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        I’d been teasing him for too long.

        My twin brother took it as an invitation to claim me. 

        Now he’s buried so deep inside me, sin is the only thing keeping us together.
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          LILA

        

      

    

    
      He was the first thing I saw when I walked into the kitchen that morning. Shirtless, sweat-slicked, and drinking straight from the carton of orange juice like no one else used the damn thing.

      I hated that I stared. That my eyes tracked the way the muscles in his back flexed as he lowered the carton, the way a drop of juice trailed from his lip and down his jawline. He wiped it with the back of his hand, completely unaware of the war he started in my body.

      My brother Eli.

      “Morning, princess.”

      I’d hated that nickname until… I didn't. Until one day, his words made my pussy wet and my nipples hard.

      When I didn't respond, he turned around slowly, like he knew the effect he had on me. And he probably did. I didn’t bother hiding it anymore, not when I saw him eye fucking me more than one time.

      The smirk he wore was lethal, always had been, and my thighs clenched and my pussy got soaked. “You should put a shirt on,” I said softly. “You’ll get sweat everywhere.” I wanted to lick those droplets off his perfect, muscular chest and swirl my tongue around his nipples.

      “You know you like it.”

      I wanted to seem disgusted, but we were far beyond pretending any longer.

      I walked past him to get to the fridge, trying not to breathe in his scent—that wild, masculine cologne and sweat combo that smelled far too good. But he blocked my way with one arm on the counter.

      “You’re up early.”

      I didn’t answer. His voice was low, that deep timbre that I thought about at night as I rubbed my clit and got myself off to nasty images of my brother fucking me.

      At twenty, I was in college and should have been looking at guys who weren’t related to me. But when I stared at my twin brother, older by only five minutes … no one compared to him.

      I didn't want anyone else.

      “I heard you come in last night,” I said instead.

      Eli smirked. “Yeah?”

      “You were drunk,” I said matter-of-factly.

      “Sometimes people get drunk, Lila.”

      I should’ve moved. Should’ve shoved past him and pretended I didn’t feel the static electricity between us like we were standing in the center of a storm. But I didn’t. I stood there staring, breathing harder than I wanted to.

      This low hum left him. “You think about me?”

      My heart thudded. Was this the moment where everything was laid out? It terrified me, and I whispered, “Don’t.”

      “Why not?” he said, edging nearer. “Scared of what you’ll say? What you’ll admit?”

      “Stop, Eli,” I whispered again, but there was no heat in my words. “You’re my brother. My twin.”

      Eli smirked, but there was something darker beneath it. “You ever think about how you’re meant for someone?”

      My mouth dried after hearing his words. I didn’t know how to respond, but I knew what he meant. I felt that when I was near him.

      Eli looked at me like he could see right through me—every dirty thought I’d ever tried to bury, every night I imagined what it would be like if we weren’t who we were.

      “I don’t know what the hell you’re even talking about.”

      His chuckle and words followed me down the hall. “You sure as fuck do, little sister. And the sooner you give in, the better it’ll be.”
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          ELI

        

      

    

    
      I shouldn’t have followed her.

      But I did.

      Her bedroom door was cracked open just enough to tempt me. I was drunk on the idea of fucking my sister in the nastiest way possible

      All I could think about was the way her cheeks flushed when she got mad or the way her eyes widened when I got too close to her. My cock was raging hard and dripping cum whenever I was near Lila, and I was done denying myself.

      She was a drug I couldn’t quit, and I was ready to overdose.

      I peeked through the small gap in the door, watching Lila from the dim shadows of the hallway. The pale, early morning rays of sun peaked through her lace curtains, casting a soft glow on her beautiful face. She sat on her bed, legs crossed, sketching in that damn notebook she always carried. Her auburn hair was tied on top of her head in a messy knot, her long neck tilted to the side in a sexy pose.

      Vulnerable.

      Gorgeous.

      God, I wanted her.

      Not in some soft, sweet way, either.

      I wanted to fuck her. Ruin her for anyone else. I wanted to make Lila scream my name like it was a sin. Because wanting her the way I did was the biggest sin of all.

      I pressed my fingers to her door and pushed it open. It creaked on its hinges, and she looked up, startled. Her lips parted in a way that made my cock thicken and tent in my sweatpants, my cockhead poking out of my waistband.

