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Chapter 1

The shrill, stuttering scream of a smoke alarm snapped Max out of a dead sleep.

His eyes opened in the dark, heart pounding for half a second—then his body kicked into the kind of alertness that never really left a firefighter. He blinked once, twice, adjusted to the sound: high-pitched, sharp, and definitely coming from a few doors down. Apartment 3B.

Charlotte’s.

He shoved the sheets off his bare chest and swung his legs over the edge of the bed, already scanning what he needed. Shirt? No time. He grabbed a pair of sweats off the chair, tugged them on as he crossed the room barefoot. The floors were cold against his feet, but his body was already warming with motion, instinct.

No smoke in the hallway when he yanked his door open. That was a good sign. But the alarm was still shrieking, relentless.

He stepped into the hallway, squinting toward 3B—and then he saw her.

Charlotte.

She stood in the open doorway of her apartment, arms hugged across her chest, face flushed and eyes wide. She looked small in the glow of her kitchen light. Small and rattled. A loose T-shirt clung to her in the worst way—thin cotton and no bra underneath. She was barefoot too, hair mussed like she’d been in bed, cheeks warm and pink.

Her eyes snapped to his the second he stepped out.

“Oh my god, Max—I’m so sorry—it’s just toast, I swear— I burned it, I thought I could fan it, but it just—” Her words came fast, breathless, as she flailed one arm toward the smoke curling from inside.

He didn’t smile. Not yet. His voice came out even. Calm. Commanding.

“Step back, let me in.”

She blinked, startled, but obeyed immediately, moving aside.

The smell hit him first: burnt crumbs, scorched bread, no real danger—but still, her kitchen was a mess of gray smoke and stupid decisions. The alarm screamed above it all, relentless.

He stepped past her, already reaching up toward the detector, muttering, “Where’s your broom?”

“Closet, behind you—” she said quickly.

He had it in seconds, used the end to jab the reset button. The alarm cut off mid-wail. Silence crashed down like a blanket.

He exhaled.

That’s when he realized her eyes were still on him. Wide. Grateful. Breath catching in her chest.

And her shirt? Still see-through.

Max didn’t look away.

She wasn’t trying to be seductive. That’s what made it worse. Or better.

Charlotte stood a few feet away, hands still half-raised, caught between relief and apology. Her hair was messy as hell, her T-shirt just long enough to cover her ass, and the faintest outline of her nipples pressed against the thin cotton. Her bare legs were pale, smooth, lit by the soft overhead. No pants. No shame.

“You okay?” he asked, voice low.

She gave a short, breathy laugh. “Mortified. But yeah.”

He nodded once. Walked past her to open the window over the sink. Smoke curled out lazily, and with it, the faintest breeze swept in from the city.

Behind him, she shifted. He didn’t turn.

“I thought maybe fanning it would help,” she said. “Didn’t want to bother you.”

“You didn’t bother me.” He turned now, leaning back against the counter. “But you should’ve opened the window first.”

She smiled, small and sheepish, but didn’t move from where she stood. Her arms dropped slightly, fingers tugging at the hem of her shirt. Nervous habit. Or teasing.

The silence held.

She licked her lips.

He saw that.

“Max…” Her voice trailed off. She didn’t finish the thought.

He tilted his head. “Yeah?”

Her mouth parted again, but nothing came out. She looked at him. No, she searched him—his chest, his stomach, his jaw. Her eyes flicked down once, fast, then back up.

It hit him hard and clean.

She wasn’t just embarrassed. She was nervous. Not from the alarm. From him.

And underneath it? Want.

He pushed off the counter.

Her breath hitched.

He crossed the space between them slowly, deliberately. Not touching her. Not saying anything.

“Is there anything else you need help with?” he asked, voice rougher now. “Since I’m already up.”

Her pupils dilated.

“I—” She swallowed. “I don’t know.”

He stopped inches from her. Her head tilted back to look up at him. He was close enough now to feel the heat coming off her, her breath soft and uneven.

“You’re shaking,” he said, watching her lips.

“I’m not.”

“You are.”

His hand lifted—slow, visible—and brushed a piece of hair from her cheek, fingers grazing the curve of her jaw.

She didn’t pull away.

Neither did he.

Then he leaned in, voice just above a whisper:

“You want me to go home, Charlotte?”

She didn’t say yes.

And she sure as hell didn’t say no.

She didn’t answer.

That was all Max needed.

He stepped forward, closing the space between them in one unhurried move. Her back hit the wall with a soft sound—more air than impact—and her breath caught in her throat.

He braced one palm flat beside her head, the other at her hip, his body angled just enough to let her feel how close he could be without actually touching her.

“Didn’t think so,” he said, low, rough.

Her eyes didn’t leave his.

He let the silence stretch, let her feel the shape of him in front of her, the way his bare chest hovered inches from the thin fabric of her shirt. Her skin vibrated with tension. She was holding her breath.

Then he moved.

His hand slid from her hip to her waist, over her ribs, pausing just below the swell of her breast. Just a whisper of contact, knuckles grazing cotton and the heat beneath. He didn’t look down. He watched her face.

She bit her lip. Hard.

He pressed in slightly—his hips against hers, chest barely brushing her.

Her hands came up, hesitating for a moment before settling flat against his stomach. Then, slowly, she pushed up toward his chest, fingers splaying wide, testing the shape of him. Not stopping him. Exploring.

He leaned in, mouth at her ear. “Tell me to stop.”

She shivered.

He waited. A beat. Another.

Then he kissed her—just below the ear, a slow drag of lips across her skin. Not a question. A claim.

Her fingers curled against his chest.

He kissed lower, just under her jaw, tongue flicking gently at the edge of her pulse. She tilted her head, gave him space. Her body arched without thinking.

Still no words.

His hand slid higher, cupping her breast fully now, thumb brushing over the hard peak through the thin shirt. Her breath hitched again—a little gasp this time—and her hips shifted toward him in an unmistakable answer.

“Right here?” he murmured, voice gravel in her ear. “This where you want me?”

She nodded, frantic.

“No.” His lips dragged down her neck. “Use your words, Charlotte.”

Her hands clutched his shoulders now, nails lightly scraping skin.

“Here,” she whispered, broken and breathless. “I want you here.”

