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Maria had my back against the door before I’d even closed it. Her hands were on me fast, palms flat, sliding up under my shirt like she’d been counting the seconds since the last time. Her nails scraped lightly over my ribs.
“You didn’t answer me,” she said, eyes locked on mine, her breath warm and sweet from whatever she’d been drinking before this. “You fucked her?”
I tried to speak but she pressed her mouth to mine the moment I tried, stealing whatever half-formed excuse I had ready. Her hips rolled against me, slow but deliberate, like she was marking territory. She was warm and soft all over. She pulled back just enough to see my face, hands still tightly twisted up in my shirt. “And don’t lie,” she growled dangerously.
So I didn’t. I reached for her hips, drew her in until the whole front of her body came flush with mine. The heat coming off her was immediate, rising through the layers of fabric.
Maria’s smile was quick, and crooked. She turned us so her back hit the door now, her fingers guiding mine down until they slid inside the waistband of her jeans. No underwear again. Her skin there was hot and slick, and it pulsed under my fingertips. She shivered and bit her lip.
“You don’t get this from bookstore girl,” she murmured, low and sharp, rocking her hips forward to keep my hand there.
I stepped closer, crowding her back into the door harder. My other hand slid up under her tank, pushing the soft cotton until the underside of my palm met the gentle curve of her breast. Her nipple was hard, pressing into me through the thin lace of her bra.
She tilted her head back against the door with a small exhale, eyes half-closed. “You write about it, you finish it. No more half-chapters.”
I kissed the line of her jaw, felt the twitch in her neck as I pulled her jeans open with one hand. She caught my wrist before I got further, her grin flashing again. “Not here,” she said.
“Where then?”
Maria pushed off the door, dragging me by my belt toward the kitchen. She hopped up onto the counter in one motion, legs spreading enough to pull me into the space between them. Her heels hooked the backs of my calves.
“Here’s better,” she said, her hands already on my fly.
The sound of my zipper coming down was loud in the room. My hands traced up her thighs, over the smooth inside where the heat deepened, until my thumbs were resting just shy of her center.
She leaned in, voice almost a whisper against my ear. “Write this down later, exactly how I make you forget the others.”
Maria’s hand slid inside first, fingers wrapping me slow, her nails grazing just enough to make me press closer into the apex of her thighs. She pulled once, deliberate, watching my face the whole time like she was waiting for something she’d know when she saw it.
I pushed her tank higher, the hem catching just under her breast until I worked it over her head. She raised her arms for me, her eyes never breaking from mine, the lift of her chest brushing against my jaw before the shirt hit the floor. Her bra was black, thin lace, cool to the touch.
Her heels locked behind my knees, pulling me tighter in. The heat from her center was a steady throb against me even through the last scrap of denim still between us. I hooked my thumbs in her belt loops, dragging her forward until the counter’s edge dug into my thighs.
Maria leaned back on her hands, arching just enough to push her chest up. “Take them off,” she said, a low rasp that was more command than suggestion.
I had to step back to work the jeans over her hips. She lifted, rolling them down herself the rest of the way, kicking them off to crumple in the middle of the floor. The black lace panties matched the bra, but was already dark with damp soaking through.
I pressed in again, my hands gripping her thighs just above her knees, sliding up the inside until my fingers met the heat at the center of her. She caught my wrist, holding me there, eyes locking on mine.
“Slow,” she said.
So I did. My fingers curled over the thin strip of lace, dragging along until she gave the smallest nod. The sound she made when I slipped under was low, not quite a moan, but enough to make me grip her hip with my other hand to steady her shaking on the counter.
Her forehead touched mine now, her breath short and quick between words. “This is the part you never write right,” she said.
I smiled against her mouth. “Show me, then.”
Maria’s lips crashed into mine, her hips rolling forward into my hand, her fingers clutching at the back of my neck hard enough to hold me in place. She wasn’t letting me pull back, not even to breathe.
When she did break the kiss, it was only to murmur against my mouth, “Now you’re paying attention. That’s what you need.”
I slid her forward until her hips met the edge, my hands firm under her thighs to keep her steady, her palms flat behind her pushing against the counter to brace herself, her breath fast against my cheek. I stretched the lace aside and pressed two fingers into the heat that closed around me and sucked me in deeper, her head tipping back with her mouth falling open as she exhaled through her nose and pressed down harder to take more.
