

Black Forbidden Roommate

Sable Kane


Forbidden Bloom Press



This book contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only.

All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are under 18 years of age, or if explicit depictions of adult sexuality, power dynamics, or taboo fantasies offend you, please do not read this book.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission from the author/publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

© 2026 by Sable Kane All rights reserved.

Published by Forbidden Bloom Press

www.forbiddenbloompress.com


Contents



1. The First Morning
2. Close Quarters
3. Blueprint Tension
4. The Bathroom Incident
5. Storm Breaking
6. After the Storm
7. Redesign
More from Sable Kane
About Sable Kane



The First Morning



Claire balanced the last cardboard box on her hip and knocked twice on the apartment door. The hallway smelled faintly of fresh paint and someone’s dinner—garlic and onions. Her arms ached from hauling everything up three flights of stairs, but she refused to set the box down. She was done relying on anyone to carry her weight.

The door opened almost immediately.

Ty Lawson filled the frame.

He was taller than she remembered from the few times she’d seen him at Jasmine’s place—broader too. A simple gray T-shirt stretched across his chest and shoulders, and black joggers sat low on his hips. His dark skin gleamed under the hallway light, and when he stepped back to let her in, the movement revealed the clean, sharp lines of his collarbones and the faint shadow of muscle beneath the thin fabric.

“Hey, Claire,” he said, voice low and even, the kind that seemed to settle somewhere deep in her chest. “You made it. Come on in.”

She stepped past him into the small, one-bedroom apartment. The space hit her immediately—compact, lived-in, unmistakably masculine. A king-sized bed dominated the far wall, dressed in charcoal sheets that looked soft and rumpled. Six feet away, a worn but decent couch faced a low room divider that did almost nothing to create privacy. A drafting table sat near the window, covered in neat stacks of paper and rulers. The air carried the faint scent of cedarwood and coffee.

“This is… cozy,” she said, forcing a smile as she set the box on the coffee table.

Ty rubbed the back of his neck, the motion lifting the hem of his shirt just enough to show a strip of toned stomach and the sharp cut of his hipbone. “It’s small. I know. Jasmine insisted you’d be fine on the couch for a few months. Renovations on your building are supposed to wrap up by early June, right?”

“Supposed to,” Claire echoed. She unzipped her suitcase and began pulling out clothes, keeping her hands busy. “Three months max. I promise I won’t cramp your style.”

He watched her for a moment, arms crossed over his chest. “You’re not cramping anything. You needed a place after… everything with Derek. Jasmine’s my sister. That makes you family. End of story.”

Family. The word landed with a strange weight. Claire nodded, not quite meeting his eyes. She folded a sweater with sharp, precise movements, trying to ignore how close the couch was to his bed. Six feet. Maybe less. In a space this tight, it might as well have been nothing.

Ty crossed to the kitchenette and opened a cabinet. “Bathroom’s shared, obviously. I cleared the left drawer in the vanity for you. Towels are on the top shelf of the linen closet. Kitchen’s stocked—help yourself to whatever. I usually hit the gym early, so mornings might be quiet.”

“Thanks,” she said. Her voice came out softer than she had intended.

He leaned against the counter, studying her. “Are you sure you’re okay with this? Jasmine said you were dead set on handling everything alone.”

Claire straightened, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I am. Was. Am. It’s temporary. I’m not looking for complicated. Not after Derek.”

Ty’s jaw flexed once. Something unreadable passed through his dark eyes. “Good. Neither am I.” He pushed off the counter and picked up the heavy box she’d left on the table like it weighed nothing. The muscles in his arms and shoulders shifted smoothly as he carried it to the corner. When he bent to set it down, the thin joggers pulled tight across his thighs and the unmistakable heavy outline of him pressed against the fabric—thick, relaxed, impossible to ignore in the small space.

Claire’s hands stilled on a stack of sketchbooks. Heat flared low in her belly, sudden and unwelcome. She forced her gaze back to her suitcase.

Ty straightened and turned toward her. “Anything else you need moved tonight?”

“I’m good,” she blurted. “Really. Thank you, Ty.”

He gave a slow nod, the kind that felt like both acknowledgment and warning. “Get some rest. We’ll figure out the rest tomorrow.”

He moved to his drafting table on the far side of the room, giving her what little space the apartment allowed. Claire busied herself making up the couch—pulling out the thin mattress, arranging sheets and a blanket. Every few minutes her eyes drifted to the bed six feet away. To the man moving quietly at his table, broad back to her, the low rhythm of his breathing already filling the apartment like it belonged there.

She changed into an oversized sleep shirt and thin boy shorts in the bathroom, brushed her teeth, and returned to the couch. Ty was already in bed, the lights dimmed to a single lamp on his nightstand. He lay on his back, one arm behind his head, the sheet pulled up to his waist.

“Night, Claire,” he whispered.

“Night, Ty.”

She turned off the lamp and lay down, staring at the ceiling. The couch was surprisingly comfortable, but sleep felt miles away. The apartment was quiet except for the distant hum of the city and the steady sound of Ty’s breathing. She could smell the faint trace of his body wash lingering in the air.

Eventually, exhaustion won. Her eyes drifted shut.

In the early hours, pale morning light filtered through the blinds. Claire stirred, blinking awake. Her gaze landed on the bed six feet away—and froze.

Ty was still asleep on his back. The sheet had slipped low during the night, barely covering his hips. And there, unmistakably, was the thick, heavy shape of his morning erection tenting the thin fabric. It stood proud and insistent, the outline long and wide, curving slightly upward. The head was clearly defined, pressing against the sheet as if it demanded attention. Inches from where her head rested on the couch.

Claire’s breath caught. Heat flooded her face, then her chest, then lower—sharp and liquid between her thighs. She couldn’t look away. Her pulse throbbed in her ears. She had seen nothing quite so… much. The sheer size of him, even covered, made something deep inside her clench with a mix of shock and raw, unwanted hunger.

Oh my God. This is Jasmine’s brother. Off-limits. You’re a guest. You swore off men. You swore off complications.

But her body wasn’t listening. Her nipples tightened against her shirt. A slow, aching throb started low in her belly and pulsed outward. She pressed her thighs together under the blanket, trying to ease the sudden pressure, but the movement only made it worse.

