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The knock this time wasn’t soft. It came sharp and quick, three raps that had me glancing at the clock before I even stood. Evening now, shadows stretching long across the floor. My skin still carried the faint sting of the shower earlier, though the sweat from Paula and Hannah hadn’t fully left me either.
When I opened the door, Carla stood there like she’d been waiting for me to take too long. She had one hand braced on the frame, the other holding a chilled bottle of white wine that glistened with condensation. A smirk tugged her mouth as her eyes flicked past me into the apartment.
“Didn’t expect me?” she asked.
“No,” I said, stepping back automatically.
“Good.” She pushed past, heels clicking once on the entry tile before she kicked them off without breaking stride. She wore a slate-grey skirt that hugged her hips, a blouse buttoned just enough to keep the line of her cleavage hidden until she bent for the corkscrew on my counter. Then it was right there, framed by the loose fall of her dark hair as she pulled the cork free with one clean twist.
“You’re not even going to offer me a glass?” she teased, pouring two without asking, the smell of citrus and oak drifting up as she slid one toward me.
I took it, the cool rim damp against my fingers. “What are you doing here?”
Carla took a slow sip, her lipstick leaving a faint trace on the glass. “I heard you’ve been writing again. Thought I’d see if the rumors were true.”
I said nothing, but she noticed the laptop half-closed on the table. She set her glass down, crossed the space in three steps, and flipped it open. The cursor blinked on a nearly blank page. She let out a short laugh.
“Not much progress for someone so inspired,” she said, running a fingertip lightly over the keys without pressing one.
“Hard to focus.”
Carla looked up, eyes narrowing. She set her palm flat on the table, leaned forward until the blouse gapped open, and said, “Then maybe I should help you focus.”
Her hand slid across, finding my thigh under the table. She squeezed once, slow, then dragged her nails lightly toward my knee. The scrape was deliberate, her eyes holding mine.
“You’ve had company today,” she murmured, tilting her head slightly, catching some trace of scent left on me. Her nostrils flared once. “I can smell it.”
I shifted in my chair, but she pressed harder into my leg, keeping me pinned. “Don’t look so guilty,” she said, her voice dropping. “I didn’t come here to stop you.”
She straightened, tugged at the bottom of her blouse until the hem came loose, then started unbuttoning—slow, one at a time, her eyes never leaving mine.
“You’re going to write me better than the rest,” she said flatly, letting the fabric slip from her shoulders, catching on her elbows before she shrugged it free.
The lace underneath was deep red, darker where it clung damp against her skin from the heat outside. She set her glass aside, then placed both palms on the edge of the table, leaning down so her chest pressed against the wood between us.
“Stand up,” she said.
I did.
Carla’s hand went straight to my waistband, tugging me closer until her breath warmed the skin just above it. She looked up once, eyes sharp, then dragged the zipper down with a sound that filled the room louder than it should have.
Her fingers paused on the open zipper, not moving further, just holding there while the air between us thickened. Carla’s nails tapped lightly against the metal teeth, one by one, slow and deliberate, her eyes locked on mine the whole time.
“You’re too easy,” she said finally, the faintest curl at the edge of her mouth. “Every girl who knocks, you let in. You don’t even ask what they want.”
Her hand slid higher, pressing flat against my stomach, heat from her palm spreading over my skin through the thin cotton. She pushed lightly, testing, like she wanted to see if I’d resist. I didn’t.
She leaned in closer, her lips almost brushing my chest through the open shirt. Her breath warmed the skin above my sternum as she whispered, “You think I’m here for the same reason they were?”
I swallowed, the sound loud in my ears. “Aren’t you?”
Carla laughed once, soft but sharp, before pulling back just enough to study me. “Maybe. But I want more than quick.”
Her hand dropped suddenly to grip me through the fabric, firm, making me jolt. She held it there without moving, the pressure constant, her eyes waiting for a reaction. When I twitched under her touch, she loosened her grip just enough to make me ache.
“That’s better,” she said quietly.
She circled around behind me, slow steps, the faint brush of her skirt against my hip as she passed. Her hands landed on my shoulders from behind, kneading once before sliding down my arms. Her nails grazed my forearms as she whispered close to my ear, “You’ve got too much energy left. I can feel it.”
Her fingers slipped lower, one hand tracing over my waistband again, this time dipping just under. I stiffened, but she pulled back at the last second, leaving nothing but the ghost of her touch.
“Patience,” she said, voice low, almost mocking.
She moved in front of me again, settling onto the table edge with her legs crossed, glass of wine back in her hand. She took a slow sip, eyes never leaving mine, the red lace stretched across her chest with every rise of her breath.
“You’ll wait until I decide,” she said plainly, setting the glass down beside her hip. She uncrossed her legs, the hem of her skirt riding higher, enough that I caught the glimpse of the same red lace underneath.
“Take a good look,” she said. “That’s all you get for now.”
Carla leaned back on her palms, ankles swinging lightly as if she had all the time in the world. Her eyes tracked me without blinking, steady and unhurried.
