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The cursor blinked at me like it was counting seconds. I typed half a sentence, backspaced, then just sat there, knuckles pressed to my chin. The apartment was quiet except for the hum of the fridge.
Then came the knock. Not loud, not hesitant, three firm taps.
When I opened the door, Carla stood there. Black jeans, white blouse tucked in sharp, hair down straight against her shoulders. She carried a notebook under one arm and looked me up and down before stepping past me like she belonged.
“You’re still blank,” she said, nodding at the laptop on the table.
“I’m working on it.”
“You’re failing at it.” She dropped the notebook on the table, leaned over, and tapped the space bar with one red-tipped nail. The empty screen flared back to life. “Nothing here says you’ve even tried.”
“I tried.”
Carla turned, arms crossed, blouse pulling tight across her chest. “Not hard enough. Where am I in this?”
I rubbed the back of my neck. “You’re not. Yet.”
“That’s the problem.” She moved closer, heels clicking once before she slid them off and stood barefoot on the wood. “You write them in, not me. I won’t be left out.”
I sat back in the chair, watching her. “You planning to give me material?”
Her mouth curved, not a smile exactly. “I always do.” She reached for the top button of her blouse, sliding it free, slow, watching me the whole time. “You type it, or I stop.”
I glanced at the screen, blank except for the blinking cursor. My hands hovered over the keys. Carla stepped between me and the laptop, bracing one hand on the table, the open blouse gapping just enough to show lace underneath.
“Write,” she said flatly. “Or I’ll make you regret it.”
Her fingers hooked my chin, tilting my face up to hers. Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t think you get to sit back and just watch. You put me down in words. Exactly what I do to you. Exactly how I make you feel.”
I swallowed, pulse jumping hard in my throat. “And if I don’t?”
Carla leaned closer until her hair brushed my cheek. Her voice dropped low, steady. “Then I’ll walk. And you’ll sit here alone with nothing but that blank page.”
She pulled back, blouse open now, the red lace clear under the light. She dropped into my lap without warning, legs straddling me, her hand gripping the back of my neck. Her mouth brushed mine once, light, then harder, tongue insistent.
Her other hand grabbed my wrist, dragged it to her side, pressing my palm against the curve of her waist through the lace. “Write it,” she said against my mouth. “Every detail. Or you’re finished.”
Carla shifted on my lap, the weight of her thighs firm against me. She smirked when she felt the reaction under her. “See? That’s already a sentence. Easy.”
I caught her hips with both hands, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. “You don’t get to tell me what to write.”
Her eyes narrowed, amused. “Then show me what you’d put down instead.”
I pushed her blouse off her shoulders, the fabric slipping until it caught at her elbows. She wriggled free, arms bare, skin warm under my palms. Her bra straps slipped, and she let them, tilting forward until her chest pressed into me.
“You never even told me what you had for dinner,” she murmured, lips brushing my ear. “Writers are supposed to notice everything.”
“Cold noodles from the fridge.” I kissed the side of her neck, tasting faint salt, biting just enough to leave heat behind. “Happy?”
“Disgusting,” she said, arching against my mouth. “At least lie and say steak.”
I dragged my tongue lower, feeling her shiver against me. “You don’t want lies. You want detail.”
Her hand cupped my jaw, guiding me back to her mouth. She kissed me deep, pulling away only to say, “Then write this. The way I kiss you. The way you bite back.”
I grabbed her hair, tugged her head back gently, lips on her throat. She gasped, nails digging into my shoulder through the thin cotton. “Don’t get cocky,” she whispered. “You’ll forget how good I am.”
“I couldn’t forget if I tried.”
She laughed, breath quick now. “That’s a line. Finally.”
I slid my hands up her back, unhooking her bra with one snap. She rolled her shoulders, letting the straps fall, then leaned back just enough to watch me look. Her breasts lifted with each breath, nipples tight already.
“You’re staring,” she said, playful now.
“Taking notes.”
Carla rolled her hips hard, grinding down on me until I swore under my breath. She grinned. “Good. That’s going in the draft.”
I caught her by the waist and stood, lifting her off the chair, carrying her the two steps to the table. She landed on it with a faint thud, legs spreading without hesitation. I shoved the laptop aside with one hand, the screen going dark as it slid shut.
She pulled me closer by the collar, her thighs wrapping high around my hips. “Careful. You need that thing if you want to immortalize me.”
“I’ll remember every second.” I kissed her hard, dragging my hands up her thighs, pushing the denim open until the zipper gave.
She broke the kiss, breathing fast, her grin sharp. “Then tell me, what’s my entrance line? How do I walk into your story?”
“Easy,” I said, yanking her jeans down past her knees. “You don’t knock. You take.”
Her laugh caught in her throat as I pressed between her legs, her head tipping back, hair falling loose across the table. “Finally,” she gasped.
arla leaned back on the table, one leg hooked over my hip, the other dangling free. She tugged at my shirt collar with two fingers, pulling me close. “You know, I almost didn’t come tonight.”
I kissed just under her jaw. “Almost doesn’t count.”
“It does when I had plans,” she said, her nails tracing down my chest. “I skipped dinner with friends for this.”