Ty shifted slightly in his sleep. The sheet slipped another inch. The heavy length twitched once, then settled, still obscenely prominent.

Claire swallowed hard. She should look away. She should get up and go to the bathroom. She should do anything except lie here staring at her best friend’s older brother’s massive morning wood like it was the most fascinating thing she’d ever seen.

Instead, she stayed perfectly still, heart hammering, the air in the tiny apartment suddenly thick and charged with everything she refused to name.

From the bed, Ty let out a low, sleepy groan as he began to stir.

Claire’s stomach flipped.

This was only day one.

And three months had never felt so dangerously long.


Close Quarters



Claire stood frozen in the narrow kitchenette, coffee mug clutched like a shield. Sunlight slanted through the blinds, casting long stripes across the tiny apartment. It was barely past seven, and already the space felt smaller than it had last night.

Ty emerged from the bathroom, still damp from his shower. A white towel hung low around his hips, water droplets tracing slow paths down the ridges of his chest and abdomen. The scent of his cedarwood body wash filled the air—clean, masculine, and far too intimate in such close quarters. His skin glowed dark and warm in the morning light.

“Morning,” he said, voice still rough with sleep. He moved toward the counter, reaching for the coffeepot beside her. The towel shifted with each step, threatening to slip.

Claire’s gaze flicked downward before she could stop it. The heavy outline beneath the towel was impossible to ignore—thick even when soft, pressing against the terrycloth with casual confidence. Heat rushed to her cheeks. She forced her eyes back to her mug.

“Morning,” she managed, stepping sideways to give him room. The kitchen was barely wide enough for one person. Their arms brushed. His skin was still warm from the shower, and the contact sent a spark straight down her spine.

Ty poured his coffee, seemingly unaware. Or pretending to be. “Sleep okay on the couch?”

“Fine,” she lied. She had barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, the image of his morning erection tenting the sheet replayed—thick, insistent, mere feet from her face. “The couch is comfortable enough.”

He took a sip, leaning against the counter. The towel rode lower on his hips, revealing the sharp V-cut that disappeared beneath the fabric. Claire’s mouth went dry. She turned away, busying herself with the fridge, but the small space meant she could still feel the heat radiating from his body.

“You’re up early for a graphic designer,” he observed, tone light but curious.

“Habit from deadlines,” she replied, grabbing the creamer. When she straightened, her shoulder grazed his arm again. This time the contact lingered a fraction longer. She caught the faint scent of his skin—clean soap mixed with something warmer, more primal. Her nipples tightened against her thin sleep shirt. “What about you? Architect hours?”

“Site meeting at nine.” Ty set his mug down and reached past her for a banana from the fruit bowl. His chest came within inches of her back. She could feel the warmth of him, the solid presence that made the tiny kitchen feel even tinier. “I’ll try to stay out of your way as much as possible.”

Claire nodded, but her mind was elsewhere. On the way his towel clung to his thighs. On the memory of how that same area had looked tented and proud this morning. On how badly she wanted to know exactly what he looked like without the towel.

Stop. He’s Jasmine’s brother. You’re here because your life fell apart, not to lust after the one man who’s supposed to be off-limits.

She stepped back, but the movement brought her hip into brief contact with his thigh. The towel was thin. She felt the firm muscle beneath—and the slight, heavy weight that shifted against her for half a second.

Ty stilled. His breath hitched, almost imperceptibly.

“Sorry,” she muttered, cheeks burning as she retreated to the couch with her coffee.

“No problem.” His voice had dropped an octave. He adjusted the towel at his waist, the motion drawing her eyes again. The bulge beneath the fabric seemed fuller now, more pronounced. Claire’s thighs pressed together instinctively. A slow, liquid heat pooled low in her belly.

She sat on the edge of the couch, clutching her mug, and pretended to scroll through her phone. Ty disappeared into the bedroom area to dress. She heard the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of drawers opening. Thin walls. Everything was thin here.

When he reappeared, he was in dark jeans and a fitted black button-down that hugged his athletic frame. He looked every bit the successful architect—composed, capable, dangerously attractive. He grabbed his keys from the counter.

“Blueprint revisions start tonight,” he said, pausing at the door. “The landlord wants options for opening up the space once your building’s done. I’ll spread them out on the floor after dinner if that’s okay.”

Claire nodded, not trusting her voice. The thought of him on his hands and knees on the living room floor, inches from her couch, made her stomach tighten with anticipation and dread.

“See you later,” Ty said. His dark eyes lingered on her for a beat too long before he stepped out.

The door clicked shut, leaving the apartment quiet except for the hum of the refrigerator. Claire let out a shaky breath and sank back against the couch cushions. Her body still hummed from the brief contacts in the kitchen—the brush of skin, the heat of him, the impossible-to-ignore weight she’d felt for that split second.

She closed her eyes, trying to push the image away. Instead, her mind supplied the morning sight again: the thick, heavy shape tenting the sheet, so close she could have reached out and touched it.

Her hand drifted between her thighs before she caught herself. No, she was not doing this. Not here. Not with him six feet away every single night.

Claire stood abruptly and headed for the shower. The hot water helped, but only a little. As she dried off and dressed for work—loose blouse and jeans that suddenly felt too tight—she kept glancing toward the bed. The sheets were still rumpled from where Ty had slept. The faint indentation of his body remained.

The day dragged. Client meetings, color palette revisions, endless emails. But in every quiet moment, her thoughts returned to the apartment. To Ty. To the way his joggers had clung to him that morning. To the casual strength in his arms when he’d moved her boxes like they were nothing.

By the time she returned home that evening, the sun had dipped low, painting the apartment in warm amber light. Ty was already there, kneeling on the living room floor. Spread across the hardwood were several large blueprint sheets, overlapping in a chaotic but precise map of the apartment’s current layout and proposed changes.

He wore a simple black tank top and gray sweatpants again. The tank clung to his chest and shoulders, revealing the powerful lines of his arms. When he leaned forward to adjust a sheet, the fabric rode up, exposing a strip of dark skin at his lower back.

“Perfect timing,” he said without looking up. “I need a second pair of eyes. Come see this.”