“You don’t move unless I tell you,” she said, quiet but absolute.
Her skirt slid higher as she shifted on the table, the fabric folding against her thighs. I could see the edge of lace at the top of her stockings, but she didn’t bother hiding it. She watched me notice, then smiled like she’d caught me stealing.
“See, you’re already restless,” she said. She lifted one leg and rested her heel against my thigh, pressing down lightly. “But I don’t want you restless. I want you waiting.”
Her heel slid higher, dragging across the inside of my leg until it nearly brushed me, then she stopped. The weight of her foot stayed there, hovering, enough to make me clench my fists at my sides.
“You let them climb all over you,” Carla murmured. “You let them take. But me?” She tilted her head, lips parting just enough to show teeth. “You’re going to sit still.”
She reached for the wine again, sipping slow, her throat working as the glass tilted. A drop ran down the corner of her mouth, catching at her lip. She didn’t wipe it. Instead, she let it slide lower, disappearing into the hollow between her collarbones.
I exhaled hard through my nose, shifting against the pressure of her heel. She pressed down harder immediately.
“Don’t,” she said, sharp now.
Her hand set the glass aside again, and she leaned forward so her knee pressed harder between my legs. She reached for my shirt, spreading it open wider with two fingers, the pads of them dragging slow over my chest.
“Breathe slower,” she ordered. “You’re too loud.”
I forced air out in a long exhale, my jaw locked tight. Her smirk deepened.
“That’s better. Now you’re starting to listen.”
She dragged her fingernails lightly down my stomach, stopping just shy of the open fly she’d left untouched before. Her nails pressed in a fraction, enough to sting, before she pulled her hand back entirely.
Then she leaned back again, palms flat behind her on the table, legs spread just slightly, red lace catching the dim light.
“Keep your hands where I can see them,” she said. “If you move, it’s over.”
Carla swung her legs slowly, heels brushing the table legs as she leaned back on her palms. The smile tugging her mouth wasn’t cruel; it was playful, like she’d already decided she was going to have fun keeping me off balance.
“You’re staring,” she said.
“You wanted me to.”
She laughed quietly, tilting her head. “True. But I didn’t say you get to touch.”
Her knee nudged me lightly, just enough pressure to remind me she could close the gap whenever she felt like it. Then she pulled it back again, tapping the heel of her shoe against the side of my calf in a steady rhythm.
“God, you’re easy to read,” she went on, her tone lighter now. “The way you tense up every time I move closer. You don’t even know if I’m going to give you what you want, and still—” She flicked her eyes down briefly, grinning when she looked back up. “You’re ready for me anyway.”
She reached for her wine again, swirling it once before taking a sip. Her blouse had already slipped open, showing the edge of lace across her chest. She caught me glancing and pretended not to notice, licking a faint trace of wine from her lip before setting the glass aside.
“Maybe I should just sit here and talk,” she teased. “See how long before you lose it.”
I let out a rough laugh. “You wouldn’t last that long.”
“Oh, is that so?” Her eyes narrowed, amused. “Bold words from a guy who hasn’t moved an inch.”
She leaned forward now, elbows on her knees, chin resting in her hand like we were just talking across a café table. The shift pulled her skirt higher, showing more of the red lace. She didn’t fix it.
“I could drag this out all night,” she said, softer now. “Just making you sit there and wonder.”
Her hand dropped casually, fingers brushing the inside of her own thigh, close enough that my pulse jumped. She noticed instantly, her grin widening.
“See? You do half my work for me.”
She slid her palm up her thigh, over the lace, pressing just enough to make me catch the sound of her breath changing. Then she stopped, pulling her hand back like it hadn’t happened.
“Patience,” she said again, but this time with a laugh tucked in the word.
Carla leaned back on her palms again, eyes sparkling now like she was enjoying herself too much to rush. Her toes brushed my shin once, light and lazy, then retreated just as quickly.
“You’re holding your breath,” she said.
“I’m not.”
She tilted her head, grin widening. “You are. You don’t even notice it, do you?”
I forced an exhale, jaw tight. She laughed, soft and low, then reached for her glass again. A slow sip, throat working, lipstick leaving another faint smudge at the rim. She licked it away, her tongue flicking out just enough to make my pulse jump again.
“You’re worse than I thought,” she teased. “One little sip of wine and you can’t take your eyes off me.”
Her fingers traced the stem of the glass idly before she set it down. Then she leaned forward, elbows on her knees again, letting the blouse slip wide open across her chest. The red lace swelled with every breath she took, and she didn’t fix it, didn’t even pretend to.
“Maybe I should just keep talking,” she said. “You’d sit there all night if I made you, wouldn’t you?”
I swallowed hard. “Not a chance.”
“Oh?” She raised a brow. “Then why are you still sitting?”
She pushed her skirt higher on her thighs with both palms, slow, deliberate, stopping just before the lace disappeared. She caught me looking down and gave me a small, knowing shrug. “Because I told you to.”
