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Chapter One

The storm hit earlier than anyone predicted. By the time I made it up the brownstone steps, the wind was throwing needles of snow into my face. I ducked inside, slammed the door against the gust—
and then heard boots scrambling on the stoop.

A soft, breathless voice: “Wait—hold the door!”

I yanked it open again.
Veronica stumbled through, hair full of snowflakes, cheeks flushed pink from cold. She exhaled in a rush, the breath turning to mist between us.

“God,” she said, brushing at her coat. “It’s brutal out there.”

“Yeah.” I shut the door behind her. “You okay?”

She nodded, but her hands were shaking as she pushed her damp hair back. The power flickered once, twice, then died completely. Darkness swallowed the entryway, except for the pale glow from the street.

Veronica sighed. “Of course. Perfect timing.”

I could hear the shiver in her voice.

“Here,” I said, stepping closer. “You’re freezing.”

She hesitated—just a second—then held out her hands.

They were like ice. I took them automatically, rubbing slow circles into her palms. Her breath caught, just a small sound, but enough to make me look at her.

Her eyes were on mine. Steady. Dark. A little too aware.

“Sorry,” she murmured. “Didn’t expect to basically collapse into your foyer.”

“You’re fine,” I said quietly. “You just need to warm up.”

Her lips parted at that—just a breath, not even a word—and then she looked down at my hands holding hers. Her fingers curled in, almost reflexively, like she didn’t want to let go.

“I didn’t think you’d be home,” she said. “Your light wasn’t on.”

“Power went out before I got in. I’ve got candles upstairs.”
I motioned toward the steps. “You want to come up until this settles down?”

Veronica exhaled slowly, like she was weighing her options. Like she knew exactly what it meant, both of us trapped, nowhere else to go.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “I’d like that.”

I let her hands go reluctantly. She slid her scarf off—it was damp, chilled—and tossed it over her arm. For a second, she pressed the fabric against her chest like she was trying to hold in the warmth I’d given her.

“You’re still shaking,” I said.

“I’ll warm up.” A little smile. “Eventually.”

I stepped aside for her to pass. The hallway was narrow enough that her coat brushed my chest as she moved by. She muttered a quiet “sorry”—but she didn’t sound sorry. She sounded aware.

Up the stairs, her boots thudded softly on the old wood, snow melting in tiny droplets behind her. I watched the way her shoulders lifted with each breath, how the cold had turned her skin to porcelain under the dim light.

Halfway up, she paused and looked back at me.

“You’re sure you don’t mind?” she asked. “Me invading your evening?”

“I’d mind you going back out into that storm,” I said.

Something warm flickered in her eyes—not heat, not yet, but the spark of it.

She nodded. “Okay. Then… lead the way.”

So I did. Slowly. Letting the quiet stretch, letting the warmth build without touching her again.

But I noticed she stayed close behind me. Close enough that her breath nudged the back of my neck as we climbed. Close enough that I kept imagining the moment I’d turn around and she wouldn’t step back.

We reached my apartment door.

I opened it. She stepped inside.

Snow melted from the ends of her hair, pattering onto my floor like a countdown.

“Let’s get you warm,” I said quietly.

She looked at me over her shoulder, eyes steady, pulse visible at her throat.

“I thought you’d never offer.”

My apartment was darker than the stairwell—no streetlight glow reached this far. The air had that still, quiet thickness of a power outage. I guided Veronica inside, brushing past her to feel along the wall for the lighter I kept on a shelf.

She wrapped her arms around herself, boots dripping softly onto the floor.
“Do you do this often?” she teased. “Charm women with candlelight during natural disasters?”

I struck the lighter. The flame jumped, warm and small.

“Only the ones shaking hard enough to rattle the floorboards.”

Her breath hitched—not dramatic, just a tiny break in her inhale. Enough.

I lit one candle. Then another. The room warmed into a soft gold, shadows rising up the walls like they were listening.

Veronica crouched near the radiator automatically, hands hovering over it. “God, that feels good.”

“Take your coat off,” I said. “You’ll warm up faster.”

She glanced back at me once—quick, unreadable—then slid her fingers under the zipper. The sound of it lowering was quiet but somehow too loud.

Her coat came off slowly, shoulders first, then her arms. The sweater underneath clung damp to her skin, outlining more than it hid. She shivered again, shaking the ends of her hair where melting snow left cold droplets trailing down her back.

“Still freezing,” she murmured.

“Sit,” I said, pointing to the couch.

She obeyed without question, curling onto the cushion, tucking her feet beneath her. I grabbed the thick wool blanket draped over the back and brought it around her shoulders. The moment my hands settled the fabric against her, she exhaled—soft, relieved, maybe a little too grateful.

“You should get under it too,” she said, peeking up at me. “Body heat works better.”

There was a joke in her voice, but something else beneath it. Something that looked a lot like invitation.

I sat beside her. Close enough that our knees brushed. She tugged the blanket open, letting it fall across my lap too. The warmth was immediate, her thigh pressed lightly against mine.

She didn’t move away.

The candlelight caught her profile—her flushed cheeks, the slow rise and fall of her chest, the way she ran her fingers over the edge of the blanket like she needed something to hold on to.

“You’re warmer already,” I said.

She hummed, a low sound. “Because of you.”

I looked at her. Really looked. Her lashes were still wet at the tips. A drop of melted snow slid down her temple. Without thinking, I reached up and brushed it away with my thumb.

She leaned into the touch. Not much—just enough that I felt it. Just enough that I had to steady my breath.

“Sorry,” she whispered, though she didn’t pull back. “I keep… gravitating toward you.”

“Don’t apologize.”

Her lips curved, slow and small. “Good. Because I don’t want to stop.”

The room felt warmer. Or maybe that was her. The radiator hissed behind us, heat blooming toward the ceiling. But the real warmth was under the blanket, where her thigh pressed harder into mine, where her shoulder found my arm, where her breath brushed the side of my jaw each time the silence stretched.

She shifted slightly, pulling the blanket tighter around the both of us.
Her knee slid along my leg.
Her hair brushed my shoulder.
Her fingers—still cold—touched my wrist under the blanket.

“Your hands are warm,” she said softly. “I noticed earlier.”

“You were shaking.”

“Mmm.” She let her fingers rest there, testing, almost tasting contact without committing to it fully. “I’m not shaking now.”

I turned my hand, catching hers beneath the blanket. Her pulse was quick. Her breath, quicker.

“Cold’s gone?” I asked.

Her eyes met mine, candlelight flickering in them.

“Not gone,” she whispered. “Just… changing.”

Veronica’s fingers tightened around mine under the blanket—still a little cold, but no longer trembling. More like… anticipating.

I shifted slightly to face her. “Give me your hands.”

She blinked, caught off guard by the low edge in my voice, but she offered them without argument. Both of them. Small, chilled, delicate in my palms.

I wrapped my hands around hers, rubbing slow, steady strokes along each knuckle. Her breath hitched the way it had downstairs—quiet, involuntary, like warmth was bordering on something sweeter.

“You always take care of freezing neighbors,” she teased softly.

“Only the ones who look at me like that.”

Her eyes flicked up. “Like what?”

