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The New House Guest



“Pretty please!”

Danielle leaned closer to the tiny camera lens on her smartphone, her voice sing-song sweet, her face wearing the kind of hopeful expression Marcus had come to dread.

“She just needs a place to stay for, like… a week. Tops.” She bit her lip and tilted her head, playing up the charm she had perfected over a lifetime of convincing her older brother to bend. “Come on, Marcus. Please? I’ll make it up to you. I promise.”

Many miles away, Marcus exhaled heavily and let his shoulders slump. On the other end of the video call, the choppy, pixelated image of his sister flickered across his laptop screen. Her eyes—wide, imploring, almost theatrical—locked onto his. She was frozen there in a tension-filled pause, waiting for his verdict.

Though they were separated by the entire country, Marcus still felt the weight of her stare. He rubbed a hand over the stubble along his jaw, his thumb brushing absently at the corner of his mouth as if the motion might help him think. His brown eyes shifted back and forth, as though weighing the scale of reason against instinct. Was it utterly foolish to let a stranger—his sister’s friend, no less—crash on his couch for a week?

“She’s your friend, not mine,” he muttered, leaning back in his chair. “I don’t even know her, Mel. You really expect me to open my door to someone I’ve never met?”

Marcus was not fond of playing host to anyone. The idea of sharing his space with a guest made him bristle. Even the thought—faint and absurd—that the girl might turn out to be gorgeous and flirtatious did little to sweeten the deal.

“Kelsey is super friendly. I swear.” Danielle’s voice softened suddenly, her tone shifting into something almost conspiratorial. A grin tugged at the corners of her mouth, sly and knowing. Her eyes flicked from side to side, as if she were about to reveal a secret she shouldn’t. “And… she’s really pretty, too.”

Marcus dragged a hand through his hair and sighed, his patience thinning. “Danielle, please. I’m not desperate for a date. And for the record, I’m definitely not about to discuss my sex life with my sister.” His voice carried a touch of irritation, but underneath it was the begrudging affection he could never quite hide from her.

Danielle, however, was unmoved. She had set her sights on a mission and Marcus knew too well that once she dug her heels in, there was no easy way out. Her good friend needed a place to stay, and Marcus—unlucky enough to live in the very same city—was her obvious solution.

“Come on,” she pressed, letting her frustration creep into her tone. “You live in that giant house—all by yourself, I might add. Don’t act like you don’t have the space.” Her eyes narrowed knowingly, and Marcus recognized the subtle shift. She was getting ready to pounce on his weak spot.

“It’s my house,” he said, more stubborn than firm, leaning forward as if to emphasize the point. “I can keep it as empty as I want.”

But even as the words left his lips, Marcus already knew the truth. He could never deny his sister, not when she looked at him with that fragile, pleading expression. He had known from the very start that he would give in, that Kelsey—whoever she was—would be staying under his roof by the end of the week.

Still, he wasn’t about to make it easy for Danielle. Not when she was dangling so precariously, waiting for his word. He let her linger in suspense a little longer, if only for his own satisfaction.

“I just don’t see what’s in it for me,” Marcus said, a devilish grin curving over his lips.

“Does there always have to be something in it for you?” Danielle countered. Her voice carried that mix of exasperation and affection he knew too well. “Can’t it be because you love your sister?”

She tilted her head, studying him through the lagging video call, and when she caught the subtle shift in his expression, her own blossomed into a triumphant smile.

“Fine,” Marcus muttered at last, shaking his head as though to clear it. “I can’t believe I’m agreeing to this. It’s insane, isn’t it? I’ve never even met this girl.”

“You act like she’s a serial killer or something,” Danielle said, rolling her eyes.

“Well, you never know,” Marcus argued. “Didn’t you see that show on Netflix? I forget the title. It was on in the background at the bar the other night. Some guy lets a stranger crash with him for a week, and then—bam—next thing you know, he’s sleeping with the fishes.”

“Sleeping with the fishes?” Danielle repeated, incredulous. “Really? I think you’ve watched one too many mafia movies… and Netflix thrillers.”

“Never mind that,” Marcus said, dismissing her with a wave. “I’ve got a date tonight. I should’ve left an hour ago. So when am I expecting this Kelsey?”

“She’ll be there tomorrow afternoon, around four. She’s got your number, and I told her to text you when she’s outside.”

Marcus sighed, running a hand over his face. Four wasn’t too bad. Late enough that he could avoid any awkward overlap if tonight went well. With luck, his date would already be gone by morning, her walk of shame completed long before Kelsey even crossed into the county.

“Oh! Thank you, thank you, thank you!” Danielle squealed, her arms waving in excitement. The screen stuttered and pixelated, unable to keep up with her exaggerated gestures.

“Sure thing,” Marcus said, closing his laptop with a sharp click. He shoved the thought aside, eager to lose himself in his evening plans.

But by the following morning, he’d done too good a job forgetting. The only reminder came when his phone buzzed insistently on the nightstand, dragging him out of a foggy sleep.

“What the…” he grumbled, blinking against the light.