      Our parents worked early hours, gone before the sun even rose, so crossing the line right now, although taboo, would go unseen.

      I stepped in and shut the door behind me.

      “Eli, what the hell are you doing?” Her notebook slid off her lap and hit the floor with a dull thud.

      “Do you think about me?” I asked, my bare feet sounding heavy against the wooden floor.

      She nodded, slow and wary. “I mean, yeah. You’re my brother.”

      My cock jerked. I could see in her eyes she knew exactly what I meant… and it wasn’t about being siblings.

      “Lila,” I growled her name and watched as her pulse beat at the base of her neck. I moved  until I stood between her knees, my presence crowding her—no doubt overwhelming her.

      “Am I too close?”

      “Yes,” she whispered, but she didn’t mean it.

      I crouched down so we were eye to eye. “Liar.”

      Her eyes were full of anticipation and nervousness, her chest rising and falling too fast. “We can’t, Eli.”

      That’s all I needed to hear. “We already are.” My hands moved on their own. One slid into her hair, fisting it gently but firmly at the back of her head, tugging slightly. The other gripped her thigh, my fingers digging into her soft skin.

      Lila didn’t stop me or pull away. Her breath hitched as I leaned in, our noses almost touching.

      “Say you don’t want me,” I whispered, my voice a low growl that made her visibly shiver.

      She didn’t. Instead, she grabbed my shirt and kissed me like she was starving, drawing my tongue into her mouth and sucking it like it was my cock.

      All of my blood rushed to my dick, and I almost passed out from the pleasure that coursed through my body. Cupping her face with both of my hands, I kissed her back, unrestrained and unhinged, like I’d waited my whole life for this moment.

      The taste of her, the feel of her—everything was too much and not enough. My hands glided under her shirt, sliding up her sides, feeling the heat of her silky skin. Her nails raked down my back, the sting and burn urging  me on. I groaned into her mouth, the sound raw and primal.

      I was so fucking hard. All I could think about was pressing her legs open and shoving my fat dick inside of her tiny cunt.

      I broke our kiss only long enough to yank her shirt over her head and toss it aside. The thin, lacy nothingness of Lila’s bra pulled tightly across her luscious mounds. I ripped the fucker off and attacked her tits with my mouth—sucking and biting, her nipples like granite pebbles under my slick tongue.

      She cried out, her hands gripping my hair, pulling me closer.

      “Eli,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “This is so wrong.”

      I ignored that and demanded, “Say my name again,” I ordered, my hands slipping under her little sleep shorts, finding the wet, creamy heat of her cunt through her panties.

      “Eli,” she mewled, her hips rocking against my hand.

      With a few quick motions, I had her panties and shorts off, the sound of the fabric tearing making her whimper.

      I pushed her back on the bed, shoved her legs apart, and crouched between them. I inhaled her sweet, moist pussy musk. God, she was so fucking hot, her glistening juices filling between her lips and sliding down to the crack of her ass.

      “You’re soaked,” I said, my voice thick with desire. I dragged my tongue up her slit, tasting her, savoring her.

      Lila cried out, her hands grabbing at the sheets. “Oh my God, Eli.”

      I ate out my sister’s little snatch like a man possessed. Lick. Thrust. Twirl. My tongue fucked her like it had a mind of its own. I lapped at her clit, sucking it into my mouth. Her thighs trembled and wrapped around my head, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

      “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking.

      I didn’t. I couldn’t. Her cunt was mine, and I was going to make her come until she screamed.

      When her orgasm hit, it hit her hard, her body arching off the bed, her little, pink slit clenching around my tongue.

      “Oh… Oh Eli,” she cried, my name spilling from her lips like a broken prayer to a god who wasn’t giving mercy.

      I didn’t give her a chance to recover. I stood, shoving my sweats down and off, my cock hard and aching as it bounced out and free. Pre-cum already leaked from the swollen slit. And then I was on the bed, turning her around and dragging her up to her knees, spreading her wide open for me. I couldn’t resist. I slapped her round, firm cheek with one resounding smack.

      Lila gasped as my hands quickly gripped her hips and angled her ass high in the air, her cunt still sopping wet from her first orgasm from me. My cock throbbed, beads of cum dripping down the shaft, soaking her gray sheets.

      I couldn’t wait any longer.

