy acting. I just 
hated the other stuff that came with it. I leaned my head back, thinking of how I wanted to 
answer her. “I don't dislike it. I don't know. It's complicated. I feel like a fraud. And I hate feeling 
like meat. And I hate being with the press. With a few exceptions.” I moved my hand so that the 
bubbles dripped over her skin. She shook her head at my words.  
 



"You're not a fraud. You worked very hard, and you are a very talented entertainer."  
 

I lifted up so that I could look at her. She truly meant it. I leaned in and kissed her cheek, 
pressing my nose against it for a long moment before I brought my chin to her shoulder. I 
wondered if Bella knew what she was doing for me. How she was making me feel.  

 
“You make me feel so confident. I think you could encourage me to do anything. I need 

you to be around all the time to just be my personal cheerleader.” 
 

“It's just because you're all euphoric from the new romance chemicals in your brain,” she 
quipped. 
 

“Are you not?” I asked anxiously. Was I the only one falling? I knew that I was in love 
with her, but the way she looked at me… I felt like she was too, but I wasn’t sure. I hoped.  
 

“I didn't say that I wasn't, I just know what it is. I understand, though. What it's like to 
have someone be unconditionally supportive and encouraging. Alice is my cheerleader, to use 
your word. I hope I can continue to be yours,” she said soothingly. They were the perfect words.  
 

I kissed her ear lightly. I was so glad that one of us knew what they were doing. “I think 
I'm going to like her. And I adore you.” 
 

I love you.  
 

She kissed my knuckles, much like she had the day of the jump, and tugged my hand 
around her waist as she snuggled in closer to me. Bella tilted her head up to smile at me a little. 
"Yeah, I like you, too. You're kinda cute," she remarked teasingly, lightly. She wiggled her ass 
on my lap, making me chuckle. She smoothed her fingers over my cheek. "I really do, Edward."  
 

I spent the following day doing the most boring voice-overs for ads. I was doing a whole 
series of commercials for Lays for Super Bowl ads. It was crazy repetitive, but I was making a 
shit load of money. It did go on much longer than I would have liked it too, though.  
 

Bella said that she had dinner half-started and waiting for me when I texted her. I sent 
Jasper a message asking about his day before I began to drive. He sent a message but got sent 
an automatic text that I couldn’t answer. So, he called. I put it over the speaker.  
 

"Hello, darling," he chirped.  
 

“What are you doing?” 
 

“Taking a lunch break. What about you?” 
 



“Just got out of the box. Heading home now. How are you doing?” 
 

“Good. Tired. Working too much. The regular. Dad came by last night,” he sighed 
heavily. “You know how that is.” 
 

“Tell me you didn’t give him more money,” I complained. He didn’t answer. “It’s not 
helping him, Jasper.” 
 

“Alright, but would you say no to your mum if she asked you for some cash?” 
 

"My mum would rather eat her Prada handbag than ask for a handout, but I know what 
you mean. It's just not fair to you. I hate it so goddamn much. Do you need any help with 
anything?" He had already gone into debt for the man, and it made me furious.  
 

“Tony, don’t.” 
 

I began right away, ignoring him, “I’m serious. Say the word, and-” 
 

“Stop it!” He growled. “I’d rather eat your mother’s purse too than take your handout.” 
 

"Then come work for it," I whined. I hated having this stupid fight over and over again. I 
wasn't going to give up, and we both knew that. We had it the six months leading to my moving, 
and we were going to have it until I got my way.  
 

"Oh, stuff it. That isn't working," he grunted.  
 

I stopped at a red light, staring at the display with Jasper's name written across it on my 
dashboard. I wanted to reach through it as smack him. That was the fucking point. It was work 
that was fun, so it didn't feel like it. I flipped off the screen with both fingers until the light turned 
green.  
 

“Fine! Just fucking ask for help if you need it. Okay? Don’t be proud. You’re not your dad 
if you ask for help.” 
 