“Which friends?” I pushed her jeans lower, knuckles grazing her thighs.
She smirked, arching when my hand slid higher. “The ones who actually feed me. Unlike you and your fridge noodles.”
I laughed into her neck, biting gently. “You’re obsessed with food.”
“I’m obsessed with being treated right,” she shot back, lifting her hips as I dragged the denim further down. “Maybe you should write that down. Carla deserves better.”
I grabbed her waist and pulled her forward on the table, making her gasp. “Carla gets exactly what she earns.”
Her grin spread wide. “Good. That’s a line. Keep it.”
I kissed her again, slower this time, tongue sliding against hers until she whimpered in her throat. She broke it, breathless, brushing my cheek with her lips. “So? Am I better than Jenny?”
I pulled back, eyebrow raised. “You really asking me that now?”
She laughed, tilting her head back, baring her throat. “Yes. Because you’ll lie, and I’ll know.”
I dragged my teeth down the side of her neck, just enough to make her shiver. “Then I won’t answer.”
Her nails scored my back through the shirt. “That’s an answer.”
I slipped my hand under her lace, cupping her, feeling heat already damp against my palm. She jolted, biting her lip hard, trying to hold in a sound.
“Still want me to compare?” I asked.
Her laugh came broken, shaky. “Write me first. Then we’ll see.”
I stroked her slow, steady, the thin fabric clinging between my fingers. Her head tipped back, lips parted, chest rising sharp. She clutched at the edge of the table, knuckles pale.
“God,” she gasped, “don’t, don’t stop talking. Writers talk.”
I pressed my mouth to her ear, letting my breath wash over her. “You’re greedy. You want to take over my pages. You want every word to be about you.”
“Yes,” she whispered, hips grinding into my hand. “Exactly.”
I slid the lace aside, fingers sinking against her heat. She cried out, then slapped her palm over my mouth. “Shh, don’t let the neighbors know. They’ll want a chapter too.”
I laughed into her hand, biting the edge of her palm lightly until she yanked it away, eyes flashing. “You’re trouble,” I muttered.
“And you’re addicted,” she shot back, gasping when I pushed deeper.
Her thighs clamped hard around my arm, pulling me in tighter. Her grin turned feral, hair spilling over her face as she leaned forward to kiss me messy, desperate.
“Now,” she panted. “Write this down. Carla makes him lose control first.”
Carla’s thighs squeezed tighter around my hips, pulling me in close while she arched her back. Her blouse hung wide open now, red lace straining as her chest rose and fell. She caught my stare and smirked.
“Stop looking at my tits like they’re a plot twist,” she said, brushing her fingers down the center of my chest. “They’ve been here the whole time.”
I pinched her nipple through the lace, making her gasp and jerk forward. “Plot twist or not, they’re worth writing down.”
She laughed, biting her lip hard, eyes half-lidded. “Fine. But spell my name right this time. None of that lazy abbreviation crap.”
I pressed my mouth to her breast, tonguing her nipple through the fabric until it turned hard under the lace. She threw her head back, nails raking across my shoulders. “God, yes. Put that in parentheses.”
“Not a chance,” I said against her skin, sucking until she moaned out loud.
She shoved at my hair, laughing breathless. “You’re terrible at following instructions. No wonder your pages are empty.”
I hooked my fingers under her panties and tugged them aside. She gasped sharp, legs flying wider across the table. “Oh, shit, okay,” she stammered, breath ragged. “Maybe not so empty after all.”
I slid two fingers inside, hot and wet, curling until she grabbed the edge of the table hard enough to rattle the laptop. Her eyes shot wide, mouth open, no sound coming out at first. Then she let loose a raw moan, chest heaving.
“See?” I muttered, pumping into her slow. “This is material.”
Carla shook her head fast, hair spilling loose across her shoulders. “No, no, this is, ah, ” She broke off, gripping my wrist. “This is too much detail. Readers don’t deserve this.”
I kissed her hard, swallowing her protest, driving my fingers deeper until her thighs trembled. She clutched my shoulders, pulling me closer, grinding against my hand with desperate rhythm.
Between gasps, she managed, “You know, ” her voice cracked, “, I still have your hoodie from last week. Smells like you. Haven’t washed it.”
That made me groan against her mouth, teeth catching her lip. “You’re insane.”
She laughed, hips bucking hard. “Write that down too. Carla steals clothes. Carla doesn’t return them.”
I twisted my fingers just right, and she yelped, throwing her head back, eyes squeezing shut. Her moan spilled into the air, sharp, unguarded. She slammed her fist onto the table once, rattling everything on it.
“Fuck, ” she gasped, grabbing my hair, dragging my mouth back to hers. “Don’t, don’t you dare stop now.”
Her panties clung damp against my knuckles, her legs locked tight around me, heels digging into my back. She bit my bottom lip hard enough to sting, then whispered into my mouth, “Tell me. What’s the line? What are you writing right now?”
I pushed harder, grinding into her palm as she held my jaw. “Carla,” I groaned, “takes over the whole damn page.”
She laughed, wild, then moaned again, riding my hand like she’d already claimed it as fact.