      Her body trembled with anticipation. I spat into my hand, rubbing the slickness over my cock, the mix of spit and cum making it shine under the soft light. I spit on her asshole over and over again until she was drenched in my saliva so I’d be able to slide through her tight, virgin hole without much resistance.

      “Eli,” she said nervously. Lila looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes wide. “W-What are you doing?” 

      I leaned down, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “You’re gonna take my cock in that tight, little ass, aren’t you?” She shivered, nodding wordlessly, her body trembling with anticipation.

      Spreading her cheeks open, I dribbled a line of saliva from my mouth down to through the crack of her ass. I rubbed the slickness over her asshole then pushed my finger in, slowly thrusting it in and out. She gasped, her hips jerking forward as I teased her, lubing her with my spit and finger fucking her until she was ready for me.

      I pressed the head of my cock just inside her tight hole, feeling her clench around it, and I groaned, my breath hitching. 

      “Relax,” I murmured, my voice rough but tender. I pressed in slowly, her tight ass stretching around my cock, my pre-cum smearing against her skin. She cried out, her fingers flexing against the bed, but she didn’t tell me to stop.

      I fucked her ass slow at first, giving her time to adjust to my giant dick, but soon, I was slamming into her, my balls slapping against her soaked cunt. I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t thrust slowly even though I knew that’s what she needed.

      Her moans filled the room, her body shaking with every thrust, every drop of cum dripping out of me and into her marking my sister as mine.

      I reached around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing it gently but quickly. I knew she’d come for me again. I needed her to. So I focused on getting her off until she fell over the edge.

      Lila’s ass clenched around my cock, and she chanted some undecipherable words under her breath, lost in her ecstasy.

      My cock throbbed in her, and I pulled out so I could watch my cum leaking from the tip, glistening as it dripped between her cheeks. I smeared it along and in her asshole.

      “Fuck, you’re mine,” I snarled, pushing back into her balls deep and slapping her ass until her pretty skin was red.

      My thrusts grew harder, more desperate, my cock slick with my saliva and jizz. I reached down between her folds and swiped up some of her wetness. Quickly pulling out of her ass, I stretched her cheeks open again. I spit and smeared her slick cum over her gaping asshole, making her nice and juicy for me.

      She was completely undone, her body trembling with pleasure, her moans growing louder with every stroke.

      “Eli,” she begged, her voice breaking, her body arching as another orgasm tore through her.

      I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Her ass was too tight, too perfect, every drop of cum leaking from my cock a testament to how much I needed her.

      I fucked her until she was begging for mercy, her body twitching with overstimulation, her cries of pleasure music to my ears.

      But this was about me getting off now. I shoved my fingers into her mouth, making her suck on them as I pummeled her slippery asshole.

      She whimpered, the sound raw, her body completely surrendering to me. I kept fucking her, my cock pulsing with every thrust.

      “Mine,” I fisted her hair in my other hand and feeling like a wild animal burst free from me.

      Lila’s moans filled the room, her body shaking with every thrust, every drop of spit and precum making it easier to fuck her harder, deeper. 

      “God, your ass is so fucking tight,” I ground out, my hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto my cock with every thrust. She cried out, her nails digging into the sheets, her body completely surrendered to me.

      I could feel her clenching around me, her cunt dripping with arousal and pooling beneath her as I fucked her relentlessly.

      “You like that?” I demanded, my voice thick with desire, my cock pulsing inside her. “You like my cock in your ass?”

      “Yes,” she whimpered, her voice breaking, her body vibrating with pleasure. 

      I wanted to fill her ass with my jizz, but instead, I pulled out, my cock glistening with her juices and my spit and cum, her tiny back hole gaping slightly, marked by my relentless need for her.

      “Turn around,” I growled.

      I gave her ass another swat before she obeyed. Now on her back, her legs fell open, her cunt shining with her arousal.

      I shifted over her so my cock bobbed in her face, slick from just being in her ass. “Lick it clean.” Her wide eyes stared up at me like she was possibly going to deny me. Not a fucking chance.

      I gripped her jaw and made her open her mouth, silently telling her to obey me. And when she finally sucked on my cock, licking all that wetness off, I felt my balls draw tight. I was moments away from coming.

      I pulled out of her wet mouth and, without waiting, shoved my dick into her little pussy, the wet heat of her cunt making me groan.