A soft body shifted beside him. Marcus reached an arm around the brunette he’d brought home, his fingers trailing over her bare skin. She groaned and gave him a sleepy, teasing smile. “Ugh. Morning breath.”

“Kiss me,” Marcus insisted, but she only glanced at his phone, vibrating relentlessly.

“Shouldn’t you get that?” she asked.

With a sly grin, she plucked the phone off the nightstand herself. Her brow furrowed as she read the message on the lock screen: It’s Kelsey. I’m out front.

“Um… who is Kelsey?” she asked, her tone sharp, suspicious. She sat up, wrapping the sheet around herself like a shield, though her eyes narrowed at him with the scrutiny of a distrusting wife.

The sheet slipped as she moved, revealing the perfect breasts Marcus had spent weeks scheming to taste. His gaze lingered in spite of the tension.

“Kelsey?” He rubbed his eyes and cursed under his breath. “I… fuck. That name doesn’t even sound familiar.” He searched his foggy memory, trying to connect the dots.

“You said you were single, you asshole.” She was on her feet in an instant, her tanned body glowing in the early light spilling through the wide bedroom window.

Marcus propped himself up on one elbow, watching her scramble for her clothes. “Come on,” he said, rolling his eyes, but his voice carried a nervous edge.

“Babe, I swear. I don’t know who the hell Kelsey is,” he pleaded. His mind spun, eyes darting side to side as though searching for a clue. And then, suddenly, he remembered. Danielle. The late-night call.

“Oh… wait a second,” he said, his face brightening with a sudden, sheepish recognition.

“You’re just a fuckboy like all the others!” she snapped, yanking her panties from the floor and flinging them at him. The cotton struck his cheek and fell to the sheets.

“Thanks,” Marcus said coolly, smirking as he twirled them on his finger.

The young stud pressed the lacy scrap of fabric against his cheek with a grin, savoring its softness and the faint scent still clinging to it. Across the room, the woman balled her fists and stomped her feet in frustration.

“Ugh! I didn’t mean to throw those! Give them back to me!”

“Wait—hey!” Marcus shot upright, incredulous. “You’re not even going to hear me out? Seriously?”

“I don’t want to know anything about this Kelsey slut,” she snapped. With one quick motion she snatched the silky pink thong from his hand, her eyes flashing as she did.

“Babe, it’s just some girl I’m letting stay with me for a while.” Marcus paused as the words left his mouth, realizing too late how they sounded. His brow furrowed. “Shit. I didn’t mean it like that. Babe—wait a second, okay? That’s not what I meant.”

But the brunette was already slipping into her heels, her jaw tight with anger. “I’ve heard enough. Don’t bother calling me, and don’t text me either.”

She stormed out, leaving the faint scent of perfume in her wake.

Marcus exhaled, letting his head sink into the pillow. His naked chest rose and fell in a slow rhythm, catching the light from the wide window above the bed. For a moment, the silence felt almost luxurious. Despite the outburst, he wasn’t worried. Women came and went. And if anything, a little competition never hurt. It kept them circling back, reminded them he wasn’t waiting around.

He smirked to himself, replaying the night before. He’d taken the brunette out several times, but last night had been the first time she finally gave in. The memory came to him in flashes—the taste of her lips, the hitch of her breath as she opened for him, the tight sweetness of her body as he sank deep inside her. His grin widened as he remembered how he had spilled into her despite her whispered protests. A faint pang of guilt stirred, but only faintly. She was no saint; he knew she’d either be on the pill or making a pharmacy run before the day was done.

The recollection stirred him beneath the sheets. Heat curled low in his body, his cock swelling, pressing against the fabric as he let the memories play out again in his head. With a lazy chuckle, Marcus whispered to himself, “She’ll be back.”

“She might not,” a voice cut through the quiet.

Marcus froze. His head snapped toward the doorway.

There, leaning casually against the frame, stood a girl he had never seen before. She looked no older than eighteen, tall and slim, with skin pale and flawless as porcelain. The sunlight from the window fell over her in golden ribbons, turning her into something dreamlike, too beautiful to feel entirely real.

She shifted her weight onto one hip, the plaid of her very short skirt riding high over long legs and a trim waist. A tight black shirt clung to her torso, stretched to its limits by the generous swell of her breasts. The cotton strained with each subtle breath, leaving little to the imagination.

Marcus blinked, uncertain if he was still caught in the haze of sleep. Her dark hair tumbled down in a glossy cascade, framing a face that could have belonged on a magazine cover. But it was her eyes—startlingly bright, crystalline blue—that unsettled him most. They glittered like gems, sharp and hypnotic, as though they could see straight through him.

For a fleeting moment he wondered if he had conjured her entirely, some fever-dream vision born of desire and hangover.

“Shit,” Marcus gasped. His hand clutched at the sheet, dragging it higher until it covered more than the base of his cock. The movement was clumsy, betraying his sudden nerves.

“Who the hell are you? What do you think you’re doing? How did you even get in here?” His voice came out harsher than intended, words chewing against one another as he pushed himself upright against the headboard.

“You’re pretty uptight for a naked guy with a hard-on and a girl storming out of his big house,” the intruder said with a teasing smile, one dark brow arched in mischief.