Her hand drifted lower, brushing the top of her stocking before sliding back up. She tapped two fingers against the lace covering her, rhythmic, careless, like she was knocking on a door I couldn’t open. Then she stopped suddenly, leaving her hand resting there, heat gathering under her touch.
“You’re not the only one waiting,” she admitted, her voice dropping.
The air between us thickened. Her grin softened into something more dangerous, more deliberate, but still playful. She shifted slightly on the table edge, the faint creak of wood marking her movement, her thighs opening just a little wider.
“But I like making you sweat first.”
Carla drummed her fingers on the table edge like she was stalling on purpose, every tap a reminder that she was in no rush at all. “You look like you’re trying not to blink,” she said with a crooked grin. “Like if you do, you’ll miss something.”
“You’re not giving me much choice.”
She laughed at that, shoulders shaking, and leaned forward so her hair slipped over one side of her face. “Maybe I’ll just stay dressed all night. Just sit here talking while you lose your mind.”
Her hand slid absently up her thigh as she said it, fingers brushing the hem of her skirt, but instead of going higher she pulled at a loose thread near the seam, pretending it was more interesting than me.
“Don’t,” I said, sharper than I meant.
Her eyes flicked up fast, amused. “Don’t what? Don’t tease? That’s the fun part.”
She hopped off the table suddenly, bare feet quiet against the floor as she circled me. One finger traced along my shoulder on the way by, then down the center of my back. She stopped behind me, her breath close to my ear.
“You smell like sweat and soap,” she said softly. “But not mine. Someone else’s.”
I didn’t answer. Her hand landed on my shoulder, squeezing once, then she slipped past me again and leaned against the counter with her arms folded.
“Relax,” she said. “I’m not mad. I just like seeing how nervous you get when I bring it up.”
Her grin widened when I shifted in my chair. She pushed herself up onto the counter, legs swinging now, toes brushing the cupboard door. Her skirt rode up higher with every swing. She didn’t adjust it.
“You’re really bad at hiding things,” she teased. “Every little twitch, every time your eyes flick down. I could make a list.”
She lifted her wine again, sipping slow, and then held the glass out toward me. “Want some?”
When I reached for it, she pulled it back at the last second, laughing outright now. “Nope. Not yet.”
She drained the rest herself, set the empty glass aside, and then leaned back on her hands again, legs spread just enough to tease. “You’ll get yours. Eventually.”
Carla slid off the counter and padded toward me again, her bare feet almost silent on the floor. She stopped right in front of me, close enough that her knees brushed mine, but didn’t climb back onto the table.
“You know what’s funny?” she said, tilting her head. “I don’t even have to touch you. You’re already—” She glanced down, smirk tugging at her lip. “Yeah. Exactly.”
She reached out like she was about to undo the rest of my fly, then pulled her hand back at the last second, flicking her fingers through her hair instead.
“See? Too easy.”
I exhaled hard through my nose, and she laughed softly, leaning down until her hair brushed my cheek. “Don’t pout. It’s cute, but I’m not that nice.”
She straightened again, tugging her skirt even higher with a careless swipe of her hand. The red lace flashed full in the dim light, and she held it there for a beat before smoothing the fabric back down like it had been an accident.
“Oops,” she said flatly, the grin betraying her.
She leaned back against the table now, palms braced, shoulders pushing her chest forward so the blouse hung wide open. “I should make you beg a little,” she teased, tilting her head side to side like she was considering it.
When I didn’t answer right away, she nudged my knee with hers. “Come on. Not even a please?”
I clenched my fists at my sides, and that was enough to make her laugh again. She bent down quick, pressing the lightest kiss to my jaw before pulling away just as fast.
“See? You’ll thank me later for dragging it out.”
She hopped up onto the table again, this time sitting cross-legged, skirt falling high, wine glass dangling loosely from one hand even though it was empty. She twirled it once, watching me the whole time.
“Maybe I’ll just keep you like this a little longer,” she said. “Because you’re even hotter when you can’t do a damn thing about it.”
Carla uncrossed her legs slowly, stretching one out so her toes traced the inside of my calf again. “You’re stiff as a board,” she said, eyes glinting. “Not there—” she nodded toward my lap with a smirk, “—your whole body. Like you’re afraid to move.”
“Because if I do, you’ll stop.”
She laughed, quick and sharp. “You’re catching on.”
Her fingers toyed with the edge of her skirt again, bunching the fabric until the lace showed fully this time. She left it there, not fixing it, just sitting casual with her knees apart, daring me to look.
“You should see your face right now,” she teased. “Like you’re counting the seconds until I finally let you.”
Her hand brushed the inside of her own thigh, slow, not hiding the way her breath hitched when her fingertips grazed the lace. Then she pulled it back, wagging a finger at me. “Nope. Not yet.”
The laugh in her voice softened it, but the ache under my skin doubled. She knew it. She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, hair falling to one side as she whispered, “You’re going to lose it the second I give in.”
Her lips brushed my ear, light, warm. “And I want to feel it.”