She rolled her hips and I matched the pace she set, slow at first, careful, a grind that had her abdomen tightening under my forearm and her legs flexing around my waist, the muscles in her thighs jumping against my wrists, her toes curling against the cabinet door.
“Condom,” she exhaled against my mouth, the word short and firm. Her fingers filched through her purse and I took the package from her shaking hand. I tore it with my teeth and rolled it on while she watched. She kept her palm pressed to the base with a grip that made me grit my teeth, her breath catching at the same time as mine when I rubbed against her once to line us up.
She pulled me in by the back of my neck and said, “Now,” and so I did, I pushed into her slow enough to feel the give and the clamp and the pull of her in one long slide, her shoulders pressing into the cupboard and her nails finding my back through my shirt, dragging up hard as I bottomed out and held it there with my forehead pressed to hers until she nodded for more.
I drew back and drove in again, deeper, the counter shuddering against the wall with a dull knock, her legs crossing at my lower back to keep me in tight, her body rocking up to meet each stroke so the sound of us filled the small room with wet heat and the slap of skin and the thud of wood groaning under us.
She kissed me frantic and messy and kept talking against my mouth, words breaking up as I moved inside her, “Right there, don’t change it, stay, don’t stop,” and so I didn’t, I held the rhythm where her breath stuttered and her eyes went unfocused, my hand sliding up under her bra to squeeze her hard. My other arm wrapped under her and lifted her off the counter so I could angle her hips higher and push through the last resistance to a place that pulled a low sound out of her throat that turned into a curse and my name.
“Harder,” she cried, and I did, the pace building into a steady drive that had the stack of bowls in the drying rack rattling, her heel thumping my hamstring with every push, sweat running down between her breasts and soaking the lace, my shirt sticking to my back while she bit my shoulder through the fabric and held there, breathing through her teeth until her whole body tightened around me. Her hand flew to the back of my head to pull my mouth to hers as she shook in my arms and gasped into my tongue, long and raw.
I kept moving through it, not giving her a gap, easing only enough to ride the aftershocks until she swore and laughed in the same breath and thumped my chest with her fist, “Don’t you dare stop.” I didn’t, I slid my hands around her ass and lifted her higher, stepped us off the counter without pulling out, carried her two shuffling steps to the table, laid her down across the cool wood, pushed her knees up and wide with my forearms, and drove in again, deeper now with the new angle, her fingers clawing for the edge of the table until she found it and held on, her head rolling to the side to catch her breath before snapping back to watch me, eyes dark and locked, jaw tight, sweat beading on her upper lip.
“Say it,” she whispered, voice rough and close to breaking, and I gave her what she wanted, not pretty, not careful, just the truth of what I was doing to her and how close I was, and she answered by dragging me down by the back of my neck and biting my lower lip, then pushing me up with her palm flat on my chest so she could watch the last stretch, her stomach taut, her nipples hard under the stretched lace, her throat working as she swallowed a moan and then let the next one out without realizing how loud it was.
Her legs locked high over my back, heels digging in to keep me deep, her hips rolling up to meet every push, the table creaking under us. I kept my grip on her thighs, thumbs stroking the inside where her skin was soaking with heat, feeling the tremor start to run through her again. She kept her eyes on mine, jaw set like she was still holding something back, then let it break with a sharp exhale, head tipping, the tendons in her neck breaking out.
“Yeah!” she breathed, barely more than a high-pitchedwhisper, her nails dragging down her own sides until her hands gripped the edge of the table again. I braced one palm next to her head and shifted my angle just enough to hit her deeper, harder. She cursed under her breath, legs tightening, her back arching clear off the wood before she dropped back down with a thud.
Her hair stuck to her damp cheek. I leaned in and kissed it there, tasting sweat and the faint sweetness of her scent. She turned her face to mine and caught my mouth, kissing me like she was trying to swallow the sound in my throat. When she pulled back, her breath came fast and shallow.
“Are you close?” she finally said, huffing and puffing.
I couldn’t answer. She could feel it in how my hips snapped harder now, how my hands gripped her tighter, how my rhythm had that insistent edge. She slid one hand down between us, fingers brushing my stomach before finding herself, working in time with my movements. The change in her voice was instant, softer, breaking on every other word, almost a chuckle of joy tucked in there.