      “Fuck, you’re just as tight as your asshole,” I said, my thrusts hard, fast, and unforgiving.

      She wrapped her legs around my waist, her nails scraping over my chest and pinching my nipples. I sucked in a sharp breath, my fucking stuttering a fraction of a second before looking down into Lila’s beautiful face. She silently begged for more, her eyes wild with desire.

      I fucked her until she came again, her cunt squeezing and milking my cock, her screams music to my ears.

      She shifted under me, forcing me to pull out, my cock throbbing, and she sat up, wrapping her lips around my slick length, sucking me deep into her mouth once more.

      “Suck me deep, sis,  and swallow my load,” I growled, my hand grabbing the back of her head, forcibly moving her mouth back and forth on my dick.

      She did, her tongue sweeping along my length, her eyes never leaving mine.

      “Good girl,” I ordered, my voice rough with satisfaction. I felt my orgasm rise. “Tell me you’re mine,” I said, my fingers tugging at her hair until her head was cocked back as far as it would go, until she had to keep her eyes locked on me.

       “I’m yours,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

      I grabbed my dick, stroked myself, and as if she read my mind, Lila opened her mouth wide, stuck her tongue out, and waited for me to cover her face and lips with my jizz.

      I groaned as hot, white ropes shot out of my cock slit and covered my pretty sister’s face. Thick strings of creamy spunk dropped from her lips, and she greedily licked it up, swallowing her big brother’s massive load.

      “Say it again,” I  demanded.

      “I’m yours, Eli.”

      I leaned down and kissed her, deep and hungry, my cock already hardening again, my cum smearing between our greedy lips and tongues.

      “Now,” I demanded, shifting so my back was resting against the headboard and  she was straddling my lap, “let your twin show you how much he needs in his sister’s hot cunt.”
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          LILA

        

      

    

    
      I should’ve stopped.

      Should’ve come to my senses the second my big brother came into my bedroom.

      But I didn’t want to deny him—or me. I’d wanted for this for far too long.

      Eli tasted like everything I’d ever wanted and wasn’t allowed to have—taboo pleasure. He was rough around the edges and was desire wrapped in something sinful.

      Something totally forbidden.

      And I was so tired of pretending I didn’t want him. I was mentally exhausted trying to convince myself I could have Eli.

      It was wrong. It was crossing every damn line. But all the same, I wanted it, and he’d given it to me.

      There was no going back, and thank God for that.

      I straddled his waist, his cock hard again and damp and hot from fucking my pussy.

      His hands slid up my waist, calloused palms dragging over my bare skin. He made me tremble and ache for more. Eli dragged his lips down my throat, his breath warm against my collarbone, his mouth leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake.

      The way his cock throbbed between my legs caused a wave of pleasure flow through me resulting in wetness dripping from my pussy.

      “You have no idea what you do to me,” he hissed, his voice ragged.

      “Same, big brother. Same.”

      He weaved his fingers in my hair and held me still as he kissed me long and slow. “No one will ever understand or approve of this between us⁠—”

      “I don’t care. I only want you.”

      He growled against my mouth. He wanted this. Me. Just as badly.

      Our mouths moved in sync, desperate and needy. His hands roamed over my body like he was trying to memorize every inch of skin and every curve.

      I clung to his shoulders, my nails digging in, leaving small indentations on his perfect skin. He tugged me tighter against him, grinding up, rubbing his cock along my slippery pussy slit. 

      I cried out, the sound muffled between kisses.

      “You’re mine,” he rasped, his voice low and ragged, his hands gripping my hips so tightly I knew there would be bruises tomorrow. I didn’t care. I wanted the marks, wanted the proof of what we’d done.

      My knees dug into the mattress, my body still trembling from our first round of fucking. His cock slipped back inside of me with a slight shift of our bodies. He was thick and heavy, pulsing as he grew harder for me.

      Our chests were pressed together, slick with sweat, and his lips were on mine, claiming me in a kiss that was more teeth than tongue. I could taste the salt on his skin, could feel the way his breath hitched as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against mine.

      Eli’s hands moved up to cup my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, making me whimper… making them harden. “You’re my filthy, beautiful slut.”

      I moaned, the words sending a shiver down my spine. “God, yes. Yes, I am.” This was wrong, so wrong, and yet, it was the only thing that felt right. 