He smiled against her skin.

“Good girl.”

Max pulled back just enough to look at her.

Charlotte’s lips were parted, eyes glassy with heat. Her chest rose and fell in shallow waves, nipples hard and outlined clearly through her shirt where his hand still held her.

She looked wrecked. And he’d barely touched her.

“Take that off,” he said, voice low and final.

She didn’t move right away—like her body hadn’t caught up to her brain.

He raised a brow.

“Now.”

That did it.

She reached for the hem with trembling hands, caught the thin cotton and pulled it up over her head in one clean motion. Her hair fell messy and wild back around her shoulders.

Max took a step back. Looked.

No bra. No effort to cover herself.

She stood there, topless, flushed all the way down to her stomach, her nipples peaked in the cool air.

He didn’t say a word.

He reached out and ran the back of one knuckle over the swell of her breast. Light. Teasing. Her breath hitched sharply.

“You’ve been walking around like this?” he murmured, circling her nipple with the pad of his thumb. “No bra under that little shirt?”

She tried to speak but it came out as a stammered breath.

His hands came to her waist. “Turn around.”

She blinked up at him. “What?”

He leaned in, kissed the corner of her mouth. “Turn. Around.”

She obeyed, breath catching as she faced the wall. Her hands instinctively came up to brace against it.

Max stepped behind her, bare chest brushing the heat of her back, his hands dragging up her sides, then down again, slower this time.

“You feel how warm your skin is?” he murmured against her ear. “You feel what I do to you?”

She gave a soft, helpless sound.

He reached down, hooked his thumbs under the waistband of her panties—because that was all she was wearing—and paused.

Her breath stopped.

He pressed his lips to the back of her neck.

And then he pulled them down.

Slow. A frictionless glide of cotton down soft skin. She stepped out without him asking.

He stood straight, took in the full sight of her now—naked, pressed against the wall, skin flushed, legs slightly parted. The muscles in her thighs trembled.

He dragged his hand down her spine with an open palm. “You don’t make toast at midnight for no reason, sweetheart.”

She gave a shaky laugh, voice muffled against her arm.

He stepped back in, body flush to hers, hand sliding between her thighs.

And she melted against him.

Max pressed in again, chest against her bare back, one arm sliding around her waist. He held her still—not tight, just firm enough that she knew he wasn’t letting her go anywhere.

His other hand slid lower, past her hip, grazing her inner thigh. He felt the tremble there. She was already wet. Already ready.

And he hadn’t even kissed her mouth yet.

He leaned in close, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You want my fingers, baby?”

She gave a whimper. Nodded.

“No.” He nipped her earlobe. “You use your words.”

“I want your fingers,” she gasped. “Please, Max—”

“That’s better.” He smiled against her skin. “You ask so pretty.”

He brought his hand higher—knuckles first, dragging slow—until he found the heat between her legs. His fingers slid over her with practiced control, parting her, circling the softest parts. Wet. Warm. Dripping.

Charlotte gave a broken moan and pushed back against him instinctively. He didn’t let her.

“Uh-uh,” he said, holding her still with the arm at her waist. “You stay right where I put you.”

She whimpered again. This time softer.

He sank two fingers between her folds, dragging them down slow, then back up—coating them, finding her clit with the gentlest, most maddening pressure. She made a strangled noise, legs twitching.

“There she is,” he murmured. “That’s what I wanted. You feel that? How wet you are for me already?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

He circled again, then slid his fingers down and in—one at first, slow, then two. Her body clenched around him, tight and perfect, sucking him in.

“Fuck,” he growled. “So tight, baby. So good for me.”

Her forehead pressed to the wall. Her mouth opened but no words came out—just little noises, helpless and unfiltered.

He curled his fingers inside her and her knees nearly buckled.

“That’s it,” he whispered, lips grazing her neck. “Take it. Just like that. You’re doing so fucking good.”

His hand moved faster now, slick sounds filling the room, her hips stuttering against his palm.

“You gonna come for me like this?” he asked, biting gently at her shoulder. “Just from my fingers?”

“I— I think so—oh my god—”

He pressed harder on her clit with his thumb. “You don’t think. You know.”

She cried out, legs shaking.

“Say thank you,” he growled into her ear, fingers still fucking her, relentless.

“Thank you,” she gasped, voice breaking. “Max—thank you, oh my god—”

“That’s my good girl.”

She shattered.

Right there, against the wall, in his hands.


Chapter 2

She was still catching her breath, forehead to the wall, thighs trembling, body slick and hot and barely holding itself upright.

Max stepped back just slightly, his fingers sliding from her slowly, letting her feel every inch as he withdrew. Her body clenched on nothing, chasing the friction, a soft whimper leaving her mouth.

He brought his hand up, wet with her, and traced it lightly across her lower back. Possessive. Gentle. His.

“Turn around,” he said.

Charlotte did, slowly, unsteady on her legs. Her hair was a mess, cheeks flushed and glowing, eyes heavy with everything she couldn’t say yet. She stared up at him like he was the only thing tethering her to the ground.

He cupped her jaw with the same hand he’d just had inside her.

“Get on your knees, baby.”

She sank down without hesitation.

The floor was cool against her skin. She looked up at him—kneeling, naked, ready.

Max let out a slow breath, one hand drifting down the front of his sweats.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice low, reverent, filthy. “Already ruined. Still begging for more.”

Her gaze dropped to where his hand curled over the front of his pants. She licked her lips without thinking.

“You want it?” he asked.

She nodded, quick and breathless.

He pulled his sweats down just enough, letting himself spring free—thick, hard, already leaking for her. Her breath caught.

Max watched her eyes.

“Open your mouth.”

She did.

He stepped in close, one hand cupping the back of her head, guiding her—not forcing, not rushing, just giving. She took the tip between her lips, slow, soft, warm.

He groaned deep in his chest.

“That’s it,” he said. “Just like that. Goddamn, you’ve got a perfect mouth.”

Her lips stretched wider, taking more. Her tongue flicked beneath him, teasing. Her hands came up to brace on his thighs, her eyes never leaving his.

He thrust a little deeper.

“Fuck, baby,” he growled. “You don’t even know what that look does to me.”

She moaned around him, and the vibration nearly made his knees buckle.