Claire set her bag down and approached cautiously. The floor was covered. There was no safe place to stand that didn’t put her close to him. She knelt beside him, careful to keep a foot of space between them. The scent of his body wash mixed with the faint smell of ink and paper.

Ty pointed to a section near the current couch area. “If we knock out this non-load-bearing wall, the bedroom gains natural light and you’d have actual room instead of…” He gestured vaguely at the couch.

Claire leaned in to look. Her knee brushed his. Neither pulled away immediately. The contact was warm, solid. She could feel the heat of his thigh through the thin sweatpants.

“It looks good,” she said, voice steadier than she felt. “But the couch area shrinks. Where would I sleep then?”

Ty turned his head. Their faces were suddenly very close. His eyes—deep brown, framed by thick lashes—held hers. “We’d figure something out. Temporary, right?”

“Right,” she whispered.

He didn’t move. She didn’t either. The air between them thickened, charged with eight weeks of future proximity stretching out in her mind. Three months of mornings like today. Three months of shared bathroom, thin walls, and this constant, low hum of awareness.

Ty’s gaze dropped briefly to her mouth, then lower, tracing the line of her blouse where it gaped slightly at the neckline. Claire’s breath caught. Her pulse throbbed between her legs, a slow, insistent rhythm that matched the heavy beat of her heart.

He cleared his throat and looked back at the blueprint. “We should mark the options. I brought colored pencils.”

As they worked side by side on hands and knees, Claire became hyper-aware of every slight movement. The way his arm flexed when he reached across the paper. The way his sweatpants pulled tight across his thighs and the heavy, resting outline beneath whenever he shifted his weight. The occasional brush of his shoulder against hers as they both leaned over the same section.

One time, when they both reached for the same red pencil, their fingers touched. The contact lingered a heartbeat longer than necessary. Claire felt it like a spark—warm, electric, dangerous.

She pulled her hand back first, heart racing.

Ty’s voice was quieter when he spoke again. “You hungry? I can order something.”

“Sure,” she said, grateful for the distraction.

But as they continued working, the tension didn’t ease. It settled deeper, coiling low in her belly like a promise. Every glance, every accidental touch, every shared breath in the cramped space reminded her exactly why this arrangement was going to be pure torture.

And they still had eleven more weeks to go.

Later that night, after Thai food eaten cross-legged on the floor amid the blueprints, Claire lay on the couch in the dark. Ty had gone to bed, the lamp on his nightstand turned low. The sheets on his bed were pulled up to his waist again.

She tried to sleep. She really did.

But when the first faint light of dawn crept in, her eyes opened to the familiar, devastating sight: Ty on his back, sheet slipped low, the thick, heavy length of his morning erection tenting the fabric once more—proud, insistent, and mere feet from where she lay aching and unresolved.

Claire bit her lip hard enough to taste copper.

This was only day two.

And the burn had already begun.


Blueprint Tension



The third morning started the same way the first two had: Claire waking to the sight of Ty’s massive morning erection tenting the thin charcoal sheet, just six feet from her couch.

This time the sheet had slipped even lower. The heavy outline was clearly visible in the soft dawn light—long, thick, the broad head pressing insistently against the fabric like it had its own agenda. A small wet spot had formed near the tip, darkening the material. Claire lay perfectly still, heart hammering, thighs pressed tightly together under her blanket. The ache between her legs was sharper today, more insistent, a deep throbbing need that made her want to clench around nothing.

This is ridiculous. You can’t keep waking up like this. He’s your best friend’s brother. You’re supposed to be recovering, not fantasizing about climbing into that bed and—

Ty stirred with a low groan, stretching his arms overhead. The motion made the sheet slide another dangerous inch. Claire’s breath caught. For one heart-stopping second she thought it might slip off completely. Then his eyes opened.

Their gazes locked.

He froze. Awareness flooded his face. He glanced down at himself, then back at her. “Shit,” he muttered, voice gravel-rough from sleep. One big hand moved to adjust the sheet, but the movement only drew more attention to the thick bulge. “Sorry. Morning wood is… unavoidable.”

Claire’s face burned. She sat up quickly, pulling the blanket around her like armor. “It’s fine,” she said too fast. “Really. It’s your apartment. I’ll… I’ll make coffee.”

She escaped to the kitchen, bare feet silent on the hardwood. Her hands shook slightly as she filled the pot. Behind her, she heard Ty get up, the rustle of fabric as he pulled on sweatpants. When she turned, he was standing at the counter in those same low-slung gray sweatpants and nothing else, the heavy line of his semi-hard cock still visible, pressing against the thin material.

Their eyes met again. The air felt thicker than the steam rising from the coffeemaker.

“Claire,” he started, rubbing the back of his neck. The motion lifted the hem of nothing—there was no shirt to lift—and exposed the full cut of his hips and the dark trail of hair disappearing into his waistband. “If this is too weird—”

“It’s not,” she interrupted, handing him a mug. Their fingers brushed. The contact sent a spark straight to her core. “Temporary. We both know the rules.”

Ty took the mug, his dark eyes searching her face. “Rules,” he repeated, almost to himself. Something flickered in his expression—frustration, maybe, or the same restrained heat she felt simmering under her own skin.

The rest of the morning passed in careful politeness. Ty left for a site visit. Claire worked from the couch, laptop balanced on her knees, trying to focus on client revisions. But her mind kept drifting. To the way his cock had looked tenting the sheet. To the casual strength in his arms when he moved. To how the apartment smelled like him even when he was gone.

By evening, the blueprints were back on the floor.

Ty had come home earlier than usual, carrying takeout bags and a fresh roll of tracing paper. “Landlord wants three different layout options by Friday,” he explained as they ate pad thai cross-legged on the overlapping sheets. “I thought we could rough them out together. Your designer eye might catch things I miss.”

Claire nodded, trying to ignore how close they were. The floor was covered end to end. There was no safe distance. Every time one of them leaned forward, their knees or shoulders brushed. The scent of his body wash mixed with the spicy food and ink.

They worked for over an hour. Claire’s loose tank top rode up whenever she reached across the paper. Ty’s black tank clung to his chest with the faint sheen of sweat from the warm apartment. At one point, as they both studied the same section near the current couch area, Ty shifted onto his hands and knees to point something out.