She pulled back just enough for me to see her grin before she shifted on the table, opening her thighs wider and hooking two fingers into the waistband of her lace. She slid it to the side, leaving nothing between us now.
“Okay,” she said, breath catching. “Now.”
Carla held the lace aside with one hand, her other reaching for me as she leaned back on the table. Her thighs parted wider, heels braced against the edge, pulling me in until I was right between them.
“Don’t waste time now,” she said, her voice lower, urgent but still smiling.
I pushed her skirt higher with both hands, bunching it at her waist. The heat off her skin hit me as soon as I touched her, slick already from how long she’d been dragging it out. My fingers traced the bare inside of her thigh, slow once, then she grabbed my wrist.
“No more slow,” she said, sharp, pulling me closer.
I lined up, the bare press of her against me making both of us draw breath at the same time. She kept her eyes on mine, steady, even when I pushed in. The grip around me was hot, tight, pulling me deeper inch by inch until her head tipped back and her lips parted in a sharp gasp.
“Finally,” she breathed.
I caught her hips, holding her steady as I drove into her fully. The table shifted under the force, wood creaking. Her fingers dug into the edge for balance, knuckles pale, before she let go and wrapped her arms around my shoulders instead, dragging me down into her.
Her nails scored my back through my shirt, her breath hot against my ear. “That’s it. That’s what I wanted.”
I set a pace, hard enough to make the table knock against the wall, steady enough to match the shake of her thighs as they wrapped tighter around my waist. She met every push with her own, hips rolling up sharp, teeth catching my neck once before she pulled back to look at me.
“Keep it there,” she said, her voice breaking as she said it.
I did. Each thrust pulled another sound from her, low and raw, her body tightening around me as her head tipped back, hair sticking to the sweat along her cheek. Her legs locked higher, heels digging into my back.
“Don’t stop,” she gasped, nails biting into my shoulders now, her body arching against mine, every movement a sharp pull that dragged me closer to the edge with her.
Carla’s grip on me turned fierce, her nails dragging down my back as I drove harder, faster, the slap of us filling the room in sharp rhythm. Her head fell back, mouth open, breath spilling out ragged.
“Right there,” she gasped, her voice catching. “Don’t—don’t you dare stop.”
Her whole body clamped tight around me, pulling me deeper, her legs trembling as she pushed up into every thrust. The table groaned under us, dishes rattling in the sink with each knock against the wall.
I bent lower, pressing my mouth to the damp skin of her chest, tasting salt and heat. She dragged me back up by my hair, crashing her lips into mine, messy and frantic, biting once before moaning into my mouth.
The shudder started in her thighs, running up through her stomach until her whole body shook around me. She broke the kiss, throwing her head back, a raw cry spilling out before she bit her own lip hard enough to muffle it.
“Fuck—yes—” she stuttered, jerking against me as the climax tore through her.
I held her hips tight, grinding deep, the heat and clamp of her pulling me over the edge with her. My rhythm broke, hips snapping rough as I let go, pulse after pulse spilling into the tight heat that milked every drop from me.
Her arms locked around me, dragging me down against her chest as she rode out the last wave, shaking under me, breath wild and uneven. I pressed my forehead to hers, both of us slick with sweat, bodies heaving together.
She laughed suddenly, low and breathless, brushing her lips against mine. “See? Worth the wait.”
I kissed her back once, still panting. “You’re impossible.”
Carla grinned wide, tugging her skirt back down slowly like nothing had happened, even as her thighs trembled when she shifted off the table. She smoothed her blouse closed with shaky fingers, shot me a sly look, and said, “Better write that one down before you forget.”
Carla stayed perched on the table a moment longer, legs still open, skirt bunched high at her waist. Her chest rose and fell fast, sweat shining along her collarbone. She reached for my chin with two fingers, pulling me back into a slow kiss that contrasted the frenzy seconds earlier.
“You’ll be thinking about that later,” she murmured, lips brushing mine.
“I already am.”
She laughed softly, slipping off the table with a little hop that made her knees buckle for half a second. She steadied herself on my arm, smirk flashing when she caught me noticing.
“Don’t get cocky,” she said, adjusting her blouse with hands that weren’t quite steady. She fastened the last button, then tugged her skirt back into place, the red lace still peeking when she shifted. “I let you have that.”
I leaned back against the table, catching my breath, watching the way her hair stuck to her damp cheek. She noticed, flicking it back with a casual swipe of her hand before grabbing her empty glass.
“No wine left,” she said. “Guess I’ll take that as my cue.”
She set the glass down, leaned in to kiss me once more, quick this time. Her lips lingered just enough to leave heat behind before she pulled away.
“Write me meaner than the others,” she added, brushing past me toward the door. “That’s how I like it.”
The latch clicked behind her, leaving the apartment quiet except for the thud of my pulse still working its way down. I sat again, bare skin cooling against the table edge, laptop still open, cursor blinking where I’d left it.
The smell of her—wine, sweat, faint perfume—still clung to the air.