I didn’t answer. I just kept warming her hands—thumb sweeping over the inside of her wrist. Her pulse leapt beneath it, quick and fluttering. She felt it too; her lips parted on a shallow inhale.

“You’re getting warmer,” I murmured.

She swallowed. “Not… enough.”

I lifted one of her hands to my mouth. Her eyes widened just before I exhaled warm breath across her chilled knuckles. She shivered—full-body, unmistakable.

“Still cold?” I asked against her skin.

Her voice came out thinner than before. “Maybe… a little.”

I warmed her other hand with the same slow breath, dragging heat across her fingers, feeling her lean in unconsciously. Her thigh pressed more firmly to mine under the blanket—seeking closeness, following gravity.

When I lowered her hands, I didn’t let go.
Instead, I guided them gently onto my thigh, keeping them cradled there, giving her permission to stay.

She did.

No hesitation now.

Her fingertips traced a tentative line along my leg. The blanket shifted with her movement, heat pooling between us. She looked at me like she was waiting for a pull, a signal, anything to justify what her body already decided.

So I gave it to her.

I slid my hand to her waist—slowly, giving her time to stop me. She didn’t move away. She moved closer, breath catching as my fingers settled at the curve of her hip beneath the blanket.

“Warm now?” I asked quietly.

Her answer was a soft, unguarded, “Not even close.”

That was the moment the room seemed to shrink around us—the candles flickering lower, the storm muffled behind old walls, her body drifting nearer until her knee crossed over mine under the blanket.

Her chest brushed my arm.
Her breath grazed my cheek.
Her lips hovered too close to pretend anymore.

She looked at my mouth. Once. Then again.

“Veronica,” I said, voice dipping.

“Mm?” she whispered.

“You can come closer.”

Her exhale trembled—not from cold this time—and she did. Inch by inch, drawn in like I was a heat source she’d been starving for.

I cupped her cheek with my free hand, feeling the last remnants of cold fading beneath the warmth I gave her. She leaned into the touch immediately, eyes half-lidded, breath soft and uncertain against my jaw.

Our foreheads brushed.
Her nose—still a little cold—nudged mine.
Her lips hovered a breath away.

Then she whispered, barely audible: “Please.”

That single word undid every ounce of restraint I had.

I closed the distance, kissing her—slow at first, testing, savoring the warmth blooming between our mouths. She melted instantly, fingers curling into my shirt as if she needed something to hold onto.

Her lips were soft, chilled at the edges but warming fast, tasting faintly of winter and want. I deepened the kiss just enough for her to sigh into me—a sound that made my pulse thrum hard against her hand.

When I finally pulled back, her eyes opened slowly, unfocused, warm.

“Better?” I asked.

She nodded once, breathless. “More.”

And I was already leaning in again.

Veronica kissed like she’d been waiting hours for the chance—slow, hungry, every brush of her mouth a question she already knew the answer to. Her fingers clutched my shirt, pulling me closer with small, impatient tugs.

Then her knee slid higher over my thigh.
Then the other.

Before I could catch my breath, she was climbing into my lap, settling onto me with a soft, surprised gasp—like she hadn’t expected how easily I fit beneath her, how naturally her body aligned with mine.

The blanket shifted around us, slipping slightly but not enough to lose the heat trapped underneath. She hooked her hands behind my neck, forehead touching mine as she adjusted herself—slowly, deliberately, pressing down until a low sound escaped my throat.

“Is this okay?” she whispered, but her hips were already rolling the slightest bit.

I held her waist, steadying her. “More than okay.”

She smiled against my lips—one of those small, satisfied smiles you feel before you see. Then she kissed me again, deeper this time, her cold nose brushing my cheek as she moved. Her fingers slid into my hair, tugging gently, guiding my mouth closer to hers until we were breathing the same single, hot thread of air.

Her body softened against me, molding in a way that left nothing ambiguous. Every slow shift of her hips pushed heat higher, dissolving whatever distance was left.

The kiss deepened, then deepened again—slow burn turning molten.

Then she leaned back slightly, just enough to look at me. Candlelight flickered over her face, catching the flush rising along her throat.

“You feel—” She swallowed, breath trembling. “God, you feel good.”

I slid my hands up her back, under the edge of her damp sweater, warming her inch by inch. Her spine arched in response, her hips pressing harder into me.

“Lie back,” she whispered suddenly.

I didn’t expect it—not from her and not in that tone—but she tugged at my shirt, guiding me downward until my back met the couch cushions. She followed, straddling me fully now, the blanket slipping enough that cold air kissed the edges of her thighs… but all the heat was between us.

Veronica braced her hands on my chest, hovering above me, breathing harder than before. Her sweater clung to her curves, and a drop of melted snow slid from her hair, falling onto my neck—cold enough to make me inhale sharply.

She felt it.
She liked it.

Her fingers trailed down my stomach, slow and teasing, until she reached the waistband of my jeans.

“You’re too warm everywhere except here,” she murmured, voice low, almost thoughtful as she thumbed the button.

I exhaled a rough breath. “Veronica…”

“Mm?” She leaned down, kissing the line of my jaw, her lips warm and soft. “Something wrong?”

“Not even a little.”

“Good.” Her smile ghosted over my skin. “Then let me keep warming you.”

Her fingers worked the button open with surprising confidence. The zipper followed—slow, controlled, the metal teeth parting with a quiet rasp that went straight to my spine. She shifted down my lap just enough to get space, her hands sliding under the fabric to free me.

When she wrapped her cold fingers around me, her breath caught—sharp, greedy—and she let out a sound that was half exhale, half moan.

“God,” she whispered, looking down at me with something close to wonder. “You’re… hot.”

Her thumb stroked once, testing.

I groaned.

Veronica lifted her gaze again, eyes dark, lips parted.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

Veronica’s fingers tightened around me, testing how I reacted to every slow stroke. Candlelight flickered over her face, and something hungry sharpened in her expression—curiosity slipping into intent.

But instead of stroking harder…
she eased up.

Her grip loosened just enough to make my breath stall.

Then she leaned forward, kissing the center of my chest through my shirt. Soft at first. Almost innocent. Her hand stayed where it was, barely moving, a tormenting contrast to the heat of her mouth.

“You’re so warm,” she murmured, kissing higher. “Everywhere.”

Her lips traveled up my sternum, then along my throat, slow and deliberate. Each press was gentle, but her hand at my jeans was anything but, holding me right on the edge of real contact.

I slid a hand into her hair, not guiding—just feeling.
She made a small approving sound against my skin.

“You like when I take my time,” she whispered, lips brushing my jaw.
She wasn’t asking. She’d already figured it out.

Her mouth kissed the hinge of my jaw, then just under my ear. Her tongue flicked once, light enough to make me inhale sharply. She smiled against my skin, pleased with the reaction.

Then she kissed back down my neck—slow descent, warm mouth meeting cooler skin—until she reached my collarbone.

Her hand squeezed me again, firmer this time.

“God,” she breathed. “You’re getting harder.”

“Wonder why,” I muttered, voice tight.

She laughed softly, wickedly. “I can think of a few reasons.”

