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The Sounds She Makes



I’m lying in bed staring at the ceiling, phone face-down beside me, trying not to admit I’m wide awake. The apartment’s too hot even with the fan on, and the air smells faintly like the guy downstairs has been microwaving something that came from a gas station. Again.

I shift onto my side and close my eyes. Try to breathe deeper. Stop thinking about work or groceries or the fact that I’ve jerked off twice today already and still feel… off. Like my skin’s not on right.

Then I hear it. A thump, then another. Rhythmic.

It’s not the neighbors moving furniture again. It’s too consistent. Too slow and heavy. Like a bedframe nudging a wall. Shit, are people having sex?

Then there’s the voice. Muffled through drywall, but I can still make it out. A woman’s moan, low and sexy. Not that fake porn whine. It’s guttural, breathy, like it’s pulling something straight from her core.

I freeze.

Another thud, then a soft gasp. Then a man’s voice, grunting and strained. He’s not saying anything. Just breathing hard.

I don’t know why I’m still listening. I should roll over, put a pillow over my head, do anything else.

But I don’t.

Instead, I shift under the sheets, and my dick’s already half-hard. I don’t even remember getting hard. Just hearing her moan like that again, a little louder this time…shit.

It’s the girl next door. I’ve seen her in the hallway once or twice. Tight skirts, high heels, perfect legs. Always looked a little out of place in this building, in the best way. Confident. Hot.

Now I’m hearing what she sounds like in bed.

I try not to react. Try to pretend I’m not fully hard now. But I am.

More moans. Breathy and full. I can’t tell if he’s fucking her from behind or on top, but the rhythm says he’s working for it. She sounds like she loves it. Not fake moaning—real, deep noises from her throat, broken up by little whimpers that cut straight through the wall.

I reach down without thinking and wrap a hand around myself. Just enough to take the edge off, I tell myself. I’m not a creep. I’m not eavesdropping. It’s not my fault the walls are paper-thin.

I stroke slow. The sounds don’t stop. She’s getting louder. So is he. The headboard’s hitting the wall now. It’s not even subtle.

My stomach tightens. My hips shift. I can’t stop picturing her long black hair and full lips. Can’t stop picturing her soft thighs spread open under some faceless guy, while he thrusts into her. Maybe she’s on her knees with her back arched. Maybe he’s holding her ankles.

My breath hitches. I keep going.

I imagine her tits bouncing, sweat slicking down her chest, hair stuck to her cheek. I don’t know what color her eyes are, but in my head they’re dark, wanting and feral.

The moans peak. One sharp cry, not quite a scream. Then heavy breathing, fast and erratic. He’s close. She is too. They’re not holding back.

Neither am I.

I stroke harder, jaw clenched. Try to keep it quiet. Don’t even know why I care about being quiet. My pulse is hammering. My whole body feels flushed and hot.

Then she lets out one last noise—this guttural, gasping moan that turns into a laugh, breathless and satisfied. I don’t know why, but it wrecks me.

I come harder than I have in weeks.

It’s fast. Messy. Shame hits the second I finish. I wipe myself off with the old shirt on the floor and lie back, heart still pounding.

The sounds next door start to fade to just quiet talking now. Maybe laughing again. Maybe kissing. It’s hard to tell.

I stare at the ceiling and swallow hard. I didn’t even mean to listen. Didn’t mean to get off.

It’s just something about the way she sounded. That voice. Like she didn’t care who heard. Like she wanted to be heard.

I shut my eyes and tell myself I won’t listen next time. But I already know I will.
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The next night it happens again.

I don’t mean to listen. I swear I don’t. I’m brushing my teeth, about to spit, when I hear her voice again—soft at first, then sharp. Like it snuck in under the tile grout and hit me right in the spine.

By the time I kill the bathroom light and step into the hallway, my heart’s already thudding. Not fast, just heavy. I stand there a second, pretending I forgot something, pretending I’m not already straining to catch the next sound.

And there it is. A breath. A sigh. A deep one. Hers.

Jesus.

I go back into my room and sit on the edge of the bed, palms against my thighs. I should do anything else; put in earbuds, play a podcast, watch some YouTube bullshit until I pass out.

But I don’t. Instead, I wait.

It’s not just the sounds. It’s her. The way her moans roll out like she’s not holding back. Not hiding anything. Like every thrust pulls another confession out of her throat.

I don’t know her name. I’ve only seen her twice in the hallway—once in a slinky black dress with heels that clicked like confidence, and once in gym shorts so tight I almost forgot how to unlock my door. She gave me a flicker of a smile, but it was just neighborly. Nothing more.

Now I’m doing more than watching.

I lie back and listen. Tonight it’s a different guy. His voice is deeper, maybe older. Slower rhythm. He talks more. Tells her she’s tight. That she’s a good girl. She laughs, low and dirty, and tells him to fuck her harder.

My whole body tenses.

I think about her straddling him, hips grinding, tits bouncing while he grips her ass and groans into her neck. Or maybe she’s on her knees again, hair in his fist. Or maybe she’s tied up. Letting him use her however he wants.

God.