His hand tightened in her hair—not pulling, just anchoring—as he rocked into her mouth, slowly, watching her take it.

“Look at you,” he said again, rougher this time. “On your knees, full of me, like it’s the only thing you were made for.”

Her cheeks hollowed. Her pace quickened. He let her work him, slow and wet and filthy, until he had to stop her.

He pulled back, breathing hard, eyes dark.

She was still on her knees—messy, flushed, mouth parted and waiting—when Max gripped her hair tighter and stepped forward again.

“You want it deeper, baby?”

Her eyes were already glazed. She nodded.

“Use your voice.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Please. I want it deeper.”

His hand tightened, guiding her open, tilting her chin up. “Good girl.”

He eased himself back between her lips, slow at first—so she could feel the weight of him, the stretch—and then pushed deeper, past her tongue, into the back of her throat.

She gagged just slightly, her throat tightening around him. Her fingers curled against his thighs, holding on.

“Breathe through your nose,” he murmured. “You can take it. I know you can.”

He pulled back just a little, let her gasp, then slid in again—deeper this time. His grip in her hair kept her steady, his hips starting to rock slow, controlled.

“You feel that?” he growled. “How fucking perfect your throat is around me?”

She whimpered, mouth full, unable to answer.

“Taking me so well. Choking on my cock and still begging for more.”

She moaned, and the sound vibrated through him. His jaw clenched.

He started moving faster, not rough—just intentional. Every thrust precise, every noise she made feeding something darker in him. She gagged again, tears pricking the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t pull away.

Didn’t even try.

“Fuck, look at you,” he groaned. “Drooling on yourself, eyes all glassy. You love this, don’t you?”

She looked up at him, cheeks flushed, spit trailing down her chin, eyes full of him.

He swore under his breath.

“Yeah,” he growled. “You love this.”

He didn’t stop. Just fucked her mouth in slow, perfect strokes, hips rolling, his other hand sliding down to cup her cheek, thumb smearing spit across her skin.

She was a mess for him.

A beautiful fucking mess.

“I’m not stopping ‘til I’m down your throat,” he said, voice ragged. “You gonna take it for me?”

She nodded—eyes wide, pupils blown, mouth stretched around him.

He felt himself getting close, stomach tightening, breath catching—

But not yet.

He pulled out, slowly, letting her gasp for air, strings of spit trailing from her mouth to the head of his cock.

Her lips were red, swollen, wet.

Max stared down at her. His chest rose and fell.

“You still with me?”

She looked up, ruined and smiling.

“Yes,” she whispered. “More.”

Max didn’t give her a chance to catch her breath.

The second she said “more,” he had one hand in her hair and the other gripping the base of his cock, angling her head just how he wanted.

“Open your mouth, sweetheart.”

She did. Instantly.

He slid back in, slow and deliberate, past her tongue, deeper than before. She didn’t gag this time. She relaxed into it, her eyes fluttering half-closed, her lips sealing around him like she belonged there.

He groaned, deep and low, hips starting to roll again.

“That’s it,” he muttered, watching her. “Look at you. Taking me so good.”

She kept her hands on his thighs, steadying herself as he thrust—shallow at first, then deeper, faster. The wet sounds filled the quiet space around them, her spit clinging to his length, dripping down her chin, smeared across her lips.

His grip tightened.

“You know what you’re doing to me, baby?”

Her eyes flicked up—glazed, teary, obedient.

He answered for her anyway.

“You’re about to make me come,” he growled. “Right down your throat. That what you want?”

She moaned, nodding as best she could around him.

“Yeah?” He thrust harder. “You want to swallow every drop?”

Her eyes rolled back slightly as he fucked her mouth harder now, fast and rough, his abs flexing, his thighs tense.

“I’m close—fuck—I’m right there—” His hand tightened in her hair, holding her exactly where he wanted her. “You stay just like that. Don’t move. Don’t spill a fucking drop.”

His rhythm stuttered—once, twice—

And then he groaned, loud and raw, and came deep in her throat.

Hot. Heavy. His hips jerking once, twice more as he emptied everything into her.

She swallowed him down without hesitation. Every drop. Her tongue never stopped moving.

Max looked down at her—completely ruined, still kneeling, mouth sealed tight, eyes wide—and nearly lost it again just from the sight.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” he said, chest rising and falling hard. “You just swallowed all of me. Like a good girl.”

She blinked up at him, swallowed one last time, and licked her lips.

Then she smiled.

“Still want more,” she whispered.


Chapter 3

She was still kneeling, flushed and glowing, when Max bent down and hooked his arms beneath her thighs and back.

Charlotte gave a small yelp, surprised, but he was already lifting her effortlessly off the ground. Her bare body curled into his chest, arms around his neck, breath catching in her throat.

He started walking.

Bedroom.

The apartment was dim and quiet except for the hum in both their bodies. She clung to him, giggling under her breath, still a little breathless from what he’d done to her mouth.

He didn’t say anything—until they stepped through her bedroom door.

Then he stopped.

Shifted her in his arms so she was held up with one hand, legs dangling, his other palm sliding down the curve of her bare ass.

“You know,” he said calmly, “I should’ve let the damn alarm keep screaming.”

She blinked up at him. “What?”

He gave her ass a sharp, open-palmed slap.

She gasped—more shocked than hurt—but her body jerked in his arms, thighs clenching.

“For the toast,” he said, smirking. “You really almost burned the whole building down.”

“I did not—”

Another slap, harder this time. Her breath stuttered, her nails digging into his shoulder.

“You think it’s cute?” he asked. “Getting me out of bed like that? Running around half-naked in the middle of the night?”

“I wasn’t trying to—”

Another smack. Her whole body twitched against him.

Max walked to the edge of the bed and sat, pulling her across his lap, chest to thigh, bare ass up, legs sprawled.

“You want to act like a brat?” he said, voice low. “You get treated like one.”

Her breath hitched.

He ran a slow hand over the curve of her ass, admiring the pink blooming under her skin.

Then brought his palm down again—sharp, hot, echoing in the quiet room.

Charlotte moaned.

“Three for the toast,” he murmured. “One…”

Another slap. She gasped.

“Two…”

Another. Her hips jerked, thighs rubbing together.