Carla’s nails dragged across my scalp, tugging my head back so I had to look at her. Her cheeks were flushed, mouth wet from kissing, chest rising sharp under the open blouse.
“You’re gritting your teeth,” she said, voice rough. “Like you’re trying to win something.”
I slid my fingers out slow, dragging them up through her folds until she shivered and clenched. “Maybe I am.”
She caught her breath, then laughed hard, throwing her head back. “God, you’d be a terrible poker player. Every move on your face.”
I pressed my thumb against her clit, circling until her laugh cut into a gasp. “Cards are on the table now.”
Her nails dug into my neck, legs tightening around me. “You think this is funny?”
I bent forward, sucking her nipple through the lace until she bucked under me. “I think you talk too much.”
She shoved at my chest, panting, but her grin broke wide. “Then shut me up better than that.”
I kissed her deep, tongue sliding hard against hers, grinding my hand into her until her moan ripped free. When I pulled back, her lips were swollen, eyes wild.
She brushed the hair out of her face with a shaking hand. “Do you even know how long it takes me to get eyeliner straight? And now it’s a mess.”
I bit her shoulder, hard enough to make her squeal. “I’ll write that down too. Carla ruins her makeup on purpose.”
Her laugh came ragged, breath hitching between gasps. “Perfect. I’ll pose for the cover.”
I shoved her jeans the rest of the way off, tossing them to the floor. Her panties clung damp, stretched tight across her. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and wiggled them halfway down before stopping, hips tilted, taunting me.
“Come on,” she whispered. “Earn it.”
I yanked them the rest of the way, dropping to my knees between her thighs. She spread wide instantly, heels pressing into the edge of the table.
Carla reached over, grabbed the half-empty bottle of wine, and took a long pull. Red stained the corner of her mouth. She set it down, then dragged her wet thumb across my lips. “Taste that. Then taste me.”
I sucked her finger into my mouth, biting lightly until she moaned. Then I pushed her legs higher and buried my tongue between them, hot and wet.
She shrieked once, grabbed the back of my head with both hands, grinding down hard. “Fuck, yes, write this part slow,” she gasped. “Every word. Every second.”
I licked harder, fingers sliding inside her again. Her thighs clamped tight around my ears, her hips rocking sharp against my mouth. She panted, half-laughing through the sounds tearing out of her.
“You’re, oh god, you’re worse than Jenny,” she groaned. “She just teases. You’ll drown me.”
I growled against her, driving my tongue deeper. Her cry echoed off the walls, nails biting my scalp, every muscle in her body shaking under my grip.
Carla’s thighs quivered around my head, every muscle pulling me tighter against her. Her hands weren’t guiding anymore, they were clutching, nails digging, desperate to hang on.
“Jesus, ” she gasped, voice breaking. “I can’t, oh god, ”
I pushed two fingers deeper, curling up as my tongue circled her clit. Her body jolted, hips snapping sharp, wine bottle rattling against the table beside us.
Her head fell back, hair spilling wild. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare, ” The words came out ragged, torn between moans.
I held her thighs wide, licking harder, tasting her rush against my tongue. She tried to lift, tried to wriggle away from the intensity, but I locked her hips down, pressing her flat to the table.
Her cry cracked high, raw. She slammed her palm against the wood. “Yes, fuck, yes, right there, don’t, don’t, ”
Her chest arched, breasts taut, nipples stiff in the lace. Her stomach clenched with each pulse, her whole body bucking. “I can’t, ” she stammered, voice shaking, “I can’t breathe, ”
I lifted my mouth for just a second, biting the inside of her thigh. She screamed, dragged me back up by the hair, grinding against my face like she couldn’t survive without it.
Her words came broken, frantic. “You’re, oh god, you’re gonna kill me, ”
I pumped my fingers faster, tongue flicking her clit with sharp, steady strokes. Her cries grew louder, choked, no rhythm left.
Her nails tore down my back, through my shirt, hot sting on my skin. She bucked once, twice, then her whole body seized, legs locking around my head, every muscle clamping tight.
Her climax ripped through her, a raw cry tearing out as she shuddered, shaking hard against me. She gasped my name, voice trembling, clinging like she’d fall apart without me holding her down.
I stayed with her, tongue working softer now, fingers stroking slow as the tremors ran through her thighs. She sobbed out another gasp, jerking each time I touched her clit again.
Finally she slumped back on the table, chest heaving, hair damp across her cheeks. She tried to speak, words lost in breath. “Fuck fuck”
I pulled my hand free, wiped her wetness against her own thigh. She whimpered at the touch, twitching under my palm.
Her eyes fluttered open, glassy, lips parted. She dragged one shaky hand through her hair and let out a breathless laugh. “You, ” she swallowed, still catching her breath, “, you can’t even write that. No words.”
I kissed her inner thigh, trailing up slow until my mouth pressed to her stomach. “I don’t need words. I’ll remember.”
Her fingers caught my chin, lifting my face until I met her eyes. They were wild, unguarded, nothing left of her sharp control.
“Good,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Because you just ruined me.”
Carla was still sprawled on the table, chest rising and falling fast, hair wild across her face. Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed, the lace twisted around her waist. She looked sexed.