Her mouth kept traveling downward, tracing the path her hands hadn’t yet taken. When she reached my lower ribs, she pushed my shirt up, exposing more skin. Her lips sealed against the warm flesh just above my stomach, kissing there with a slow, open-mouthed softness that made my muscles tense under her.

Her free hand slid up my torso, fingertips dragging over my skin like she wanted to map every inch before she went any lower.

But her other hand—still on me—stroked once, teasingly light.

“You taste hot,” she murmured, kissing just above the waistband of my undone jeans. Her breath grazed me, close enough to make my hips jerk. “And you smell like you’ve been waiting for me.”

I exhaled hard, fingers tightening in her hair.

“Veronica…”

She looked up at me through her lashes, eyes dark, lips slightly parted.

“I’m not done exploring you,” she whispered.

Then she pulled my jeans lower, enough to free me completely, her breath catching at the sight. A small, involuntary moan left her throat—soft, appreciative, hungry.

She kissed just above the base—light, warm, testing—and my entire body reacted.

“Oh,” she breathed, eyes flicking up as if she’d found her favorite discovery. “You twitch when I do that.”

She kissed lower.

Then lower.

Then she wrapped her hand around me again, slow and possessive, stroking once—long, warm, perfect.

And then her lips parted.

Her breath hit me first—hot and trembling—and then she closed her mouth around me, slow and deliberate, sinking down with a soft hum that vibrated along the length of me.

My head fell back sharply.

“Jesus—”

Her hands settled on my thighs as she took more of me into her mouth, slow, controlled, savoring every inch like she was still exploring, still learning, still getting addicted.

She pulled back just enough to speak, voice low and wrecked:

“I wanted to see how you taste.”

Then she did it again.

Veronica took me into her mouth again—slow at first, savoring the heat of me, the way I throbbed against her tongue. Her lips sealed around the base with a soft, deliberate suction that made my breath leave in a sharp, involuntary rush.

Her hands slid along my thighs, squeezing lightly, steadying herself as she sank deeper.

I groaned, fingers tightening in her hair—not pulling, just holding. Feeling her. Guiding without forcing.

She hummed around me, the vibration sending a jolt straight through my spine.

When she pulled back, her lips were wet, parted, her breath hot against my skin. She looked up, eyes dark and steady, waiting for the next cue.

I brushed my thumb across her lower lip. “That feels incredible.”

A quiet, hungry sound escaped her throat, and she took me again—this time deeper. Slow, controlled, purposeful. The kind of movement that came from learning what I reacted to… and wanting to push further.

My hand slid deeper into her hair, gathering it at the base of her skull. I didn’t push—just held her there, meeting her gaze as she took another inch of me, then another.

Her eyelids fluttered. She moaned around me, embarrassed by her own need—but she didn’t stop.

“God, Veronica,” I breathed, my hips lifting slightly despite myself.

She adjusted instantly, one hand wrapping around the base, stroking in time with the rhythm of her mouth. Her other hand braced on my stomach, fingers curling when I groaned again.

I tightened my grip just a little. Not enough to force… just enough to guide.

“Slow,” I murmured. “Take your time.”

She obeyed—beautifully.

She drew back until only the head rested on her tongue, kissed softly around it, then sank down again, deeper this time, letting my hand guide her pace. Her breath warmed every inch she couldn’t take, her tongue tracing lazy circles that made my vision blur.

When she reached her limit, her throat tightened around me—just once, a reflex—and my head fell back against the couch.

“Fuck—Veronica.”

She pulled off for only a second, lips wet, chin slick, chest rising and falling.

“I want you to hold me,” she whispered.

I exhaled, rough and unsteady, and threaded both hands into her hair. She sighed—actually sighed—like she’d been waiting for that.

Then she went back down.

Deeper.
Slower.
Letting my hands guide her, encouraging her with steady pressure and low, helpless sounds she seemed determined to coax out of me.

She relaxed her throat, just barely, enough to take me a fraction deeper. Her hands gripped my thighs hard as she swallowed around me.

I groaned—helpless.

She moaned in response, the vibration making my hips jerk.

Her rhythm settled:
her mouth sliding down, my hands tightening, her throat fluttering, her breath hot against my skin each time she came up for air—only to take me deeper again.

I looked down at her—hair tangled in my fingers, lips stretched around me, eyes half-lidded and full of hunger—and heat surged through me so fast it almost hurt.

“That’s it,” I rasped. “Just like that… good girl.”

Her reaction was immediate—her muscles tightening, her moan deepening, her pace growing more confident as she swallowed me down again, wanting to please, wanting more.

She hollowed her cheeks around me, tongue stroking upward in long, slow drags that made my vision fray at the edges.

I held her hair, guiding her, but she was the one truly in control.
She knew it.
I knew it.

She sank down again, taking me deep enough that her throat fluttered around the tip, and a broken sound escaped me before I could choke it back.

She moaned in response—low, wanting—and the vibration tore through me.

“Veronica—” My voice cracked. “I’m close… I’m—”

She didn’t pull away.
She didn’t even slow.

If anything, her mouth grew more deliberate, more confident, her hand curling around the base of me as if she wanted to feel every bit of how hard I was for her.

Her tongue swept under the head in a slow, devastating circle.

My hips jerked.

She tightened her grip in answer.

“Jesus, please—don’t stop—”

She made a soft, approving hum around me. That sound—God, that sound—pushed everything too close to control. She bobbed lower, taking me deep, letting my hands steady her as she worked me with her mouth, her throat, her tongue.

Her eyes lifted to meet mine—dark, half-lidded, utterly focused—and something in my chest snapped.

That was it.
That was the moment.

“Veronica—fuck—”

The warning barely left my mouth before release hit me hard, fast, overwhelming. My body tensed under her, hips lifting into her warmth as pleasure surged through me in sharp, uncontrollable waves.

She didn’t flinch.
Didn’t pull back.
Didn’t break eye contact.

She took it all—every pulse of it—swallowing greedily, her throat working around me as if she’d been waiting for the taste. My hands tightened in her hair as my breath came in ragged, shaking bursts.

She didn’t stop until the very last shudder left me—until I sagged back against the couch, spent and helpless, breathing like I’d run miles.

Only then did she slowly, slowly lift her mouth off me, lips wet, chin slick, tongue darting out to taste the corner of her mouth.

She looked ruined and stunning and proud all at once.

“God,” I breathed, staring at her. “Veronica…”

She crawled up my body in one smooth, confident motion, straddling my hips again, her lips brushing my jaw as she whispered:

“I wanted every drop.”

Her fingers traced my still-sensitive length possessively.

“And you’re not done with me yet.”


Chapter Two

The wind slammed against the windows hard enough to rattle the glass. Outside, the storm screamed down the street like a living thing. Inside, the candles flickered wildly, throwing gold across Veronica’s skin—shadows shifting over her cheeks, her collarbone, the soft heave of her breath.

She straddled me still, her thighs tight around my hips, her lips brushing my jaw as if she couldn’t stand not kissing me for even a heartbeat.

I was still catching my breath, body loose and shuddering from the release she’d just taken from me… but the moment she pressed her hips down onto mine, something primal kicked awake again.

Her heat.
Her weight.
Her slow grind.