I stared at the screen, fingers hovering, when another sound broke the silence: footsteps in the hall, slow this time, deliberate. Then a single knock, lighter than Carla’s, but no less certain.
I dropped into the chair again, still shirtless, still half-damp, staring at the cursor like it owed me something. My fingers hovered, tapped a key, erased it. The fan hummed above, steady, useless.
I muttered to myself, “Three women in one day and nothing on the page. Unreal.”
That’s when the knock came, two short taps, then a pause, then a third like she wasn’t sure if I’d heard.
I pushed back from the table, already grinning despite myself.
When I opened the door, Jenny was there, clutching a paper cup of coffee with both hands, her hair tied up messy like she’d run out without thinking. She wore a faded college hoodie that slid off one shoulder and cutoffs that showed more leg than the hoodie tried to cover.
“You look like hell,” she said, stepping inside without waiting.
“I feel fine.”
She smirked, glancing at my bare chest. “Yeah, I can tell. Must’ve been writing real hard.”
She set the coffee on the counter, slid onto the stool next to it, and stretched her legs out, bare feet crossing at the ankles. “I brought caffeine. You look like you need it.”
I closed the door, shaking my head. “That’s not all you brought.”
Jenny sipped from her own cup, eyes twinkling over the rim. “Depends what you mean.” She set it down, then nudged the other cup toward me. “Drink. Or I’m keeping it.”
Her knee brushed mine under the table when I sat again, casual but not accidental. She leaned forward on her elbows, chin propped on her hands.
“So” she drew the word out, “how many words did you actually get done today?”
“Don’t start.”
Her grin widened. “Zero, huh? Figures. You’re too easy to distract.”
Her hand slid across the table, fingertips landing just over mine, tracing the curve of my knuckle like she was absentminded. “Guess I should test that theory myself.”
She popped the lid off her coffee, blew across the top, then glanced at me over the steam. “What do you think? Am I as distracting as the others?”
Jenny slid her cup back and forth between her palms, like she was pretending the whole visit really was about coffee. Her knee kept brushing mine under the table, each touch lingering longer.
“You don’t look very focused,” she said, pretending to study the laptop screen. “All that white space kind of sad, honestly.”
“Thanks for the encouragement.”
She grinned, leaned closer, her hair slipping out of the tie to fall over her cheek. “Hey, I’m just saying maybe you need inspiration.”
Her fingertip tapped the touchpad, making the cursor blink across the empty screen. She glanced up at me, eyes bright. “See? Even the laptop’s bored.”
I reached for the cup she’d brought me. Jenny grabbed it first, holding it just out of reach. “Uh-uh. Gotta earn it.”
I laughed. “What, you want me to beg for coffee?”
She tilted her head, lips twitching. “Could be fun.”
I lunged for it, quick, and she yanked it back to her chest, spilling a drop on her hoodie. She gasped, looked down at the dark spot, then flicked her eyes back at me. “Your fault.”
She tugged the hoodie over her head in one motion, tossing it on the counter, leaving just a thin tank top underneath. Her grin turned sly when she caught me staring.
“See? Distracting, like I said.”
She set the cup right in front of me this time, close enough that her fingers brushed mine on purpose. “Go on, drink. You look like you need the energy.”
I sipped, bitter heat filling my mouth. She leaned on her elbows, chin in her hands again, watching me like it was a show.
“So,” she said slowly, “am I helping you write yet?”
Jenny reached across the table and tapped the laptop again, closing the lid halfway with a snap. “There. Now you don’t even have an excuse to ignore me.”
“I wasn’t ignoring you.”
She raised a brow, sipping her coffee slow. “Mm-hm. You were staring at the screen like it was going to write the story for you.”
She slid my cup closer to me with two fingers, then pulled it back again just as I reached. “Careful, though. Too much caffeine makes your hands shake. Might ruin the whole vibe you’ve got going.”
“You mean desperate?”
Jenny laughed, the sound bright, bouncing off the walls. “Exactly. You look like a guy who’s in over his head.”
She pushed the cup into my hand finally, her thumb brushing my knuckles before she let go. “Drink up. Maybe it’ll give you the nerve to keep up with me.”
I took a sip, set it down, and she immediately dragged her fingertip through the ring of moisture left behind on the table. She drew a slow circle, then glanced at me with a grin. “See what I did? Left a mark already.”
Her foot found mine under the table, toes curling lightly around my ankle. She wiggled them once, casual, playful. “And just like that, I’ve got you.”
I smirked, leaning closer. “That’s your big move? Coffee rings and bare feet?”
Jenny kicked my ankle lightly, laughing again. “Hey, don’t knock it. I’ve barely started.”
She leaned back on the stool now, stretching her arms over her head, tank top lifting just enough to bare a strip of smooth stomach. When she caught me glancing, she dropped her arms with a smirk.
“Yeah,” she said. “Thought so.”
Jenny slid off the stool and circled the table, her coffee cup in hand. She stopped right behind me, close enough that I felt the warmth of her body through the thin tank when she leaned down.