Marcus glanced down, heat creeping into his neck. Damn it. His cock was half-hard, an unmistakable shape beneath the thin linen bunched across his lap. It betrayed exactly what he’d been thinking about before she appeared.

“Who are you?” he demanded again, sharper this time.

“I’m Kelsey. Danielle’s friend.” She delivered the words with attitude, as though the answer should have been obvious. Her tone carried that dangerous mix of innocence and defiance only the very young seemed capable of. She stepped farther into the room, her skirt swaying with each movement, and let her gaze sweep deliberately over him.

Marcus watched as her eyes roamed the length of his body. She started at his bare feet, climbed up his legs, lingered far too long on the telltale bulge between his thighs, and only then returned to his face.

“I figured that much out,” Marcus said, trying to rein in his irritation. “But who let you in? You can’t just wander into someone’s house without being invited.” His brow furrowed, frustration tangled with embarrassment.

For a moment, he felt old. Only twenty-nine, but standing in front of this eighteen-year-old—confident, beautiful, unbothered—he felt like someone from another era, the responsible adult, the grumpy one who worried about locks and boundaries.

Yet irritation warred with something else. Desire crept in despite himself. Danielle had told him her friend was “pretty,” but the word didn’t come close. Kelsey was devastating. The kind of pretty that made his chest feel hollow, the kind of pretty that sent a hot pulse straight to his cock. He shifted beneath the sheet, trying to adjust, to disguise the swelling that refused to obey him.

“Um… anyway,” he muttered, rubbing the back of his neck as though the gesture might buy him composure.

“Want to show me around?” Kelsey asked. Her tone was casual, but her eyes sparkled with a challenge.

“Uh. Sure,” Marcus said after a pause, though his voice was rougher than he meant it to be. He motioned weakly toward the door, waiting for her to take the hint.

“Um, I’m kind of naked here, so you might want to…” He nodded at the doorway, a subtle plea for her to step out.

“Wow,” she said softly, a teasing lilt in her voice. “Danielle didn’t say you were so… naughty.” Her smile widened as she edged closer, her gaze once again flicking toward the sheet that barely concealed him.

Marcus exhaled through his nose, a frustrated sound. “Hey. I wasn’t inviting you into bed. Just give me a minute to get dressed, all right?”

Kelsey smirked and turned at last, but not without a final look over her shoulder. Her raven hair shifted as she glanced back at him, her eyes glinting with something unreadable, something dangerous.

Marcus watched her go, uneasy but undeniably intrigued. One thing was certain: she was going to be trouble. By the end of the week, maybe more trouble than he was ready for.

Marcus gave Kelsey the briefest of tours when she first arrived—kitchen, living room, guest bath, and finally the spare bedroom she would call her own for the week. He kept his explanations clipped and neutral, though the girl carried herself with such easy confidence that it was clear she didn’t need much orientation. By the end of that first afternoon, she was already moving about the house as though she belonged there, slipping from room to room without hesitation.

Over the next few days, Marcus tried reaching Danielle for reassurance—anything that might explain who, exactly, this girl was, beyond pretty friend in need of a place to stay. But his sister remained elusive, never returning his calls. That left him with little choice but to take things as they came.

To his surprise, the arrangement was painless—at least at first. Kelsey kept mostly to herself, vanishing into town for hours at a time or retreating behind her closed bedroom door. The blonde found himself relieved. For the better part of the week, she was neither a nuisance nor a disruption.

Yet even in her quiet, she had a way of intruding.

“Hey,” Marcus said one evening, knocking lightly against her door. It was partly courtesy, partly a reminder to himself that boundaries still existed.

Kelsey had a knack for teasing, small gestures threaded through otherwise ordinary days. She knew when to make her presence felt. Earlier that afternoon, Marcus had been in the middle of a high-stakes conference call in his office when she “accidentally” dropped something in the foyer. By the time he looked up, she was bending over to retrieve it, her short cotton shorts riding high, revealing the unmistakable outline of a thong hugging her curves.

He had caught himself staring. She had caught him, too—her eyes flicking up just long enough to let him know it was intentional.

Marcus had every reason to ignore it. She was his sister’s best friend. She was young, far too young. She was off-limits. But ignoring something didn’t mean he hadn’t noticed, and Kelsey seemed perfectly aware of the power she held.

For the most part, though, she left him to his business. And Marcus convinced himself he was content with that. Until the third night.

He had spent the day running errands and meeting with clients, too worn out by the time he got home to chase a hookup at the club. Instead, he thought of the gag gift an old girlfriend had given him—a sex toy he kept hidden in its little red box under the bed.

Marcus reached beneath the mattress frame, groping along the carpet until his fingertips brushed only dust and empty space. Frowning, he pushed the sheets aside and bent to look. Nothing. The box was gone.

His gaze swept the room in growing confusion, only to land on the nightstand. There sat the familiar red box—open.

“What the…” he muttered. His chest tightened with a mix of irritation and disbelief as he picked it up and stared at the incriminating sight.