I hardened so fast she gasped against my mouth.

“Oh,” she whispered, smiling like she’d just discovered a secret. “You’re ready for me.”

I cupped her jaw and kissed her—deep, messy, hungry. She melted into it immediately, her fingertips digging into my shoulders as she rocked against me again, slower this time, rolling her hips to feel exactly how quickly I was rising for her.

The blanket slid off her back, pooling at her waist. Her sweater clung damp to her ribs, candlelight tracing every curve. The wind howled again, shaking the window hard enough that the flames danced violently.

We barely noticed.

Her mouth moved to my ear, breath hot. “Lie back,” she whispered. “Let me…”

Her hips shifted, guiding me, lining herself up with a focus that made my pulse slam. She wasn’t rushing—she was savoring the anticipation, the slow burn, the moment right before everything broke open.

But the second she started to lower herself—just the head brushing her, just enough to make both of us gasp—

Instinct surged through me.

My hands gripped her waist, and I flipped her onto her back.

She let out a small, shocked sound that turned immediately into a moan as her back met the couch cushions, her hair fanning across the armrest, candlelight kissing the outline of her body.

The storm roared outside.
Inside, she looked like the one causing the trembling.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, eyes wide, breath shaking. “Do that again.”

I lowered over her, hips pressing between hers, chest brushing hers as I kissed her hard, her lips tasting like heat and want and the faint salt of snowmelt from earlier.

My hands slid beneath her sweater—warm palms on her chilled skin—and she arched up desperately, pressing herself against me as if that tiny contact wasn’t nearly enough.

“Veronica,” I growled against her neck, “I’m not waiting anymore.”

“Good,” she whispered, guiding my hips with both hands. “I don’t want you to.”

The candles threw our bodies into moving silhouettes—her thigh curling around me, my hands pushing her sweater up, her breath fogging against my cheek as she dragged my mouth back to hers.

Then she reached between us, fingers wrapping me again, guiding me to her entrance with a precision that made my pulse stutter.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

“Please,” she whispered, almost lost under the howl of the wind. “Come inside me.”

I pushed forward—slow, deliberate—and the sound she made was soft enough to be swallowed by the storm but sharp enough to hit me straight in the spine.

Her nails dug into my shoulders.
Her thighs tightened.
Her breath broke into a shaking gasp.

The candles flickered violently, shadows rippling over us as I slid into her—inch by inch—warm, tight, gripping me like she’d been waiting for nothing else all night.

“Oh—God—” she choked out. “Yes… yes…”

I buried my face in her neck, breathing her in, feeling her body pull me deeper.

Outside, the wind slammed against the glass again.

Inside, the only thing shaking was her.

I sank into her slowly—so slowly she couldn’t help the way her breath broke, the way her hips lifted to meet me, the way her fingers clawed at my back as if she needed something solid to anchor herself.

The wind howled like a living thing outside, hammering the windows.
The candles trembled.
Her body trembled harder.

I slid deeper until her gasp turned into a choked moan.

“Fuck,” she whispered, eyes fluttering. “You feel… you feel so damn good.”

I hovered over her, hips pressed flush to hers, letting her adjust, letting her feel every throb of me inside her.

My thumb traced her lower lip.
“Say it again.”

She arched under me, breathless. “You feel so good—God—so deep.”

I drew back just an inch, then pushed in again—slow, deliberate, making her feel exactly how deeply she was taking me.

Her jaw dropped; her nails raked down my back.
“Jesus—yes—right there…”

“Look at me,” I murmured.

She did—eyes wide, lips parted, pupils blown wide in the candlelight.

“That’s it,” I whispered, pulling back and sinking deeper. “Take every inch.”

She moaned, loud enough to be swallowed by the storm outside.

Her hands grabbed my hips, trying to pull me deeper still.
“More,” she gasped. “Please… please, don’t tease me…”

I kissed her hard, swallowing her plea, then dragged my mouth along her throat, feeling her pulse hammer against my lips.

“You’re so tight around me,” I growled. “You’re fucking perfect.”

Her hips jerked as if the words alone pushed her closer.

“Oh my God—say it again—”

“You’re perfect,” I said into her ear, thrusting slow and deep. “You’re made for this cock. You feel like you’re begging to be fucked.”

She bit her lip, a helpless, wrecked sound leaving her throat.
“Please—harder—please—”

I smiled against her skin. Slow time was over.

“Hold on.”

I tightened my grip on her hips and pulled almost all the way out—

—then slammed back into her.

She cried out, head thrown back, hair spilling across the couch like fire in the candlelight.

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

The rhythm built fast—deep, sharp thrusts that made the couch creak under us, her body rocking up the cushions with every movement. The storm pounded the windows, but her voice—her moans—were louder in my ears.

Her legs wrapped around my waist, ankles locking behind me, pulling me into her again, again, again.

I pinned her wrists above her head, my breath hot against her cheek.
“You want it like this?”

“Yes—God yes—don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop—”

Her words broke into gasps as I drove into her faster, harder, the wet sound of our bodies meeting filling the candlelit room.

“You feel how deep you’re taking me?” I rasped.

She nodded frantically, eyes half-shut, voice shattered.
“I feel it—I feel you—don’t stop—”

Her back arched, breasts pressing against my chest as she met every thrust with desperate, hungry lifts of her hips.

The couch thudded against the wall.
The candles flickered violently.
The storm howled like it was trying to break the window.

And still, I fucked her deeper.

“Good girl,” I groaned. “Taking me so well—so fucking well.”

She moaned hard enough her voice cracked.

“Keep saying that—please—please—”

I kissed her, rough and deep.

“You’re my good girl,” I growled against her lips. “And I’m not done with you yet.”

Her entire body tightened.

“Don’t—stop—”

“I’m not.”

Her body clenched around me with every hard thrust, her breath breaking into ragged, desperate sounds. Candlelight strobed over her skin, catching the tension in her stomach, the arch of her neck, the way her eyes fluttered open and shut as she took me deeper and deeper.

The storm slammed against the windows again—so hard the glass shivered.
She didn’t even flinch.

I pulled out suddenly.

She gasped—sharp, confused, needy.
“Wait—what—?”

I grabbed her hips and flipped her, guiding her onto her hands and knees. Her breath stuttered, her palms pressing into the cushions as her back arched for me instinctively.

Her body looked unreal in the flickering light—shadows pooling in the curve of her spine, her hair falling forward over her shoulder, her ass lifting high, inviting, trembling.

I ran my hand down her back slowly.
“Veronica.”

She moaned just from the sound of her name.

“On your knees,” I said, voice low, rough. “I want you like this.”

She pushed herself up without hesitation, legs trembling, presenting herself to me with a shaky exhale.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “Please… please—just—”

I pulled her hips back and thrust into her in one smooth, deep stroke.

She screamed.

Her whole body jolted forward, arms buckling, face dropping to the couch before she caught herself again.
“F—fuck—”

I gripped her hips harder and thrust again, deeper, driving her forward on the cushions. Her breath shattered.

“Yes—yes—yes—don’t stop—”

The candles shook.
The windows rattled violently.
The wind roared like it wanted in.

But the only thing moving inside the room was us.