“You’re tense,” she said, fingertips brushing my shoulders. “I should help with that.”
Her hands pressed lightly into my muscles, more playful than serious. She kneaded once, then bent closer so her hair tickled my cheek. “See? I could be useful.”
“You’re just distracting me again.”
“That’s the point.”
She laughed softly in my ear, then walked back around, settling onto the table edge right in front of me. Her legs swung gently, knees brushing mine every so often. She took another sip of coffee, then handed me the cup, her fingers wrapping around mine deliberately slow before she let go.
“You’re looking at me like you’re waiting for permission,” she teased.
“Am I?”
Her grin widened. “Yeah. And I kinda like it.”
She set her own cup aside, leaned back on her palms, and crossed her legs at the ankle, swinging them lazily. “I could make you sit here all night,” she said, tilting her head. “But where’s the fun in that?”
Her hand drifted down, brushing her thigh once, then stopping just short of anything more. She caught me watching, eyes sparking with mischief.
“Maybe next sip,” she said, voice light, teasing.
Jenny slid the empty cup aside with a flick of her wrist, hopped down from the table, and stood between my knees before I could move. Her grin stayed light, but her eyes were steady now.
“You’ve been patient enough,” she said.
Her fingers hooked into my waistband, tugging me forward just an inch. She leaned down, kissing me quick at first, almost playful, then again, slower, her tongue sliding against mine before she pulled back with a smirk.
“See? Better than coffee.”
Her hands rested on my thighs, thumbs brushing higher with each pass, stopping just short of where I ached for her touch. She tilted her head, lips close to mine, her breath carrying the faint sweetness of cream.
“You want me to stop stalling?” she whispered.
I nodded once, sharp.
Jenny laughed under her breath, her hand finally sliding higher, deliberate, playful even now as her fingers pressed against me through the thin fabric. She squeezed once, light, then firmer the second time, her grin widening when she felt how hard I was already.
“Yeah,” she said softly, almost to herself. “That’s the reaction I was waiting for.”
She pressed in closer, tank top brushing my bare chest, hips nudging between my legs. “Now let’s see if you can actually keep up.”
Jenny’s hand slipped under the waistband, warm fingers wrapping me tight and smooth. She stroked once, teasing slow, her grin never fading as she watched my face.
“Mm, yep,” she whispered, biting her lip. “Definitely more fun than coffee.”
I caught her hips, pulling her in until she straddled my lap. The tank top rode up her stomach as she settled, her thighs clamping against mine, heat pressing right where I wanted it most.
“You’re overdressed,” I said.
She laughed, tugging the thin fabric over her head in one motion and tossing it to the floor. Her bra was pale grey, straps slipping as she leaned in to kiss me again, tongue playful, teasing, nipping at my lip.
“Better?” she asked between kisses.
I slid my hands up her back, unclipping the clasp with one snap. She wriggled her shoulders, letting it fall away, her breasts brushing my chest as she rolled her hips against me.
“Much.”
Her laughter turned to a sharp inhale when I pushed her shorts down, guiding them past her hips. She wriggled out of them the rest of the way, panties damp and clinging, already dark where she pressed down on me.
Jenny reached between us, tugged my waistband open, freeing me. She held me in her palm a second, thumb circling, grin tugging at her mouth as she whispered, “God, you’re so easy.”
Then she shifted her hips and slid down onto me in one smooth push, gasping as she took me in deep.
“Oh—fuck, yes,” she breathed, her laugh breaking into a moan.
She set the pace herself, bouncing slow at first, her breasts brushing against me each time. Her nails scratched light trails over my shoulders, playful even as she clenched tighter around me.
“See?” she panted, biting her lip. “I make it fun.”
Her rhythm built, quick now, sloppy, her laughter spilling into gasps, into curses, into raw sound as she rode harder, hips smacking against mine. Her hair flew loose, sticking to her damp cheeks as she threw her head back.
“Oh god—don’t stop,” she gasped, thighs trembling against me. Her body clamped around me hard, pulsing, breaking into a sharp climax that tore another moan out of her throat.
I gripped her hips, driving up into her, chasing the heat until my own control shattered. I pushed deep, held tight, spilling hard inside her as her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me down into another kiss, messy and hot.
She collapsed against me, breathless, giggling through the aftershocks. “See? Worth the coffee run.”
Jenny stayed in my lap, chest slick against mine, still laughing between short gasps. She kissed me quick on the jaw, then leaned back just enough to look at me, hair sticking everywhere.
“Messiest coffee break I’ve ever had,” she said, grinning.
“You started it.”
“Uh-uh.” She poked my chest, playful. “You let me.”
She climbed off me slow, still shaky in the legs, and bent to scoop her shorts up off the floor. She slid them on one leg at a time, making a show of wriggling her hips while pulling them over her ass. She glanced back, caught me staring, and wiggled more exaggeratedly just to make me groan.
“Yeah, that’s right,” she teased, tugging them up the rest of the way. Tank top followed, twisted, then straightened, no bra underneath this time. She didn’t care.