I reach down and palm myself through my boxers. Already hard. Doesn’t take much anymore. Just her voice and my imagination doing the rest.

The bed next door creaks in rhythm. Faster now. She’s moaning loud enough that I don’t have to strain. I can almost see the way her back arches, the way her lips part. The way her eyes roll back.

I stroke myself slow, like I’m pretending I’m not doing it. Like I could stop if I wanted to. But I don’t want to.

I want to hear her come. I want to imagine her falling apart in someone else’s arms.

It should make me feel pathetic. Maybe it does. I don’t know. All I know is I’m leaking, twitching, trying to keep my breath even so I don’t blow it too early.

Her voice breaks. One sharp cry, then another. She’s close. God, she sounds so fucking good when she begs. I bite down on my lip and fist my cock harder. I picture her breasts bouncing with every thrust. Sweat slicking down her stomach. Lips swollen. Make-up smeared.

Then she screams.

Not a porno scream. A real one. Raw and cracked open and gorgeous.

That’s it. I jerk forward and come hard, barely catching it with the old shirt I never put in the laundry. My whole body goes rigid, then limp. I lie back, catching my breath, staring at the same goddamn ceiling fan I’ve been meaning to dust for six months.

She’s still moaning softly. Slower now. The guy says something I can’t make out. She laughs. Then there’s silence.

I pull my hand away, wipe off, and toss the shirt onto the floor. Shame creeps in, but it doesn’t feel as heavy as the first time. More like a dull warmth in my chest. I don’t feel proud, but I don’t hate myself either.

I just feel… haunted. Like she’s still in the room.

The next night, it happens again. Different guy. Same voice. I don’t even try to pretend anymore.

By the end of the week, I’m waiting for it. Not just hard, but hungry. Curious.

Addicted.

I walk slower in the hall in case I see her again. I even linger by the mailboxes once, just to catch a glimpse. Nothing. Just the echo of her heels in my memory and the sounds that filter through my wall after midnight.

She’s the hottest woman I’ve ever seen. And now I know how she sounds when she comes. I can’t stop thinking about it. Can’t stop thinking about her.

When I jerk off now, I don’t even need porn. I just close my eyes and imagine her moaning for someone else. Imagine her body twisting in pleasure, knowing I’ll never get to touch it.

And that somehow makes it hotter.

What the hell is wrong with me? Still. I don’t stop.

Tomorrow night, I’ll be listening again and hoping she gets louder.

[image: ]


I start figuring out her schedule. I don’t mean to. It just sort of… happens. After that third night in a row—new guy, same moans—I realize she usually comes home between six-thirty and seven. Heels on concrete. The jingle of keys. Sometimes she hums.

So I start taking out the trash around then. Not every day. I try to make it look natural. Like I just remembered, oh shit, I should probably dump this Chinese takeout before it fuses with the fridge. Like I’m not standing by the door, heart thudding, waiting for that sound.

And then it finally happens. I hear her laugh.

I grab the bag and step out, nearly forgetting to tie it. She’s walking up the path in a short denim skirt, phone in one hand, keys in the other. Her legs are tan and smooth, and her hair’s loose around her shoulders. She’s wearing a white tank top that clings to her chest like it was designed just to ruin me.

She looks up and sees me.

“Hey,” she says, casual but warm.

“Hey,” I manage, which sounds more like a cough than a word.

She smiles. Not just polite. Flirty. Quick. Her eyes linger, just for a second.

I nod toward the trash bag in my hand like an idiot. “Living the glamorous life,” I say.

She laughs. “Aren’t we all.”

Then she slides past me, hips swaying just enough that I can’t tell if it’s on purpose. The curve of her ass under that skirt looks painted on.

I don’t breathe until she’s inside.

My armpits are damp. I stand there a few seconds longer than I should, gripping the bag like it has answers, then finally toss it and go back inside. My heart’s still beating fast. Not just from nerves—excitement, maybe. Or shame. Or both. I’m not sure what the hell’s wrong with me.

I saw her for fifteen seconds and now I can’t think about anything else.

I picture her peeling off that skirt. Standing naked in front of her mirror, brushing her hair, maybe touching herself. I imagine walking into her room and seeing her bent over the bed, looking back at me with that smile. The one she just gave me.

I sit on the edge of my mattress, already hard, and slide my hand down my stomach.

This time, I don’t bother pretending it’s just her voice.

This time, I imagine I’m the guy making her sound like that.

I see myself on top of her, holding her wrists. Her mouth open, breath coming in quick gasps. That little whimper she makes when she’s close—I’ve memorized it. I’d make her give it to me again and again.

I stroke myself slow, then faster, until the pressure builds so tight I can’t hold it.

I come hard, stomach clenching, legs shaking. Gasping her name even though I don’t know it.

Afterward, I lie back, catching my breath. My chest sticky, my thighs twitching. My room still too hot.

I feel like I’m splitting in two. One part of me wants her so bad it hurts. The other part can’t believe how deep I’ve gone already.

This isn’t just some random crush.

This is obsession.