Her body clung to me so tightly I could barely breathe. Every time I pulled back, she pushed back harder, meeting me stroke for stroke with a raw, instinctive hunger.

“You feel insane,” I growled, fingers digging into her skin.
“So—do—you—” she gasped, voice breaking on every word.

I grabbed her hair gently, pulling her head back so I could see her face turned toward me, lips parted, eyes half-closed in pleasure and desperation.

“You’re close,” I murmured.

“Yes—God—yes—so close—don’t stop—”

“I’m close too.”

Her breath broke into a sob of pure want.

I pulled her hips back harder, thrusting deeper, faster, every movement driving her higher until she was shaking under me, her hands clawing into the cushions, the muscles in her thighs trembling uncontrollably.

“Come for me,” I demanded, voice low, shaking. “Now.”

Her whole body snapped tight—her back arching, her mouth falling open in a soundless cry before the scream ripped out of her, raw and feral.

“Oh—God—oh—fuck—yes—yes—yes—!”

I felt her orgasm tear through her, felt her clench around me in pulsing waves that pulled me deeper without even trying. Her body milked me—hard—no rhythm left, just wild, uncontrolled pleasure.

And the moment she tightened around me again, one long, deep squeeze—

I lost it.

“Veronica—”

Pleasure slammed through me, blinding, violent, overwhelming. My hips jerked, my body locking against hers as I came hard inside her, every pulse drowned out by the storm howling at the windows and her voice shaking under me as she sobbed through the last waves of her climax.

We collapsed forward together—her chest to the cushions, me pressed along her back, still inside her, both of us shaking, breath tangled, sweat mixing with the faint cold that still clung to her skin.

The storm raged outside.

Inside, the only sound was our breathing—fast, broken, gradually softening as the candlelight flickered weakly around us.

She turned her head, cheek against the cushion, eyes heavy and warm.

“Holy… shit,” she whispered, breathless.

I kissed the back of her shoulder, still catching my breath.

“We’re not done,” I murmured.

Her answering shiver wasn’t from the cold.


Chapter Three

We stayed there for a moment—her beneath me, our breath syncing in the dim candlelight. The storm pressed its weight against the windows, but inside the brownstone everything was heat and pulse and the soft rise of her back against my chest.

I kissed the place where her shoulder met her neck, slow and lingering.
She shivered—not from cold this time, but from the aftershock.

“You okay?” I asked softly.

She nodded into the cushions, voice warm and lazy. “More than okay.”

I eased out of her, both of us groaning from the sensitivity, and collapsed beside her on the couch. She rolled to face me, hair wild, cheeks flushed, lips swollen from kissing.

I brushed a thumb across her mouth.
She caught it gently between her teeth.

I swallowed hard. “If you keep doing that, neither of us is walking for a week.”

She smirked and released my thumb. “I might not mind.”

I kissed her—slow and deep, tasting her sigh, tasting the storm still caught in her breath. When we finally broke apart, her forehead rested against mine.

“Want some tea?” I whispered. “Before we get carried away again?”

She laughed—soft, sweet, wrecked. “Yes. God. Please.”

I grabbed the throw blanket from the couch and wrapped it around her shoulders. It barely covered her—she was still naked beneath it, skin glowing in the trembling candlelight. She stood on shaky legs, pulling the blanket tighter, and followed me toward the kitchen.

The brownstone creaked under the wind. The candles on the counter flickered as we stepped inside. I lit another one, setting it near the kettle, filling the room with warm amber glow.

Veronica leaned against the doorway, blanket slipping down just enough to show the curve of her collarbone.

I turned toward the kettle—and felt her eyes on me. Heavy. Intent.

“Something on your mind?” I asked.

She let the blanket slide off one shoulder… then the other… until it barely hung on her waist.

“I got cold again,” she said, voice too innocent. “Thought you might warm me up while the water boils.”

I stepped toward her slowly.
“Come here.”

She came—but only halfway. Then she stopped, eyes glinting, and reached for my hips. She tugged me closer, pulling me between her thighs as she climbed onto one of the kitchen chairs and straddled me with nothing but a breath in between us.

Her warmth pressed against me instantly, her body fitting into mine like it had claimed the space.

“You’re teasing me,” I murmured, tilting her chin up with my thumb.

She smiled against my mouth. “Yes. And you’re letting me.”

I kissed her—deep, hungry, tasting the challenge. Her legs tightened around my waist and the blanket slipped completely away, pooling on the floor. Her bare body wrapped around me like another kind of heat, soft skin against my chest, her nipples tightening as they brushed against me.

The kettle clicked as it heated behind us.
Neither of us cared.

I kissed down her throat, slow on purpose, savoring every small gasp she gave me. I moved lower, mouth tracing her collarbone, then the swell of her breast. She arched, offering more. I took her nipple in my mouth, swirling my tongue until she let out a sharp, helpless moan.

“Oh—God—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.
I kissed down her stomach next, kneeling in front of her, hands gripping her hips as my mouth explored her trembling skin.

She grabbed my hair with both hands.
“Oh fuck, you feel so good—”

I lifted her easily—still kissing her—and set her on the counter.
She gasped as the cool marble touched her skin, legs falling open automatically.

“Is this okay?” I asked, voice darker now.

She nodded so hard her hair swung.
“Yes. Yes—please touch me—”

I slid my hands up her thighs, spreading them wider.
Her breath hitched, hips lifting into my palms.

“You’re soaked,” I murmured.

“Because of you,” she whispered.

I slipped one finger inside her—slowly, to feel the full clench of her body—and she almost folded over, gripping the counter with both hands as a sharp cry left her throat.

“Oh my—fuck—”

I moved my finger slowly at first, curling it just right, watching her face shift from wanting to needing.

The kettle hummed louder.
Veronica moaned louder than that.

I added a second finger, deeper, faster, and her hips bucked against my hand.

“Please,” she begged. “Don’t stop—please don’t—”

I kissed her stomach, her hip, the inside of her thigh, working her harder, feeling her tighten, sensing her getting close—very close.

But I wanted more than my fingers inside her.

I stood, grabbed her hips, and slid into her in one smooth, strong thrust.

She screamed.

Her head fell back, hands slamming onto the counter to keep herself from collapsing.

“Oh—oh my God—yes—yes—yes—!”

The kettle began to shriek—loud, piercing, echoing through the kitchen.

Her body screamed louder.

I thrust hard into her, the counter shaking beneath her as she clung to me, her nails digging into my shoulders. The heat of her wrapped around me tightly, pulling me deeper every time our hips met.

“Come for me,” I growled into her ear. “Let go—right now.”

“I—I—I—” She couldn’t form words, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything except feel me.

Her body snapped tight.

Her scream tore through the kitchen, drowning the ringing kettle, drowning the storm—raw and ecstatic and uncontrollable.

She came so hard she shook, her thighs gripping me with desperate, trembling force.

I held her through every pulse, every cry, every clench of her body around me.

When she finally sagged forward, shaking in my arms, the kettle finally clicked off.

We both breathed hard—hers in my ear, mine against her throat—our bodies still pressed together in the faint candlelight.

After a long, slow moment, she whispered:

“…so much for the tea.”