“Don’t, stop, don’t . . . ” She cut herself off with a sharp inhale, eyes squeezing shut, thighs trembling against my ribs. I held the pace steady, driving through the tight pull around me until she twisted up into another climax, her voice muffled in the crook of her elbow.
I let it carry me, the sight of her shaking under me, the sound she made when she came down from it, breathing hard and grinning without opening her eyes. My control went with it, though. I pressed in to the base and let go, my forehead dropping to hers, the heat spilling out of me in pulses that made her legs shudder all over again.
We stayed there, both catching our breath, my hands sliding to her hips to keep her close while she softened under me. She opened her eyes finally, looking straight into mine, the grin still there but lazy now.
“That’s the ending you never write,” she murmured, and she covered her mouth and burst out laughing. She was glowing, flushed and sweaty.
I kissed her once more, slow this time, before easing out of her and stepping back. She sat up, smoothing the mess of hair off her forehead, and swung her legs over the side of the table.
“Shower?” I asked.
She smirked, hopping down so close I felt the heat off her skin. “You first,” she said, brushing past me toward the bathroom, still half-dressed in lace.
I watched her go, my pulse still ragged, and thought about how the hell I was going to put that on the page without losing my mind.
The bathroom door stayed open just enough for steam to roll out, carrying the scent of soap. I stripped as I crossed the hall, tossing my shirt toward the couch and letting my jeans drop where I stepped out of them. The water hit the shower tile floor with a steady hiss.
Maria stood under it, her back to me, hair slicked down her spine. She glanced over her shoulder once, then turned fully. She reached for me.
I stepped in, the heat closing around me, and she pulled me under the spray with her, hands sliding up my chest. The water washed the sweat from us but left the charge in place, stronger maybe, with her pressed to me skin to skin now. She tipped her head back, eyes half-lidded, water streaming over her face.
“Still thinking about the others?” she asked, fingers tracing down my stomach.
I shook my head, and she smiled like she’d won. Her nails grazed low, curling around me, stroking me slow in the steam. My breath caught, the heat and slickness of her hand doubling in the water’s rush.
She stepped closer, pinning me lightly against the wall, her thigh sliding between my thighs. Her other hand gripped around on my shoulder while she worked me, her eyes holding mine the whole time. “Good answer,” she murmured, leaning in to kiss the corner of my mouth, then deeper, her tongue thick and pushy. “Liar,” she added.
I caught her wrist and pulled her in tighter, the water cascading over both of us in uneven waves as we moved. Her chest pressed to mine, nipples hard against my skin, hips rolling just enough to brush me where her hand didn’t.
She broke the kiss to tilt her mouth to my ear. “You could take me here too,” she whispered, “and then go write it all down before the mirror even clears.”
I turned her, guiding her palms to the wall. The spray hit her shoulder and streamed down her side as I stepped in behind her, my hands sliding over her hips. She looked back once, lips parted, breath quick.
I pushed into her slow from behind, the water making everything hotter, steamier. She exhaled hard, fingers flexing against the tile. I set the pace, each thrust making the sound of water change as it splashed off us. Her head dropped forward, then back against my shoulder when I reached around to stroke her in time with my movements.
Her knees bent slightly, hips pushing back into me harder, the slap of our bodies sharper in the close space. She gasped once, twice, then bit her lower lip and came again, her whole body tightening under my hands as the steam swirled thicker around us. She arched deeper than I thought possible and I gripped her washed breasts.
“You’re not going to forget this,” she breathed, still catching herself against the wall.
“No,” I said, holding her there until her legs steadied, “I’m not.”
She stayed braced against the wall a moment longer, breathing deep, letting the water run over her nakedness. When she finally turned, her skin was flushed everywhere the spray had touched, her hair dark and heavy with water.
She stepped in close, pressing her slick chest to mine, her hands resting light on my hips. She tilted her head, studying my face, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth. “You should try to write this before I’m gone,” she said.
“I probably will.”
She leaned in, kissed me slow, lingering like she wanted to feel my pulse in my lips. Then she reached past me to shut the water off. The sound died, leaving only the drip of it from her hair and my shoulders.