I grabbed her wrist and pulled her upright. She blinked at me, dazed, trying to steady herself. “What, ” she started, voice raw.
I caught her jaw in my hand, tilting her face up. “Now it’s my turn.”
Her eyes widened, but her grin crept back quick. “Finally.”
I dragged her off the table, spun her, and pushed her down to her knees. She landed hard, catching herself with one hand on the floor, the other still gripped in mine. Her hair fell forward, strands sticking to her lips.
“Open,” I ordered.
She obeyed instantly, mouth wide, tongue out.
I shoved my cock between her lips, hitting the back of her throat in one rough push. She gagged, then clutched my thighs, pulling herself deeper. Her throat clenched around me, hot and tight.
“Take it,” I growled, driving again.
Her nails dug into my legs, spit shiny her chin as she bobbed hard, gasps muffled around me. Each thrust made her eyes water, mascara running down her cheeks in dark streaks. She choked once, then moaned around me, the vibration shooting through my length.
I fisted her hair, holding her steady, pumping into her mouth with sharp strokes. She tried to keep up, lips stretched wide, drool spilling down her chest. I yanked her head back, forcing her to look up at me, eyes glassy and wild.
“You wanted material?” I said through clenched teeth. “Write this.”
She moaned again, garbled, saliva dripping off her chin. I shoved back in, hips snapping, her throat swallowing me deep. Her hands gripped tighter, nails biting into my skin as she gagged and took more.
Her eyes rolled back when I pushed harder, my grip tight in her hair. Her chest heaved, tits bouncing free with each thrust, lace slipping off her shoulders.
I pulled her halfway off me, cock sliding from her lips with a wet pop. Her tongue chased the head, drool connecting us in a string. She gasped for air, panting, her face wet.
“Don’t stop,” she rasped. “Finish it.”
I shoved back in, harder than before, fucking her mouth raw until my stomach knotted tight. Her throat squeezed, tears streaming down her face, makeup smeared into a mess.
I held her head still, slammed deep one last time, and exploded. Hot pulses shot across her tongue, filling her mouth until it spilled out the corners, dripping down her chin. I pulled out, stroking the last streaks across her cheeks, her nose, her lips.
Carla’s eyes closed as she let it cover her, mouth still open, chest heaving. She swallowed once, then licked her lips slow, a filthy grin spreading across her ruined face.
“Now that,” she panted, wiping her cheek with the back of her hand, “you definitely can’t put in print.”
Carla stayed on her knees, face streaked, chest still rising sharp. She wiped her chin with two fingers, licked them clean, then smirked up at me. “So, do I get a chapter now?”
I pulled her up by the arm, steadying her when her legs wobbled. “You got more than a chapter.”
She leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “Then write me better than the rest.”
I kissed her once, quick, then pressed her blouse into her hands. “You should go.”
Her brows lifted, amused. “Kicking me out already?”
“Not kicking. Asking.” I fixed her with a look, steady, firm. “I need to work.”
Carla slid her arms into the sleeves, leaving the buttons open, lace still showing. She stepped into her jeans slow, pulling them up with a wiggle that she knew I was watching. She buttoned them, snapped her fingers at me. “Don’t forget the details.”
“I won’t.”
She leaned in one last time, kissed my cheek, leaving a faint smear of lipstick. “Good boy.” Then she grabbed her heels, tucked them under her arm, and slipped out the door without another word.
The latch clicked behind her. Silence fell, thick and sudden.
I sat back down at the table, laptop in front of me, the cursor still blinking like it hadn’t missed a beat. My fingers hovered over the keys. I typed two words, erased them. Tried again. Erased again.
The smell of wine and perfume still clung in the air. My cock still ached, skin cooling with every second. I cracked my knuckles, leaned in, forced myself to type something.
Carla enters. She always makes a mess.
I stopped, shook my head, hit delete.
The knock came softer this time, two light taps, then a pause, then a third.
I pushed back from the chair, heart thumping already.
When I opened the door, Jenny stood there, hair tied up in a messy knot, a hoodie draped over one arm. She wore a cropped tank and cutoffs, skin bare and smooth in the hallway light. She grinned when she saw me, eyes flicking to the lipstick mark still smeared on my cheek.
“You look busy,” she teased, stepping past me into the apartment without waiting.
“I was trying to write.”
“Mm-hm.” She tossed the hoodie onto the couch, barefoot on my floor now, toes painted pale pink. “And failing, obviously.”
I closed the door, leaning against it, watching her move. She picked up the wineglass Carla had left, sniffed it, wrinkled her nose. “She’s been here.”
“Does it matter?”
Jenny set the glass down, turned to face me with a sly grin. “Only if you don’t give me equal time.”
She stepped closer, hands slipping into the waistband of my shorts, her body pressing light against mine. “So what did she get?”
I caught her wrist, squeezing until her grin sharpened. “Do you really want to know?”
Her eyes flicked down to my mouth, lips parting just a little. “Only if you’re going to show me.”