      I’d spent years denying it, pretending I didn’t feel this way, but now that I had my brother–now that he was inside me–I couldn’t pretend anymore. I wanted this. 

      I wanted him.

      I gasped as I rocked my hips against his. “I’m yours, brother.”

      His head fell back against the headboard, his eyes closing as I started to move, lifting myself up and then sinking back down onto him, taking him deeper with each thrust. Fucking my brother. 

      I could feel him–every inch of him–stretching me, filling me, and it was all I could do to keep from coming again.

      So, I pushed up from Eli’s lap, his dick bobbing free from our connection. I lined up my pussy directly in front of his mouth. “Lick my cunt, brother.” With a shimmer of surprise then excitement in his eyes, Eli stuck his long tongue out and swiped a leisurely line from my pussy hole to my clit, swirling it between my folds and playing with my cunt.

      “Suck it,” I half demanded, half pleaded. And he did just that. Eli swirled his tongue around my little bud a few times before taking it between his teeth and sucking it like a piece of candy. My knees buckled, but Eli kept me standing.

      I arched my back, pressing my pussy firmly against my brother’s mouth, grinding, trying to draw-out my pleasure. With another delicious, hard pull of my clit, he stuck a finger in my ass. A spasm of pure ecstasy tore through me. I came against Eli’s mouth. Fluid shot from my pussy and drenched his face. It gushed down his chin, over his chest, and dripped over his cock. While my body wracked with my orgasm, I was literally shocked. I couldn’t believe I just squirted. On my brother. Was I embarrassed? No. I should be, though, but I’m not.

      Eli licked my clit one last time before pulling his finger out of my ass. “Oh, sweet sis, you surprise me in the best of ways.” Grabbing his cock and spreading my pussy juices along his length, he licked his lips and said, “Now, sit on my dick and fuck me.” I obeyed like a good girl and slowly lowered myself, dragging my tongue over his cheeks, jaw, lips, lapping up my release as I sank my wet pussy over his cock.

      Eli groaned loudly, biting at my neck and twisting my nipples. I felt him—every single thick and long inch of him—stretching me, filling me, and it was all I could do to keep from coming again.

      “Fuck,” he muttered as he started to thrust up into me, matching my rhythm. “Damn, you’re so fucking sexy, Lila.”

      I moaned, my hands braced against his shoulders as I rode him, my body trembling with the strain, brimming with the pleasure that was building inside me. It coiled tighter and tighter with every thrust.

      “Look at you,” he growled, his eyes now opened, dark and hungry as they met mine. “So fucking hot. I can feel how wet and messy you’re getting again. You’re fucking dripping all over me, baby sister.”

      I whimpered, my hips stuttering as his words sent a jolt of lust race through me. His hands tightened on my hips, lifting me off him, flipping us so that I was beneath him, his body pinning me to the mattress.

      Eli leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “I want to taste you again. I want to taste what I’ll leave all over you.”

      I shivered, my hands tangling in his hair as he moved down my body, his lips trailing kisses along my neck, my breasts, my stomach.

      He paused when he reached the mess between my legs, his breathing intense. He leaned back and started jerking himself off. I was surprised to see long spurts of cum shooting out the tip and landing on my drenched pussy.

      Eli did this until I was covered with it. I was shocked he had anymore jizz left after he covered my face and neck with the thick, white ropes.

      After a long minute, he shifted positioning so his face was between my legs again. His breath was hot and warm, and I gasped, spreading my legs wider.

      My big brother’s tongue darted out to lick up the drops of cum that leaked from between my lips.

      “You taste so fucking good,” he murmured, his tongue lapping at me, his fingers sliding inside me to push his cum into my pussy before curling them and pulling them back out, scooping up the seed.

      He brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean, his eyes never leaving mine. “You taste like mine.”

      I moaned, my hips lifting off the bed as he leaned down again, his tongue plunging into me, tasting me, devouring me. My back arched as he ate me out, eating his cum and mine.

      “Please,” I begged, my voice trembling, my body trembling. “Please, big brother. I need more.”

      He hummed in pleasure, his tongue leaving my cunt as he moved back up my body, his cock sliding back into my pussy with a single, hard thrust.

