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The doorframe creaked when Devin leaned against it, one thick forearm pressed above his head, his other hand casually spinning a keyring around one finger. Down the hall, Katie had just bent over to pull a baking tray from the oven, the hem of her loose gym shorts riding high under the oversized tee she wore without a bra. She didn’t see him at first. The fan was on, the oven door open, and she was muttering to herself about forgetting the time.
Devin cleared his throat.
She startled and half-turned, her cheeks coloring immediately, though her smile was automatic.
“Sorry,” she said, standing straight. “Didn’t hear you.”
“I knocked. Guess you were too busy being cute,” he said, the keyring now landing in his palm. “Smells good. You bakin’ something up for your man?”
“Just cinnamon rolls. From the can,” she added quickly, brushing her hair behind one ear. “They’re nothing.”
“They smell like sex,” he said, grinning. “Mind if I steal one?”
He was already halfway into their apartment.
She stepped aside, trying not to notice how close he passed or how large he felt. The ceiling above Devin’s place had a leak again, and that had brought him down earlier in the week. This time he said something about checking how the moisture was traveling down the wall, claiming it might affect the shared pipe.
He never stayed long but he also never left without touching something, her wrist when passing behind her, her lower back when moving around her in the narrow hallway. It was always light contact, always brief, always plausibly deniable.
Devin reached for one of the cinnamon rolls with his fingers, and bit into it like he hadn’t eaten all day.
“Mmm. Hot,” he said with his mouth full, nodding. “You made these just for me didn’t you.”
Katie smiled but she didn’t answer. How could she have, she thought to herself. She didn’t even know he was coming down to visit.
Devin stepped closer to her. “That’s a yes ain’t it.”
“I make them for anybody who likes them,” she said, glancing toward the bedroom door, which was open. The clacking of laptop keys came from inside, where Mark was working. “You want a plate of them?”
He didn’t answer, but chewed slowly, looking at her face, all around it, exposing her, teasing her.
“You got some sugar on your lip,” he said finally.
She reached up to wipe it, but he was already lifting his hand. His thumb brushed the corner of her mouth.
“There,” he said far too intimately.
Her mouth remained half-open, unsure whether to thank him or to step back from him. She dabbed her pinky in the corner of her mouth as though to reclaim in from him.
He let his hand fall but didn’t move away and she didn’t either, though they were now too close. She remained that close until the chair scraped in the other room and Mark muttered something about his charger. Only then did she shift sideways, stepping around Devin quickly, her whole body now tense with embarrassed heat.
“Anyway,” she said, already at the sink, “I should . . . ”
“I’ll let you two enjoy your treats,” he said, licking his thumb, eyes sparkling at her.
Katie watched him slide back down the long hallway and he knew she was watching him, which is why he let her without turning around.
Mark came out of their bedroom rubbing his eyes, cables in his hands. He kissed her cheek in passing heading for the router outlet near the coffee table. “You said the rolls were done?”
Katie nodded, her back turned as she rinsed a bowl. Her hands lingered in the warm water. She inhaled deeply and blew the air out her circled lips slow and measured
“Cool. I’ll grab one later.”
She could feel the air from the open door still moving faintly around her legs. She glanced over and saw it hadn’t latched. Devin hadn’t closed it all the way. A sliver of hallway was still visible, the floor out there worn smooth by years of foot traffic. She went down the hallway, leaned out to look, and latched the door shut.
That night she told herself she wouldn’t think about him again. It was just one of those weird little moments. Flirting but only kind of. He was just a friendly neighbor, that was just his way of being charming, he couldn’t help it. He was older, bolder, and probably like that with everyone. She didn’t do anything wrong.
Still, when she lay down beside Mark and he rolled over to kiss her, all she could think about was the pressure of Devin’s thumb on her lip. And the way he took his sweet time with his eyes looking at her up and down and up again.
The next time Devin came by, it was early afternoon. Katie had just come out of the shower, hair damp, skin warm from the water. She wore Mark’s T-shirt and a pair of tight cotton shorts. The buzzer rang just as she was brushing lotion down her legs, and she nearly didn’t answer. But her feet were moving before her brain even discussed the pros and cons.
“Hey,” she said, peeking through the crack in the door, a big smile she also didn’t intend.
“Water pressure upstairs’s all messed,” Devin said with his usual crooked grin. “You mind if I try yours real quick? Just the bathroom sink. Won’t be a minute.”
She hesitated, but he was already stepping forward, and her fingers slipped from the knob before she could stop him.
He passed close again, even brushing against her this time. The heat of him filled the hallway behind her, and she could feel the air shift when he moved past.
The bathroom door clicked closed. She stood frozen in the middle of the kitchen, trying not to feel ridiculous. Her hair wasn’t done. Her legs were bare. She hadn’t put on a bra.
A minute passed. Then two. When he stepped out, his sleeves were rolled up and water dripped from his hands. He wiped them casually on the sides of his jeans.
“You got great pressure down here,” he said, looking at her bare legs. “Like, strong. Real smooth.” He only slowly lifted his eyes up her body with that grin again.
She blinked. “What?”
“Your water,” he said, making eyes. “Real smooth stream. Not like mine.”