“Three.”

He dragged his hand gently across the heat of her skin, fingers slipping lower between her thighs—finding her wet again.

Still.

He groaned.

“Goddamn,” he muttered, teasing her slowly with two fingers. “You liked that, didn’t you?”

She whimpered into the sheets, hips shifting against his hand.

“You get wet when I spank you, baby?”

She nodded, face pressed to the mattress.

He leaned over her, voice dark and smug at her ear.

“Then you better thank me.”

She was still across his lap—bare, glowing, her skin marked by his hands.

Max stared down at her for a long second, brushing his fingertips along the curve of her ass where the pink marks bloomed. She twitched at the touch, still sensitive, still wet.

She was breathing hard.

So was he.

He slid his hand down her thigh, back up to her waist, and then—

He lifted her.

Not roughly. Gently. Carefully. Like she was something breakable and owned.

He set her across his lap, straddling him now, flushed skin against his chest, their mouths just inches apart.

Her breath hitched.

He looked at her mouth. Full, swollen, still wet from what she’d done for him. Her lips parted, waiting. Her eyes searched his—wide, uncertain, needing.

He let her sit there a moment.

Let her squirm a little.

Then his hand came up—one palm on the small of her back, the other sliding over her freshly punished ass, squeezing slow.

She gasped. His fingers dug in, not hurting—just owning. Reminding.

“Look at me.”

She did.

And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t rushed.

It was deep. Hot. Tongue sliding against hers, taking his time, mouth opening over hers like he couldn’t get enough. She moaned against his lips, arms coming up around his neck, pulling herself closer.

But his hand on her ass never stopped moving.

He squeezed, massaged, slid down between her cheeks just enough to make her arch into him. She gasped into his mouth.

He groaned into hers.

“Feel that?” he murmured against her lips. “Still stinging?”

She nodded, eyes fluttering.

“Good.”

He kissed her again—hungrier now, like he was tasting all the noises she’d made, all the begging she’d done, all the things she’d still do.

She rocked against him without realizing it.

He gripped her harder.

“I’m not done with you,” he said into her mouth. “Not even close.”

Charlotte was straddling him, legs spread wide, heat pressed right up against him—but Max didn’t move.

Not where it counted.

One of his hands slid up her back, tangling in her hair as his mouth worked hers open again, slow and filthy. His other hand never left her ass—stroking, kneading, slipping down just enough to drag a fingertip over her entrance. She shivered.

“Still soaking,” he murmured against her lips. “You’re making a fucking mess on me.”

She whimpered, rocking her hips just enough to brush the length of him where it lay hard and heavy beneath her. Her slickness smeared against his skin, warm and hot and so close—

But he didn’t thrust.

He didn’t even line up.

He just dragged the head of his cock through her folds, over and over, never pressing in.

She moaned, hips twitching, trying to guide herself down.

He grabbed her hips—tight.

“Uh-uh.”

“Max—”

“No.”

He ran himself along her again, letting the tip slide right over her clit. She gasped, legs shaking.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

“You want it that bad, baby?”

“Yes,” she hissed. “Please.”

“You sure?”

He did it again. Dragged the tip right up to her entrance—paused there—then pulled away.

Her body jolted. “Fuck, Max—”

“You think I’m gonna just give it to you?” His voice was low, sharp, almost amused. “After you almost woke the whole damn building up?”

Her breath caught.

He shifted beneath her, cock pressed right against her, thick and ready—but still not pushing in.

“Feel that?” he whispered, voice right in her ear. “That stretch you’re dying for? I could give it to you. Deep. Slow. I could have you begging to come again in two minutes.”

She trembled on top of him, grinding in desperation.

He gripped her throat—gently, just enough to still her.

“But I don’t think you’ve earned it yet.”

She whimpered, biting her lip, body shaking with need.

“You gonna beg properly, Charlotte?”

Her lips parted.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I’ll beg. I’ll do anything. Just give it to me.”

He smiled darkly.

“Oh, baby,” he murmured, dragging her hips forward again, sliding the head against her—not quite in. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

Charlotte was panting.

Red-cheeked, wild-eyed, thighs trembling as she rocked against him—desperate, wet, wrecked—and Max still hadn’t given her what she wanted.

She was straddling his lap, his cock sliding slick between her folds, rubbing right over her clit every time she moved. Her body kept trying to line up with him, trying to sink down.

He didn’t let her.

Every time she got close, he shifted. Pulled back. Just enough to deny.

Her moans were raw now, her breath breaking.

“Please,” she gasped. “Please, Max—just fuck me, I need it—”

“You need it?” he repeated, tone low and amused, thumb brushing her bottom lip.

She nodded, eyes wide and frantic.

He grabbed her hips with both hands and held her still.

“You don’t get to ride my cock just because you’re dripping all over me, baby. You earn it.”

“I—” She squirmed. “I’ll do anything.”

“Oh, I know you will.” His voice was rough now, voice dark and sweet and punishing. “But right now? You’re gonna sit here. Still. And feel what I do to you.”

He shifted his hips, letting himself slide perfectly against her clit. She gasped, full-body twitch.

“Like that?” he asked softly.

“Yes—fuck, yes—”

He rocked again. Slower. More pressure.

“Not even inside you,” he murmured. “And look at you. Falling apart.”

She dropped her head against his shoulder, moaning into his skin.

He gripped her ass with both hands, spreading her slightly, guiding her motions just right so she ground against the head of his cock with every roll.

She made a sound—high, broken, needy.

“Beg for it.”

“I already did—”

“No.” He nipped her neck, voice right at her ear. “Beg right.”

Her voice cracked.

“Max… please. I want you inside me. I want it deep. I want you to fuck me—use me—whatever you want, just—just give it to me.”

He growled low in his throat, fingers digging into her skin.

“That’s better.”

She kept moving against him, hips twitching, slick soaking his length—but still, he held back.

“You want me to stretch you open?”

“Yes—”

“You want to feel me fill you up?”

“God, yes—please—”

“You want to come with me inside you, Charlotte?”

“Yes, fuck, Max, please—please—”

He pulled back, lined himself up properly this time.

Paused.

Let her feel it, the tip right there.

And whispered, “Then take a breath, baby.”

Because he was finally going to give her everything.