      I cried out, wrapped my legs around his waist, and held on as he fucked me, rough and fast. Eli’s hips slammed into me with a force that drove the breath from my lungs and pushed me up the bed.

      His lips crashed against mine, and I could taste us—his cum and the flavor of my pussy still lingering in his mouth. He pushed his tongue deeper, and I savored his flavor as it mingled with mine.

      “You like that, don’t you?” he whispered against my lips, his voice low. “Tasting your brother’s cum?”

      I mewled my response.

      “My dirty, little twin.” He kissed me again, his tongue swirling against mine as we shared what he’d taken from me moments before. The act was so filthy. It was wholly and inherently wrong, and yet, it only made me want to get fucked by my brother Eli until I couldn’t walk straight.

      He broke the kiss, his breath hot against my skin as he drove into me harder, deeper. Eli was relentless as he pounded me, my headboard banging on the wall.

      “This is so fucked up,” he groaned, his voice ragged, but the desire laced in it told me even though this was insanity, neither one of us could stop.

      “You’re my sister, and I’m buried inside you. You take every drop of my cum. You’re mine, and you always will be.”

      I clung to him, raking my nails up and down his spine, squeezing and pinching his ass. I knew I’d leave marks on his skin, proof that I’d claimed him as much as he had me. My bedroom was filled with the sound of our bodies slapping together, our moans loud and obscene, and the smell of sweaty, forbidden sex filling the air.

      “Squeeze my cock. Let me feel how much you love being fucked raw by your brother.”

      And I did, my pussy clenching and relaxing around his big dick, milking him for another big load.

      And then I orgasmed, my body convulsing around him as pleasure ripped through me. Eli followed right after, his thrusts erratic and manic as he finally went over the edge and filled me with his hot cum.

      “You’re mine,” he growled as he gripped my wrists, pinning them above my head as he kissed me  deeply. “No one will accept what we have. They’ll never let us be together.”

      “I know,” I whispered.

      “But it doesn't matter. You’re mine no matter what.”

      “Good,” I gasped. Eli let go of my wrists, and I immediately wrapped my arms around him, holding him close. “I only ever want you, big brother.”

      For the first time in years, I felt whole.

      We lay there tangled in each other, hearts pounding. My cheek rested against his chest, and my big brother stroked my spine.

      No words.

      Just silence.

      But I knew we’d broken something this morning—crossed a line that couldn’t be uncrossed. We could never tell anyone this secret. No one would ever understand.

      And I was fine with that. Because I loved Eli, and he loved me. Nothing and no one would ever change that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            EPILOGUE

          

          LILA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One year later

      

      

      We didn’t speak to our parents anymore.

      Not after the shouting. The accusations. The threats to tear us apart. When we packed up and left, it was like setting fire to everything we knew.

      It sucked going no contact with our parents, but we’d had no choice.

      There was no going back. No fixing what was now forever broken.

      But we didn’t want to fix it, to be honest.

      We wanted freedom to love who we wanted to love. So we moved.

      We settled several states away, now living in a place where we knew no one. We didn’t have much of anything, but it was enough. Our place was on a quiet strip of road, the little one bedroom house old and outdated, but it had a garage for Eli to do mechanic work for side projects to make extra money.

      But it was ours, and we were happy.

      I waited tables part-time and took online classes full-time, slowly crawling my way toward a degree in hope I’d be able to help support us and give Eli a little bit of breathing room.

      But through all the chaos, one thing had never changed.

      He loved me. And I loved him, even if the world called it wrong. Even if it was the kind of love people whispered about behind closed doors and called it a sin.

      He was still the only person who ever made me feel like I belonged. And I never wanted to be apart from him.

      I stood at the tiny stove stirring pasta and sensed Eli come up behind me. He wrapped his arms around my waist, and I instantly rested against his strength.

      “Smells good, baby girl,” he murmured, kissing my neck.

      I smiled at his compliment.

      He turned me around slowly, his calloused hands cupping my face. “I missed you. I always do when you’re not with me.”

      “Damn, Eli.” I rested my forehead against his chest and closed my eyes, smelling  his clean, masculine scent.

      He was my home.

      “I love you, Lila.”

      “I love you more.”

      Outside, the world was cruel and judgmental. But inside this little ,shitty house, in the taboo life we built, there was only us.

      Unbreakable and forever.

      
        
        The End.
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