And I’m not sure I want it to stop.
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By the time I finally talk to her, I’ve convinced myself I’m being subtle. I time the trash runs, the mailbox checks, the fake “accidental” phone calls in the hallway like I’m practicing for an Oscar win. And a part of me keeps saying I’m not doing anything wrong. I’m just being neighborly. Friendly.

Total bullshit, but I keep telling myself anyway.

Tonight I catch her by the front entrance. She’s bent over slightly, wrestling with her keys while holding two grocery bags on one hip. Tight dress, open back, no bra. I see the faint sway of her breasts through the fabric when she shifts, and my mouth goes dry before I even reach the door.

I hold it open for her like I just happened to be there.

“Oh wow,” she says, stepping past me. “Perfect timing.”

“Yeah,” I say. “Just… throwing something out.” Which is stupid, because I’m holding nothing. No trash, no mail, no excuse.

She turns to look at me, eyebrows raised. Her lips curl into a grin that feels like she’s reading every thought I’ve ever had.

“You keep finding reasons to talk to me, huh?”

My stomach jumps. I laugh too fast. “What? No. I mean—I just happen to be out here. It’s a coincidence.”

She gives me a slow, amused once-over like she’s inspecting a lie she already knows is real. “Coincidence,” she repeats, clearly not buying it.

I can’t tell if she’s mocking me or flirting. My face is hot either way.

She holds out her hand. “I’m Brooke, by the way.”

I shake her hand before remembering I’m sweaty. “Adam,” I say, too quickly. “I’m Adam.”

Her fingers linger just slightly longer than necessary before she pulls away. “Nice to meet you, Adam who coincidentally keeps bumping into me.”

I try to laugh again, but it comes out embarrassingly breathless. “I swear I’m not, like, stalking the hallway.” Which is a lie. If I didn’t live next door, I’d be the creepiest stalker ever.

“Relax,” she says, shifting the grocery bags up her hip. “I didn’t say I minded.”

A wave of heat spreads across my cheeks. I clear my throat, trying to say something normal, something that makes me look like a person and not a walking hormone. “Uh… how long have you lived here?”

She snorts. “Too long.” Then glances at the peeling paint near the mailbox. “This place is one leaky pipe away from collapsing.”

I nod. “Yeah, the walls are terrible. You can hear everything.”

The second I say it, I feel it hit us both. My throat tightens. I force myself to keep my face neutral, but my pulse is stomping around like a marching band in my chest.

Brooke’s smile shifts—sharp at the edges, knowing. “Everything, huh?”

I swallow. “Well, you know. Music. TV. Stuff.”

Her eyebrow lifts. Slowly. “You hear a lot of ‘stuff,’ Adam?”

Fuck. My face is burning.

“I mean—not really. I’m usually busy. I wear headphones. I—I haven’t overheard anything.”

That’s when she smirks. Really smirks. Like she caught me stealing something, but she’s impressed. “You haven’t heard anything?”

“No,” I lie again, and it sounds like I’m trying to fool a cop who already pulled the evidence out of my closet. Fuck, why did I make the ‘thin walls’ comment. Am I stupid? Yes, yes I am.

Brooke tilts her head toward her door. “That’s funny. Considering how thin these walls are, I figured you’d hear me.”

My brain crashes into silence. My palms sweat. My dick twitches like it’s stupid enough to think sex comes after humiliation.

I try to play it off. “I, uh… haven’t noticed much. I used to. I mean, with other neighbors. You’re surprisingly quiet.”

She steps closer, just a little. Enough for me to smell her perfume. Sweet, heavy, like warm skin after a shower. Her voice drops a notch.

“I’m not that quiet. You haven’t heard me ever? Not even once?”

I don’t trust myself to answer. Not yes. Not no. Nothing.

She lets me squirm for a beat, then shifts the weight of her groceries and glances toward her door.

“Well,” she says, “if you’re gonna keep running into me, I figure I should at least know what kind of neighbor you are.”

I blink. “What do you mean?”

She turns the knob but doesn’t open the door all the way yet. “Come inside.”

I freeze. My mouth opens, but nothing comes out. My breath catches.

Brooke doesn’t wait for a response. She pushes her door open, leaving it ajar as she steps inside. No “just kidding.” No explanation. Just the invitation hanging there like a naked dare.

The building is quiet. My heart isn’t.

I stand frozen in the hallway, staring at the crack of open door, wondering if I’m actually going to follow her.

I follow her inside before I can talk myself out of it.

The door clicks shut behind me, and the quiet hits differently in here. The kind that settles over you like warm water. Her place smells like vanilla and something floral. The lighting’s soft, golden, like a candle ad for people who fuck in expensive sheets. And yeah, there are candles. Three of them, flickering on a shelf near the couch.

Everything’s neat but lived-in. A throw blanket draped over the arm of the sofa. Lipstick-stained wine glass in the sink. A pair of heels kicked off by the door. Feminine as hell, but not girly. Sophisticated and confident.

“Shoes off,” she says over her shoulder, already halfway to the kitchen.

I toe mine off and glance around, unsure where to stand. I end up hovering near the couch, hands shoved into my pockets like a middle schooler waiting for the bus.