Chapter 4

She barely had time to inhale before Max pulled her hips down and pushed up into her in one slow, thick, deliberate stroke.

Charlotte’s whole body arched.

“Fuck—”

That was all she managed.

Her mouth fell open, eyes flying wide as her slick walls stretched around him. He was big. Thick. Hot. And she was already so wet, he slid in deep on the first thrust—buried to the base before she could even process it.

Max groaned, low and brutal, hands locked on her waist.

“God damn, baby,” he growled. “You feel that?”

She could barely nod. She felt full. Stuffed. Owned.

“You’re so fucking tight around me,” he hissed, jaw clenched, holding himself still. “You’re squeezing the hell out of my cock.”

Her nails scraped across his chest, trying to ground herself.

“More,” she whispered. “Move—please, move—”

He pulled her back up slowly—every inch dragging against her, making her shake—and slammed her back down with a sharp, wet slap of skin.

She cried out.

“That what you wanted?” he growled. “You want me to fuck you like this?”

“Yes—yes—”

He did it again. Harder.

Her whole body bounced on top of him, her breath punching out in sharp moans. He held her tight and used her, hips driving up into her now, fucking her with deep, brutal strokes that made the bed creak.

“You’ve been wanting this for how long, huh?” His voice was harsh in her ear, still grinding into her. “Laying in bed at night, thinking about me?”

She couldn’t answer.

Her head tipped back, hair falling, sweat beading along her spine.

“You think I didn’t notice the way you looked at me in the hallway? Always in those little shorts, no bra…”

He thrust up again. Hard.

She gasped. Shuddered.

“Max—fuck—”

“You wanted me to fuck you just like this,” he snarled. “Hard. Deep. Where no one else ever has.”

Her hips jerked. Her moans turned breathless and raw, almost embarrassing—but she didn’t care. He had her. All of her.

And he wasn’t letting go.

He grabbed the back of her neck, kissed her hard, deep, filthy, his cock pounding into her without mercy now.

“You’re mine now, baby,” he growled against her mouth. “Every inch of this pussy belongs to me.”

Max didn’t warn her.

One second Charlotte was gasping on top of him, trembling and slick and stuffed full—and the next, he had her flipped over on the bed, face pressed to the mattress, ass up, legs spread wide.

She yelped, breath catching.

He didn’t give her time to adjust.

“Stay right there,” he growled, one hand on the back of her neck, the other gripping her hip. “Don’t fucking move.”

She nodded, cheek pressed to the sheets, her breath ragged.

He lined himself up behind her, dragging the head of his cock through her soaked folds—still dripping, still hot—and then slammed into her again, balls deep.

She screamed.

“Fuck—Max—!”

“Yeah?” he growled, already pulling out and slamming back in. “You like it like this?”

He set a pace immediately—brutal, deep, relentless.

Each thrust knocked the air from her lungs, her body rocking forward on the bed with every snap of his hips. She was making sounds she probably didn’t even recognize, little cries and gasps and choked moans.

“You take it so fucking well,” he muttered, watching her ass ripple with every impact. “So wet, so tight—fuck, baby, you were made for this.”

He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back—not cruel, just enough to make her arch, her back curving, her tits lifting off the bed.

“That feel good, sweetheart?” he rasped into her ear. “You getting everything you begged for?”

She moaned—wild, ruined.

“More—harder—”

“Fuck yes,” he snarled. “You’re not walking tomorrow.”

He slammed into her again, again, again. Her body slapped against his, slick and perfect. Her legs were shaking. Her fists clenched in the sheets.

And still—he didn’t stop.

He couldn’t.

“Listen to you,” he breathed, watching her fall apart. “No one’s ever fucked you like this, have they?”

She shook her head, sobbing out a desperate moan. “No—just you—just you—”

“That’s right,” he growled. “Because you’re mine now.”

And he drove into her even harder, chasing the sound of her breaking.

Max had her folded under him—face down, ass high, back arched just how he liked.

His cock slammed into her from behind, deep and heavy, the sound of skin against skin obscene in the quiet bedroom. She was soaked and trembling, her moans getting higher, sharper, every time he bottomed out.

She was getting close again.

He knew the signs.

Her hips jerked just a little. Her thighs started to shake. Her fingers clawed at the sheets like they couldn’t anchor her.

Max leaned over her, his chest brushing her back, one hand gripping her hip tight.

The other slid forward—fingers grazing her cheek, then her lips.

“Open your mouth,” he growled, his voice dark and wrecked.

She did, breathless and obedient, and he slipped two fingers inside—wet from her, filthy from before.

She sucked them in instantly, her tongue curling around him.

“Good girl,” he rasped. “Just like that. Keep those lips around my fingers while I fuck this pussy raw.”

She moaned around his hand, her body rocking beneath him, completely at his mercy.

He pounded into her harder now, driving into her with everything he had—hips slapping against her ass, her slickness coating them both.

Her breath was ragged through her nose, her moans muffled by his fingers. He felt the vibrations run down his arm.

“You love being used like this, don’t you?” he growled against her ear, never slowing. “Mouth full. Pussy stretched. Nothing left for you to do but take it.”

She whimpered—around his hand, around his cock.

He curled his fingers inside her mouth, fucked her harder.

“You gonna come for me again?” he asked, voice sharp and hot and in her head. “Gonna come on this cock like a good little slut?”

She couldn’t answer—not with his fingers between her lips—but her body said it all.

She was shaking now.

He reached down with the hand on her hip, found her clit again, and rubbed fast, tight circles.

She screamed around his hand.

“Come,” he growled. “Fucking come for me, baby.”

And she did.

Her whole body snapped—legs locking, back arching, pussy clenching hard around his cock as she shattered under him, moaning and drooling and gasping around his fingers.

Max held her through it, fucking her through the aftershocks, still deep, still thick, still hard as stone.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” he breathed. “You don’t even know what you do to me.”

Charlotte was wrecked—trembling, soaked, face down in the sheets, her thighs slick with both their bodies, her breath broken and shallow.

Max didn’t stop.

He pulled his fingers from her mouth and gripped her hip again, dragging her back onto him with every hard thrust. Her pussy clenched around him, still spasming from her orgasm, fluttering so tight he could barely keep his rhythm.