Jenny’s fingers slid deeper into the waistband of my shorts, nails grazing the skin of my hip. Her cropped tank rode up as she pressed against me, showing the smooth curve of her stomach, a faint line running down to where her shorts cut low on her hips.
“You’re still hard,” she whispered, grinning as she cupped me through the fabric. “She didn’t wear you out.”
Her cutoffs were frayed at the hem, threads brushing my thigh as she shifted closer. The denim hugged her ass tight, leaving the bottom curve bare where the fabric had worn thin. Her tank clung across her chest, the thin straps sliding off one shoulder, bra strap showing pale against her tan line.
I gripped her wrist, pushing her hand lower until she squeezed me harder. “Keep going,” I muttered.
She bit her lip, eyes locked on mine as she dragged her palm up and down the length of me through the shorts. “I like when you tell me what to do,” she said softly, sliding her thumb across the head until the fabric dampened.
I yanked the tank over her head in one pull, tossing it aside. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts bounced free, nipples already stiff, the skin flushed as she leaned into me. I caught one in my mouth, sucking hard until she gasped, nails biting into my back.
Her cutoffs scraped rough against my thigh as she ground her hips into me. I unbuttoned them, dragging the zipper down slow. She wriggled, grinning, then shoved them off herself, kicking them across the room.
Now only her panties, thin, grey cotton, darkened already between her legs. The waistband rode high on her hips, dipping low in front. She hooked her thumbs in, tugging them down, then hesitated, leaving them halfway, stretched tight across her thighs like she wanted to make me pull them the rest of the way.
I grabbed the elastic, yanked them down to her ankles, then pushed her back against the table. Her bare ass hit the wood with a soft smack, legs spreading open for me.
Her skin gleamed in the low light, the pale inside of her thighs trembling as I ran both hands up them, thumbs brushing close to her slit without touching. She whimpered, hips rocking forward, clit glistening and swollen.
I bent down, dragging my tongue up the length of her inner thigh, stopping just short of her pussy. She shuddered, nails clawing the table. “Don’t tease,” she gasped.
I licked across her folds once, slow, parting them with the tip of my tongue. Her taste filled my mouth instantly, salty-sweet, her heat pouring against me. She jerked, thighs clamping my head, voice breaking into a cry.
Her breasts bounced with each gasp, nipples stiff and dark, chest arching higher as I flicked my tongue across her clit. Her stomach tightened, every muscle drawn taut. She grabbed the back of my head with both hands, grinding herself against my mouth, soaking my tongue.
“Fuck, yes, ” she gasped, legs shaking. “That’s it. Right there, don’t stop.”
Jenny shoved me back into the chair, straddling my lap before I had a chance to stand. Her breasts pressed against my chest, bare and hot, nipples dragging as she shifted. Her thighs clamped tight around me, wet already as she rubbed herself against my cock through the thin cotton of my shorts.
She leaned in close, tongue slipping into my mouth, kissing messy, wet, teeth catching my lip. Her hand snaked down, tugging my shorts open, freeing me. I sprang up between us, thick and hard, brushing against the soaked heat between her legs.
Her grin widened as she looked down. “Perfect,” she whispered, gripping me in her hand. She pumped me slow once, twice, then lifted her hips just enough to line herself up.
Instead of sliding down, she dragged the head of my cock along her slit. The swollen tip spread her folds, glossing with her wetness. She moaned sharp, head tipping back, hair spilling over her shoulders.
“Oh, fuck, that feels, ” she broke off with a gasp as she pressed the head right against her clit, circling it slow, grinding down. Her whole body shivered. “God, I could come like this.”
Her hips rolled forward, pushing the head just inside her folds before pulling back out. I growled, fists clenching at my sides. “Jenny.”
She giggled, breathless, eyes wild. “Not yet.”
She dragged me up and down her slit again, the head parting her lips, sliding through her flesh, catching on her clit every time. Each stroke made her moan louder, chest bouncing as she rocked against me.
I grabbed her hips, trying to force her down. She slapped my hands away, laughing ragged. “Uh-uh. My pace.”
Her pussy gleamed, juices coating the head as she rocked back and forth. The sight made my stomach knot, every muscle straining not to slam up into her. She ground herself forward again, pressing the tip harder against her clit, crying out when the ridge caught just right.
“Fuck, yes, ” she gasped, grinding down harder, thighs trembling. “You feel so fucking good right here, just right here.”
She lifted her hips, holding me steady with one hand, and tapped the head against her clit over and over. Each smack made her moan sharper, her breasts bouncing, sweat forming at her hairline.
Her hand spread her lips wide, guiding the head lower, pressing it against her entrance, just at the edge. I surged up, trying to bury inside, but she pulled away with a wicked grin.
“Not yet,” she panted. “I want to feel you fight for it.”
She dragged me up again, sliding through her folds, clit swollen and red, smeared wet across the length of me. Her hips rocked frantic now, breath catching in ragged bursts. “God, I’m gonna, fuck. ”
She ground the head against her clit, faster, harder, eyes rolling back as she gasped my name. Her whole body trembled, thighs clamping tight, juices soaking me.
Jenny held me at her entrance, the head of my cock wet and shining, her hand keeping me right where she wanted. Her thighs trembled as she rocked, just brushing the tip against her swollen clit again and again. Each stroke made her gasp, her voice breaking into moans.