She grabbed her coffee cup, empty now, and wagged it at me like a trophy. “Next time, you’re buying.”
“Next time?”
Jenny winked. “Oh, there’s definitely going to be a next time.”
She kissed me once more, light and playful, then let herself out, the door clicking behind her.
The room was quiet again, but it didn’t feel empty, not with the scent of her skin and the heat of her body still clinging to me. I dropped into the chair, bare chest sticking against the back, and flipped the laptop open again.
The cursor blinked at me, patient, steady. I tapped a few words, deleted them. Stared. Tried again.
The hallway creaked outside. Slow steps, stopping just outside my door. Then another knock, steady, sure, not hesitant this time.
The knock came again, firmer this time. I stood, still bare-chested, and pulled the door open.
Hannah leaned against the frame, a canvas tote slung over one shoulder, hair pinned up neat with just a few strands loose. She wore slim jeans and a white button-up tucked in, sleeves rolled to her elbows. Clean, crisp. But the way her eyes swept me up and down, slow and deliberate, was anything but.
“You’re not exactly dressed for company,” she said, her tone cool, measured.
“Didn’t know I was expecting any more.”
Her mouth curved, not quite a smile. “You’re always expecting me.”
She stepped inside without waiting for an invite, setting the tote on the counter with a soft thud. A book peeked out the top, spine bent from use. She caught me glancing.
“I thought maybe you’d prefer something to actually read,” she said, unclipping her watch, setting it down beside the bag like she was settling in.
I closed the door, watching her move. Everything about her was precise, deliberate, even the way she untucked her shirt slowly, button by button.
“You’ve been busy,” she said, eyes flicking to the messy table, the laptop, the half-empty coffee cups. “Looks like you’ve had visitors.”
Her voice dropped just a little on the last word, enough to make my pulse jump.
“Not complaining,” she added. “Just means you’re warmed up.”
She turned to face me fully, shirt hanging open now, her bra a soft nude lace that matched her skin almost exactly. She stood there, arms folded loose, eyes steady on mine.
“Well?” she asked, cool and calm. “Aren’t you going to say hello?”
Hannah let the silence hang, her shirt loose, one hand idly resting on her hip. She studied me like I was something she’d already decided she owned, waiting to see if I’d realize it too.
“Nothing to say?” she asked finally, voice low, steady.
I cleared my throat. “Hello.”
That earned the faintest smirk. “Better.”
She crossed the room with slow, measured steps, unhurried, each heel of her boot clicking soft against the floor. She stopped close enough that the open shirt brushed my chest when she breathed in.
Her fingers rose, not to touch me, but to trace the line of my jaw without making contact, her nail hovering just above the skin, drifting from chin to ear, then pulling back.
“You look like you’ve been used up,” she murmured. “But I know better.”
Her hand dropped, catching the edge of her shirt. She slid it off her shoulders in one smooth motion, letting it fall to the floor. Underneath, her bra and jeans looked more elegant than sexy, but the way she carried herself made the air tighten all the same.
“You’ve had frantic,” she said, her eyes flicking toward the door like she knew who’d just left. “You’ve had playful.”
She stepped closer, her breath brushing my lips without kissing me. “Now you’re going to have slow. Because I don’t rush.”
Her hand settled finally on my chest, palm warm, pressing flat. The touch was calm, steady, like she was testing the rhythm of my heart.
“You see?” she whispered. “Already better.”
Hannah’s hand slid lower, tracing over my stomach, fingers grazing the top of my waistband without dipping beneath. She didn’t rush, didn’t squeeze, just let her palm rest there, her eyes locked on mine.
“You’re holding still,” she said softly. “Smart.”
Her thumb brushed back and forth once, deliberate, before she pulled her hand away entirely. She turned her back on me, walking to the counter like she’d lost interest. She picked up her book, flipped it open, thumbed through a few pages, then set it back down with care.
“Most men,” she said, without looking at me, “don’t know what to do with patience.”
She faced me again, leaning against the counter, arms folded under her chest. The calm in her expression only sharpened the heat in the room.
“You do,” she added finally.
She came back slowly, steps even, until she was in front of me again. This time she lifted my chin with two fingers, holding me there, her eyes searching mine like she was reading a line of text.
Only then did she lean in, her lips brushing mine once, light, deliberate, more a test than a kiss. She pulled back an inch, studying me.
“That,” she said, “is how we start.”
Her fingers slid from under my chin to the back of my neck, steady pressure guiding me closer. This time, when her lips touched mine, she didn’t pull back. The kiss was unhurried, firm, her tongue pushing past in slow, deliberate strokes that made me match her pace whether I wanted to or not.
When she broke it, she didn’t step back. She rested her forehead against mine, her breath calm, even while mine came faster.
“Better,” she murmured, brushing her lips across mine again, barely a kiss. “Now stay with me.”
Her hand moved down, unbuttoning my shorts with the same measured care she’d shown with her shirt earlier. No rush, each motion precise. She slid the zipper down and pushed the fabric apart with her knuckles, her eyes locked on mine the entire time.