His body hovered close—too close. Claire could feel the heat rolling off him. When he leaned in further, his thigh pressed firmly against hers. The heavy, warm weight of his cock—still soft but substantial—brushed the side of her hip through the thin sweatpants.

Neither of them moved.

Claire’s breath hitched. Heat flooded her, sudden and liquid. She felt herself grow slick, her body responding instantly to the casual, accidental contact. Ty’s arm tensed beside her head. His breathing had grown deeper, more deliberate.

“Claire,” he said quietly, voice low enough to vibrate through her. “You good?”

She swallowed. “Yeah. Just… tight space.”

He didn’t pull away immediately. The pressure of his thigh remained, warm and solid. She could feel the faint pulse of blood beneath the fabric, the way his body seemed to thicken slightly against her. Her mind flashed to the morning sight—how that same cock looked when fully hard, proud and demanding.

God, what would it feel like if he just—

She shoved the thought down and forced herself to focus on the blueprint. “This wall removal looks good,” she said, voice steadier than she felt. “But the light flow might change. What if we—”

Ty finally shifted back, breaking the contact. The loss left her aching. He cleared his throat. “Good point. Let’s mark it.”

They continued working, but the tension had ratcheted higher. Every small movement now carried weight. When Claire reached for a pencil, her breast brushed his forearm. When Ty stretched to reach the far corner, his hip grazed her ass as she knelt. Each almost-touch built on the last, layering frustration and desire until the air felt electric.

At one point Ty sat back on his heels, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. His tank top had ridden up, exposing a strip of toned stomach. Claire’s gaze lingered on the dark trail of hair, then lower, where the front of his sweatpants had grown noticeably fuller.

He caught her looking.

Their eyes locked. The moment stretched, heavy with everything neither of them was saying. The bro-code. Her recent breakup. The fact that his little sister had arranged this living situation.

Ty’s jaw flexed. “We should probably call it for tonight,” he said, voice rough. “It’s getting late.”

Claire nodded, cheeks warm. “Yeah. Good idea.”

They gathered the pencils in silence. As Ty stood to roll up the larger sheets, Claire remained on her knees, heart pounding. When he bent to help her up, his hand closed around hers—big, warm, steady. He pulled her to her feet with effortless strength. For a second they stood chest to chest, barely an inch apart. She could feel the heat of his body, the rapid beat of his heart, the faint tremor in his arm as he held himself back.

“Night, Claire,” he murmured, not letting go immediately.

“Night, Ty.”

He released her hand and turned toward his bed. Claire retreated to the couch, changing quickly into her sleep shirt and boy shorts in the bathroom before slipping under the blanket.

The lamp clicked off.

In the darkness, the apartment felt even smaller. She could hear every shift of his body in the bed six feet away. Every breath.

Sleep came slowly, filled with restless dreams of strong hands, dark skin against hers, and the heavy weight she kept waking up to every morning.

When dawn light filtered in again the next day, Claire’s eyes opened to the now-familiar sight.

Ty on his back.

Sheet slipped low.

His massive erection tenting the fabric, thicker and more insistent than the day before, the broad head clearly outlined and pointing straight toward her couch.

This time, a soft, involuntary sound escaped her throat—half whimper, half sigh.

Ty stirred at the noise.

His eyes opened.

And for the first time, neither of them looked away immediately.

The tension in the tiny apartment had just crossed into something far more dangerous.

And they still had ten more weeks ahead of them.


The Bathroom Incident



Claire’s fingers trembled as she reached for the bathroom doorknob. It was just past midnight, and the apartment was dark except for the faint blue glow of the city lights bleeding through the blinds. She had woken up thirsty, her throat dry from another restless night filled with fragmented dreams of warm skin and heavy pressure against her body.

She eased the door open quietly, not wanting to wake Ty.

The bathroom light was already on.

Ty stood at the sink in nothing but a pair of black boxer-briefs, brushing his teeth. The tight fabric hugged his athletic frame, clinging to the powerful lines of his thighs and the unmistakable heavy bulge at the front. The outline was thick and prominent, the weight of him clearly visible even when soft. Water droplets from an earlier shower still glistened on his dark shoulders and chest.

He glanced at her in the mirror, toothbrush paused mid-stroke. “Sorry,” he mumbled around the foam. “Couldn’t sleep either?”

Claire froze in the doorway, suddenly hyper-aware of her own thin sleep shirt and boy shorts. The hem of the shirt barely covered the curve of her ass. “I just needed water,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll wait.”

But the bathroom was tiny. There was nowhere to go. She stepped inside anyway, reaching past him for a glass on the shelf. Her hip brushed the front of his thigh. The contact was brief, but she felt the solid warmth of him—and the way the heavy weight in his briefs shifted slightly against her.

Ty stilled. His eyes met hers in the mirror again, darker now. He rinsed his mouth slowly, the movement making the muscles in his arms and back flex. “Claire.”

The way he said her name—low, rough, almost a warning—sent a shiver down her spine. Heat pooled low in her belly, slow and liquid. She filled the glass with water and took a sip, but it did nothing to cool the flush spreading across her skin.

She turned to leave, but he was still blocking most of the doorway. When she tried to slip past, her breasts brushed his chest through the thin cotton of her shirt. Her nipples were already tight, sensitive. The accidental contact made her breath hitch.

Ty’s hand came up instinctively, steadying her at the waist. His palm was large and warm, fingers spanning wide across her hip. For a heartbeat, neither of them moved. The air in the small bathroom thickened, charged with months of swallowed glances and almost-touches.

“You okay?” he asked, voice gravel-rough. His thumb brushed once, almost unconsciously, along the bare skin just above the waistband of her shorts.

Claire swallowed hard. “Yeah. Just… bad dreams.”

His jaw flexed. He didn’t remove his hand. “About Derek?”

She nodded, eyes dropping to his chest. The steady rise and fall of it, the dark skin she wanted so badly to touch. “Among other things.”

Ty’s fingers tightened slightly on her waist. “You deserve better than that asshole,” he said quietly. The protective edge in his voice made something deep inside her soften even as her body burned hotter. “Someone who sees all of you. Not just… what he wanted to take.”