“You’re, fuck, you’re throbbing,” she whispered, eyes half-closed. She pressed me down her slit, up again, leaving a wet trail across her lips. “I can feel every pulse. It’s driving me crazy.”
Her breasts bounced with every grind, nipples stiff, brushing my chest when she leaned forward. Sweat beaded at her collarbone, running down between them as she tipped her head back, hair spilling loose.
I grabbed her hips hard, digging my fingers into her soft skin. “Enough. Take it.”
She shook her head, laughing breathless, voice ragged. “Not yet. I want, oh god, I want to break first.”
She shifted her hips, dragging the head slow over her clit until she cried out, thighs clamping around me. Her body shook, pussy soaking me, wetness dripping down the length of my shaft.
“Jenny, ” I growled, bucking up, the tip slipping just inside before she pulled away again.
Her grin faltered, lips parted, breath caught. “I can’t, fuck, I can’t keep teasing, ”
She pressed me down again, this time holding me right at her entrance, the heat of her folds squeezing the head. Her nails dug into my shoulders, body trembling on the edge.
“Please,” she gasped, finally breaking. “I need you inside me. Now.”
She slammed down in one hard motion, taking me to the hilt in a single drop. Her scream echoed off the walls, raw and high, as her pussy clamped tight around me.
Her body arched, tits bouncing, mouth wide open in shock and relief. “Oh, fuck, yes!”
I gripped her ass, lifting and driving her down again, the wet slap filling the room. She met every thrust, hips snapping sharp, juices splashing down my cock, coating my thighs.
Her hair stuck to her face, sweat dripping as she rode me faster, nails tearing red lines into my chest. Her voice broke into sobs of pleasure, gasps tangled with curses.
“You’re, oh god, you’re splitting me open, ” she panted, head rolling back. “Harder, fuck, don’t stop, don’t ever stop!”
Her pussy clenched with every thrust, dragging me deeper, milking me until my own control shredded. I slammed into her, pace rough, table shaking under us.
Her cry cut sharp, body convulsing around me. She came hard, thighs shaking, pussy clamping in waves that tore another scream from her throat. I drove up into her through it, spilling deep, pulse after pulse pouring inside her.
Jenny collapsed against me, breasts pressed to my chest, hair tangled, skin hot. She gasped against my ear, voice broken, laughing breathless. “Worth every second.”
Jenny stayed slumped against me for a moment, chest pressed tight to mine, her breathing ragged. Then she started giggling, soft at first, then louder, shaking her head like she couldn’t believe herself.
“You,” she panted, still catching her breath, “you’re so easy to ruin.”
She kissed me once, quick and messy, before peeling herself off my lap. My cock slipped out of her with a wet sound, and she laughed again, wiping her inner thigh with the back of her hand. “God, I’m dripping. That’s your fault.”
She grabbed her panties from the floor, twirling them on one finger before tugging them up in one smooth motion. The cotton clung tight between her legs, still soaked. She pulled her cutoffs back on, wiggling her hips exaggeratedly as she zipped them.
“Don’t stare,” she teased, glancing over her shoulder. “You’ll never get another sentence down if you keep drooling.”
Her tank came next, twisted once before she straightened it over her chest, nipples still poking through the thin fabric. She made no move to hide it, just laughed and tossed her hair back.
I stayed slouched in the chair, still half-naked, cock softening against my thigh, body buzzing. She leaned down, kissed my forehead, then pressed her lips close to my ear. “Now you’ve got something better to write about.”
She slipped her hoodie over one arm, slung it across her shoulder, and walked toward the door barefoot. At the last second she spun, waving cutely with her fingers, then blowing me a kiss.
“Don’t waste it,” she called, her grin wide. “I want to see myself on the page.”
The door clicked shut behind her, leaving the apartment quiet again.
I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, still catching my breath. The laptop screen glowed across the room, cursor waiting. I wiped a hand down my face, pulled the chair back to the table, and dropped into it.
My fingers hovered over the keys. I typed:
Jenny leaves. She knows she’s unforgettable.
I stopped, backspaced, tried again. The smell of her skin still clung to me, her laugh still echoing. The cursor blinked like it was daring me to keep up.
I stared at the screen until the blur of it steadied. My fingers moved before I could overthink.
Jenny laughs, dresses, leaves. She makes it look easy.
I sat back, exhaling. One line. But it stayed. I didn’t hit delete.
I stood, paced across the room, dragging a hand through my hair. The floorboards creaked under each step. I circled back to the table, tapped the keys again, started another line, stopped. The words buzzed at the edge of my head, clearer than they had all night.
Back and forth I went, chair to window, window to fridge, fridge back to chair, like motion might trick the words out of me. My chest felt lighter, pulse sharp but steady, ready for once.
I planted myself in front of the laptop, hands poised. The cursor blinked, steady. My lips moved, shaping the first line I knew I’d keep.
Then the knock came. Three, spaced deliberate. Not soft, not rushed.
I froze. Fingers curled over the keys, ready to punch them but caught midair.