She smiled, flustered now.
He looked around. “You home alone?”
“Mark’s out getting groceries.”
Devin made himself at home in their kitchen, leaned his hip against the counter.
“You know,” he said, “if you ever want to try a workout sometime, I got gear upstairs. Not creepin’ or anything, just sayin’. You got good muscle tone. Surprised you don’t already.”
Her throat tightened, but she didn’t look away.
He stepped off the counter, walking past her again toward the door. “Offer’s open.”
Then he was gone.
She stood there another full minute before remembering to breathe. What was he doing to her?
Katie didn’t tell Mark about it but not because it was a secret. It just hadn’t crossed any lines. And anyway, there wasn’t much to tell. Devin had used the sink, said something about water pressure, then left, and that was all. She told herself that twice while folding laundry, edited it while checking her phone, and rehearsed it while she was brushing her teeth that night.
Still, she picked a particular top the next day, one that clung a little more, but still looked casual. She tied her hair back but left a few strands loose down the sides of her face, told herself it was just because it was hot.
But Devin didn’t come.
Three days later, she was carrying two grocery bags in each hand, fumbling for her keys, when she heard him behind her.
“Need a hand?”
He reached easily over her shoulder, unlocked the door for her, then stepped back and held it open. She could feel the heat of him behind her again, so close she had to squeeze through sideways. He didn’t move back and she brushed his chest as she passed, also not trying that hard not to touch. Why is it always on her, she thought.
“Thanks,” she said, breathless from the bags. “You always catch me at the worst moment.”
“Nah,” he said, letting the door close behind them. “Always catch you at the perfect ones.”
She turned to look at him, expecting a wink or a grin, but his face remained still, his eyes on her lips.
“Want me to carry some of those for you?”
“No, I got it,” she said.
He took two anyway, brushing her fingers as he lifted them from her hands. Their arms grazed, before he turned and walked ahead of her all the way up and into her kitchen like he’d been there a hundred times before. She followed him, trying to slow her breathing.
He set the bags on the counter and looked around.
“No boyfriend around today?”
“He’s at the bookstore.”
Devin leaned back against the fridge.
“Your place smells good again,” he said. “Like last time.”
“It’s the soap probably.”
“Nah. Pretty sure it’s you.”
She smiled but said nothing and he took a step closer.
“You want to come up sometime?” he asked. “Just to hang. I got a few records, some drinks. Coffee with oat milk, right? Nothing heavy.”
“I’m not really. . . “ she started but stopped, unsure.
“No pressure,” he said, voice softer now. “Just company, right?”
She didn’t answer. Her hands gripped the counter edge behind her.
Devin stepped back. “Offer’s still open,” he said, like it was a friendly reminder. “You got a good vibe. I do like being around you.”
Then he turned and walked out, letting the door swing slowly shut behind him.
Katie stood there for a long while, not moving, still feeling the pressure of the bags in her fingers. She heard his footsteps recede down the hallway and thought about him being up there, about whether he’d said all that just to see how far she’d go. Would it be okay to go up and see his work out set up? To go up just to hang out? Hear his records? She rehearsed how that would sound, explaining it.
She told herself ultimately she wouldn’t go upstairs. She didn’t believe she ever could. She wouldn’t allow herself.
The next morning, she woke up before Mark. She slipped out of bed quietly and wandered barefoot to the kitchen, not intending to do anything there, but she couldn’t lie in bed anymore, either. When she opened the fridge and realized she was out of oat milk, her eyes lifted toward the ceiling. Toward the apartment above.
She didn’t go up. It was almost noon when she heard the knock. She leaned out and found Devin’s head sideways, grinning at her. His shirt was off and he was just in shorts, sneakers, and a towel draped over one shoulder.
“Didn’t think you’d be home,” he said.
Katie blinked. “What are you . . . ” She started, her eyes wondering as freely around his torso as he had got comfortable letting his eyes travel around her body.
“I was stretching out. Getting ready, wondering if you wanted to come work out with me.”
She glanced over her shoulder, but Mark was still snoring faintly.
“I got cold ice coffees,” Devin said, still leaning in. “You want some of that.” He waved them under her nose.
She hesitated and he watched her mouth.
“One,” she said. “Down here. Then you go.”
He grinned wider. “Deal.”
By the time she opened the door and let him in, he’d pulled on his tank top. His skin still glistened. She poured two glasses from the bottles he brought down and handed him one, then leaned against the far counter, arms crossed, keeping her distance.
Devin drank half of his, then set the glass down.
“You look real good today.”
She shook her head, laughed. “I literally just rolled out of bed.”
“Exactly.”
He stepped closer.
“I don’t think this is a good idea,” she said softly, and she glanced down the hall again
“You haven’t done anything,” he said. “I haven’t either. Yet,” he added and he laughed.
She still didn’t move when he reached out and ran the back of his finger down her bare arm. Her body registered the touch before her mind caught up. His hand was large, his fingertip slow and deliberate. She felt it in her stomach, and lower, too.
“You want me to stop?” he asked.
She didn’t say anything.
He stepped forward again, just a breath away now. She could feel the heat coming off him.
“You sure?” he asked again.