The words landed like sparks on dry tinder. Claire looked up. Their faces were inches apart. She could smell the mint on his breath, the faint cedarwood of his skin. Her gaze dropped involuntarily to the front of his boxer-briefs. The bulge had grown noticeably thicker; the fabric stretching as he hardened.

Ty noticed her looking. A low sound escaped his throat—half groan, half curse.

“Fuck, Claire,” he muttered. “You can’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?” she whispered, even though she knew exactly what.

“Like you’ve been thinking about it as much as I have.”

The admission hung between them, raw and dangerous. Claire’s pulse thundered in her ears. Her thighs pressed together, seeking friction against the growing ache. She was wet—embarrassingly so—her boy shorts clinging uncomfortably.

Ty’s hand slid higher, thumb brushing the underside of her breast through her shirt. Not quite touching where she needed him, but close enough to make her nipples ache. “We shouldn’t,” he said, voice strained. “Jasmine would lose her mind. You’re her best friend. I’m supposed to be the safe one here.”

“I know,” Claire breathed. But she didn’t step back. Instead, she swayed closer, her body betraying every rational thought. Her hip brushed the front of his briefs again. This time the contact was deliberate. She felt the hard, thick length of him press against her lower belly—hot, heavy, pulsing.

A broken sound escaped her.

Ty’s other hand came up to cup the back of her neck, thumb stroking her jaw. His forehead dropped toward hers, their breaths mingling. “Tell me to stop,” he said, echoing the words from her dreams. “Please, Claire. Tell me.”

She couldn’t. The words wouldn’t come. Instead, her hands rose to rest on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart under her palms. His skin was fever-hot, smooth over hard muscle. She wanted to drag her nails down his back, to feel him lose control, to finally know exactly how much of him she could take.

But the bro-code. Her freshly shattered heart. The fear that wanting this much—wanting him this much—would only lead to another painful crash.

Ty’s thumb brushed her lower lip. His cock twitched hard against her stomach, the thick head nudging her through the thin layers of fabric. “This is killing me,” he admitted, voice barely a whisper. “Every morning I wake up hard because I can feel you watching me. Every night I lie there listening to you breathe on that damn couch, knowing I can’t touch you.”

Claire’s eyes stung with sudden tears. “I swore I wouldn’t do this again,” she whispered. “I swore I wouldn’t need anyone like this. Derek made me feel pathetic for wanting too much.”

“You’re not pathetic.” Ty’s voice turned fierce, protective. His hand slid down to grip her hip, pulling her closer so his erection pressed more firmly against her. The friction made her whimper. “You’re fucking beautiful. And strong. And driving me insane in the best and worst way.”

For one dizzying moment, it felt inevitable. His head dipped lower. Their lips were a breath apart.

Then Claire’s phone buzzed loudly on the couch in the other room—Jasmine’s custom ringtone cutting through the charged silence like a knife.

They both froze.

Ty pulled back first, stepping away so fast he nearly hit the doorframe. His chest heaved. The front of his boxer-briefs was now obscenely tented, the thick length straining visibly, a small wet spot forming at the tip.

Claire’s legs felt weak. She wrapped her arms around herself, suddenly cold without his heat.

“I should get that,” she said, voice shaky.

“Yeah.” Ty ran a hand over his face, jaw tight. “I’ll… give you space.”

He slipped past her into the main room, careful not to touch her again. Claire stayed in the bathroom a moment longer, gripping the sink, trying to steady her breathing. Her body throbbed with unfulfilled need. Her nipples were painfully tight, her panties soaked.

When she finally emerged, Ty was already back in his bed, sheet pulled up high, facing the wall. The tension in his shoulders was visible even from across the room.

Claire crawled onto the couch and silenced her phone without answering. The apartment fell quiet again, but the air felt heavier than ever—thick with everything they had almost done and the painful reasons they couldn’t.

She lay awake for hours, staring at the ceiling, the memory of his hardness pressed against her belly replaying on loop.

The next morning, when she woke to the familiar sight of his massive erection tenting the sheet, the ache was worse than ever.

And for the first time, Ty was already awake.

He met her eyes across the small space, dark gaze burning with the same frustrated hunger she felt.

Neither of them spoke.

But the barrier they had both been clinging to was starting to crack.

And neither was sure how much longer they could hold it together.


Storm Breaking



The storm hit just after eleven.

Thunder cracked overhead like a whip, rattling the old windows. Rain lashed the glass in heavy sheets, and the power died with a sudden, final pop. The apartment plunged into complete darkness except for the violent white flashes of lightning that sliced through the blinds every few seconds.

Claire sat frozen on the edge of the couch, heart hammering. The blueprints were still scattered across the entire living room floor from their earlier session—overlapping sheets of crisp white paper covered in Ty’s precise pencil lines and her own chaotic color notes. They had been arguing—politely, tensely—about whether knocking out the non-load-bearing wall would actually give her more space or just push them even closer together.

Now the argument felt ridiculous. Everything felt ridiculous.

“Ty?” she called softly into the dark.

“I’m right here.” His voice came from the other side of the room, low and steady, but edged with something raw. A flashlight clicked on, casting a narrow beam across the blueprints. He was on his knees in the middle of the paper sea, shirtless, wearing only those damn gray sweatpants. The beam caught the hard planes of his chest, the ridges of his abs, and the heavy, unmistakable bulge already straining the front of the fabric.

Lightning flashed again. For one bright second she saw everything clearly: the tension in his shoulders, the way his jaw was locked, the thick outline of his cock pressing insistently against the soft material.

Neither of them had spoken much since the bathroom incident two nights ago. The air between them had grown unbearable—every morning wood sighting more torturous, every accidental brush in the kitchen heavier, every late-night blueprint session laced with words they refused to say out loud.

“Power’s probably out for a while,” Ty said, voice rough. He set the flashlight upright on the floor so it cast a warm, indirect glow over the blueprints. “We should at least finish marking this section before the ink runs if the roof leaks.”

Claire nodded even though he couldn’t see it well. She crawled forward on her hands and knees across the paper, joining him in the small circle of light. Her oversized white T-shirt rode up her thighs. The thin gray boy shorts she wore underneath left very little to the imagination. She could feel his eyes on her legs, on the curve of her ass as she moved.