I kissed her shoulder and murmured: “You’re not leaving this counter yet.”

Her answering shiver said everything.

She was still trembling in my arms from the last orgasm—legs wrapped around my waist, back arched off the counter, fingers tangled desperately in my hair. Her skin was flushed, slick with heat, her chest rising in uneven, shuddering breaths.

I kissed the spot beneath her ear—slow, comforting at first.

“You okay?” I murmured.

She swallowed hard, nodding. “Mm… yes… I just…”
Her voice trailed off as my thumb stroked the inside of her thigh.

“What do you want?” I asked quietly. “Tell me.”

Her pupils blew wide. She looked wrecked and needy and eager all at once.

“I want… I want more.”

I tilted her chin up. “More what?”

Her throat worked. “More of you.”

“That’s vague,” I said softly. “Use your words.”

Her breath caught. The shift in my tone landed exactly where she needed it. Her thighs tensed against my hips, urging, begging without speaking.

“N-no,” I whispered against her lips. “Not like that. Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you.”

Her lips parted, but no sound came.

I traced a single finger down her slit, slow enough she shivered violently.
“Say it.”

She sucked in a breath, shaky and hot. “I… I want your mouth on me. Your fingers… your cock… all of it. I want you to—fuck—just take me.”

I smiled, slow and dangerous.

“There you go.”

Her eyes fluttered as I slid my fingers back inside her, drawing a broken moan from deep in her throat.

“And what else?” I pushed gently. “Tell me until you blush.”

She did.

“I want you to use me,” she whispered. “I want you to… to fuck me the way you just did—hard—but… harder.”

A short, sharp inhale escaped me.
She felt it.

Her hands grabbed at my shoulders, emboldened. “Please. Please—I want you rough.”

My lips brushed her ear.

“You sure?”

“Yes,” she breathed, head falling back. “Please just—take control.”

That was all I needed.

I pulled out of her, leaving her panting on the counter, her legs shaking as they hung open.

Then I stepped back.

“Turn around,” I said quietly.

Her breath stuttered. “Wh—”

“Turn around,” I repeated, voice low and firm. “And put your hands on the table.”

For a second, she just stared—then her whole body reacted. She slid off the counter, legs trembling, blanket long forgotten on the floor. The candlelight wrapped around her naked form, catching her flushed chest, her swollen lips, the sheen between her thighs.

She walked to the table on unsteady legs, turned, and placed her palms flat against the wood. Her back arched instinctively.

I came up behind her, running my palms up her spine. She let out a shaking sound—half anticipation, half surrender.

“Good girl,” I whispered.

She whimpered.

I grabbed her hips and bent her fully over the table. Her breath left her in a sharp gasp. Her toes curled against the tile floor as she lifted onto them, presenting herself completely.

“You said you wanted me to use you,” I murmured.

“Yes,” she whispered, voice trembling.

“You want me to fuck you rough enough to feel it tomorrow?”

“Yes.”
A beat.
“Please.”

I dragged my cock through her slickness, coating myself in her heat. Her breath hitched so sharply she nearly folded.

“Say it again.”

“Please fuck me,” she gasped. “Please—hard—harder than before.”

I thrust into her in one brutal, perfect stroke.

She screamed—loud, raw, her voice shattering across the kitchen.

Her hands scrambled for purchase against the table edge. I didn’t give her time to recover—I pulled back and slammed into her again, and again, and again, each thrust punching a strangled moan out of her.

Her hair fell over her face, bouncing with every movement. Her thighs shook uncontrollably. The table creaked under her weight.

“OhmyGod—oh—fuck—yes—keep going—please—”

I grabbed her wrists, pinning them to the wood.
She cried out—ecstasy, surrender, intoxication in one sound.

“You wanted this,” I growled into her ear. “Take it.”

“I—I am—fuck—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

Her body spasmed, pushing back onto me as if she couldn’t help it, slamming herself onto each thrust with shaking abandon.

I felt her tightening. Hard.
She was going to break in my hands.

“Not yet,” I whispered, biting lightly at her shoulder.

“I can’t—I can’t—”

“You can.”

She sobbed into the table.

Then I pulled out of her.

She choked on air. “No—please—don’t—don’t stop—please—”

I grabbed her hips and lifted her effortlessly, carrying her back toward the living room. Her arms flew around my neck, her legs around my waist, breath coming in frantic little gasps.

“You’re not done,” I murmured.

I settled onto the couch, pulling her onto my lap, facing me this time. She straddled me, trembling, hair wild, sweat shining down her sternum.

When I slid into her again—deep, slow, deliberate—her head snapped back, a long, broken moan escaping her lips.

“Oh—fuck—yes—”

Her nails dug into my shoulders as she began to ride me—desperate, rhythmic motions, lifting and dropping onto me, her body spasming as she fought the orgasm still clawing at her spine.

I held her hips, guiding her, kissing her neck, her jaw, her open mouth.

“You said you wanted me rough,” I whispered, thrusting up into her so hard she gasped.

“Yes,” she cried, “yes—yes—harder—please—I’m so close—”

Her movements stuttered.
Her breath hitched.
Her whole body tensed in my arms.

“Come for me,” I murmured against her mouth. “Let me feel you fall apart.”

Her orgasm ripped through her like a storm—tightening around me in violent, pulsing waves, her scream muffled against my neck. I grabbed her ass and thrust up into her through every spasm, forcing her pleasure higher, making her ride it out until she was shaking uncontrollably.

I came with her—hard, deep, burying myself inside her as her body clamped down around me, milking every last pulse.

We collapsed together, boneless and breathless, tangled in candlelight and the distant, dying howl of the storm.

She rested her forehead against mine, panting.

“Tea,” she whispered, laugh trembling.

I kissed her softly—finally soft again.

“Eventually.”

Veronica was still in my lap, trembling, her breath uneven, her skin flushed in the soft halo of candlelight. The storm groaned against the window, but the living room felt unbearably warm—her heat, her sweat, the scent of her lingering in the air.

I kissed her shoulder, then her throat, then the pulse fluttering wildly beneath her jaw.

She exhaled in a broken whisper.
“I can’t… I’m too sensitive…”

I smiled against her neck.

“Good.”

Her thighs clenched reflexively around my hips—need, fear, anticipation all tangled together.

I slid my hands down her sides, slow enough to make her shiver, then hooked my fingers under her thighs and lifted her effortlessly off my lap. She gasped, arms tightening around my neck as her legs dangled, weak from everything we’d already done.

I laid her down on the rug in front of the couch, her back sinking into the plush fibers, her hair fanning across the floor. The candlelight painted her skin gold, highlighting every curve, every tremble, every breath she couldn’t quite catch.

She looked ruined.
Beautiful.
Wanting.

Her thighs instinctively drew together—but I gently pushed them apart with my hands.

“Don’t hide from me,” I murmured. “Open up.”

Her lips parted, breath stuttering, but she obeyed—slowly, shyly, spreading for me until she was bare, vulnerable, glistening in the flickering light.

I settled between her legs, hands on her knees, sliding down the soft skin of her inner thighs. Her whole body jolted.