Brooke reappears a second later holding two glasses of something dark and amber. No ice.

She hands me one and grins. “To new friendships.”

I nod, because I don’t know what the fuck else to do. My fingers brush hers as I take the glass. Her nails are painted a dark burgundy that makes her skin look even softer somehow. I down half the drink too fast. It burns all the way down, and I welcome it.

She sits next to me on the couch—not across, not angled—right next to me. Her thigh brushes mine, and she doesn’t shift away. She sips slow, then looks at me over the rim of her glass.

“So,” she says, “are you always this quiet, or am I just making you nervous?”

I almost choke. “No—I mean, maybe a little.”

She laughs, and I feel it in my chest.

“I don’t bite,” she says.

I nod again. Useless. My tongue is made of stone.

Brooke leans in slightly, letting her hand rest on my thigh like she’s done it a thousand times. Her fingers spread slowly, not groping—just resting there. Warm and comforting, but also teasing.

“You’re cute when you’re flustered,” she says, voice low.

Before I can come up with any kind of reply—funny, clever, or coherent—she kisses me. I can’t fucking believe she kisses me. I freeze at first before finally giving in, trying to wrap my head around my good luck.

It’s gentle at first. Just lips. Soft and warm. Then her hand moves, sliding higher on my thigh, and her mouth opens against mine. I kiss her back because I’ve wanted to since the hallway. Since before the hallway. Since the first moan through the wall.

She tastes like her cherry lip gloss. Is this how it happens with all the guys she brings home? She just gets right down to business? I barely know her, and yet…I feel as if I’ve known her for years.

Her tongue moves with purpose, and I don’t realize my hand is on her leg until she shifts to straddle me. Her skirt rides up her thighs as she moves into my lap, and suddenly all I can feel is heat. Her breasts press against my chest, soft and full. She grabs my hands and pulls them up to cup them.

She doesn’t say a word—just looks at me like she’s daring me to.

So I do.

They feel incredible. Heavy and real under my palms. I run my thumbs over her nipples through the fabric of her tank, and she moans into my mouth. Her hips grind down, and I’m already rock hard beneath her.

I lose the thread of thought for a second. There’s just skin and motion and pressure. My hands are on her hips, her ass, her thighs. I don’t even realize I’m grinding up against her until she gasps.

Then I feel it.

Firm. Thick. Pressed against my stomach under her skirt.

I freeze.

My breath catches in my throat like I swallowed something sharp. My hands stop moving. My body doesn’t.

Brooke pulls back slightly. Not panicked. Not even flinching.

“What’s wrong?” she says, casual. Like we’re discussing a movie that got too weird in the third act.

I blink at her. I try to answer, but my mouth won’t cooperate. My brain short-circuits.

“I didn’t know,” I say, choking on the words. “I didn’t—I didn’t think—”

She leans back just enough for her weight to shift off me, but she doesn’t climb off. She just stares at me. Not angry. Not defensive. Just watching.

I shift her gently to the side and stand up too fast. My drink is still in my hand, and I don’t even remember picking it back up.

“I should go,” I say.

She doesn’t stop me. Doesn’t argue. She just watches me like I’ve grown a second head.

I don’t look at her again. I just walk to the door, open it, and slip out into the hallway where the air feels ten degrees colder and everything is way too fucking quiet.

By the time I’m back in my apartment, my hands are shaking.

I don’t even know what I’m feeling. Guilt? Shock? Shame?

All I know is I wanted her. I still do, but I don’t know what that means.

[image: ]


The next few days feel like I’ve been caught cheating on a test I didn’t study for. Except there’s no grade, no rule, nothing actually happened except I kissed a woman and freaked out because her body wasn’t what I expected.

I keep thinking I should explain myself. Or apologize. Or at least look her in the eye. But every time I hear her door open or catch a glimpse of her curves at the mailbox, I turn away like a coward. I take the stairs instead of the elevator. I hold my breath if I hear heels in the hallway. I pretend to text someone. Anything to avoid the chance that she might look at me the way she did when I backed away from her couch like I’d been burned.

I didn’t mean to hurt her. I never meant to look disgusted. That’s the part that keeps replaying: the look on her face. Not angry. Just… disappointed. Like I turned out exactly as predictable as she expected.

I hate that idea.

I hate that she might think I reacted because she’s trans.

I didn’t even think that, not clearly. I was just shocked. I wasn’t ready. And I handled it like a fucking idiot.

And the thing is… I can’t stop thinking about her. Not just the way she kissed me or the warmth of her breasts in my hands. I keep thinking about the bulge I felt. The pressure of it against my stomach. Thick and unmistakably hard under her skirt.

I try not to picture it. But that’s impossible now.

Three days of avoidance go by, and then it happens again.

It’s late—maybe midnight. I’m staring at my ceiling, pretending not to care. Then I hear it: that soft thump, the low laughter, the little gasp I’ve memorized.

Brooke.

My body reacts before I can think. My cock stiffens so fast it hurts.

There’s another man with her tonight. Different voice than any I’ve heard. Deep, slow, confident. He murmurs something I can’t make out. She moans back, louder than before. Not forced. Hungry.