They worked in silence for a few minutes, the only sounds the rain pounding the windows and their breathing—too loud, too shallow. Every time she leaned forward to point at a line, her shoulder brushed his. Every time he reached across to adjust a sheet, his arm grazed the side of her breast.

The tension coiled tighter with every passing minute.

Finally, Claire sat back on her heels, unable to pretend anymore. “Ty… we can’t keep doing this.”

He looked up. Lightning illuminated his face—dark eyes burning, jaw tight. “Doing what?”

“Pretending.” Her voice cracked. “Pretending I don’t wake up every single morning aching because I can see how hard you are for me. Pretending I don’t feel you watching me when I stretch or bend over. Pretending that bathroom moment didn’t happen.”

Ty’s hand stilled on the blueprint. The flashlight cast sharp shadows across his chest. “You think I don’t feel the same?” he said quietly. “Every night I lie in that bed knowing you’re six feet away, wet and frustrated because of me. Every morning I wake up so fucking hard it hurts, and I know you’re looking. I know you want it.”

Claire’s breath shuddered out of her. Heat flooded between her thighs, sudden and overwhelming. “Then why are we still fighting it?”

“Because I’m supposed to protect you, not fuck you,” he growled. “Because you’re my little sister’s best friend. Because you just got out of a relationship where some asshole made you feel ashamed for wanting too much. And because once I touch you, Claire… I don’t think I’ll be able to stop.”

Lightning flashed again. In that bright moment their eyes locked, and the last frayed thread of restraint snapped.

Claire crawled forward. Ty met her halfway.

Their mouths crashed together in a desperate, hungry kiss. No softness. No hesitation. Two months of denial poured out at once—tongues sliding deep, teeth nipping, hands gripping. Ty tasted like storm and want and the faint salt of his skin. Claire moaned into his mouth as his big hands yanked her T-shirt up and over her head, tossing it somewhere into the dark.

He pulled her onto his lap, straddling him right there on the scattered blueprints. The thick, hard length of his cock pressed hot and heavy against her core through the thin layers of fabric. She ground down instinctively, gasping at the friction.

“Fuck,” Ty groaned against her neck. One hand palmed her breast, thumb circling her tight nipple. The other gripped her ass, guiding her movements. “You’re soaked already. I can feel it through your shorts.”

Claire whimpered, rolling her hips again. “I’ve been soaked for weeks. Every morning. Every time you walk around in those sweatpants.”

Ty’s control fractured. He shoved her boy shorts aside and dragged two thick fingers through her folds, finding her drenched and swollen. When he pushed both fingers inside her without warning, she cried out, clenching hard around the intrusion. The stretch was perfect—rough, deep, exactly what she’d been craving.

“That’s it,” he rasped, pumping his fingers slowly, curling them against that spot inside her that made her see stars. “Been dreaming about this tight little pussy every damn night.”

Lightning flashed. Claire looked down between their bodies and saw his cock—freed from his sweatpants—thick, dark, and glistening at the tip. It was even bigger than she’d imagined from the outlines: long, veined, the head broad and heavy. Her mouth watered and her inner walls fluttered around his fingers.

“Ty… please,” she begged, voice breaking. “I need you inside me. All of you.”

He pulled his fingers free, brought them to his mouth, and licked them clean with a low groan. Then he gripped her hips and lifted her slightly, lining up the blunt head of his cock with her entrance.

“Breathe, baby,” he ordered, voice strained with the effort of holding back. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

Claire nodded, eyes locked on where they were about to join. She sank down slowly.

The first inch stretched her wide—burning, delicious pressure. She gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. Ty’s hands trembled on her hips as he fought to stay still, letting her adjust. Another inch. Then another. She felt every thick vein, every ridge, the impossible fullness as he opened her up.

When she finally sank all the way down, taking every inch until her ass rested against his thighs, they both moaned. She had never felt so full, so claimed, so right.

Ty’s forehead pressed to hers, breathing ragged. “Fuck, Claire… you feel like heaven. So tight. So perfect.”

She rolled her hips experimentally. The movement dragged him against every sensitive spot inside her. Pleasure sparked white-hot through her body.

“Move,” she whispered against his mouth. “Please. I can take it. I want it.”

Ty’s restraint shattered.

He gripped her ass with both hands and drove up into her—hard, deep, relentless. The wet slap of skin on skin mixed with the storm raging outside. Claire rode him desperately, meeting every thrust, her breasts bouncing with the force of it. Blueprints crinkled and tore beneath their knees. Ink smeared across their skin from sweat and desperate hands.

“You’re taking me so well,” he growled, one hand sliding between them to circle her clit. “Every inch. Just like I knew you would.”

Claire’s orgasm hit her like lightning—sudden, violent, shattering. She cried out his name, clenching rhythmically around his thick cock as waves of pleasure tore through her. Ty fucked her through it, hips snapping up harder, chasing his own release.

“Gonna come,” he warned, voice wrecked. “Inside you—fuck—Claire—”

“Come,” she gasped, still trembling around him. “Fill me. I want all of it.”

With a deep, guttural groan, Ty buried himself to the hilt and came hard. She felt every hot, thick pulse as he emptied inside her, flooding her until it leaked out around where they were joined. His hips jerked with aftershocks, arms locked tight around her.

For a long moment they stayed like that—connected, breathing hard, foreheads pressed together while the storm slowly eased outside.

Ty kissed her softly this time, tender and reverent. “I’m not going back,” he whispered against her lips, still buried deep inside her. “I can’t pretend anymore. Not after this.”

Claire’s fingers threaded through his short hair. Tears pricked her eyes—not from regret, but from the overwhelming relief of finally letting go.

“Neither can I,” she whispered back.

The blueprints beneath them were ruined—smeared with sweat, come, and the messy evidence of months of restraint finally breaking.

Neither of them cared.

For the first time in eight weeks, the tiny apartment no longer felt like a cage.

It felt like the beginning of something neither of them could deny any longer.

But as the power flickered back on and the city lights returned, Claire knew the real storm was only just starting.

Because tomorrow, Jasmine would want to know how things were going.

And they had no idea what they were going to tell her.


After the Storm



Claire woke to the unfamiliar weight of a heavy arm draped across her waist and the solid warmth of a broad chest pressed against her back.