She shook her head, but slightly, then whispered, “You agreed just one cup.”
Devin smiled and leaned in, not for a kiss, but near enough to her neck, his voice low.
“I drink slow.”
She was breathing faster now, but didn’t pull away. When he touched her waist, she let him. When his thumb slid under the hem of her shirt to find her bare skin there, she closed her eyes.
The creak of a bedframe from the other room broke the moment like glass. Devin stepped back immediately, grabbed his glass, and headed for the door.
“Thanks for the coffee,” he said, casual again.
Katie stared after him, face flushed, heart pounding, her legs unsteady. “It was your coffee, you dummy,” she said.
Mark shuffled out of the bedroom moments later, rubbing his eyes, mumbling something about needing food.
Katie handed him the rest of her now room temperature cold brew without a word.
Mark didn’t notice anything and he never did. He drank the coffee while scrolling his phone, half-laughing at some meme, then wandered off to shower, humming under his breath. Katie watched him go, chest still tight, thighs pressed together. Her pulse hadn’t come down.
She cleaned the kitchen twice that morning.
Devin didn’t come back that day or the next. She hated how often she looked at the ceiling. Hated even more that she’d started dressing with him in mind, looser shirts without a bra, or shorts that had gotten too tight in the wash but still rode low in a way she’d noticed him notice.
It wasn’t like she planned anything. But when the faucet in the bathroom started sputtering two nights later, she didn’t even hesitate. She texted him. “Water acting up down here now, you broke it, you fix it!”
The reply came in seconds. “omw”
She changed shirts. Then changed back. Her legs were bare. Her feet too. She left it that way.
Devin knocked lightly, like it was already their thing. When she opened the door, he held a wrench and a flashlight. She nodded and stepped aside, and he brushed past, the back of his hand grazing her hip. She pushed her hip forward to extend the contact. He only glanced at her over his shoulder.
“Bathroom?” he asked.
She nodded, following him.
Inside, he crouched by the sink, fiddled with a valve, flashlight tucked under his arm.
Katie stood in the doorway, arms crossed, heart thudding.
“So what’s it doing?” he asked, glancing up at her from below.
“It sputters. Then gets loud.”
He grinned. “Like you?”
Her eyes widened. “Excuse me?”
He turned fully toward her, still crouching. “Nothing. Just teasing you.”
“Please don’t,” she said, but her voice was soft and uneven.
He stood slowly, towering over her now in the tight space. Her back touched the doorframe.
“You texted me,” he said. “Middle of the morning.”
“I needed . . . ” she started.
“You didn’t need anything,” he said. “You wanted me to come down here.”
She opened her mouth, but nothing came out.
His hand moved to her waist, warm and confident. She didn’t stop him when his fingers slid beneath the hem of her top. His other hand came to rest on the doorframe beside her head.
“You keep leaving the door open,” he said, tracing her skin.
“We shouldn’t.”
“But you want to.”
She didn’t answer.
He leaned downnear enough for her breath to catch.
“Just say it, then,” he murmured.
Katie closed her eyes. Her hands clutched his forearms now, but she didn’t push him away. Her body was humming. He hadn’t even kissed her yet, but that thought alone sent another ripple through her.
She felt his breath on her cheek and she tilted her head back slightly.
Then the buzz of Mark’s phone sounded from the bedroom, loud and cheery.
Devin stepped back instantly, his face calm again, the tension erased like it had never happened.
“I’ll check that valve again tomorrow,” he said.
Katie nodded, dizzy.
The door shut behind him.
Mark’s voice called out. “Did someone just leave?”
“Just Devin,,” she said, breathless. “Checking the stupid pipes again.”
Katie didn’t sleep much that night. Every sound from the building felt sharper, closer. She swore she could hear footsteps above, but told herself it was nothing. She curled into Mark’s side, her back against his chest, and stayed awake long after his breathing settled into its usual rhythm. But her body wouldn’t calm down.
The next day was quiet. She half-expected Devin to come by and make good on the valve excuse, but the morning passed without a knock. By mid-afternoon she gave in and wandered up to the rooftop patio with a book she didn’t have any interest in reading, her eyes drifting to the stairwell more than the page.
He still didn’t show.
She stayed until the sun made her too hot, then went back down and found Mark in the living room, tangled in a headset, shooting aliens. He didn’t even look up. She changed into a fresh tank top and no bra, tossed a hoodie over it, and decided to take the recycling out.
Devin was in the hallway, shirtless again, crouched by the breaker box. Something about him always felt rehearsed. His skin was damp from effort or heat or both. He stood as soon as she approached.
“Power flickered upstairs,” he said. “Thought I’d check.”
“Something wrong?”
He shrugged. “Probably not. You okay?”
“I’m fine.”
“You look flushed.”
“It’s hot.”
He smiled, then nodded at her hoodie. “Too many layers.”
She didn’t move.
“I still got that offer open, you know,” he said. “Come up. Just chill. No funny stuff.”
She gave him a look.
“Alright, maybe a little funny stuff.” He waited, watching her face, her hesitation.
“I’m not dressed,” she said.
“You’re perfect.”