The toy inside was nothing special—a cheap silicone sleeve molded in the shape of a vagina. He had laughed when it was given to him, then kept it tucked away, using it more often than he would have admitted aloud. But the fact that it had been moved, handled, unsettled him. There was only one possible culprit, but he couldn’t fathom why Kelsey would want to mess with it.

Unless…

Marcus set the box down and strode into the hall. The house was quiet, shadowed, save for the thin line of light spilling from Kelsey’s room. Her door stood slightly ajar.

He froze.

Through the gap, his jaw slackened at the sight before him: Kelsey, perched on her bed, her head tilted back, her long hair spilling over her shoulders. In her hands was the toy, her slender fingers stroking the rubber sleeve with deliberate rhythm. And though the angle made it impossible to see precisely what she was doing with it, Marcus could swear she was pressing it against herself, rolling her hips with a slow, suggestive grind.

The sound of his own breath filled his ears, heavy and uneven. For a moment, he wondered if fatigue or fantasy had conjured it all. But then Kelsey moaned softly, her voice carrying into the hallway like a taunt.

Marcus’s hand gripped the doorframe, torn between stepping inside and stepping back.

“Hey.” Marcus’s voice cut through the room as he pushed the door open.

Kelsey’s head snapped toward him, her eyes wide. With a gasp, she flung the sex sleeve aside and yanked at the hem of her skirt, trying to cover herself from his view.

“What the hell is this?” Marcus growled. He strode forward, his frame filling the small guest room, until he loomed beside the bed where she sat frozen.

He bent and snatched up the discarded toy. It was still warm in his palm, the slick sheen along its edge betraying what he had interrupted. He held it up, his eyes blazing. “What are you doing with this?”

Kelsey gave a nervous laugh, her lips twitching as though torn between shame and defiance. She might have bluffed her way through the embarrassment, but Marcus had caught her too red-handed—too deep in the act—for denial to matter. She swallowed, searching for words.

“Um…” she began, faltering.

Marcus’s temper flared. “You think it’s okay to take things that don’t belong to you?” He paced in front of her, shaking his head in disbelief. “I can’t believe this. I can’t believe I let Danielle talk me into this dumb idea. I mean—yeah, you’re gorgeous, but that’s beside the point.”

Kelsey’s nervous smile curled into something bolder. Mischief danced in her blue eyes as realization struck: this was her opening. She had been attracted to him from the moment Danielle first showed her his picture back in Boston. She hadn’t expected him to catch her like this—but now, maybe, the moment had turned to her advantage.

“Marcus,” she said softly, her voice dipping into a sigh. “I’m sorry, I…”

“What were you even doing with it?” His voice sharpened, though curiosity cut through the anger. He turned the toy over in his hand, shaking it like a prop in a courtroom. “It’s not like you could use it. I saw you trying, though. Were you mocking me? You know, I’ve only used this a few times myself—when I’m too damn lazy, that’s all. And wait a second—I don’t owe you an explanation. Not about this.”

Kelsey giggled, the sound high and bright in the charged silence. It didn’t sound embarrassed at all. If anything, she seemed delighted by his frustration. Her body shifted on the bed, her skirt tightening across her thighs, and Marcus noticed the faintest quiver in her breath.

She had been thinking of him. He could see it in her eyes, the way they lingered on his chest, the way her lips parted ever so slightly. The thought made his pulse thrum in his ears.

“I… I don’t know how to explain this,” Kelsey said at last. Her voice lowered to a sultry hush. “But maybe you should just see for yourself.”

Marcus blinked, caught off guard. “See for myself?” His throat went dry. Images surged into his mind before he could stop them—of her skirt sliding higher, of smooth skin, of tight heat that had haunted his imagination since the night he first caught her staring at the shape beneath his sheets. She was offering herself up so easily, too easily, and that made him hesitate.

“I don’t understand,” he muttered, though hunger betrayed him in the way his eyes roved over her.

“I haven’t been entirely honest with you,” Kelsey whispered. “I mean, I never lied. Not exactly. But there’s a reason I took the toy.”

She brushed her dark hair back, her smile growing sharper, more knowing. Her gaze locked with his as she reached out, her small fingers curling around his larger hand. With a gentle but insistent tug, she drew him closer until his tall frame shadowed her lithe body on the bed.

Kelsey guided Marcus’s hand onto the inside of her thigh, her skin warm and impossibly smooth. His breath caught, ragged and uneven, as the hunger inside him spilled free. Beneath the sheet, his cock swelled hard, straining as the heat radiating from her core pressed against his fingers. He was so close to touching her most private place he could feel the pulse of her arousal through the fabric.

“Go ahead,” Kelsey whispered, her voice trembling with desire yet edged with challenge. She gazed up at him, wide-eyed, lips parted, her expression equal parts pleading and daring. Watching the lust deepen in Marcus’s brown eyes, she knew she had him caught. This was what she had been waiting for—her entire life of dressing up, painting her face, and pretending to fit the part of “just another pretty girl” had prepared her for this moment. To be seen, touched, and wanted by a man like Marcus.