For one disoriented second she tensed—then the memories crashed over her: the storm, the blueprints, Ty’s thick cock stretching her open right there on the living room floor, the raw desperation of finally giving in after eight long weeks of torture.

She was no longer on the couch.

Sometime in the night they had moved to his king bed. The sheets smelled like him—cedarwood, clean sweat, and sex. Her body ached in the best way: a deep, satisfied soreness between her thighs, faint bruises on her hips where his fingers had gripped her, and the sticky evidence of him still drying on her skin.

Ty stirred behind her. His morning erection—now familiar yet brand new in this context—pressed hot and heavy against the curve of her ass. This time there was no sheet between them. No pretending. No six-foot buffer.

“Morning,” he murmured, voice sleep-rough and low against her ear. His hand splayed possessively across her stomach, pulling her closer. “You okay?”

Claire shivered as his cock twitched against her. “More than okay.” She turned in his arms to face him. In the soft morning light filtering through the blinds, he looked devastating—dark skin glowing, eyes heavy-lidded with lingering hunger and something softer, more vulnerable.

He searched her face. “No regrets?”

“None.” She reached between them and wrapped her fingers around his thick length. He was even bigger in the daylight—long, veined, the broad head already slick. Her thumb circled the tip, spreading the bead of precum. “I meant what I said last night. I don’t want to go back to pretending.”

Ty groaned, hips flexing into her grip. “Good. Because I’ve been dying to touch you properly.” He rolled her onto her back with effortless strength and settled between her thighs. This time there was no frantic rush. He took his time—kissing her deeply, slowly, while his cock slid through her folds, teasing her clit with the heavy weight of him.

Claire moaned into his mouth. “Ty… please.”

He pushed inside her in one long, smooth stroke. The stretch was still overwhelming, but now it felt like coming home. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass as he began to move—deep, deliberate thrusts that dragged against every sensitive spot inside her.

“Fuck, you feel even better in the morning,” he rasped, forehead pressed to hers. “So wet for me already. Been thinking about this every single time I woke up hard with you watching.”

Claire’s nails raked down his back. “I was aching every morning. Wanting this. Wanting you.”

Their rhythm built slowly, sensually. Ty fucked her with long, rolling strokes, grinding deep on every thrust so her clit rubbed against his pelvis. The wet sounds of their bodies filled the quiet apartment. When he hit that perfect angle, she cried out, clenching around him.

Ty’s pace faltered for a moment. He pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. “I need you to know something,” he said, voice rough with emotion even as he continued moving inside her. “This isn’t just about how tight you are or how good you feel. I’ve spent weeks terrified you’d only see the size. The Black guy with the big dick. That’s all most women ever want from me.”

Claire cupped his face with both hands, thumbs stroking his cheekbones as another deep thrust made her gasp. “I see you, Ty. The man who redesigns apartments so I’ll have space. The man who carries my boxes without being asked. The man who’s been killing himself not to touch me because of Jasmine. I see the architect. The big brother. The person who makes me laugh at 3 a.m. when I should be crying over my ex.”

Something raw and vulnerable cracked open in his expression. His thrusts grew harder, more possessive. “Then take all of me, baby. Every inch. Every part.”

He hooked one of her legs over his shoulder, opening her wider, and drove deeper. The new angle made her see stars. Claire’s second orgasm built fast and intense. She came with a broken cry, pulsing around his thick cock, soaking them both.

Ty followed moments later, burying himself to the hilt and filling her again with hot, pulsing spurts. He groaned her name like a prayer, hips jerking through the aftershocks.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard. Ty kissed her slowly, tenderly, while he was still softening inside her.

But the peace didn’t last.

Ty’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. Once. Twice. Then a third time in quick succession.

He reached over, still buried inside her, and glanced at the screen. His body went rigid.

“Shit.”

Claire’s stomach dropped. “What?”

He turned the phone so she could see.

Jasmine: Hey big bro! Surprise — I’m in the city for the day. Heading over in like 20 min to check on Claire and see the apartment. Bring coffee? Can’t wait to hear how you two are getting along 😊

The message was followed by a string of heart emojis.

Claire’s eyes widened. “Twenty minutes? Ty—”

He pulled out of her slowly, both of them hissing at the sensation. Come leaked down her thigh. The sight was filthy and intimate, but panic was already rising.

“We need to clean up,” he said, voice tight. “The blueprints are still destroyed on the floor. There’s dried come on the paper. The whole apartment smells like sex.”

Claire scrambled out of bed, legs shaky. “And I look like I just got fucked within an inch of my life.”

Ty caught her wrist before she could bolt to the bathroom. He pulled her back against his chest, kissing her hard and deep despite the ticking clock.

“This isn’t over,” he said fiercely against her lips. “Last night changed everything. I’m not hiding this. Not from her. Not from anyone. But we need to decide—right now—how much we’re ready to tell her today.”

Claire’s heart raced for an entirely new reason. The fear of discovery mixed with the afterglow of incredible sex and the terrifying realization that she was falling hard for her best friend’s older brother.

She looked up at him, still naked, still marked by his hands and his come.

“Ty… what if she hates us for this?”

His thumb stroked her swollen lower lip. His dark eyes held a mix of determination and the same vulnerability he’d shown while buried inside her.

“Then we deal with it together. Because I’m not giving you up. Not after finally having you.”

Another buzz from his phone.

Jasmine: On my way! Traffic’s light. See you soon!

The tiny apartment suddenly felt even smaller.

They had less than fifteen minutes to erase the evidence of the night that had shattered every barrier between them.

And zero time to figure out what came next.


Redesign



Fifteen frantic minutes later, the apartment looked almost normal.

Claire had thrown on loose jeans and a soft sweater, her hair still damp from the world’s fastest shower. Ty had pulled on black sweatpants and a clean white T-shirt that stretched across his chest. The ruined blueprints were rolled up and shoved into a corner behind the drafting table. The floor had been hastily wiped. A window was cracked open to let in fresh air, though the faint, unmistakable scent of sex still lingered beneath the smell of brewing coffee.

They stood side by side in the tiny kitchen, shoulders brushing, hearts pounding for an entirely different reason than they had been an hour ago.

A sharp knock echoed through the apartment.

Ty looked at Claire, his dark eyes serious. “Whatever happens… we’re in this together now.”