I try to ignore it. I sit up. I pull the pillow over my ears. I pace. None of it works.

When her moans deepen, I sit back on the bed and grip my cock through my shorts. I don’t even decide to do it. I just do. My hand is moving fast before I’ve even pushed the fabric down.

But this time, I don’t picture someone fucking her.

I picture her fucking him.

I picture her on top, skirt shoved up, hips pounding. I picture her straddling him, pressing his hands to her body like she did with me. I picture her moaning into his mouth while she pushes inside him, slow and deep.

My breath stutters, and I squeeze myself harder. I imagine her pushing a man’s legs back, sliding into him while her tits bounce, mouth open and desperate. I imagine being under her like that. Feeling her weight. Feeling her cock.

The thought hits so hard my whole body jumps.

I stroke faster, teeth clenched. Shame bites at me, but it doesn’t stop me. It makes it hotter. The man next door groans. She moans louder, like she’s showing off for me. Like she knows I’m listening. Like she wants me listening.

I can’t stop. I don’t want to.

My fist tightens. My hips jerk. I imagine her on top of me, sliding inside me, whispering in my ear while I take it. Telling me not to move. Not to look away.

The fantasy slams into me so hard I gasp.

“Brooke,” I breathe, before I can stop myself.

I come fast, harder than I ever have. My cum streaks across my stomach and chest, hot and messy. I can’t hold my voice back. I moan her name again, loud enough that if she’s listening—if she ever listens—she’ll hear it.

When I’m finished, my heart is pounding like I’ve run a mile. My hand shakes. My face burns with embarrassment. I wipe myself off, but it doesn’t feel like enough. I feel exposed. Like I’ve crossed some invisible line I don’t even understand yet.

The guilt is sharp. The arousal is worse.

And I still want her.

Even more than before.
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I don’t sleep. I can’t. I lie in bed for most of the night, staring at the ceiling fan like it’s gonna offer me advice. All I can hear is her voice. All I can see is the look on her face when I stood up and left without a single word that made sense.

So I make myself do it the next day. Mid-afternoon. I shave. Change shirts twice. Toss on a hoodie even though it’s warm out. And I grab the cheapest bouquet that doesn’t look pathetic from the corner market down the street. It’s wrapped in plastic and sweating a little in my hand by the time I get to her door.

I knock.

I consider walking away before she opens it, but then the knob turns.

Brooke stands there in cutoff shorts and a black crop top, arms crossed under her chest. Her eyes land on the flowers first, then climb up to meet mine like she’s already done the math.

“You got something to say?” she asks, not smiling.

I swallow. “Yeah. I do.”

She doesn’t move aside, but she doesn’t shut the door either.

“I’m sorry,” I say, holding the flowers like they might shield me. “I panicked. I shouldn’t have just… walked out like that.”

She arches one brow. “Panicked?”

“I was surprised,” I say quickly. “Not…disgusted. That’s not what it was.”

Brooke doesn’t blink. Her arms stay crossed, shoulders tight. “You think I haven’t seen that look before?”

“I wasn’t judging you,” I say, voice a little louder now. “I just didn’t know. I should’ve handled it better.”

She watches me for a second, then steps back just enough to take the flowers. She doesn’t smell them. Just turns them in her hand like she’s checking for sincerity between the stems.

Then she looks at me again. Eyes narrowed, unreadable.

“You just want to fuck me, don’t you? You’re curious.”

The question hits harder than I expect. Not because it’s wrong. Because it’s not.

“I…” My voice sticks. “I don’t know. I mean—yeah, maybe. But that’s not why I’m here.”

“No?” she says, leaning a shoulder against the doorframe. “You sure? Because you seemed pretty into it until you weren’t.”

I shake my head. “That’s not fair. I didn’t come over here to pretend I didn’t want you. I do.”

Her expression doesn’t change.

“I wanted you before I knew,” I say, more quietly. “And I still do. I just, wasn’t ready to feel that. You didn’t exactly tell me you were…you know.”

“Trans. You can say it. And yeah, I guess because we were neighbors I somehow assumed you knew. That was wrong on my part, but the way you left…well you weren’t the first person to leave like that. But it disappointed me all the same.”

“I know. But I meant what I said,” I add. “I’m sorry.”

Brooke studies me, jaw tight. I don’t know what she’s deciding, but I can feel the weight of it in my chest. She finally exhales, something loosening just slightly in her shoulders. Then she opens the door wider and steps back.

I step inside, heart pounding like it did the first time, but different now. I realize I want more than to fuck her. I want her to like me. Like I’m starting to like her.

Her door shuts behind me, and the silence inside is loaded. Like something’s waiting in the air, ready to crack open.

Brooke tosses the flowers on the counter without a glance and turns back toward me, arms crossed again, but looser now. She studies me, and I stand there like I’m under a heat lamp or in a court room waiting to hear my sentence.

“I’m not gonna pretend I wasn’t pissed,” she says. “You ghosted me in the middle of a kiss, like I’d done something wrong.”

I nod. “I know.”

“You didn’t even give me the respect of asking a question. You just left.”