Marcus lowered his hand toward the hem of her skirt and gave a quick tug. The plaid fabric shifted, and what had been a tantalizing outline became undeniable. The swell beneath her skirt pushed up against his palm until it sprang free—a thick, flushed cock, jutting stiff from Kelsey’s pelvis. Six proud inches, hard and eager.

She sighed, almost in relief, as Marcus’s hand hovered dangerously close to her aching shaft.

Her gaze flicked back up to his, every breath sharp with anticipation. She waited, suspended in that fragile space between fear and hope, to see what he would do next.

Marcus staggered back, disbelief etched across his face. “There’s no fucking way,” he said, his voice breaking as he dragged his hand through his golden hair.

“What’s so unbelievable about it?” Kelsey teased. She giggled softly, the sound feather-light but full of mischief. One slender finger touched the corner of her lips, painted a bold red that made her smile seem even more dangerous.

“You… you were hot,” Marcus blurted, pacing now, as though motion might help him untangle the mess of thoughts tangling inside him.

Kelsey laughed harder, delighted at his fluster. “Am I not hot anymore?”

“What? No—I mean, of course you are. I just… I don’t know.” He faltered, his voice rough with confusion.

His mind raced, clashing between disbelief and the throbbing truth in his jeans. No matter how hard he tried to resist the thought, his body betrayed him—his cock straining, trapped, desperate for release. He looked at her again, forcing himself to really see her: the startlingly blue eyes framed by long lashes, the cascade of dark hair tumbling over her shoulders, the way she adjusted her blouse to settle the silk tight across her breasts. Every detail reminded him that she was beautiful—achingly, dangerously beautiful.

Kelsey shifted on the corner of his bed, tugging her skirt lower and smoothing her blouse with slow, deliberate grace. “Calm down,” she murmured, reaching for him as he passed. Her fingers hooked into his jeans, tugging him closer until the bulge beneath his fly was only inches from her painted mouth. She looked up at him with a softness that contradicted the wicked gleam in her eyes.

Marcus’s lips parted, breath unsteady. He glanced down, his cock pressing so insistently against his jeans it seemed as though even she could feel the heat of it radiating toward her.

“What’s wrong?” Kelsey asked gently. “Do you want me to go?”

“No,” Marcus said quickly. “No way. I’m just… still sort of shocked.”

“So I have a dick,” Kelsey said with a soft laugh, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m still a girl. All girl, actually. I just happen to have a little extra.” Her smile widened, daring him to disagree. “Is that so wrong?”

Marcus wasn’t sure what to believe. His mind chased questions, but his body supplied only one truth: a stunning girl was kneeling before him, her face mere inches from the thick bulge behind his tight jeans.

Kelsey’s pale hands traced up and down the sides of his thighs, her fingers pressing lightly into the denim. Marcus exhaled, a long, unsteady sigh, the kind that betrayed both relief and surrender.

“I feel like I’ve betrayed you somehow,” she murmured, her voice soft but edged with guilt. “I’ve really screwed this up. And Danielle—God, she’s never going to let me live this down.”

“There’s no need to tell her,” Marcus said quickly. His voice was low, ragged, almost defensive. “I’m not… I’m not that pissed off. Just confused. That’s all.”

Kelsey’s lips curled into a teasing smile. “Well,” she whispered, her tone mischievous, “would it help if I showed you a way to relax?”

Marcus swallowed hard. “How so?”

Her tongue flicked to the corner of her mouth, deliberate and slow. Then her hand slid higher, pressing against the hard ridge of his cock through the denim. Her fingers glided up and down, stroking lightly, cruelly slow. The pressure made Marcus’s hips buck forward in a reflex he couldn’t control. He bit his lip, his eyes locked on the raven-haired temptress perched on the edge of his bed, guiding him toward surrender.

“That’s it,” Kelsey coaxed, her voice barely a whisper. With practiced ease, she undid the brass button of his jeans and eased down the zipper. The denim slackened at his hips, and cool air slipped in. Marcus shuddered.

Her hands tugged, steady and sure, sliding his jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, heavy and thick, bouncing against the air with such force it nearly brushed her cheek.

“Whoa,” Kelsey gasped, jerking her head back with a laugh, her eyes wide with delight.

“Oh my god.” Her parted lips curved into a grin. “I can’t believe this… it’s massive.”

Marcus didn’t argue. He groaned as her delicate fingers closed around his shaft, stroking slowly, exploring every ridge and vein as though memorizing them. The contact made his head fall back, his breath spilling out in ragged bursts.

Kelsey lowered her gaze, transfixed by the broad, swollen head of his cock. The sight made her own shaft twitch beneath her skirt, straining with need. Heat pooled low in her belly as a wave of submission washed over her. In that moment, she wanted nothing more than to please him, to offer herself completely.

She tucked her dark bangs behind her ears and stroked him with both hands now, her grip firm, her touch reverent. Every throb under her palms felt like a pulse of power, and she reveled in it. When she looked up, she found Marcus staring down at her, his lips parted, his face softened by pleasure.