She should’ve said no. She told herself she was about to say it. But her feet moved, slow and uncertain, past him and toward the stairs, and once there, she glanced over her shoulder and cleared hair strands from her face. “Well?” she said softly.
Devin followed without a sound. She heard the door to his apartment close behind them, then the turn of the lock. Her heart pounded.
The room was darker than she expected, cooler too. He had one window cracked, a fan on low, soft music playing in the background. She hovered near the entrance, arms crossed.
“Drink?” he asked, already moving to the counter.
She nodded once. “Something light?” She didn’t want to lose control, not yet. He handed her a glass and leaned against the counter, close but not touching. The silence was nearly unbearable.
“You’re not saying much today,” he said finally, grinning.
“I shouldn’t even be here.”
“No big.”
Katie sipped, eyes flicking toward the couch, the hallway beyond it, then back to him. Devin took a step closer.
“I’m not gonna push you,” he said. “But I know you feel it too.”
She didn’t speak, but watched him move around her, her breath drawing shallow, her fingers tightening around the sweating glass.
He reached up and touched her shoulder, lightly. Then slid one hand down her arm, slow and light.
“Tell me to stop,” he said again.
She didn’t. She didn’t even blink.
Devin took her silence like a thread pulled taut. His hand slid lower, trailing from her elbow to her wrist, until his fingers closed around hers, still wrapped around the glass. He guided it gently down to the counter without breaking eye contact, then stepped in closer, chest nearly brushing hers.
Katie’s lips parted, but barely. Her eyes came up only to his chest. Her breath trembled. She should have stepped back, should have said something, anything. But she didn’t. His presence pressed in around her like heat, steady and confident, waiting for her.
When he touched her waist, she moved with him, not resisting, not helping either,  just moving together. His other hand rose to her cheek, brushed back a stray lock of hair. She felt the pad of his thumb slide across her jaw, then down the side of her throat. She tilted her chin up, not thinking, just reacting.
The kiss came slow. Not a lunge nor a claim. He hovered there first, just long enough for her to make the final lean. She did, lightly. Their mouths met in a soft, searching press. Her hands stayed at her sides and his stayed on her waist and neck.
And then it deepened. Her hoodie fell open as his hand slid inside. The warmth of his palm found her ribs, then higher. She tensed and he paused. Her lips parted again, and he took that as answer. Her breath caught as his thumb brushed her breast. She arched, but barely. He kissed her harder.
Katie clutched the front of his tank, unsure whether to pull him closer or push him away. She didn’t do either. Devin’s hand moved with aching slowness, stroking her under the shirt now, cupping her fully, feeling her all over.
Then the sudden ring of her phone burst from her back pocket, vibrating against her spine. They both froze.
She stepped back first.
“Mark,” she whispered, already pulling the phone out. “He probably . . . ”
Devin stepped back too, his face calm, but his chest rising faster than before.
She turned her back to him as she answered.
“Hey.”
“Hey babe,” Mark said. “You mind checking the mail while you’re down there? I think something from my mom came.”
Katie exhaled hard through her nose, heart still hammering.
“Sure,” she said. “I’ll grab it in a minute.”
“Thanks. Love you.”
“Love you too.”
She hung up. Devin hadn’t moved.
“I should go,” she said nearly unable to form the words.
He nodded, but didn’t speak.
She adjusted her hoodie, wiped her lips with the back of her hand, and moved toward the door.
“Katie,” he said, just as she reached it.
She looked back.
His eyes were darker now. “You’re gonna come back, you know.”
She didn’t answer, didn’t nod, but just left.
In the hallway, her knees nearly gave out. She caught the rail in the staircase, closed her eyes, and breathed in silence.
When she finally got down to the mailbox and back up to the apartment, she went to the bathroom, locked the door, and stared at herself in the mirror.
Her lips were still flushed. Her shirt smelled like his skin.
That night, she let Mark undress her. She didn’t help him, she just lay there and let him peel off her shorts, her hoodie, her panties. He kissed her neck and whispered something sweet, but her eyes were already half-closed. She didn’t fake anything, didn’t exaggerate, but just lay still while he moved inside her.
Her mind wasn’t there at all. She replayed the way Devin had looked at her, the way he’d waited for her, not rushing, not asking. The way her body had leaned into his without her willing it.
Mark came fast like he always did. He kissed her afterward, and she barely kissed him back. Just smiled, turned into the pillow, and let sleep take her while he scrolled beside her.
By morning, she’d convinced herself it wouldn’t happen again, could not happen again, that she’d let it go far enough and now needed to back off before anything serious happened. She kissed Mark’s cheek before he left for his weekend shift, made herself breakfast, opened the windows, and sat down to read awhile.
She was two pages in when she heard footsteps on the stairs. Not hurried, but confident. Familiar.
Her heart raced before she even looked up. A knock and then silence.
Of course she opened the door.
Devin stood there with no tools in his hands no excuse. Just a look.
“Morning, baby,” he said.
She leaned on the frame, arms crossed. “I don’t think you should come in.”
“Okay,” he said. He didn’t move though.
Finally she stepped back, just one foot, her shoulder barely brushing the door. The invitation was slight, but he walked in anyway. “Dummy,” she said.
The door closed behind him. “You been thinking about it?” he asked.