The knock came again, firmer this time.
I pushed away from the table, heart thumping. The floor felt heavier under each step now, like it knew better than me what waited.
When I opened the door, Hannah stood there. White blouse tucked into slim dark jeans, sleeves rolled neat to her elbows, a canvas tote slung over her shoulder. Her hair was pinned up clean, a few strands loose like she’d let them fall that way on purpose.
Her eyes swept over me once, bare chest, undone shorts, laptop glow behind me. She raised one brow, cool and even. “You’re not exactly dressed for company.”
I swallowed, hand still on the knob. “Didn’t know I was expecting any.”
Her mouth curved faintly, not quite a smile. “You’re always expecting me.”
She stepped inside without waiting, setting the tote on the counter with a soft thud. A book peeked out the top, spine bent from use. She caught me glancing.
“I thought maybe you’d prefer something to actually read,” she said, unclipping her watch and setting it down beside the bag like she was unpacking herself.
I shut the door behind her, pulse still tight, the line I’d started already slipping from my head.
Hannah set her tote on the counter, then turned to face me. Her eyes swept me again, bare chest, undone shorts, hair still damp with sweat. She tilted her head.
“Put a shirt on,” she said. Not sharp, not teasing. Just matter-of-fact.
I blinked. “Now?”
“Yes. And shoes.”
Something in her tone made me obey without arguing. I tugged a T-shirt from the chair, pulled it over my head, zipped my shorts, found sneakers by the door. She waited, arms folded, not rushing, not smiling either.
When I stood ready, she picked up her tote, slipped the strap over her shoulder, and nodded at the door. “Come on.”
“Where?”
“Out.”
The street was almost empty. A cab rolled past slow, headlights washing over the storefronts. Hannah walked steady at my side, not touching, not looking over. Her blouse caught the neon signs, her jeans cuffed just above her ankles, flats clicking soft against the pavement.
We stopped at a diner on the corner, windows fogged, a red OPEN sign buzzing faint. Inside, the place smelled like coffee and grease. Two truckers hunched at the counter, a couple sat in a booth whispering over pie.
Hannah chose a booth at the back, slid in, and nodded for me to sit across. She set her tote beside her, pulled a notebook from inside, but didn’t open it yet.
A waitress dropped two menus on the table. Hannah didn’t touch hers. “Coffee,” she said. “Black.”
I ordered the same.
When the waitress left, Hannah rested her chin on one hand and studied me. “So. Writing.”
I shifted against the vinyl seat. “What about it?”
“You can’t do it,” she said plainly.
I bristled. “I can.”
“Then why is your screen blank?”
The coffee arrived, steaming in thick white mugs. Hannah wrapped both hands around hers but didn’t drink. She just kept her eyes on me.
“Because,” I muttered, “it never comes out the way I want it to.”
“Describe it,” she said.
“What?”
“What that feels like. When you try and fail.”
I stared at her, the hum of the ceiling fan loud in the pause. “Like pulling teeth,” I said finally.
“Cliché,” she shot back instantly.
I smirked despite myself. “Okay. It feels like” I trailed off, grasping.
Her gaze didn’t waver. “Exactly. That gap. Between what you feel and what you can say. That’s what you need to sit in. That’s where the truth is.”
I leaned forward, elbows on the table. “You sound like a professor.”
“Maybe,” she said, finally sipping her coffee. “But I know this, if you can’t write what happens with me, you don’t deserve to write at all.”
Her eyes glinted over the rim of the mug, cool and steady.
The coffee was bitter, burnt from sitting too long on the warmer, but it grounded me. Hannah stirred hers with the handle of the spoon, though she hadn’t added sugar. The sound of it clinking against the mug filled the space between us.
“So tell me,” she said, eyes steady on mine. “What are you really writing for?”
I blew across the surface of the coffee, stalling. “For myself.”
Her mouth twitched, faint, not quite a smile. “No one writes just for themselves. That’s what journals are for. You put it out there because you want someone else to see it.”
The waitress slid a plate of fries onto the table without asking. Hannah didn’t look at her, just pushed the plate toward me. “Eat.”
I took one, greasy and salted, and chewed while she watched.
“You want to be seen,” she said. “That’s the truth. You’re just afraid of how much of yourself you’d have to give away for that to happen.”
I swallowed, throat dry despite the coffee. “Maybe.”
She sipped again, slow, deliberate. “Not maybe. Definitely. You think writing is about clever words. It isn’t. It’s about stripping yourself raw enough that someone else feels it too.”
I leaned back, arms crossed. “You make it sound easy.”
Her eyes flicked to the notebook on the seat beside her. “It’s not easy. But it’s simple.” She paused, then added, “Carla wants you to write her as larger than life. Jenny wants to be unforgettable. Me? I want you to write me plain. As I am. Exactly how I made you feel here tonight.”
I laughed under my breath, shaking my head. “Here? We’re just sitting in a diner.”
“Exactly.” She leaned forward, voice low but sharp. “No sex. No heat. Just me cutting into you with words. Can you put that on the page? Can you show how someone can undo you without touching you?”
The words landed heavier than they should have. I stared down at the fries, then pushed the plate away.