“This isn’t so bad, is it?” she asked sweetly, her hand pumping along his shaft. She bit her lip, her gaze dropping to his balls swinging heavily between his thighs. The sight made her shiver. She imagined all that pent-up heat, all that seed, filling her soon. The thought left her lightheaded with need.

“Hell no,” Marcus muttered, shaking his head as a satisfied smile broke across his face. He ran his hand through her dark hair, his fingers tightening as he guided her closer to his cock.

“You know what would be better, though?”

Kelsey didn’t need to hear another word. Her wide eyes locked onto Marcus as she parted her lips and leaned forward, swallowing the thick crown of his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” Marcus groaned, his breath shuddering out as heat flooded through him. Her mouth was hot, wet, and clinging. He thrust instinctively, his hips jerking as his shaft slid deeper past her lips. A sharp wince flickered across his face—too much, too fast—but the sensation of her obedient mouth taking him in was a satisfaction he couldn’t resist. This is only right, he thought savagely. Stuffing that dirty, lying mouth full. A punishment that fits.

Kelsey sucked greedily, her tongue flattening against his cock as she tried to manage his girth. Her small hand wrapped around the base, stroking what her lips couldn’t reach. She gagged softly but pushed herself to take more, determined to please. Even as she worked his length, her other hand slipped beneath her skirt. Her fingers wrapped around her own hard cock, stroking in the same rhythm her lips kept around his shaft. The double sensation left her dizzy, wanton, desperate.

She closed her eyes and let herself sink into the taste of him—the salt, the heat, the weight of his cock pressing against her tongue. Whatever he demanded, she would give. Whatever he wanted, she would become. And when his strong hand gripped the back of her head and forced her down farther, she obeyed with a shiver of loyalty.

“Mm—fuck,” Marcus moaned. His lips hung open as he gazed down at the dark-haired beauty kneeling at his feet. The sight of her—a girl with wide blue eyes and painted lips, her mouth stuffed with his cock—sent a jagged thrill through him. His hand left her hair to cup her breasts instead, kneading each heavy orb through the blouse, his thumbs teasing over her hard nipples. Hunger coiled in his gut, stronger than he could stand.

“I can’t believe this,” he growled, his voice low and rough. “A dirty little whore sucking my cock. I waste my time chasing drunk party girls, and here you are—the quiet bookworm type. Turns out you’re the filthiest of them all.”

Kelsey moaned in agreement, the sound vibrating around his shaft. She pulled back, lips slick with saliva, and gasped for air. Wiping her mouth, she looked up at him with a sultry smile.

Marcus bent, caught her under the arms, and pulled her upright. In the same breath he tossed her onto the bed. Kelsey squealed at the sudden motion, her body sprawling across the mattress. Her little skirt flipped high around her waist, exposing her cock and balls in all their swollen glory.

She spread her thighs wide, smooth and silky, splaying herself open for him. Her breath caught, and she bit her finger nervously. She hadn’t expected anything beyond a rough blowjob. Certainly not this.

Marcus froze for a moment, his chest heaving as he looked down at her. The sight should have unsettled him, but his cock throbbed harder, dripping with need. Desire drowned reason.

His jaw clenched as he reached forward. After a beat of hesitation, his large hand closed firmly around her shaft. Her cock was hot, pulsing, alive in his grip.

Conflicting thoughts rattled through his mind—questions of what this meant, what it made him—but none of them mattered in the face of how right it felt. He stroked her, slow and deliberate, his breath ragged.

Kelsey moaned beneath him, her head rolling back on the pillows, her body surrendering to his touch.

Marcus stared down at her, his mind still at war, but his body already choosing sides.

“Fuck,” Kelsey moaned, her voice trembling with need as she cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples while Marcus’s strong hand worked her cock with fast, hungry strokes. Her body arched upward, helpless against the relentless rhythm.

“You like that, you little sissy?” Marcus growled, his voice rough with desire.

Kelsey nodded frantically, her lips parted in a cry of pure pleasure. Watching the blonde strip out of his T-shirt only deepened her arousal. His chest was broad and carved with muscle, his abs defined in sharp ridges, and ink trailed in dark lines across his shoulders. Tattoos. A bad boy through and through. Exactly what she had imagined. For a moment, fear coiled inside her—fear that she couldn’t handle the full weight of his dominance—but she pushed it down. She wanted to take it. She needed to take it. It was the only way to prove herself worthy of Marcus’s generosity.

“Mm,” she sighed, smiling as he kicked off his jeans and boxers, his cock bouncing free, thick and rigid, before his hand returned to her own shaft.

Marcus didn’t know how he would justify any of this later—how he would explain it to himself—but in that moment he didn’t care. Kelsey had been right: she was a girl, beautiful and intoxicating, even if she came with more than he had expected. And now, stroking her cock, watching her face twist with bliss, he felt hungrier than he had in years.

“I’m going to make you cum harder than you’ve ever cum before,” Marcus whispered darkly, leaning close so his breath tickled her ear. “What does my little fuck toy think about that?”

“Please,” Kelsey whimpered, her voice trembling. “If you insist.”

Her legs writhed helplessly as Marcus dropped lower. His lips parted and, without hesitation, he wrapped his mouth around her cock.