But he held on.

He bent over her, teeth grazing her shoulder, one hand sliding up her spine to keep her in place.

“You want all of it?” he growled, voice low and ragged. “You want me to finish inside you, baby?”

She nodded, face pressed to the sheets.

He slammed into her.

“You’re gonna take every drop.”

She moaned, high and weak and completely gone.

He thrust harder. Deeper. His abs flexed. His jaw clenched. Her body was perfect—wet and warm and gripping him like it never wanted to let him go.

“I’ve been thinking about this for weeks,” he growled, thrusting into her so hard the bed frame rocked. “Every time I saw you in the hallway. Every time you smiled at me. Every time you walked away in those tiny shorts…”

He buried himself to the hilt.

“Every second, I was thinking about this—about being inside you. Deep. Raw. Mine.”

Her body jolted beneath him, moaning something soft and unintelligible, hips rocking back against his every thrust.

“I’m so close,” he snarled. “You want it, Charlotte? You want me to come inside this perfect little pussy?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, yes, yes—”

That did it.

He shoved in one last time, as deep as he could go—and came.

Hard.

A broken, rough groan ripped from his throat as he spilled inside her, cock pulsing deep, her walls squeezing him like they were made to. His hips jerked, still driving through it, every pulse of heat spilling into her.

He held her tight, chest to her back, his mouth against her ear.

“Take it,” he panted. “Take every fucking drop.”

She moaned in reply, shuddering as he filled her.

And finally—after one last slow thrust—he stilled.

Still inside her.

Still holding her.

Still owning every part of her.


Chapter 5

Charlotte was limp beneath him—splayed out across the mattress, thighs shaking, her body hot and dripping and marked.

Max was still inside her.

Still hard.

He wasn’t pulling out.

Not yet.

He ran one hand down the length of her spine, palm flat, possessive. His cock throbbed inside her with every small pulse, and her walls fluttered back in response—tired, spent, but still clinging to him.

“Don’t think we’re done,” he muttered, voice low and dangerous. “You’re gonna lay there and take everything I give you.”

She moaned softly, unable to lift her head, her cheek buried in the sheets.

He gripped her ass again, spreading her slowly, thumb sliding along the cleft. She flinched, hips twitching.

“Still sensitive?” he asked, amused.

She gave the smallest, neediest sound—something between a whimper and a yes.

He smirked.

“Good.”

He leaned down and bit her—right on the curve where her ass met her thigh. Not hard enough to bruise. Just enough to make her jolt.

“Max—”

“You feel so fucking good,” he muttered, dragging his tongue over the bite. “I could keep you like this all night.”

She twitched again as his hand slid between her cheeks, thumb circling that tight, untouched spot just above where he was still buried inside her.

“No,” she breathed, breath hitching. “That’s—”

He pressed just slightly. Not in. Just a little pressure. Just enough to make her squirm.

“Shhh,” he murmured. “I’m not gonna take it yet. Just want to touch.”

His tongue followed his hand—hot and wet and slow, dragging down between her cheeks, licking over the exact place his thumb had teased.

Charlotte shook.

Her legs tried to close. He didn’t let them.

“Keep them open,” he growled. “Let me taste all of you.”

She whined. Obeyed.

His hands spread her wider. His mouth went lower. His tongue licked again, deeper this time, circling, pressing, claiming. She gasped—high and broken—her whole body on fire all over again.

“You ever been licked here before, baby?” he murmured, his voice soaked in filth.

She shook her head frantically.

He licked again.

“You’re mine everywhere now.”

She was trembling so hard, she couldn’t speak.

And Max? He wasn’t stopping. He was just getting comfortable.

Charlotte was panting into the sheets—still full, still twitching, her body already pushed past the point of reason—and Max hadn’t stopped for a second.

His cock was still inside her.

Hard.

Thick.

Claiming.

But now, his mouth and hands were focused higher.

He had her ass spread wide, his thumbs sinking into the flesh, keeping her open as his tongue circled that tight little hole—licking it, wetting it, teasing it like he was worshipping her filthiest place.

She squirmed, helpless.

“Max—oh my god—”

Her voice broke into a moan as his tongue flattened against her and dragged slow.

“You taste so fucking good everywhere,” he murmured, voice gravel low, breath hot on her skin. “You ever let anyone back here before?”

She shook her head, frantic.

He bit her again. A little harder.

“That’s what I thought.”

He licked her deeper now, tongue pressing, soft and strong, her body twitching with every pass. Her thighs trembled. Her pussy clenched around him, still so tight around his cock it made his head spin.

She started to moan again—higher, breathless, almost pleading.

But he didn’t pull away.

He pressed a little harder with his tongue, then slid one hand down, coating his fingers in her slick where they were joined.

She gasped when he brought that hand up again—his fingers slick, warm, circling her now.

He pushed his thumb flat against her hole.

Not in.

Just pressure.

She cried out.

“Relax,” he growled.

She shook underneath him, overwhelmed.

His tongue flicked her again, then his finger pushed—just barely, just the first knuckle.

Her whole body stiffened.

“Breathe,” he commanded. “Let me in.”

She moaned—long and wrecked—and did.

And his finger slid in slow.

Her ass clenched around him, impossibly tight, and he groaned deep, tongue licking lower as his finger began to move.

“Fuck, baby,” he breathed. “You’re perfect back here. So fucking tight. I could spend all night just playing with your ass.”

She could barely answer—she was gasping, shaking, trying to stay still with his cock buried inside her and his finger stretching her slowly from behind.

He started moving it deeper. Pressing. Stroking.

“Think you could take more?” he asked, voice rough and dark. “Think you could come again with me finger-fucking your ass?”

She sobbed into the sheets, hips rocking back helplessly.

That was all the answer he needed.

Max watched her body twitch as he slid the first finger in again—slow, steady, coated in her slick. Her ass gripped him tight, instinctive, trembling.

She whimpered.

“Shhh,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to the curve of her lower back. “You’re doing so fucking good, sweetheart.”

She was breathless beneath him, her cheek buried in the sheets, her arms limp at her sides.

His cock still pulsed inside her, thick and deep, every tiny shift making her clench down around him again.

But now his attention was focused higher.

He slipped the first finger in to the base—slow and smooth. Her hips jerked.