He sighed. “I don’t need your therapist routine right now, Tony.” 
 

“It’s because I care about you,” I sighed in return. “You know that, right?” 
 

“I know. I do. It’s nice. Just don’t. Okay?” 
 

“You could consider it a loan,” I offered instead, trying it from a different angle.  
 

“Stop,” he laughed. “Why are you so relentless?” 



 
"It's how I get what I want. And I want you. Here. With me." There was a long pause. "It 

would be so much fun. Fucking come on!"  
 

“Oh, I have no doubt,” he said under his breath. “I need to get back to work. Are you 
home yet?” 
 

I wanted to pout and flip him off again, but I was in the middle of driving. "Almost."  
 

“Still in love?” He asked to distract me. He didn’t want to go back to work, just get me to 
stop bugging him.  
 

I laughed, giving in to him a little. I didn’t want to stop talking either. “Yeah. I am. This girl 
makes me feel like Superman. She’s everything that you could want in a person.” 
 

“God, you’re such a sap now. I hope that I find someone who can turn me into such an 
idiot,” he teased.  
 

"You're always an idiot around me, so…" I trailed off jokingly. He laughed quietly. "Wait! 
Do you love me, darling?" I said in a baby voice.  
 

“No,” he snapped before abruptly hanging up on me.  
 

“Send a text message to Jasper,” I commanded my phone as I continued to drive. “Your 
mustache is stupid. Send.” I chuckled to myself.  
 

When I got to the house, I had a picture waiting for me of an extreme close up of his 
face, in the sunshine with his sunglasses. He was flipping me off in the photo, his finger 
reflected in his shades twice. It was almost artistic. He always had a good eye.  
 

The house smelled amazing when I got in. Bella had made fresh pita bread and hummus 
for Tyler and Lauren’s party. She told me about her day while we drank, and she cooked. She 
put the meal together very quickly, making me some delicious steak fajitas for dinner. Listening 
to her talk just seem to suck all my stress away. I wanted to get lost in her words as she told me 
about the art that she obviously loved. 
 

“Bella, I'm already so spoiled to your cooking,” I admitted to her after finished eating. We 
were sitting outside again, her leaning into my side on the loveseat beside me. I pressed my 
face into her hair, breathing her in deeply. She smelled like bread from all of her baking. “How 
am I supposed to go back to take out now?” 
 

"Good! Good! It's all part of the plan," she taunted playfully. I laughed a little. She was 
joking, but I couldn't help but think about our future.  



 
“Mm, make him too fat to get away?” I asked in a mischievous voice. 

 
"Yessss," she said wickedly as she moved her hand over my stomach. "Exactly." Bella 

was showing out for me. I loved it. I could do it too.  
 

"Yay, fat!" I decided to be an idiot for her and clap. She smirked. "I look forward to my 
epic dad bod, darling," I stated very sarcastically. She was never going to meet chubby Tony. 
 

No way. No how. Over my lean dead body.  
 

“Hm, how long do you think it'll take? Nine months? Talk about food babies,” she 
remarked as she poked me.  
 

“Six. I'm an overachiever.” I rubbed my stomach to make a point. She giggled at my 
stupidity.  

 
“I don't think it will be that quick. Maybe after six months of living together straight.” 

 
The idea of living with Bella sounded terrific. We already were, sort of. But was there a 

future where we were going to be living with each other? Was she already thinking of that too? I 
wondered if that was something she would want. I breathed her scent in again, closing my eyes 
as I pushed my face into her beautiful thick curly hair.  
 

“I like the sound of that.” 
 

“Too soon,” she answered as she patted my thigh tenderly. She was right, of course. 
 

“I know, I just like how it sounds,” I said as I pulled back to look at her. Her eyes were so 
lovely, looking up into mine. I couldn’t resist her lips a moment longer, kissing her with all my 
hope and desire for whatever future we were going to have together.  
 

 
This goes with episode 21 of Imperfect Pictures! 
 
 