She didn’t lie. “Of course. Nothing but.”
He took two more steps. “You wet when you left yesterday?”
She swallowed hard, but didn’t look away. How could he talk about it like that? So casually.
He touched her chin. “You want more of that today?”
She nodded without hesitation.
And so Devin kissed her again, harder now, not tentatively, not probing. She melted into it immediately, her arms rising, her fingers driving in his hair. He grabbed her ass with both hands, lifter her, walked her backward until her back hit the hallway wall. She gasped against his mouth, then moaned softly as his hands slid under her thighs and pulled her up face to face.
She wrapped her legs around him.
He didn’t take her to the bedroom. He pressed against her right there, hands roaming, mouth on her neck, her collarbone, her chest. Her shirt was pushed up, her breasts bared, his tongue circling each nipple while she clung to his shoulders, panting.
“I want you so bad,” she whispered, unable to stop the words coming out, and she draped her face over his shoulder.
He pulled back, eyes locked on hers.“Then you’re gonna need to tell me everything,” he said. “What you like. What you want.”
“I don’t even know yet,” she simpered.
“I’ll show you what you want then.”
He lowered her to the floor, kneeling as he did. His hands slipped down her hips, then lower, pulling her shorts down, kissing the inside of each thigh as he went.
She closed her eyes and let it happen.
He didn’t rush. He tasted her like he’d been waiting to taste her for weeks. Which he had.
Katie’s hands braced against the wall. Her knees tried to hold, but her whole body trembled under the rhythm of his tongue. Devin had her open, one of her legs draped over his shoulder, his mouth relentless but slow, circling, sucking, teasing every flick into something that made her hips jerk forward. He didn’t say a word. Didn’t even look up, just buried himself in her like it was hunger that took him over.
She moaned and kicked her leg involuntarily when he slipped two fingers inside her, making soft, curling strokes that matched the pressure of his mouth. Her breath caught, then shattered with a whimper. She tried to stay quiet, but the heat of it kept rising, flooding over every part of her that hadn’t been touched like this in months, or ever.
He glanced up once, eyes dark, jaw wet with her pussy saliva. She wanted to say something, his name, maybe, but the words stuck. He pressed her deeper, slower, and didn’t pause this time, even when she slapped the wall behind her, arched her back so deeply, and scrunched her fists in his hair.
She felt it in the soles of her feet, first, a mad spasm that spread through her whole body until she was contracting around his fingers and stomping her heel. Her head banged the wall behind her, her nails cut his shoulder, and she inhaled deeply and held her breath.
Quick, pulsing waves flooded through her, her thighs clenching around his neck, and still he kept going, drawing every last flicker from her until she was gasping, trying to catch air, tapping on his neck to make him stop.
Only then did he slow. He kissed her inner thigh, then the soft hollow above her knee, then stood.
She leaned back against the wall, legs shaking, barely able to hold herself up. Her shorts were around one ankle. Her shirt was twisted high under her armpits. She looked wrecked and didn’t bother to fix herself.
Devin pulled her close, his mouth brushing her temple. “You good, baby?” He grinned broadly because he knew that she was.
She nodded against his chest, still breathing hard. She grinned broadly too.
“Should I go?” he asked.
She lifted her head. “No,” she said, and she kissed him deeply and long with a face flushed from sweat.
This one wasn’t soft. She kissed him like a claim, like something she needed now, both hands on his chest, fingers curling in the fabric, pushing it up to feel his skin. He let her take it off, let her press her body against his skin to skin. His cock was hard through his shorts, thick and ready, and she rocked her hips against it deliberately, wanting him to feel how much she was past any more hesitation; it wasn’t the sort of thing she could say with her voice, not yet.
He gripped her hips and spun her toward the wall, lifted her arms to pin her wrists above her head. She arched deeply, moaning, as he kissed her shoulder, her spine, her lower back. He dropped to his knees again, kissing along the waistband of her panties, which she hadn’t even realized she was still wearing. He peeled them down slowly, pausing to bite gently at the crease of her hip.
Then he stood behind her, pulling her ass back into him. “You want me?” he asked close to her ear, his masculinity flooding her.
Katie didn’t answer with words. She backed into him, rolling her bare hips into him, teasing herself against the length of him through the fabric that still remained.
He growled low in his throat, then pulled back just enough to drop his shorts and take himself in hand.
She glanced over her shoulder.
“Condom?” she whispered.
He paused.
She reached for her purse on the floor, never breaking eye contact. She was the one who tore the foil.
Devin watched her fingers tear it open with a kind of reverence, his hand still slowly stroking himself. Katie’s eyes dropped once to see him fully, and she flushed with a mix of nerves and want so sharp it surprised her. She rolled the condom on without a word, steady hands betraying the beating in her chest.
He stepped forward again, sliding his hands over her waist, her belly, then lower. She braced against the wall, one foot angled out, knees parted enough, back arched, breasts pushed into the cool wall.
The first moment he pressed against her, she inhaled through her teeth. “Easy,” he murmured.
“I know,” she said. “I know. You easy!”