We stepped out together, the air cooler now. She tossed me a towel from the hook, then took her own, blotting her face, her chest, wrapping it around herself loose enough to keep me looking. I dragged the towel over my hair and down my back, still watching her.
She caught me at it. “Don’t start again,” she said, though her grin said she wouldn’t mind if I did.
She padded barefoot into the hall, steam curling out behind her, and found her clothes where we’d left them. She slipped the bra on slow, hooking it at the back without turning away. Panties followed, then jeans, tugged up with a little jump that made her grin wider when she saw my eyes drop.
“You ever going to invite any of us in here together?” she asked suddenly, zipping up.
I frowned. “Us?”
She shrugged, pulling her tank over her head. “You know exactly who I mean.”
But I held my tongue. She stepped closer, smoothing the hem of her shirt. “Might save you some running around.”
She kissed me once more, quick this time, before grabbing her sunglasses from the counter. “I’ll see you,” she said, slipping them on. She opened the door, the hallway light spilling in, then turned back. “And please don’t make me sound nice in your little stories. That’s so not my thing.”
The door shut behind her, and the apartment felt still. I dried off the rest of the way, dressed, and sat at the table. The laptop was still open.
I stared at the blank page, fingers hovering. But all I could see was her pressed to the wall in the shower, steam curling around her, her voice telling me I’d never forget it.
I stared at the open document until the lines blurred and the words I’d managed to force out looked worse with every pass of the cursor. I’d written three paragraphs in an hour, most of it filler I’d end up deleting anyway. The room was too quiet, the fan too loud, my chair too low.
I shifted, scrolled back to the top, read it again. Still flat. I tried adding a sentence, then cut it. Changed a verb, put it back. My fingers hovered over the keys, waiting for the spark that wasn’t coming.
I pushed back from the table, stood, walked to the window. Same parking lot, same three cars, same smell of asphalt rising in the heat. I sat again, forced myself to type. It lasted five minutes before I was backspacing whole blocks.
The coffee had gone cold. I drank it anyway, wincing at the taste, and flipped the mug over in my hands, trying to think of what the scene needed. More heat? Less? A sharper hook in the first line? I tapped the spacebar, stared at the blank gap it made, and undid it.
I checked my phone. No new messages. Put it face-down. Picked it up again. I opened the doc on my phone to see if it felt any different in a smaller font. It didn’t. I set it down harder than I meant to, the sound echoing in the quiet.
I leaned back and closed my eyes, trying to hear the voices of the characters the way I used to. Nothing. I got up, paced to the fridge, opened it, stared, shut it. Poured the last of the water from the jug into a glass, drank half, set it down.
I sat again. The cursor blinked at me, steady and patient, like it had all day. I wrote a line. Deleted it. Wrote another. Left it. Added a second. Cut them both.
The chair scraped loud as I shoved back, pushing away from the table, my knees knocking it so the laptop screen wobbled. I stood over it, hands on the back of the chair, wondering why the hell I even bothered starting today.
I took another lap through the room, checked the window again, tried to think about anything else. I sat down a third time, pulled the laptop closer, and told myself I wouldn’t get up until I had something worth keeping.
My fingers rested on the keys, the muscles in my forearms tight, jaw set. The fan kept turning. The cursor kept blinking. My mind stayed blank.
That’s when I heard it, three slow knocks, spaced just far enough apart to make me lift my head and turn toward the door.
The knocks at the door came soft, hesitant, nothing like the first one. I closed the laptop halfway and stood, already knowing it couldn’t be her again.
I opened the door to find Paula leaning on the frame, one hand hooked in her back pocket, the other holding a paper bag with a grease stain spreading through the bottom. Her hair was pulled up messily, strands falling around her face, cheeks pink from the heat outside.
“You look busy,” she said, eyes flicking past me into the apartment. “You too busy for lunch?”
“Not really.”
She stepped in without waiting, brushing against me as she passed, the faint scent of sunscreen and coffee following her. She set the bag on my counter, peeked over her shoulder with that sly half-smile she seemed to keep ready just for me. “Voila, lunch,” she said. “Or a bribe.”
“For what?”
She shrugged, tugging her top straight up and off. “Maybe I just felt like seeing you.”