Kelsey gasped, her back arching as the alpha sucked hard, dragging his lips down her length. His tongue lapped against her shaft, wet and insistent. She reached for the sheets, clutching them in white-knuckled fists, her thighs trembling with every drag of his mouth.

He pulled off with a growl, his face wet with spit. “This isn’t going to last long,” he said, his voice like gravel. “A little slut like you isn’t worthy of a blowjob. You want something else. I know you do. You want it in that dirty little pussy of yours.”

The fire in his eyes burned hotter than ever as he smirked and returned his mouth to her cock, sliding his tongue along the shaft before pulling back again. Kelsey, trembling with need, reached down, her fingers grazing the tight ring of her asshole.

Marcus caught the movement, his hand snapping out to slap hers away. He pulled off her cock and glared down at her. “That’s not for you,” he growled. “That’s for me.”

Before she could answer, he lowered his mouth, his tongue gliding along the rim of her ass. Kelsey writhed, a breathless cry breaking from her lips as his tongue traced circles over her most forbidden place. Her opening quivered under the slick pressure, the sensation so intense it was almost unbearable.

“Marcus,” she moaned, her body twisting on the bed, her cock leaking against her stomach. She wanted one thing more than anything—wanted him inside her—and she prayed he wanted it too.

Marcus spat against her ass and ran a finger around the wet rim before pressing forward. Her body tensed, then yielded, breaking open for him as his finger slipped inside.

Kelsey cried out, her cock twitching violently as Marcus worked her hole, stretching her inch by inch. The sight of her body clenching around his finger drove him wild. She moaned, her voice high and desperate, every contraction making her look even more submissive beneath him.

Marcus realized then how glad he was that she had fooled him—glad she had pushed him past his boundaries. He had never been harder, never been hungrier, than he was watching this dark-haired beauty squirm and gasp beneath his touch. Her cock jerked with every thrust of his finger, and the sight consumed him.

With a growl, Marcus stroked his own cock, his mind reeling with lust. He was past the point of doubt. Past the point of hesitation. All that was left was the raw, dizzying need to fuck.

This was going to be the hardest, dirtiest, most unforgettable fuck of his life.

He had taken so many girls on that very bed, but none of them were like Kelsey. She was something altogether different—something he hadn’t known he craved until now. She demanded more than the usual roughness, more than the casual pounding he’d given others. No, she called for a merciless claiming, a relentless cock buried inside her until nothing was left but submission. And Marcus intended to give her exactly that.

“You thought you could crash on my couch and use my things without asking,” Marcus growled, his voice low and dangerous. “You thought you could bat those pretty lashes, toss that long dark hair, and I’d trail after you like some horny loser, begging for a chance with the hottest girl I’d ever seen. But you had no idea who you were dealing with.”

“Fuck,” Kelsey gasped, her breath breaking as Marcus’s fingers drove deeper into her ass. One finger, then two, stretching her, twisting just enough to find that sweet inner spot that made her cry out. Her back arched as she clutched her breasts, pinching her nipples, unsure how she could ever take his cock when it felt like five fingers already—but she didn’t care. The pressure, the blissful sting, the teasing tickle against her prostate—it had her quivering on the edge of climax.

Marcus’s sharp eyes caught the signs in her expression, and just as release threatened, he pulled back, denying her. His palm cracked down across her ass with sudden force, the sound ringing through the room. A pink welt bloomed against her pale skin, and Kelsey’s moan broke into a cry.

“Oh!” she whimpered, her thighs trembling, the sting radiating down her long, smooth legs.

Marcus smirked, his dominance settling over him like armor. He handled her as he would any slut beneath him—rough, certain, unrelenting.

Kelsey reached back, her fingers spreading her own ass wide, offering herself with a needy little whimper. The alpha grinned, amusement sparking in his eyes, as he wrapped a fist around his cock and stepped forward to the edge of the bed.

He drew in a deep breath, his chest rising and falling as his heart thudded fast and hungry. Then, steady and deliberate, he pressed his cock against the tight, waiting rim. Slowly, inexorably, he pushed forward.

The head stretched her open, inch by inch, until the first thick ridge sank inside. Marcus groaned aloud at the sensation, his lips curling as her body swallowed him. Her ass clutched his cockhead hungrily, squeezing as though determined to keep him there.

Kelsey cried out, her voice sharp and trembling, her eyes squeezed shut. Her body struggled to comprehend how such a massive cock could possibly fit inside her, but comprehension didn’t matter. Marcus wasn’t asking—he was taking.

His hunger overwhelmed him. He pressed deeper, splitting her around his girth, forcing her body to open for him.

“Fuck,” Marcus groaned, biting his lip as the heat of her body wrapped him in the most intoxicating, unbearable pleasure he’d ever known. He sank deeper still, driving forward, impatience pushing him to claim every inch of her ass.

“Oh!” Kelsey gasped again, her head rolling against the pillows as Marcus leaned down, kissing along her shoulder before biting at her nipples. She squealed, each sharp nip tearing another cry from her lips. His grin spread wider every time her voice broke in response.