“Still so tight,” he muttered. “But you’re opening up for me.”

She moaned softly, her thighs spreading a little wider on their own.

Max smiled against her skin.

“You like that?” he asked, licking just above the point of entry. “You like being opened back here while I’m still buried inside you?”

She made a high, broken sound. He took it as a yes.

He coated his second finger in slick, brought it up, circled.

She tensed.

“You’re gonna take it,” he whispered, his free hand stroking her lower back. “You’re gonna stretch for me. Slowly. You trust me, don’t you?”

She nodded, helpless.

“Say it.”

“I trust you,” she whispered.

He kissed her spine.

“Good girl.”

He pressed the second finger in—so slow, the resistance tight and real, her body fluttering around him. He pushed past it gently, coaxing her open, his voice soft but commanding.

“Breathe. That’s it. Just like that. Let me in.”

She moaned deep in her throat as both fingers slid in, side by side, stretching her.

He paused, holding them there, letting her feel it.

Letting her get used to it.

She gasped. Her pussy clenched hard around his cock.

“You’re squeezing me so tight,” he groaned. “Every part of you’s begging to be filled.”

He started to move his fingers—slow, tight strokes inside her ass, testing the pressure, watching the way her body writhed under him.

“You ever come from this before?” he asked. “Just your ass being fucked?”

She shook her head.

He smirked.

“You’re going to.”

His thrusts with his fingers grew firmer now—measured, deep, his cock still buried in her heat, stretching her everywhere at once.

“Say it,” he growled. “Tell me who owns this body.”

“You do,” she sobbed. “You, Max—fuck—you do—”

And he kept going.

Charlotte was falling apart.

She couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe without feeling Max everywhere—his cock still stuffed deep inside her, thick and unyielding, and his fingers working inside her ass, slow but deep, stretching her wider with every tight stroke.

She was panting into the sheets, legs spread, shaking.

And Max was still in control.

“Good girl,” he murmured, licking up the curve of her back, voice low and steady like he wasn’t already wrecked with how tight she felt around him. “Still taking it. Still wide open for me.”

She whimpered.

“Too much?” he asked.

She shook her head—barely.

He smiled.

“Then I want you to come again. Just like this.”

He shifted his weight over her, keeping his fingers buried where they were, and brought his other hand down between her thighs—finding her clit swollen, soaked, begging.

He pressed his thumb to it, slow, firm, and perfect.

Charlotte gasped—back arching, ass pushing back onto his fingers, her body trying to take everything he was giving her all at once.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he growled. “You feel how stretched you are? How full?”

He curled his fingers inside her ass and drove his hips forward just enough to grind his cock deeper into her soaked pussy.

She cried out.

“That’s what I want,” he rasped. “I want you to come with my cock buried in your cunt and my fingers deep in your ass.”

Her moans went high and wild, her body twitching beneath him, unable to run or hide or slow down.

He pressed harder on her clit, rubbing tight circles while his fingers stroked inside her ass and his cock stayed deep, pulsing with every breath.

“You’re fucking shaking,” he said. “You gonna come again, baby?”

She nodded fast, voice lost to the overwhelming pressure inside her.

“Say it,” he growled. “Tell me what you need.”

“I—I need to come—please—please, Max—”

He thrust just once, deep and brutal.

“Then fucking come.”

She did.

Her whole body snapped—legs trembling violently, muscles locking, a sobbed scream ripping from her throat as she came hard, clenching around his cock and fingers, coming so hard she nearly collapsed.

Max held her.

Let her ride it out.

Every twitch. Every shake. Every broken noise.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” he growled into her ear. “That’s it. Let it out. That’s mine, baby. All of it. Every time.”

Charlotte barely had time to catch her breath before Max pulled out of her, slow and deliberate—his cock sliding slick from her pussy, his fingers slipping free from her ass with a wet drag that made her twitch.

She moaned—wrecked and raw—but he was already shifting her.

“On your back,” he said, voice firm, low, not asking.

She let him move her.

Her body was pliant, legs weak, arms barely responding—but he lifted her like she weighed nothing and rolled her over, laying her flat against the mattress.

She was a fucking vision.

Skin flushed, hair wild, mouth open and gasping. Her legs were still spread, slick dripping from between her thighs, and her tits rose and fell with every unsteady breath.

Max looked at her like he was starving.

“God damn,” he muttered, running a hand from her throat down to her sternum. “You have no idea what you look like right now.”

He leaned over her, kissed her hard—filthy and deep—then trailed his mouth down her neck, slow and hot, until he reached the swell of her breast.

Then he licked.

She gasped.

His tongue circled her nipple, slow at first, then faster, then sucked it in between his lips, his free hand kneading the other breast with a firm, possessive grip.

Her back arched. She whimpered.

“Sensitive?” he asked, breath ghosting across her wet skin.

She nodded frantically, eyes wide and overwhelmed.

He pinched her nipple gently.

She gasped again, her thighs twitching open.

“Still so needy,” he murmured, kissing across to the other breast. “You come three times and your body still begs for more.”

He licked again—long, slow, flat tongue over the peaked nipple—then sucked it in harder, groaning into her skin.

Her hands clutched the sheets.

He bit down just a little.

She cried out.

“You want me to stop?” he asked, voice rough and mocking.

She shook her head, flushed to her chest. “No—don’t stop—”

He smiled darkly.

His hands squeezed both breasts now, thumbs flicking over her nipples, watching them stiffen under his touch.

“I could play with these all night,” he said, dragging his mouth over them again, teeth grazing. “Look how hard they get for me.”

She squirmed.

Her legs started to close.

He slapped the inside of her thigh—light, sharp.

“Keep those open.”

She obeyed instantly.

Max looked down at her—spread out, used, soaked, tits flushed and wet from his mouth—and grinned.

“You look so good like this, baby,” he murmured. “All fucked out, tits in my hands, pussy still dripping.”

He pinched her nipples again, harder this time.

She moaned.

And Max leaned in to whisper:

“You ready for more?”


Chapter 6

Charlotte’s chest was rising in frantic waves, her nipples red and wet from his mouth, her thighs still trembling where he’d slapped them open.

She looked completely undone.

Max wasn’t finished.