Her eyes landed on the half-closed laptop. “Or maybe I was hoping you’d read me something.”
I shook my head. “Too dangerous.”
She grinned and came around the table to stand behind me, her hands resting on my shoulders. Her thumbs worked into the muscle there like she was trying to distract me from whatever thought I’d been having. “You’re warm,” she murmured, leaning in so her breath touched my ear.
“Just got out of the shower.”
Her fingers paused. “Alone?”
I didn’t answer. But she laughed softly, sliding one hand down my chest. “You’re terrible at lying.”
I turned in the chair to face her, my knees catching hers. She didn’t step back. Instead, she reached for the laptop and opened it all the way, the cursor blinking in the empty document. “Write what’s on your mind right now,” she said.
I leaned back, shaking my head. “You don’t want that.”
Her smirk widened. “Oh, I think I do.” She bent at the waist, close enough that the neckline of her top shifted forward, her skin just brushing my arm as she whispered, “Make it better than her, though.”
Before I could say anything, she straightened up and stepped between my legs, her hands braced on my thighs. “You still owe me for letting you watch me eat that apple,” she teased, eyes glinting.
“That’s not exactly how I remember it.”
She tilted her head. “Then let me remind you.” Her hands slid higher, slow but sure, until her thumbs hooked just inside my waistband.
The room seemed smaller suddenly, the quiet between us pounding. She looked down, then back at me, the smile gone now, replaced by something steadier. “Well?” she asked.
I swallowed, my pulse loud in my ears. “Close the door,” I said.
She did, turning the lock without looking away from me, then leaned her back against it like she was planning on not leaving anytime soon.
She stayed with her back against the door, fingers playing with the hem of her top. Her eyes tracked me like she was measuring how fast I’d move if she made me. Then she pushed off, crossed the short space between us, and dropped into my lap without hesitation, one knee on either side.
The weight of her settled through me heavy. Her hands cupped my face, thumbs brushing along my jaw, her knees squeezing gently against my hips. “Better than her,” she said again, softer this time.
I let my hands slide up the backs of her thighs, feeling the heat of her skin under the thin denim skirt she’d worn. The fabric bunched in my palms as I worked them higher, her breath catching when my fingers grazed the crease where her legs met her hips. Thong panties.
She leaned in, mouth barely touching mine, speaking into the space we shared. “Write this down: Paula didn’t wait for permission.” Then she kissed me, deep and deliberate, her hips rolling once against me in a slow drag that left no space for doubt about what she might have sought permission for.
I gripped her harder, the muscles in her thighs tensing under my hands. Her tongue pressed into my mouth, her fingers sliding into my hair. She pulled back just enough to look at me, breathing harder now. “You going to stop me?”
“No,” was all I could say. I couldn’t.
Her smile was quick, satisfied. She reached down, tugged my shirt up over my head, dropped it to the floor without caring. Her hands ran over my chest, nails tracing light lines down my stomach before hooking in my waistband.
I shifted forward in the chair, letting her pull my shorts down just enough to free me. She looked down, her lower lip catching between her teeth, then back up with that same measured stare. “Now we’re getting somewhere.” She didn’t notice it appeared red, slightly raw, maybe used.
Her palm wrapped around me, slow at first, then tighter, her thumb sliding over the tip. The rhythm built, her other hand bracing on my shoulder. My grip on her thighs tightened, pulling her closer until she was pressed hard against me, the heat of her body soaking through the thin cotton between us.
She bent forward again, lips at my ear. “Tell me you’re going to remember every second of this even when you’re with her next time.”
I exhaled hard, my hands sliding higher under her skirt until my fingers found the thin strip of fabric covering her. Damp already. I pushed it aside, and she let out a sharp breath against my neck, her hips pressing forward into my hand.
Her forehead rested against mine now, eyes closed, breathing ragged. “You better,” she whispered, and I wasn’t sure if she meant the scene or the memory she was trying to overwrite.
My fingers slid along her, slow at first, feeling her hips twitch against my palm. She pressed harder into me, her breath catching each time I circled back over the spot that made her thighs clamp shakily around my waist.
She lifted her head, eyes locking on mine again, and without breaking that stare she shifted her weight, guiding me with one hand until she was right where she wanted to be. The fabric between us was nothing now, just a thin, damp barrier that she ground against me in a steady roll.