“Oh—God—your hands are warm—”

“I’m going to warm every inch of you,” I said, leaning down to kiss the inside of her knee.

Her breath shook.

Then I kissed lower.
And lower.
Trailing slow, open-mouthed kisses down the sensitive skin until she was shaking, her hands reaching blindly for something to hold.

She found my hair.

Her fingers tangled there, pulling gently. “Please… don’t tease…”

I looked up at her from between her thighs.

“I told you to use your words.”

She swallowed hard, chest rising fast.

“Please… please eat me,” she whispered, trembling. “I want your mouth on me. I want to feel your tongue—please—I need it.”

“That’s better.”

I kissed just above her clit—soft enough that my breath made her hips jerk off the rug.

She whimpered. “Oh—fuck—”

I dragged my tongue upward in one long, slow stroke—tasting her fully, savoring the wet heat of her, pressing just enough pressure that her thighs tried to close around my head.

I held them apart.

“No,” I murmured against her. “Let me in.”

Her back arched violently as I flicked my tongue against her clit, slow and lazy, teasing circles that made her grip my hair so tight it almost hurt.

“Oh—oh God—please—please more—”

She was already close—far too close.

Which meant I slowed down even more.

I moved my tongue in slow figure-eights, barely touching her, letting my warm breath roll over her swollen, throbbing clit until she was shaking, her legs trembling uncontrollably.

She gasped, “Don’t stop, please don’t stop, I’m gonna—”

I pulled back.

Just a breath away.

Her whole body seized. “No—no—please—please don’t tease me—please—”

“You said you wanted rough,” I said lightly, kissing her thigh. “That includes patience.”

She let out a desperate, broken whine, grinding helplessly into the air.

I waited until she lifted her hips off the ground, begging without words—
and then I devoured her properly.

My mouth sealed over her clit, tongue pressing in deep, slow strokes, my hands gripping her thighs tight as her scream tore from her chest.

“Yes—God—yes—there—right there—don’t stop—don’t—”

I sucked her clit gently between my lips and her body bucked so hard her heels dug into my back.

Her thighs squeezed my head, hips grinding wildly.

“Please—please—I’m so close—please let me—”

I slid two fingers inside her at the exact moment my tongue circled harder.

Her entire body snapped.

She screamed—loud, sharp, feral—as her orgasm crashed over her, her muscles clenching so hard around my fingers I could feel her heartbeat pulsing inside her.

Her thighs locked around my head.
Her nails scraped the rug.
Her hips lifted off the floor in frantic, uncontrollable spasms.

I sucked her through every wave, licking her gently when the sensitivity became too much, then deeper when she begged for it again through breathless sobs.

Her climax went on and on—wracking her body until she collapsed, trembling violently, her legs falling open, her breath coming in shattered gasps.

I kissed her hip.
Her stomach.
Her thigh.

Then I crawled up her body slowly, kissing every inch until I hovered over her, lips brushing hers, her breath sweet and uneven.

“You taste incredible,” I whispered.

She whimpered softly, pulling me into a shaky kiss.

And then—still panting, still trembling, her voice barely a whisper against my mouth—

“Bedroom.
Now.
Because I want you inside me when you make me come again.”


Chapter Four

​​Veronica was still shaking when I scooped her off the rug, her arms winding instinctively around my neck. Her head rested on my shoulder, breath warm, uneven. The candles flickered across her bare back as I carried her down the hallway.

The storm hammered the windows harder than before—long, guttural groans rattling through the old brownstone.

She lifted her head to look at me, lips swollen, eyes heavy with heat and exhaustion and craving.

“You’re carrying me to bed,” she whispered, voice trembling. “You know what that does to me.”

“I’m counting on it.”

When I nudged the bedroom door open with my shoulder, the only light inside was the faint glow from distant streetlamps—just enough to cast her body in silver against my chest.

But the first thing she saw was the huge window facing the snow-choked street. Frost crept along the edges; the outside world was a swirling chaos of white and wind.

She breathed one word:

“…oh.”

I set her gently on her feet. She swayed—both from what I’d done to her and what I was about to do.

I slid behind her, hands on her hips, guiding her closer to the cold glass.

“You want to feel the storm?” I murmured against her ear.

She nodded, breathless.

“You want me to fuck you where anyone who walked by could see you—if the world wasn’t ending out there?”

Her thighs pressed together, her voice shaking.
“Yes.”

“Show me,” I whispered.

She placed her palms on the glass.

The shock hit instantly—cold slicing through her heat. Her breath fogged the window in slow, desperate bursts.

I stood behind her, letting her feel me hard against the curve of her ass. My hands slid up her sides, over her ribs, until I reached her breasts—cupping them gently, teasing her nipples to stiff peaks while she moaned helplessly at the shock of cold meeting warmth.

“You wanted to be watched,” I murmured, dragging my thumb over her nipple until she gasped. “Even if no one’s out there.”

Her head dropped back against my shoulder. “Yes. Yes, I want you to see me… like this. I want—”

“Good.”

I nudged her feet wider with my knee. She obeyed instantly, spreading her legs for me. Her breath quickened as I slid my hand down her stomach, between her thighs.

She was already melting again—wet and warm against my fingers.

I groaned softly. “You’re dripping.”

“You did that,” she whispered, trembling.

I guided myself to her slick entrance, sliding just the head inside. She moaned into the glass, hips pressing back desperately.

“No,” I whispered, gripping her hips to still her. “You’re going to stay still until I tell you.”

She choked on a breath, muscles clenching around the tip of me.

“Please… please, I want you.”

“You’ll get me,” I murmured, “when you ask me properly.”

She exhaled a trembling sound.
“Fuck me.”

“Not enough.”

She swallowed. “Please fuck me. Please. Want to feel you deep while I’m—”
Her voice trembled as the cold glass shocked her nipples. “—pressed against the window. Please.”

I thrust into her in one long, deep stroke.

She screamed—hands flying against the glass, forehead pressed to it as her entire body took the force of me.

Her spine curved, her ass arching back beautifully, begging for more.

I drove into her again—harder—my hips slapping against the soft curve of her ass as the cold window shook with her breath.

The mix of sensations—her warmth, the cold glass, the storm hammering outside—made her cradle her head in her arms against the window as her voice broke into frantic moans.

“Oh God—oh God—yes—right there, right there—”

I grabbed her hips, fucking her harder, the slap of our bodies echoing faintly against the storm outside. Each thrust rocked her forward into the glass, her nipples leaving fogged shapes with every ragged breath.

I leaned in, lips on her neck, biting lightly.

She sobbed a moan. “Don’t stop—don’t stop—fuck me harder—”

I slammed into her, forcing her higher onto her toes.

Her voice cracked.

“Choke me.”

I froze.
Not from uncertainty—
but from how desperately she said it.

“You sure?” I rasped.

“Yes,” she begged. “Please—I want to feel your hand on my throat. I want you to take me like that.”

I wrapped my hand around her throat—firm, not hurting, but controlling.
Her response was immediate: her entire body tightened, her breath caught in a delicious gasp, and her pussy clenched around me so hard I nearly groaned.

“Good girl,” I whispered into her ear. “That’s it. Give it to me.”

She whimpered—shaky, devastated, needy.