He slid himself into her slowly. The stretch made her mouth fall open. She had to press her forehead into the wall and breathe herself through it. Devin paused partway, letting her feel it, how full he was, how deep. One of his hands came up to stroke her hair off her neck, the other circled under to cup her breast, thumb brushing rhythmically over her nipple as he sank in the rest of the way.
She gasped when he bottomed out. “Fuck,” she whispered.
“You’re tight,” he said. “You’re wet as hell.”
“You should talk,” she said through panting breath. “You’re too big for me.”
He smiled against her shoulder and started to move.
At first he kept it slow, his hips rolling in slow, powerful strokes that made her rise onto her toes. Her body opened for him gradually, each push of his a little deeper, smoother, more comfortable. She arched back, and her head turned to the side, trying to take more of him. Always more.
His pace changed, faster now, sharper. She moaned freely and out loud, both hands pressed flat to the wall. His fingers slid down to her clit and he stroked her in time with each thrust.
The flood rushed up from deep in her belly this time, and flowed out in waves of heat throughout her body, and she realized with a startle she was coming again. She’d never orgasmed from intercourse before and it made her hang her mouth open and press her face into the wall.
She cried out loud now completely unrestrained. He grabbed the back of her neck, not to stop her, but to hold her still, pressing her harder into the wall. Her body bucked back against him as she clenched herself around his cock, and he groaned into her skin on the back of her neck, barely keeping rhythm through the spasms of her release.
She stayed standing. She pushed back against him now, more deliberately, grinding her ass against his hips between his thrusts.
“Harder, baby,” she said.
“You sure?”
She nodded, breathless now, glancing over her shoulder. Her mouth was flushed and wet, her eyes glazed. “Fuck me harder” she said with her eyes directly on his.
He pulled out halfway, gripped her hips, and slammed himself back in. She gasped and laughed at the same time, stumbling forward slightly, catching herself on the frame of the hallway arch. He followed, crowding her against it, one hand bracing beside hers, the other sliding between her thighs.
The rhythm changed. Nothing was smooth anymore, it was hungry, fast, and sweaty. She didn’t care. She matched him thrust for thrust, her hips bouncing off his, her voice rising every time he bottomed out deep inside her. He couldn’t hurt her, she was wide open to him.
“Don’t stop,” she breathed. “Just, don’t, stop . . . ”
His grip tightened and she could tell he was close.
She met every thrust with her ass. “Come inside me,” she said, her voice hoarse.
He groaned, buried himself deeper, and shuddered. He thrashed her body from his grip around her hips, and she worried about whiplash. She doubled over in front of him and he lifted her off the floor, pounding mercilessly into her. He finally inhaled and groaned, and came hard inside her.
He remained buried in her as his body jerked through the last pulses of his monumental release. Katie’s legs were trembling again, her whole body slumped forward, forehead against the wood frame, breath shaky and unsteady. He kissed the back of her neck, gentler now, quieter, and let his arms wrap around her folded waist from behind. They stayed like that, sticky and quiet, until she reached down and touched his hand.
“I need to sit.”
He helped her down carefully, easing her to the floor. Her thighs were still twitching. She laughed softly and shook her head.
“I can’t feel my knees.”
“That good, huh?” he said and he smirked.
She lay back, hair fanned across the floor, shirt still up, legs bent and open. He watched her for a moment before pulling the condom off, tying it, and walking it to the trash.
When he came back, she still hadn’t moved.
“I’ve never done that before,” she said.
“What, fucked someone?” he said, laughing, joking.
She didn’t answer right away. “No,” she said finally. “Not while still with someone.”
He knelt beside her, brushing her stomach lightly.
“You looked like you wanted it.”
“I did.”
“Then you’re not sorry, right?”
She looked up at him. “I didn’t say I wasn’t.”
“You don’t act like it.”
She sat up, slower now, stretching her back. She pulled her boyfriend’s shirt down and reached for her panties, still hanging from one ankle.
“I need to shower,” she murmured.
She stood on shaky legs and turned toward the door. But before she touched the knob, he was there again, behind her. His hands slid around her hips. He kissed her shoulder, then the side of her neck.
“You still feel it, don’t you,” he said.
She nodded and smiled, cupped her hand around her sore pussy.
He slid two fingers between her legs, feeling how wet and warm she still was. She gasped and leaned back into him.
“I want to see you again,” he said.
“You just did.”
He smiled. “You know what I mean.”
She didn’t argue. She cupped his jaw in her palm and shivered, though she wasn’t cold.
When she slipped out his door, it was into an empty hallway. The building was still and quiet. She padded barefoot down the stairs. At their apartment door, she paused, listening.
No sounds from inside, not yet.
She stepped in quietly. The bedroom door was open and Mark was gone. A note sat on the counter.
“Went out to grab lunch stuff. Back soon.”
She stood staring at the words like they were foreign objects of uncertain origin. Her body still ached, but it wasn’t in a bad way. Her pulse had finally slowed to near normal.
She folded the note and tucked it into the drawer under the microwave. Then she went into the bathroom and turned on the water, stripped and stepped under its warm cascade.
The hot spray hit her shoulders and slid down her back. She tilted her head and closed her eyes, let it flood her face.
When she touched herself, it wasn’t Mark’s name in her head, but it wasn’t guilt either.