I pushed her skirt higher, bunching it at her waist, the air hitting her skin. She didn’t flinch, didn’t stop. Her hand slid down to grip me again, stroking slow in time with the movement of her hips.
“You can’t write this up soft,” she said, voice low. “You’re need to make it as dirty as possible.”
Her other hand braced on the back of the chair as she shifted forward, the heat of her pressing against me directly when she pulled her underwear aside. I held her hips, steadying her as she sank down onto me in one slow, deliberate move that had her mouth opening with a sharp inhale.
The tight pull around me, the way her muscles gripped and released me with each inch, made my grip on her hips firm enough to make us both shake. She settled into a rhythm, leaning in to kiss me between breaths, her tongue sliding against mine before she pulled back to watch my face.
“Yeah,” she murmured, riding me deeper now, the chair creaking under us. “Better, right?” she whimpered.
I met her pace, lifting into her on each downstroke, my hands sliding from her hips to the curve of her ass, holding her close. She rocked forward, grinding at the end of each thrust, her head tipping back slightly, exposing the line of her throat.
I leaned in, kissing her there, feeling her pulse under my lips. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer, her breath quickening. She pressed her forehead to mine again, her voice breaking just enough to make me push harder.
Her thighs trembled against me, the steady roll of her hips breaking into shorter, sharper movements. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, and I thought about how close that was to Maria, holding her in place while I drove into her until her breath caught hard and she came around me, her whole body tightening in a deep, pulsing wave.
She sagged against me, her chest pressed to mine, breathing fast, skin damp from the heat between us. After a long moment, she tilted her head to my ear and whispered, “Now write that.”
She stayed in my lap, still catching her breath, her thighs warm and slack over mine. My hands rested low on her back, feeling the slow rise and fall against my palms. She pulled in a long breath, then straightened just enough to look at me.
“You think she can top that?” Paula asked, one eyebrow lifting.
I didn’t answer. She smirked like that was the answer, sliding off me slowly, her skirt falling back into place. She bent to pick up my shirt from the floor and tossed it at me, then walked to the counter where she’d left the paper bag.
She opened it, pulling out a sandwich wrapped in butcher paper. “I actually did bring lunch,” she said, unwrapping it halfway and taking a bite without looking back.
I pulled my shorts up, watching the curve of her back, the way her hair stuck to the damp skin at the base of her neck. “You’re just going to eat after that?”
She turned, mouth full, and shrugged. “I’m starving.” She set the sandwich down, came back over, and planted a quick kiss on my jaw. “Besides,” she said, her voice dropping, “I need to leave you with something to think about.”
She grabbed one of the sandwiches, headed for the door. She glanced over her shoulder as she unlocked it. “Don’t let her know I was here,” she said lightly, and then she was gone, the sound of her steps fading down the hallway.
I stood there a moment, the air in the apartment still carrying her scent, my pulse not quite settled of the second time that day. I sat back down at the table, flipped the laptop open. The cursor blinked, waiting. My fingers hovered over the keys, but I couldn’t start.
I’d been back at the table for an hour, but the page on the laptop looked the same as when I’d first sat down. Half a sentence hung there, ending mid-thought, waiting for me to finish it. I kept reading it, adding a word, deleting it, shifting the order, then undoing the change like I was circling the same block without finding a place to stop.
I scrolled up into the earlier section, telling myself I’d just check the rhythm. The first pass felt fine. The second made it all feel wrong. I tapped a key just to hear it, then backspaced.
The chair pressed into my back in a way that made me restless. I pushed it back an inch, leaned forward, then settled halfway between. My legs stretched out until my heels bumped the underside of the opposite chair, then drew back under me, knees tight to the table.
The air had weight to it. Heat in the room held on to me, damp under my arms, along my neck. I rolled my shoulders to loosen it, but it stayed. My eyes burned from staring too long, so I pressed my palms to them until small bursts of color swam across the black.
I stood, the chair legs scraping the floor, and crossed to the sink. The cold tap ran over my hands, over my wrists, until the skin prickled. I cupped my palms and brought the water to my face. It shocked me for a second, then slid away. The relief didn’t last.