I feel that one in my chest. I deserve it. “I was scared,” I admit. “Of what it meant. Of what it might mean about me.”

Brooke walks a slow circle around the coffee table, not looking at me as she talks.

“You’re not the first guy to get turned on and freak out. Most of them come crawling back, acting like they’re doing me a favor by ‘trying something new.’”

I flinch. “That’s not what this is.”

She stops in front of me, close enough I can smell her shampoo—something warm and slightly spicy, like cinnamon or clove.

“No?” she asks, eyes boring into mine.

“No,” I say. “It’s not about trying something new. It’s about wanting you.”

Her expression softens just a little, the edge folding into something curious. Then she lifts her chin.

“Okay,” she says. “Then you can have me.”

I blink. “Wait, really?”

She smirks. “Yeah. But on my terms.”

I nod too fast. “Yes. Whatever you want.”

That makes her laugh. It’s sharp, but not unkind. She grabs the front of my hoodie, fist curled in the fabric near my collarbone.

“Jesus,” she says, pulling me closer. “Desperate much?”

“I just…” I swallow. “I don’t want to fuck it up again.”

“You probably will,” she says. “But then I can teach you a lesson.” She winks and a shiver runs down my spine at the thrill of her words.

And then she tugs me down and kisses me. Hard.

It’s nothing like the first time. This one’s rough, claiming. She bites my lower lip before pulling away, eyes hot and wicked.

“Come on,” she says, already walking backward toward the bedroom. “Let’s see how serious you are.”

I follow without thinking, blood rushing south so fast it leaves me dizzy. My palms sweat. My chest tightens. But not with fear this time. With anticipation. With need.

Her bedroom is lit low—just one lamp in the corner, casting everything in gold. She stops in front of the bed and turns to face me. Slowly, she peels her shirt off. No hesitation. No coyness. Then her bra. Her full breasts bounce slightly as she steps out of her shorts next, letting them fall to the floor.

I can see the outline of her cock in her black lace panties. She slowly slides them off, and there it is.

Her cock is semi-hard already, long and thick and smooth. My throat tightens. My brain flickers. It’s one thing to picture it. It’s another thing entirely to see it.

To want it.

Brooke steps toward me, totally bare, her body confident and curved and stunning. She hooks her finger in the collar of my hoodie and yanks me forward. She lifts my hoodie up and over my head and it catches my t-shirt with it. She studies my torso, it’s nothing special, and then her fingers work their way to my jeans.

I suck in a ragged breath as she slowly unbuttons them and tugs down the zipper. I watch her gorgeous, naked body as she bends down to help me out of my jeans and briefs.

I don’t know what I was hoping for. That she would suck me off? But she barely acknowledges my dick which is rock hard and already leaking precum. I step out of my jeans and stand before her naked as she rises back up. We’re just two people, staring at each other, but her gaze is different than mine. Hers is assessing, a little bit judgy, which I guess I deserve.

My gaze, on the other hand, is one of overwhelming desire. Her body is incredible and she’s actually letting me look at it. I’m inches away from her, but I’m not sure if she wants me to touch her so I stay still.

“On your knees.”

My breath catches. “What?”

“You want this?” she says, glancing down at her cock, then back at me. “Prove it.”

I don’t move at first. Not because I don’t want to—because I do—but because I’ve never done anything like this in my life. Never even thought about getting on my knees for anyone, let alone…

But my body moves anyway.

I sink down slowly, heart thudding, palms resting on my thighs. I look up at her. She’s staring down at me, one hand on her hip, the other sliding along the length of her shaft with lazy, teasing strokes.

My mouth goes dry. My cock is rock hard. And the part of me that was scared a few days ago?

Gone. I want this. I want her. And I’m ready to show her exactly how much.

I’m on my knees, and I still don’t know how I got here.

I mean, I do. I know what happened. I know what I said. I know I followed her into the bedroom like some heat-struck idiot who couldn’t keep his hands or his thoughts to himself.

But I’m still kneeling on the carpet in front of her, and nothing in my body wants to move. Except my heart. That bastard’s pounding like I just ran from something, when really, this might be the first time I’ve stopped running from anything.

Brooke strokes herself slowly, casually, like she has all the time in the world and knows exactly how this ends.

I look up. She looks down. Her expression isn’t cold but it’s firm. Sure of itself. Like she’s waiting for me to decide whether I actually meant what I said.

I do. I just didn’t expect to be this nervous about it. I mean…I’ve never sucked a cock before.

My mouth opens, and I lean forward. I breathe her in before I even touch her—clean skin, sweat, something slightly sweet. She smells like sex and warmth and power. My lips brush the head of her cock, and she twitches against my mouth. I freeze.

“You don’t have to overthink it,” she says, gently. “Just suck it.”

I nod, like that’s somehow a normal sentence to hear right now, and then I do.

The taste is warm. Salted skin. Slightly musky. Not bad. Just different. She’s thick in my mouth, and my jaw works to take her deeper. My lips stretch. My tongue flattens against her shaft. She lets out a breath—soft, like she didn’t mean to—but her fingers slip into my hair.