It was raw, bare heat. And the sound of a knock still echoing in her bones.
She came out of the shower in a towel and sat on the edge of the bed, steam still rising from her skin, she made it so hot in there. The apartment was still quiet, even though Mark had returned while she was still rinsing, she’d heard the door, the fridge, then the shuffle of him sitting down at his desk again, back in his world of code and Discord.
Two different worlds, she thought to herself.
Her phone buzzed beside her and a single message lit up: “still taste you”
She didn’t answer, but she didn’t delete it either.
Mark’s voice came a few moments later, calling down the hallway. “Hey, you hungry?”
She pulled on a loose tank and shorts, something soft, shapeless, and comfortable. Not sexy, though, not now.
“Famished,” she said, stepping into the kitchen.
He was laying out sandwich stuff like nothing had changed, like his girlfriend’s body wasn’t still throbbing in all the places Devin had touched, licked, and filled. She sat across from him and watched him slice tomatoes, her mind on Devin’s cock expressing so deep inside her.
“I was thinking,” Mark said, “we could take a weekend trip. Just a small one, you and me. Get away from screens.”
She smiled. It was genuine, even if it didn’t reach her quite.
“That sounds nice, Mark, yeah.”
“Maybe next weekend?”
“Sure, so great.”
They ate in silence after that, Katie chewing slowly, distracted by how her body felt shook and loosened under her clothes now. Every movement reminded her of earlier, every shift of her hips, the way the fabric clung between her legs. She had to excuse herself halfway through eating lunch.
In the bathroom, she sat on the edge of the tub and checked her phone again, but it was still just the one message.
She typed a reply, then erased it, then typed again. “you want to see me again?”
No punctuation, nothing more. She stared at it a long time then hit send.
There was no reply for five whole minutes.
Then: “don’t go anywhere tomorrow” and her stomach flipped.
The next morning, Mark kissed her goodbye early, promised to pick up necessities on the way back. She stood at the window in her robe and watched him walk out to the street, his bag over one shoulder, his hoodie half-zipped, care-free and oblivious.
As soon as he turned the corner, she closed the blinds and went to the bedroom.
Her body moved faster than her thoughts. She pulled out the underwear she never wore, the thong with the lace. She pulled out her tight tank. She brushed her hair, then changed her mind and made it a little messy.
She didn’t text him, she just walked up the stairs and at Devin’s door, she hesitated for the first time. It was momentary. She raised her hand and knocked twice, firm and sure.
The door opened instantly. He didn’t smile, he only stepped back.
She walked in straight past him and into his apartment that already felt like something she knew.
He shut the door behind her and didn’t lock it. She knew they wouldn’t be interrupted.
She didn’t stop walking until she reached the middle of the room. The same fan was spinning, the same dim light slanted through the blinds. But this time, she wasn’t waiting for him to come to her.
She turned slowly. Devin was still by the door, watching her, arms relaxed at his sides, a small grin on his face. He knew what this was: he had awakened her.
She peeled her tank off first, pulling it up over her head in one smooth motion and letting it drop behind her. The lace underneath wasn’t shy. Pale pink, sheer, cut high. She’d never worn it for Mark.
Devin moved toward her without a word. His hands landed on her hips, sliding over the band of her panties, then lower, cupping her ass as he kissed her. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, mouth open, tongue moving with his now, urgent and eager. There was nothing soft this time. No pause. No resistance. When he walked her backward toward the couch, she followed without hesitation.
He pulled her panties down as she sat. She lifted her hips to help then leaned back, legs falling open.
“Take them off,” she said, nodding at his shorts.
He did.
She took his cock in both hands, watching it twitch under her touch. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around him, slowly at first, then deeper, guiding him in with a rhythm that made his jaw clench and his hands tighten in her hair.
“You’re gonna make me come,” he warned.
But she didn’t stop. She sucked harder, let him hit the back of her throat, eyes locked on his as she took more and more, hands stroking the base, her breath coming through her nose now as she worked him with total focus. He groaned, loud, raw, and close.
“Stop,” he said, pulling back suddenly, shaking his head. “Not yet.”
She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and grinned. “Then fuck me, asshole.”
He lifted her clear off the couch and turned her around without a word. He bent her forward over the armrest, spread her legs with his knees, and ran his fingers between her folds.
“Soaked,” he said.
“I know. I was thinking of you all morning.”
He slid in deep, both hands gripping her hips, no teasing this time. Just thick, full strokes that made the couch creak and her breath catch with every thrust. Her hair fell over her face as she held the cushion, bracing herself.
He fucked her so hard she whimpered.
Then he lifted her upright, pulled her into his lap, and sat down with her riding him, her knees straddling his thighs. She ground against him, slower this time, rolling her hips in slow circles, his hands sliding up her back, her sides, her breasts. She kissed him messy, open-mouthed, panting into him.
“I want you to make me come again,” she whispered.
He shifted under her, angled himself deeper in her, then started bouncing her on his cock with both hands on her ass, letting her ride him hard now, her cries rising in his ear as she clung to his shoulders and begged for more.