She nodded, throat tight, and reached for his hand. Their fingers laced together for one brief, grounding second before he went to open the door.

Jasmine burst in like a whirlwind, carrying two iced coffees and wearing her usual bright smile. “Surprise! I was in the city for a meeting and thought—oh my god, it smells amazing in here. Did you guys finally start cooking together?”

Claire forced a laugh that sounded only slightly strangled. “Something like that.”

Jasmine hugged her tightly, then turned to her brother and punched his arm lightly. “Look at you two playing nice. I knew this would work. Claire, you look… glowy. Did you finally get some good sleep on that couch?”

Claire’s face heated. Ty cleared his throat and busied himself with the coffeemaker.

The three of them settled awkwardly in the living room. Jasmine dropped onto the couch where Claire had spent eight weeks sleeping. Claire and Ty sat on the edge of the bed, close but not too close. The six feet that had once felt like torture now felt like a chasm they both wanted to close.

“So,” Jasmine said, sipping her drink, “how’s the roommate situation been? Any horror stories? Has Ty been a total neat freak and driven you crazy?”

Claire glanced at Ty. He met her eyes, steady and warm, silently giving her the choice.

She took a deep breath.

“Actually… it’s been more than I expected.”

Jasmine raised an eyebrow. “Good more or bad more?”

Claire’s hand found Ty’s on the bed between them. She squeezed once. “The best kind of more.”

The silence that followed was deafening.

Jasmine’s gaze dropped to their joined hands. Her eyes widened. “Wait. What?”

Ty spoke, voice calm but firm. “We tried to fight it, Jaz. For weeks. Every morning I woke up knowing she was watching me, and every night I lay here fighting the urge to cross six feet of floor. The bro-code, your friendship, her breakup… we had every reason to stay away.”

“But we couldn’t,” Claire added softly. “Not after the tension kept building. Not after we really saw each other. Not after last night.”

Jasmine stared at them, iced coffee forgotten in her hand. “Last night? You two…?”

Ty nodded. “Yeah. We did.”

For a long moment, Jasmine said nothing. Her expression shifted from shock to something more complicated—hurt, confusion, and then, slowly, reluctant understanding.

“You’re serious,” she said finally. “This isn’t just… hooking up because you’re stuck together?”

“No,” Claire said, voice gaining strength. “It started that way in my head, maybe. But it’s so much more now. He sees me, Jasmine. Not the broken girl fresh out of a bad breakup. He sees the designer, the friend, the woman who wants more than she’s been allowed to want. And I see him. Not just the big brother or the architect with the… impressive body. I see the man who redesigns spaces so other people can breathe easier. The man who’s been protecting me even when it hurt him to hold back.”

Ty’s thumb stroked the back of her hand. “I’m tired of women only wanting the fantasy. Claire wants the whole man. And I want all of her—her chaos, her color, her strength, her hunger. I’m not letting her go.”

Jasmine leaned back on the couch, exhaling slowly. “Damn. I set this up thinking I was helping my best friend escape a bad situation. Not setting her up with my older brother.” She shook her head, a small, reluctant smile tugging at her lips. “You two look stupidly good together, though. And honestly… I’ve never seen Ty look at anyone the way he’s looking at you right now.”

Claire felt tears prick her eyes. “You’re not mad?”

“Mad? I’m processing. But mad?” Jasmine shrugged. “You’re both adults. And if you hurt her, Ty, I will end you. Slowly. With power tools.”

Ty chuckled, the sound warm and relieved. “Noted.”

Jasmine stood and pulled Claire into another hug. “We’re going to talk about this later. In detail. Without him.” She glanced at her brother. “But for now… I’m happy for you. Both of you. Just don’t make it weird when I come visit.”

She headed for the door, pausing to look back at the small space that had been their pressure cooker for nearly three months. “By the way, the renovations on your building are almost done. You’ll have your own place again soon.”

Claire looked at Ty. He was already watching her, a quiet question in his eyes.

“Actually,” Claire said, “I think I’d like to stay a little longer. If that’s okay with the architect.”

Ty’s smile was slow and full of promise. “The redesign has a new option now. One that keeps the king bed exactly where it is… and turns the couch into something we both use.”

Jasmine groaned good-naturedly. “Okay, that’s my cue to leave before I hear details I can’t unhear.” She hugged them both once more and slipped out, leaving the apartment suddenly quiet again.

The moment the door clicked shut, Ty pulled Claire into his arms.

He kissed her deeply, backing her toward the bed until the backs of her knees hit the mattress. They fell together onto the soft sheets, laughing breathlessly between kisses.

“No more couch,” he murmured against her neck, hands sliding under her sweater. “No more six feet of distance. No more pretending.”

Claire arched into his touch as he peeled her clothes away. “Show me the new design, then.”

Ty stripped quickly and settled between her thighs, thick cock already hard and heavy against her. This time there was no storm, no panic, no ticking clock. Just the two of them in the sunlit apartment that had once felt like a cage and now felt like home.

He entered her slowly, savoring every inch, every gasp, every clench of her body around him. Their rhythm was unhurried, deep, and intimate—long strokes that built heat gradually until they were both trembling.

“I love you,” Ty whispered against her lips as he moved inside her. The words slipped out naturally, earned after weeks of tension, vulnerability, and finally surrender. “I think I started falling the first morning you woke up staring at me like I was the most dangerous and beautiful thing you’d ever seen.”

Claire’s eyes stung with happy tears. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper. “I love you too. Even when you were strictly off-limits. Especially then.”

Their pace quickened. Ty drove into her with powerful, possessive strokes, one hand gripping her hip while the other laced with hers above her head. Claire came first, crying out his name as pleasure crashed through her in waves. Ty followed right behind, burying himself deep and filling her with hot pulses as he groaned her name like a vow.

Afterward, they lay tangled together in the sunlight, sweat cooling on their skin, the renovated future of the apartment sketched out in their minds.

The tiny one-bedroom that had forced them together had done its job.

Now it was time to redesign their lives around the love that had grown in the space between morning wood sightings, blueprint sessions, and eight weeks of delicious, aching restraint.

Three months that had started as temporary had become the beginning of everything.

And neither of them planned on letting go.
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