I tightened my grip just slightly, controlling her breath as I fucked her harder—deep, punishing strokes that crashed her onto the window again and again until she was crying out with every thrust.

Her hands splayed against the glass, fingers slipping on the cold surface.

“Harder—please—harder—don’t stop—don't let go—”

I thrust deeper, slamming into her fully, both hands now on her waist pulling her back into me with brutal precision. The windowpane rattled with each impact, snow and wind swirling beyond it in a violent blur.

Her voice was barely a voice anymore—just broken sobs of pleasure.

“I’m—I’m gonna—oh fuck—I’m gonna come—”

“Not yet,” I snarled. “Hold it.”

“I can’t—please—please—please—”

“Hold. It.”

She shivered violently, her orgasm tearing at her from underneath her skin.

“Now,” I commanded, tightening my hand around her throat just slightly—

She detonated.

Her scream fogged the glass, her whole body convulsing, legs shaking uncontrollably as she came so hard she nearly collapsed.

I caught her at the waist, fucking her through it, driving her climax higher and higher until she was babbling nonsense, tears streaking down her cheeks, her voice raw.

I lost myself seconds later—slamming deep, spilling into her as her body milked me hard, her orgasms still rolling violently through her.

We stayed pressed to the window long after, panting in unison, her back against my chest, my hand still gently around her throat, both our reflections trembling in the frost-touched glass.

She whispered, voice hoarse, soft, trembling: “…again… please…”

Her body was melting back into me, exhausted, boneless from how hard she’d come.

I kissed her shoulder—gentle this time.
She made a soft, broken sound.

“Hey,” I murmured, brushing her hair off her neck. “You’re shaking.”

“I’m… I’m okay,” she whispered. “Just… overwhelmed.”

I turned her around and lifted her into my arms. Her legs wrapped around my waist instinctively, her cheek pressing to my chest, her breath warm and uneven against my skin.

The storm screamed outside.
Inside, she felt like the quiet center of it.

I carried her to the bed and laid her down carefully. The sheets were cool; she exhaled a breath that was half relief, half shiver.

She reached for me.

“Don’t leave,” she whispered.

I crawled over her, kissing her softly—almost chastely, nothing like the bruising, desperate heat from before. Her lips parted under mine, her hands sliding up my chest, slower now, exploring instead of clawing.

When I slid into her this time, she gasped—not from shock, but from tenderness.

“Ohhh… God… yes… slow…”

I moved inside her with long, unhurried strokes, our bodies fitting together perfectly, her legs curling around me to pull me closer. Her fingers threaded through my hair, holding me to her as our breaths mingled.

Every thrust made her moan quietly into my mouth.
Every slow grind made her back arch off the bed.

“You feel…” she whispered breathlessly, “so good like this…”

I kissed her jaw, her cheek, the corner of her lips.
“Look at me.”

She opened her eyes.
Soft. Wet. Wanting.

I rolled my hips deeper, and she inhaled sharply, nails scraping lightly down my back.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered.

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Her eyes fluttered. “Good… good…”

She held my face in her hands, whispering into my mouth between soft, shivering moans, “I can’t get enough of you.”

I thrust deeper—slow, deep, warm—and she cried out, body tightening around me, her orgasm rising again, softer but just as real.

“Come,” I breathed. “Just let it happen.”

She did—crying out softly, shaking under me, her legs pulling me in tight as she pulsed around me in gentle waves.

I kissed her through the whole thing—slow, tender, letting her feel held, wanted, claimed.

When she finally collapsed back onto the pillows, she whispered:

“…don’t stop. Not yet.”

I felt myself getting hard again inside her. She pushed at my chest suddenly, rolling onto her stomach, her hips lifting high, her ass presenting itself without hesitation.

She looked back at me over her shoulder, hair a wild curtain over her flushed face.

“Please,” she whispered. “One more… the way you did before.”

Her voice was already shaking with anticipation.

I slid behind her, hands gripping her hips.
“You want it rough again?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Hard. Harder than before. Please—I want to feel it tomorrow.”

I groaned—loud, helpless.

I lined myself up and sank into her from behind, deeper than the first stroke should ever allow. She cried out, face pressing into the pillow.

I set both hands on her hips and began thrusting with sharp, powerful strokes that rocked the entire bed frame against the wall.

“Fuck—yes—harder—just like that—don’t stop—”

Her voice broke with every thrust.

She buried her face in the mattress, gripping the sheets until her knuckles whitened.

I grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head.
She sobbed with pleasure.

“More,” she begged, voice muffled. “More—please—I can take it—”

“You want my hand on your throat again?”

Her entire body clenched.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please—I want it—I want you—”

I slid one hand under her throat, lifting her off the mattress while I fucked her harder, slamming her hips back into mine with every deep stroke.

The sound she made was primal—raw, hoarse, everything she had left.

Her orgasm hit her like a bolt—her whole body spasming violently, her voice cracking as she screamed into the pillow, her legs shaking uncontrollably.

I kept thrusting—harder, deeper—fucking her through her climax until I felt her squeezing tight around me, dragging mine out of me with staggering force.

I came hard inside her, hips jerking, every muscle locking as the release tore through me.

We collapsed together—her body limp, trembling, pressed beneath mine—both of us gasping for air like we’d drowned and resurfaced at the same time.

When she finally stirred, still sprawled under me, she whispered weakly:

“…shower… please…”

I kissed the back of her shoulder.
“Yeah. Come here.”

I lifted her in my arms—she weighed nothing now, more relaxed than melted wax—and carried her to the bathroom. The shower filled the space with steam as we stepped inside, the heat washing away the storm’s chill.

I washed her slowly, gently—her hair, her neck, her thighs—while she leaned heavily against my chest, humming softly, barely able to stand.

She pressed a kiss to my sternum.
“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what?”

“For… everything.”

I smiled against her wet hair.

When we stepped out, she clung to me as I wrapped her in a towel and carried her back to bed.

She curled against me instantly, her leg thrown over mine, her breath warm on my neck.

And for the first time all night, the storm sounded far away.

◆◆◆

I woke to soft light filtering through the frosted window. The storm had quieted; thick snow blanketed the street outside, muffling every sound.

Veronica was curled into my side, hair spilling over my chest, her hand resting on my stomach. She stirred when I brushed a strand away from her cheek.

“Mmm… morning,” she murmured, eyes still closed.

“Morning,” I whispered, kissing her forehead.

She stretched with a small wince.
“Oh my God. I definitely feel everything.”

“Good,” I said, smirking.

She slapped my chest lightly, laughing.
“You’re an ass.”

“You loved it.”

She climbed onto my chest, straddling me lazily beneath the blankets.
“I did,” she whispered. “And I want breakfast. And coffee. And more of you.”

I ran my hands up her thighs. “Storm’s not going anywhere today.”

She smiled, slow and wicked.
“Neither am I.”

She bent down and kissed me—soft, lingering, full of promise.

Outside, the world was quiet and white.
Inside, she was warm in my arms, her body still pressed to mine, her breath full of morning sweetness.

And the night behind us felt less like a mistake
and more like the beginning of something dangerous, intimate, inevitable.
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