“This is what you wanted all along, isn’t it?” Marcus growled in her ear. “You didn’t think I’d touch you if I knew the truth. But you were wrong. I’ve got no problem fucking a sweet little femboy pussy like yours.”

“Mm—” Kelsey moaned, her eyes rolling back, her body trembling as his thick cock bottomed out inside her. She stretched to her limit, filled to the brim, his shaft grinding mercilessly against her prostate. Her cock twitched, leaking against her stomach, the pressure of climax coiling tight in her belly.

Marcus felt it, sensed it. He pulled back, only to slam forward again, harder this time, faster. His hips snapped with brutal rhythm, his balls slapping against her thighs, the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoing with every thrust.

Kelsey writhed beneath him, her moans climbing higher, more frantic, until each one was little more than a whimper of overwhelmed bliss.

Marcus’s body trembled with his own hunger, every nerve lit with tension, his cock pulsing with the need to explode inside her. But he wasn’t ready—not until his little fuck toy came undone first. He wanted to feel her body break around him, to watch her surrender, to own the moment when she shattered beneath his cock.

“I’m going to make you shoot like a geyser,” Marcus growled, his voice low and rough. “That’s the punishment you deserve for being such a shameless little whore.”

“Please,” Kelsey cried, her fists clutching the sheets as her body writhed beneath him. Her breasts arched upward, nipples taut, her lips trembling as she gasped for air. She hadn’t once touched her cock, yet the climax gathered inside her all the same—building, tightening, as if unseen hands were stroking her closer with every thrust.

Her ass clenched around Marcus’s cock, gripping him so fiercely it nearly made his head spin. Heat surged through her core, exploding outward in a torrent of release. She convulsed violently, every muscle quaking as thick ropes of cum burst across her chest, streaking her neck and face.

Marcus groaned at the sight, his hunger only growing sharper. He hammered into her mercilessly, each thrust as though he could wring another drop of pleasure from her body.

“Fuck!” Kelsey cried, her voice cracking, as cum drizzled down over her breasts and soaked the edges of her blouse.

Her body bucked helplessly under him, tossed by the rhythm of his hips. Marcus leaned over her, his chest pressed against hers, his mouth claiming hers in a fierce, punishing kiss as his cock drove deeper into her ass. The heavy slap of his balls against hers tore small cries from her throat with every thrust. He didn’t slow. He didn’t care. It was his turn now.

“You gorgeous fucking whore,” he muttered between kisses, his hand gripping her jaw, forcing her to look up at him as he claimed her mouth again. Their sweat-slick skin smacked together with every savage movement, the sound echoing in the room like a drumbeat of lust.

He inhaled her scent—warm, faintly sweet, almost tropical—before biting down on her nipples, quick and sharp, savoring every startled squeal she made.

“I’m going to fill you so full,” Marcus growled, his breath hot against her skin, “you’ll swear you need the morning-after pill, you dirty little slut.”

“Fill me,” Kelsey begged, her voice breaking with desperation.

Her body clenched as he drove into her, the friction against her prostate unbearable, the tension spiraling through her limbs until she could scarcely breathe. Marcus felt it too—the rising burn climbing his thighs, pooling at the base of his cock, until the pressure finally broke.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned, his voice ragged as his legs trembled. His cock flared inside her and released in a violent rush, hot streams of seed flooding her deepest places. “Ahhh—fuck!”

His rhythm faltered, but he stayed buried deep, thrusting in broken, uneven strokes as wave after wave poured out of him.

Kelsey’s body shook beneath him, her smile breaking through the pleasure. She had taken the alpha to his knees, forced his surrender, and in return he had given her one of the most overwhelming climaxes of her life.

Marcus kissed between her breasts, still panting as he slowly pulled his cock from her stretched hole. Even as he slipped free, more thick seed spilled out of him, dribbling over her ass and thighs.

Kelsey laughed softly, her voice thick with satisfaction, as he slapped her ass and collapsed beside her.

“Fuck,” he breathed. His wide chest heaved with each long gasp as she curled against him, her slight frame tucked into the cradle of his strong arm. For the first time in her life, Kelsey felt utterly at home.

“So,” she murmured after a long silence, her voice timid, “you won’t tell your sister?”

Marcus chuckled, his lips curling into a crooked smile. “What? About earlier? No way. I’ll let that slide.”

Kelsey laughed with relief, then asked, “Did you enjoy yourself?”

Marcus nodded, his hand already trailing down to grip her cock again. “I don’t know why I was so hesitant at first. This is more fun than any other girl has ever given me.”

Her cheeks flushed with pride, though a sliver of worry crept in. “So I can still stay here? For the next few nights?”

“I don’t know about that,” Marcus said, deliberately dragging out the pause. Her stomach twisted for a moment, until he added with a smirk, “Not unless you can convince me otherwise.”

She swatted his chest playfully, laughing as his arm wrapped tighter around her. His warmth, his strength, the scent of him still clinging to her—it all wrapped around her like a blanket.

For the first time, she felt wanted. For the first time, she felt safe. For the first time, she truly felt at home.
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