“Good,” she said softly, almost to herself, as she wrapped her hand around me. Her grip was firm but unhurried, dragging up slow, down slower. She watched my jaw tighten, my breath catch, and gave a faint smile.
“You don’t need frantic,” she said. “You need this.”
She guided me back until the table caught behind my thighs. With a gentle push, she had me sitting, her hand never leaving me. She stood between my knees, leaning in to kiss me again, the same deep, deliberate rhythm, her tongue moving like she was teaching me something.
When she finally pulled her mouth from mine, her voice dropped to a whisper. “Now I’ll show you why I take my time.”
Hannah’s strokes quickened just enough to make me groan, but she never lost that steady rhythm. She tilted her head, watching me intently, her lips parted like she was cataloging every reaction.
“See?” she whispered. “Already different.”
She let go, only to push me back further onto the table. The wood pressed against my shoulders as she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips slow, folding them neatly over the chair like she had all the time in the world. She stepped out of her boots, then climbed onto the table, straddling me with deliberate grace, her lace brushing hot across me.
Her hands framed my face as she kissed me again, slow, commanding, her hips rocking just enough to drag heat against me. “Not like them,” she murmured. “I don’t just take you. I make sure you remember me.”
She shifted her hips, pushed the lace aside, and lowered herself down onto me in one long, controlled slide. Her breath caught, but she held my gaze, steady, unblinking.
“That’s it,” she breathed. “Feel that? That’s mine.”
Her rhythm was unhurried, deep, grinding slow with each roll of her hips, her chest pressing into mine. Every push down, she kissed me again, soft at first, then harder, until she bit my lip, pulling back with a smirk.
“You’ll write this one differently,” she said, her voice rough now. “You’ll write me better.”
Her pace built gradually, every motion precise, every gasp pulled out of me on purpose. She leaned back slightly, bracing her palms on my chest, riding me harder now, her breasts bouncing free as her breath sharpened.
“You feel that?” she gasped, grinding down harder, her thighs trembling with the effort. “That’s me fucking you better than the others.”
Her body clamped tight around me, pace breaking into quicker snaps as her composure cracked, moans spilling raw from her throat. She rode through it with a steady grip on my chest, dragging me with her until I lost control, thrusting up into her in rough bursts.
Hannah threw her head back, hair spilling loose, crying out as she clenched hard around me, climax tearing through her in waves. I followed, gripping her hips tight, spilling deep inside her as she gasped, nails digging into my shoulders to keep me still.
When it finally eased, she collapsed forward, sweaty skin pressed to mine, breath hot against my neck. She kissed me once more, slow again, like she’d reset the rhythm.
“See?” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “Different. Better. You’ll remember.”
Hannah stayed straddling me for a moment longer, chest pressed to mine, her breath slowing while mine was still uneven. She kissed my jaw once, then straightened, rolling her shoulders back like she was settling everything neatly into place again.
“Good,” she said simply, smoothing her hair with both hands. “That’s how it’s supposed to feel.”
She slid off me without hurry, tugging her panties and jeans back up with calm precision. No scrambling, no awkwardness, just each button, each zipper pulled tight, like she was dressing for a meeting.
I sat up on the edge of the table, still catching my breath, watching her tuck her shirt in and roll her sleeves down again. She caught me staring, smiled faintly, and shook her head.
“You’ll forget the messy ones,” she said, buttoning her cuff. “But you won’t forget me.”
She picked up her watch, buckled it back onto her wrist, then slipped the book into her tote. Slinging it over her shoulder, she stepped close again, pressing one last slow kiss to my lips.
“Write it down before you ruin it with extra words,” she whispered, lips brushing mine. Then she turned, opened the door, and slipped out as quietly as she’d come in.
The apartment felt still again, but not calm, my skin still buzzing from her measured control, my chest tight with the weight of her leaving.
The laptop waited. Cursor blinking. I sat, fingers hovering, but the silence didn’t last long.
Another knock. This one quick, almost impatient, followed by a voice calling through the door:
“You alive in there, or do I have to break it down?”
I froze, heart thudding. That voice, familiar, sharp, but I hadn’t heard it in months.
Another knock rattled the frame. “Come on. Open up. I’m not waiting all night.”
I pushed away from the table, every muscle still loose from Hannah, and reached for the handle. The second the door cracked, she pushed it wide herself.
And there she was.
Her hair shorter than I remembered, leather jacket zipped halfway, eyes blazing like she owned the hallway and my apartment both. She kicked the door shut behind her with one boot, dropped her bag on the floor, and fixed me with that same look I thought I’d escaped.
“Well?” she said, hands on her hips, the corner of her mouth twitching up. “You gonna stand there, or are you finally ready for me?”
The air shifted. Every nerve in my body lit at once. Her name hit my tongue before I even thought it. Lena.
Wild, tender, and chaotic all at once. The kind of woman who makes a mess out of you and somehow leaves you grateful for it. She was the last thing I needed.
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