Her legs trembled uncontrollably, her head buried against his neck. Her fingernails dug into his shoulders as her body locked up around his cock, waves crashing through her, longer and harder than anything before. She let out a broken moan that turned into laughter at the end, delirious, sweaty, stunned at how fast it had built and come.
Devin didn’t stop. He kissed her shoulder, then her collarbone, his hips still moving up into her, drawing every last twitch out of her.
“I can’t,” she breathed, giggling now. “I’m gonna fall apart.”
He lifted her easily, laying her back on the couch, then pulled her legs up, resting them over his shoulders. She blinked up at him, dazed.
“You said all the way,” he said.
She nodded once. He slid back in.
This position was deeper, maybe too deep. She gasped and grabbed at the cushion above her head, legs shaking as he started pounding into her body again, holding her hips in place while his cock slammed against the softest, most sensitive spot inside her over and over. It was too much, but she didn’t want him to stop.
She cried out again, eyes shut, face flushed, chest heaving. Every time he drove forward, her breath caught. Her hands clenched into fists beside her head.
Devin watched her face, jaw tight, sweat beading at his temples. He was close again.
“I want to see you come,” she said and she gasped at her own words.
The slap of skin on skin filled the room, slick and wet, her arousal making every thrust obscene. She wasn’t shy anymore, she let him hear her. She wanted him to.
She started to break again, her back arching up, legs kicking weakly over his shoulders.
“Oh my god, Devin,” she gasped.
He fucked her through it, hard and fast, until her whole body seized under him. Her moan hit the ceiling, and she grabbed both sides of the couch frame to anchor herself, eyes squeezed shut as she rode the explosion all the way down.
He pulled out fast, flipped her onto her stomach, and dragged her hips up in front of him. She reached back automatically, opening for him, searching for him. He slid into her from behind, grabbing both her wrists and pinning them behind her back, bending over her as he drove in deep.
It was rough now, and desperate. He was chasing his own finish and using every inch of her to get there.
She moaned into the cushion. Her body was wrecked, used, soaking wet, and still hungry.
He lost it with his forehead pressed between her shoulder blades. He grunted once, twice, then froze, twitching inside her, his grip tightening on her wrists as he emptied himself into the condom again, grinding his hips until the last of it pulsed out.
They collapsed together and neither moved. Her face was turned sideways on the couch. His chest was on her back, both panting.
It was the quiet that came after that made her smile. Devin finally rolled off her, pulling the condom off, and knotting it without a word. He disappeared down the hall and returned with a towel, warm from the dryer. Katie let him press it between her legs, laughing quietly at how tender she’d become.
“I’m not gonna walk right for hours,” she said.
“Good,” he muttered, crouching beside the couch, brushing a thumb under her eye. “You look good and fucked.”
“I am good and fucked, thanks you,” she said and she playfully pressed her foot into his chest.
She sat up slowly, limbs heavy and loose. Her tank top was half off, her panties somewhere across the room, her body marked with pink handprints and faint bruises from his grip. Her thighs were streaked and wet, her hair a mess. She looked like everything she wasn’t supposed to be.
And she liked it badly.
She sipped water from a glass he brought her and he stayed close, watching her with a satisfied calm that made her pulse stir again even though she was wrecked.
When she finally stood, her legs wobbled and she had to grab the back of the couch.
“Shut up,” she said, grinning.
“I didn’t say anything.”
“You were thinking it.”
He grinned. “You gonna sneak back down like that?”
Katie looked toward the window. The sun had shifted, there was still time.
“I need to,” she said. “He’ll be back soon.”
Devin stood behind her, resting both hands on her waist. “You gonna come back tomorrow?”
She looked down. “I don’t know yet.”
“You will.”
She didn’t argue. He kissed her shoulder, slower this time, gentle. Then her neck, then the base of her spine. Each kiss deliberate, each one sending a fresh ripple through muscles already drained.
“Okay, maybe,” she said and she chuckled.  When she dressed, she didn’t rush. She took her time, even adjusting her hair in his mirror, watching his reflection as he watched her. There wasn’t shame, not even guilt. Just a weight, a secret she now carried in her hips, in the way her lips felt fuller, her skin flushed deeper.
At the door, she paused. “I’m never going to tell him.”
“I never thought you would.”
“But you don’t care, do you?”
Devin shrugged. “Just come back.”
She opened the door and stepped into the hallway barefoot. Her legs were sore, her thighs sticky despite the towel, and she felt stretched in a way that made every step feel wobbly.
At the apartment, she listened before entering. The kitchen was quiet, no voices, no typing. She slipped inside, locked the door behind her, and dropped her keys into the bowl by the door.
Mark wasn’t home yet. She padded to the bathroom, stripped again, and stepped into the shower for the second time that day.
When Mark returned twenty minutes later with sandwiches she was on the couch in fresh clothes, legs folded, book open in her lap.
She looked up, smiled, and kissed him on the cheek. “What did you get us?”
“One chicken, one egg salad, which one you want?”
“Whichever came first,” she said. “Of course.”
When he started the movie, she said, “You should stay home tomorrow. You should.”
“Got a thing,” he said and he shrugged.
She squeezed his foot where it pressed against her hip, turned to the screen, and looked at it without watching it.
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