He gripped her thighs, pulled her down slightly—spreading her wider, lining himself up again. His cock, still thick and heavy, glistened with her slick.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes fluttered open.

“I’m gonna fuck you again,” he said, voice rough and low. “Right here. Just like this.”

He didn’t wait for permission.

He pushed back in—hard.

She gasped, loud and sharp, her legs jerking against his hold as he sank into her completely, cock stretching her open again.

Her pussy clenched instantly—tight, hot, wet, just as greedy for him as before.

“Still so tight,” he growled, thrusting deep again. “You feel that?”

She nodded, voice broken into a moan.

“I don’t know how you’re still this wet,” he muttered. “You already came three times.”

Her hands clutched at the sheets.

He grabbed one thigh, hooked it over his shoulder, then the other—folding her open beneath him, burying himself even deeper.

She cried out, loud and raw.

“There we go,” he said through clenched teeth. “That’s where I want to be.”

He drove into her now, hard and fast, the angle deeper than before—her tits bouncing, her mouth open in shock with every punishing thrust.

“Max—fuck—it’s so deep—”

“Yeah?” he snarled, watching her breasts bounce under him. “That what you wanted?”

“Yes—please—don’t stop—”

He gripped her hips and slammed into her again.

“You like being taken like this, don’t you?” he growled. “Fucked open, spread wide, used.”

She nodded fast, hands gripping the headboard now like she might float away if she let go.

Max leaned in, hovering over her, fucking her harder.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You—you, Max—”

He slapped her breast. Not too hard. Just enough to make her cry out again.

“That’s right. This pussy’s mine now. Every inch of it.”

Her orgasm built fast, sudden, overwhelming.

He saw it hit her.

Saw the way her eyes went wide, her breath shattered, her pussy clenched so hard it almost knocked the air out of him.

“Come for me again,” he growled, pounding into her. “Right now.”

And she did.

Her body convulsed under him, legs shaking, throat letting out something close to a sob as she came hard, soaking him again, walls fluttering tight around his cock.

Max groaned low, fucking her through it.

“Fuck yes,” he growled. “That’s my girl.”

Charlotte was coming apart again—body soaked, twitching, legs wide open, her pussy gripping him like it couldn’t let him go.

Max wasn’t slowing down.

He leaned over her, sweat slick down his chest, hips still snapping forward, cock buried deep.

Then his hand slid up—palm wide, fingers strong—around her throat.

She gasped, eyes flying open as he squeezed.

Not hard.

Just enough.

“Keep your eyes on me,” he growled. “Right fucking here.”

She obeyed instantly, lips parted, eyes wide and glassy.

“You like that?” he asked, his hand tightening just slightly. “You like when I choke this perfect little throat while I fuck you open?”

She whimpered—a high, desperate sound—and nodded against his grip.

He smiled. Dark. Possessive.

“Say it.”

“I—I love it—”

“You love what?”

“I love when you choke me.”

He growled—low, guttural—and bent to kiss her, mouth hot and claiming, tongue pushing deep between her lips.

Then his teeth dragged down her jaw.

And he bit her.

Hard.

Right at the side of her neck, over her pulse. A mark. A warning. A fucking brand.

She moaned into it, her body arching up like she wanted to be claimed.

“Goddamn, baby,” he whispered, lips brushing her ear. “You are perfect. You take my cock like it’s what you were made for.”

Her moans broke into gasps as he started fucking her harder again, one hand choking her, the other gripping her thigh, spreading her wider so he could get deeper.

“You’ve got no idea what you do to me,” he muttered, biting her shoulder now. “You think this is just sex?”

He drove in again—deep, rough, all of him.

“This is mine.”

Another thrust.

“You’re mine.”

Another—harder.

“This body. This pussy. This throat.” His hand tightened just enough to make her gasp again. “All fucking mine.”

Her pussy squeezed around him like it was trying to milk him.

His control snapped.

He groaned—loud, raw, animal—hips jerking fast now, chasing it, chest heaving.

“I’m gonna fill you up again,” he snarled. “You’re gonna take it all. Every drop. You hear me?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, Max, give it to me—please—”

He slammed in once, twice, and then came—deep, hot, spilling inside her again with a growl that rumbled in his chest, his hand still around her throat, mouth still against her skin.

She moaned as she felt it—every pulse, every thick wave of heat inside her.

Max held her there—buried, shaking, panting against her ear.

And whispered:

“Mine.”

Max was still buried in her.

Breath ragged, cock still twitching inside her, his hand wrapped gently around her throat—not squeezing anymore. Just holding.

Charlotte’s eyes were wide, dazed, barely focused. Her lips were parted, body slack, trembling under the weight of him.

She looked fucked out.

Ruined.

Perfect.

He didn’t move.

Not for a long moment.

Just stayed there—his chest pressed to hers, her thighs still hooked over his hips, his mouth brushing her jaw.

He could feel her pulse through her neck.

Fast.

Fragile.

Alive.

He kissed her there.

“You feel that?” he whispered. “That’s mine, too.”

She moaned softly, and her hands reached up—tentative at first—curling around his back, dragging her nails lightly down his skin.

He groaned at the contact.

“You okay?” he asked.

She nodded. “Yeah. I just… can’t move.”

He smiled against her skin. “Good.”

He shifted slightly—not pulling out—just adjusting, letting his cock rest heavy inside her, making sure she felt the stretch even now.

“I’m staying right here,” he murmured, voice lower now. Rough. Gentle in a way that didn’t lose control. “Inside you. Don’t want to leave yet.”

She blinked up at him, flushed and glowing.

“I don’t want you to.”

He looked down at her—hair wild, throat red from his grip, lips kiss-bruised—and felt something burn low in his chest.

His hand released her throat and slid down slowly, fingers brushing over the fresh bite mark on her shoulder.

He pressed his mouth there again, licking softly, then kissed it.

Then kissed her collarbone.

Then her breast.

“You took everything I gave you,” he said quietly. “Every thrust. Every inch. Every filthy fucking thing.”

She nodded. Swallowed.

“And I’m not going anywhere,” he added, voice gravel. “You understand me?”

She looked up at him, completely still.

Then whispered, “Yes, sir.”

That smile came back—dark, slow, dangerous.

“Good girl.”
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