Hannah didn’t flinch. “I think you can. I think you’re terrified of it. That’s why you hide in bodies and skin. It’s easier than saying what’s really there.”
I met her eyes again. Cool, unwavering.
“You want me to bleed on the page,” I said.
“I want you to be honest.” She reached for her mug, drained the rest, then set it down with a soft clink. “If you can’t do that, none of this means anything.”
The truckers at the counter laughed at something, their voices rough and distant. The clock over the register ticked past two. The world outside the windows was empty.
Hannah stood, slid the notebook back into her tote, and looked down at me. “Come on. Let’s go.”
The air outside was cooler, the streets nearly silent except for a bus rumbling far off. The diner’s neon buzzed behind us as we walked side by side. Hannah kept her tote against her hip, stride even, flats clicking softly.
“You still haven’t answered me,” she said.
“About what?”
“Why you write.”
I shoved my hands into my pockets, staring at the cracked pavement. “I told you. For myself.”
She gave a small shake of her head. “No. That was a shield. Try again.”
I exhaled. “Fine. To prove I can.”
“Prove to who?”
I hesitated. “To everyone. To no one. I don’t know.”
“You do know,” she said calmly. “Say it.”
We passed a shuttered shop, security gate pulled down, graffiti sprayed across it. A cat darted into the alley. The silence pressed heavier.
“My father,” I admitted. “He always said I wouldn’t stick with anything. Writing was supposed to be the thing I stuck with.”
Her eyes cut toward me, sharp in the glow of a streetlamp. “And has it been?”
“Some days,” I said. “Other days it’s torture.”
“Good.” She kept walking, pace steady. “If it wasn’t torture, it wouldn’t matter.”
We crossed an empty intersection, the traffic lights cycling through colors for no cars at all.
“What do you really want from it?” she asked.
I opened my mouth, closed it, tried again. “To be remembered.”
She nodded once. “That’s closer.”
“Closer to what?”
“To the truth.”
I frowned. “You think I don’t know my own truth?”
“I think you bury it,” she said. “Under girls like me. Under heat and skin and sweat. Because that’s easy. That’s noise. I’m asking you to strip it bare.”
Her words hit harder than they should’ve. My chest tightened.
“I want,” I started, then stopped, voice low. “I want someone to read my words and feel like they know me. Not the version I show. The real one.”
Hannah’s lips curved faintly, the closest thing to a smile since she’d arrived. “Finally.”
We walked the last block in silence, her steps unhurried, mine heavy. When we reached my building, she stopped at the bottom of the stairs, tote strap hooked over her shoulder.
“You don’t need me upstairs,” she said. “You need the page.”
I looked at her, wanting to argue, but the set of her jaw told me she was right.
She leaned in, kissed my cheek, barely a brush of lips. “Write it clean. Write it true. Or don’t bother writing at all.”
Then she turned and walked away, her figure shrinking down the block until the darkness swallowed her.
I climbed the stairs alone, the weight of her words heavier than anything Carla or Jenny had left behind.
The apartment felt different when I stepped back inside. Same mess on the table, empty glasses, Carla’s lipstick stain on the rim, Jenny’s cutoffs still tossed on the floor, but none of it pressed on me the way it had before.
I shut the door, kicked off my shoes, and went straight to the laptop. The cursor was still there, blinking steady like it had been waiting all night.
I sat down, fingers hovering over the keys. My body still ached from everything, the bruises on my shoulders from Carla’s nails, the raw throb from Jenny grinding down, but what Hannah had said cut through all of it.
Write it clean. Write it true.
I typed one word. Stopped. Deleted it. Typed another. Kept going.
I’m terrified. Not of them. Of me. Of what it means if I put the truth down and it’s not enough.
I stared at it, chest tight. My first instinct was to erase it, but I didn’t. I let it stay, let it sit on the screen. My hands moved again.
Carla wants to be worshipped. Jenny wants to be unforgettable. Hannah wants the truth. And me? I don’t know if I can give any of them what they’re really asking for.
I leaned back, breathing hard like I’d just run somewhere. My pulse hammered in my ears. The words looked raw, unpolished, maybe even pathetic, but they were there.
I stood, paced the room again, circled back, dropped into the chair. I typed more.
I write because I’m scared of being ordinary. I write because if I stop, then I’m just another body filling space. I write because I want someone to look at the page and see the me I can’t show anywhere else.
The keys clacked fast, paragraphs spilling before I could second-guess them. It wasn’t clean, it wasn’t sharp, but it was real.
I wrote until the clock on the stove clicked past three. The glow of the screen lit the apartment, shadows stretching long across the walls.
Finally I stopped, sat back, rubbed my eyes. The document was no longer blank. A few hundred words sat there, uneven and raw, but alive.
I shut the laptop, exhaling, the sound loud in the quiet room.
For the first time that night, I didn’t feel like a fraud.
I stretched out on the couch, pulled a blanket over me, and let the exhaustion wash in. Carla’s perfume, Jenny’s laugh, Hannah’s steady eyes, they all lingered, but it was Hannah’s voice I heard last as I drifted toward sleep.
Write it clean. Write it true.
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