“That’s it,” she says, stroking slow. “Yeah. Just like that.”

The praise hits harder than I expect. I groan around her, and she gasps, hand tightening in my hair.

I bob my head slowly, trying not to go too fast, not to gag, but it’s messy already. Spit clings to my lips, drips down my chin. I don’t care. She tastes good. She feels good. Her cock twitches every time I moan.

“Stroke yourself too,” she says, voice lower now, like it’s melting at the edges.

I don’t even think about it. My hand drops to my own cock, and I’m already leaking. Already aching. I stroke in rhythm with my mouth, and the sensation short-circuits something in my brain. Her cock in my mouth, her hand in my hair, my own fist working me—fuck, it’s too much.

She moans again, deep and throaty, and my hips jerk. I’m trying to hold back, but I’m already too close. Too turned on. The pressure builds faster than I can manage.

I suck harder, moaning around her, and my body jerks forward. I come hard. My body tightens, thighs trembling. I don’t stop sucking her cock while I do. If anything, I go harder. I want to hear her fall apart too. I want to make her lose control the way I just did.

But she doesn’t let go that easily.

Instead, she laughs. Not cruel, but amused. A little proud. “You came already?” she says, looking down at me with a smirk. “We’re just getting started.”

I look up, breathless, mouth swollen and wet.

And even though I’ve already come, I feel myself wanting more. So much more.

“Now, get on the bed,” she orders.

I just sit there, staring at her like I didn’t hear her. But I did. My heart’s pounding like I ran a mile, and there’s a weird buzzing under my skin.

“Adam,” Brooke says again, firmer this time. “On the bed. On your back.”

I nod like I’m agreeing to something casual, like dinner plans. But my body knows better. My hands are a little shaky as I climb onto the mattress. She stands at the foot of the bed, squeezing a generous amount of lube into her palm. It makes a slick, wet sound that makes my stomach tighten. She rubs it along the length of her cock, and I can’t stop watching her hand move. It’s not just the visual. It’s what it means. What’s about to happen.

Then she looks at me, smirking just a little. “You thought you were gonna fuck me?” Her voice is low. Almost teasing. “That’s cute.”

My face gets hot. I don’t answer. I don’t know what to say.

She climbs onto the bed and grabs my thighs, her grip confident. She pushes my knees up toward my chest, not roughly, but without hesitation either. I feel exposed, ridiculous, unbelievably turned on. My legs are trembling slightly. She pauses, stroking herself again, and then brings the head of her cock to my hole.

“Breathe,” she murmurs.

I do. It’s shallow and shaky, but I do.

The pressure is slow at first. A push, then more resistance than I expected. I wince, instinctively gripping the sheets, but she doesn’t back off. She eases in, a little more, and my breath catches. I feel every inch of it, not just physically, but in some emotional place that’s never been touched like this before.

My eyes fly open. She’s staring down at me, lips parted, her brow creased in focus as she starts to thrust. It’s not rough yet. Just steady. Controlled.

Her breasts bounce with the motion. They’re perfect—real in a way that makes my chest ache. I don’t know where to look. Her face, her tits, the place where we’re joined—I can’t process any of it all at once. My body’s trying to adjust while my brain scrambles to catch up with what’s happening.

This isn’t what I pictured. Not exactly. But the way she fills me… it’s doing something to me I wasn’t ready for.

She leans over me, her pace picking up. The sound of her skin hitting mine fills the room, wet and rhythmic, raw and intimate. I grip her waist without thinking. Her hair falls into her face, and she doesn’t bother to push it back. She just keeps fucking me—harder now. Each thrust jostles my whole body. It’s overwhelming. Intense.

I moan. I don’t mean to, but it slips out, desperate and strangled. My cock’s rock hard between us, untouched. She notices, and her smile flickers again.

“You like getting used, don’t you?”

I want to deny it. I want to say something clever. But all I can do is nod. Because she’s right.

She fucks me like she owns me. Like I belong to her. My legs start to shake. I feel myself getting close without even being touched, and I hate how fast it’s happening. I hate how good it feels. I hate that I want more of it.

Brooke’s movements get rougher. Deeper. Her face is flushed and gorgeous, her jaw tight with focus. I don’t know how she’s still going—my whole body’s already coming apart.

“Come for me,” she growls. “Now.”

And I do. It crashes out of me, hot and messy between us, and I don’t even care that I’m moaning like I’ve lost all control. I feel it in my spine, in my gut, in the raw heat between my thighs.

She groans and slams into me one last time, then pulses inside me. Her whole body shudders, her fingers digging into my hips as she comes hard.

We’re both panting. Sweaty. Sprawled out and trembling.

I don’t know what this makes me. I don’t know what just shifted between us. But I know I’ll never forget the way she looked, above me like that.

Or the way it felt to let her take everything.

We’re still catching our breath.

Her body’s draped half over mine, warm and damp with sweat, and my legs are shaking just enough to make me grateful she hasn’t moved yet. Her cock’s still inside me, softening now, but my body’s holding onto the echo of it. Like it’s been marked.

I glance at her face, at the line of her jaw, the way her bangs cling to her temple. She’s gorgeous. Not in some obvious, magazine kind of way. In the way that makes my chest tight.

She shifts off me slowly, her cock slipping free with a wet sound that makes me flinch even though I’m already missing the weight of her inside me. My thighs ache, my hole’s sore, and I feel the slick mess between my legs starting to cool. But I don’t move. I don’t want to break whatever this is.

She lies beside me, one arm bent behind her head, breathing settling. The room still smells like sweat and lube and sex.

I watch her chest rise and fall. The soft curve of it. The calm in her face. She looks like she’s done this a thousand times—like this was just a good night for her.

And maybe it was. But I’m the one lying here feeling like my whole brain’s been rewired.

I turn onto my side and look at her. Swallow hard.

“Hey,” I say quietly.

She blinks over at me.

“I really am sorry,” I say.

That’s it. Just that.

Brooke studies me for a second. Not annoyed. Not emotional. Just… taking it in. Measuring how much I mean it. And I do. I feel it like a knot in my throat.

After a beat, she gives a tiny nod. “I know.”

I look away. My face’s hot again, but not from embarrassment. From how much I need her to know this is more than just sex.

Brooke lifts herself onto one elbow. “Did you hate it?”

I shake my head immediately. “No. God, no. I liked it. A lot.” I hesitate. “Too much, probably.”

She watches me, her expression unreadable now. Then I say it before I lose the nerve.

“You’re really beautiful.”

Her face softens a little. Not much. Just enough to make it feel like I didn’t fuck up by saying it. She leans over and kisses my shoulder, almost absentmindedly, then pulls the comforter up so we’re under it.

“Thanks,” she says. “But don’t get any ideas.”

That lands harder than I expect.

“What do you mean?” I ask, trying not to sound thrown off.

Brooke stretches, arms overhead, then folds them behind her head like this is all just post-workout recovery. “I’m not looking for a boyfriend,” she says casually. “I just like to get laid.”

She says it like it’s obvious. Like it doesn’t need unpacking.

“Oh,” I say, trying to keep my voice level. “Yeah. Me too.”

It comes out more nervous than I want. Like I’m trying to match her nonchalance and failing. But it’s not just nerves. It’s the realization that something’s shifted in me. That I don’t want this to be a one-time thing. I just want her.

After the way she took me—claimed me—I can’t imagine letting anyone else touch me.

She tilts her head, studying me for a second, and something in her smile turns a little sharper. “Don’t worry,” she says. “We’ll definitely fuck again.”

The heat that floods through me is immediate. Gratifying. I nod too quickly, like some eager freshman who just got invited to a senior’s party. It’s pathetic, and I don’t care.

But then I look at her again. Not just at her body. At her. And I feel this weird ache in my chest. Not sadness. Just… want.

She stretches again, already half out of bed, like she’s recharging or returning to default.

And I stay there, legs still a little sore, heart beating a little too loud in my own ears, wondering if I’ve already fucked myself.

Not because she hurt me. She didn’t.

Because I think I want more.

And I’m not sure she ever will. Not with someone like me.
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I don’t really know what we are now.

We don’t talk about it. There’s no label. No expectation. Just this rhythm we’ve slipped into—nights where I knock on her door and she pulls me inside without a word. Sometimes she texts first. Sometimes I do. Sometimes I just stand outside and wait for her to open it like she’s been expecting me.

She always is.

We fuck. A lot. Always at her place. Always on her terms.

Sometimes she straddles me, slow and teasing, her cock rubbing against my stomach while her tits bounce and her mouth stays fixed in a smirk that says she knows exactly what she’s doing to me. Other times she pins me down and tells me not to move. Makes me come before she even touches me.

I still hear her moaning at night—but now it’s for me.

There are no other men through the wall anymore. Not that I ask. But I notice. It’s only my name she gasps now. My voice she moans with. My skin against hers.

And sometimes, if I’ve been good—or maybe if she’s just in the mood—she lets me take her ass. Bent over, hands gripping the headboard, looking back at me with her hair falling into her face. But even then, she stays in control. She tells me how fast to go. When to slow down. When to stop.

And I listen. Every time.

Because I want her. Not just the sex. Not just the high.

Her.

She’s everything I’m not—confident, dominant, unapologetically herself. I watch the way she moves through a room, the way she takes what she wants, and I feel myself getting pulled deeper without realizing how far I’ve gone.

I think I’m falling in love with her.

Or maybe I already have.

One night, after she makes me come without letting me touch myself, I lie next to her, catching my breath. The room is dark except for the candlelight flickering against the far wall. She hasn’t kicked me out yet. Her leg is still draped over mine. Her cock’s soft against her thigh, and her fingers are trailing lazily up my stomach.

I open my mouth—maybe to say it, maybe not—but she beats me to it.

She leans in and kisses me once. But then she doesn’t move. Her hand stays on my chest. Her breath slows next to mine.

Neither of us says anything. But she stays curled into me longer than usual.

And when I finally fall asleep, it’s with the quiet, terrifying certainty that she feels something too.

Even if she won’t admit it yet.
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