Back at the table, I put my fingers to the keys without pressing them. The words I needed felt close, but not in reach. I opened a blank document, the empty space glaring. I typed a few lines in a rush, then froze mid-sentence, reading them back. Nothing landed. I erased them, slower than I’d typed them.
The mug beside me was lighter than I expected when I picked it up. Empty of course. I turned it a little in my hand, set it down carefully so it wouldn’t make a sound. The silence in the room was thick enough to notice.
I glanced at the clock in the corner of the screen. Not late, not early. The kind of time where you should be deep into something, but I wasn’t. My phone lit up with the lock screen glow, then dimmed again without showing anything new.
The cursor kept its slow blink. My chest rose, fell, and I realized I’d been holding air in. I let it go, leaning my weight onto my forearms braced on the edge of the table.
Somewhere past the wall, the hallway boards gave a faint pop, then another. I stopped moving, head turned toward the sound. A beat passed, then another, before the knock came. Three short taps, close together. Not loud, but enough to pull me from the chair and toward the door.
Another knock came, firmer this time. I closed the laptop, pushed the chair back, and crossed to the door. I could barely stay on my feet. My knees were jelly. When I opened it, I found Hannah standing there, leaning on the frame, a book under one arm and a half-smile that didn’t reach her eyes.
“You busy?” she asked.
I stepped aside without answering. If it doesn’t rain, I thought to myself.
She walked in, dropped the book on the counter, and turned to me. “You’ve had a lot of visitors haven’t you.”
I stayed quiet. How did she know? How did Paula know? She nodded like I’d confirmed it. “Good,” she said, moving closer, “just means you’re warmed up.”
She stopped just short of me, close enough that I caught the scent of her under the faint tang of the late afternoon street outside. She tilted her head, studying me like she was trying to figure out which part of the story she was in. How could I tell her there was no story? The day was disappearing without a word getting typed.
“You going to offer me something,” she said, “or just stand there?”
I stepped back toward the kitchen, and she followed, leaning a hip against the counter so I had to turn into her space to get past. Her fingers brushed my arm, barely a touch, more like a reminder she was there.
“That chair,” she said, nodding at the one I’d just been in with Paula. “Sit.”
She gave me a look that made it easier to just do what she said, and so I sat. I was reduced to new levels of depraved passivity. She crossed in front of me, slow, then set both palms flat on the table and leaned down until her face was level with mine.
“You’ve been busy,” she said, voice low. “I can smell it on you.”
My jaw tightened. She smirked, straightened up, and walked behind me. Her hands settled on my shoulders, kneading once before sliding down my chest. “Don’t worry,” she said near my ear, “I’m not here to complain.”
Her fingers traced lower, brushing over my stomach, then stopping just above my waistband. “I’m here to see if you’ve got anything left.”
I turned in the chair, catching her wrist, but she only smiled down at me, eyes sharp. “That’s a yes,” she said, stepping between my knees. She rested one palm on my thigh, the other cupping the side of my jaw.
“Do you write me the same way you write them?”
I met her gaze. “Depends how you want to be written.”
Her mouth twitched like she was holding back a laugh. “You ought to know by now.”
She swung a leg over and settled into my lap, the denim of her jeans rough against my skin where my shorts had ridden up. Her hands framed my face, her thumbs stroking just once along my jaw before she kissed me, firm, with no hesitation.
I gripped her hips, pulling her down until she shifted against me, her breath catching in the kiss. She pulled back just far enough to speak. “Good. Now don’t waste time.”
Her hands slid down my chest, fingers curling into the hem of my shorts. She leaned back just enough to look between us, then tugged them open in two sharp motions, the button popping, zipper rasping. Her eyes flicked up to mine like she was checking if I’d stop her.
I didn’t. I couldn’t. I was worried I’d be flaccid to her touch. But that wasn’t the case.
She shifted her weight, pressed her hips into me as she reached inside, wrapping her hand around my balls slowly, testing her grip. Her lips curved into the smallest smirk when she felt me harden fully in her palm.
“Still plenty left I see,” she murmured.
Her other hand braced on my shoulder as she moved against me, jeans grinding over my thighs. The rough fabric and the pressure of her hand together made my breath come harder. I slid my palms up her sides, over the fitted t-shirt, feeling the warmth of her skin under the thin cotton. Each of them were so different.
She kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue pushing past my lips in quick, deliberate strokes before pulling back to bite gently at my lower lip. “Stand up,” she said.
I did, and she stepped back just enough to turn me toward the table. She pushed me into the edge of it with a firm hand to my chest, then planted herself in front of me, unbuttoning her jeans without breaking eye contact.
The denim slid down over her hips, pooling around her boots. She stepped out of them, kicked them aside, then closed the distance, hooking her fingers in my waistband to pull my shorts lower.
“Let’s make it quick,” she said, voice low, “before someone else knocks.”
I grabbed her hips, spinning her so she was against the table, palms flat on the wood. She looked back at me over her shoulder, eyes sharp, mouth set in a daring half-smile.
“Go on,” she said.
I stepped in, my hands sliding from her waist to the front of her thighs, spreading them just enough to press in against her. The heat coming off her was immediate, the thin strip of fabric between us damp. I pushed it aside, and she shifted her stance, giving me room without a word.
When I slid into her, she exhaled hard, her head dropping forward before she looked back again. “That’s more like it,” she breathed.
My hands tightened on her hips, pulling her back into me until the sound of us meeting filled the space between the short, shallow breaths she was taking. She gripped the edge of the table harder, her knuckles pale, nails scraping over the wood.
I kept the pace even, pushing deeper each time, watching the way her back arched and her shoulders rolled with every drive forward. She glanced over her shoulder again, her hair falling across one eye, lips parted, daring me to keep going.
“Harder,” she said, her voice steady but lower now.
I shifted my stance, feet planted wider, and gave her what she asked for. The table groaned under the rhythm, a hollow knock against the floor each time I drove in. Her breath caught on every other push, her hips rocking back to meet me.
One of my hands slid up her spine, fingers tracing the ridge of her vertebrae before curling around the back of her neck. She leaned into it, pressing her head forward into my grip, the muscles in her back tightening under my palm.
Her other hand left the table and reached back, finding my thigh and holding me there, nails digging in with each thrust. “Don’t stop,” she said, and I didn’t, keeping the same steady force until I felt her hips tremble, her stance falter just enough to tell me she was close.
But I noted, that made three of them saying that.
She came hard and fast, bent over the table, her breath turning into a broken series of whimpers that she tried to swallow. I held her through it, keeping the movement deep but slower now, letting her ride the edge until she pushed back with a sharp breath.
“Turn me,” she said, and I pulled her upright, spinning her so she was perched on the edge of the table, legs still shaking. Her hands went to my chest first, then around my neck, pulling me into another kiss, messy, unguarded, her teeth grazing my lip.
She wrapped her legs around my waist, locking her ankles behind me, and I lifted her slightly off the table to keep driving into her. Her head fell back, mouth open, fingers tangled in my hair as the pace built again.
When her eyes found mine, they were sharp despite the heat between us. “Now you’ll write me the way I want you to,” she said, her voice catching mid-sentence as I pushed harder.
I kissed her again, swallowing the sound she made, and didn’t answer. The table shifted under us, the rhythm deepening, until she broke away to press her forehead to mine, both of us breathing hard, the air between us thick and hot.
Her hands slid down my chest to my stomach, gripping me there as she whispered, “Finish.”
I tightened my grip under her thighs and pushed her back on the table so she was flat, her hair spilling over the edge. Her legs stayed hooked around me, ankles digging in, holding me close. I braced my hands on either side of her ribs and drove into her, the slap of skin and the faint slide of sweat on wood cutting through the sound of our breathing.
Her hands moved over me constantly, scratching along my sides, pulling at my shoulders, cupping the back of my neck to drag my mouth down to hers. She kissed me hard, teeth clashing, then pulled back to gasp, her head tipping to one side as I buried myself in her again.
I adjusted my stance, dragging her hips closer to the edge so I could get deeper. The change made her cry out, one hand gripping the edge of the table while the other covered her mouth, like she’d let more slip than she meant to. I caught her wrist and pulled it away, leaning down so my face was inches from hers.
“Let me hear it,” I said.
She met my eyes, holding there for a beat before she let go, her voice breaking open in a sound that drove straight through me. I kept the rhythm sharp, hips slamming to the same spot over and over until her stomach tensed and her legs clamped tight around me.
Her nails dug into my back when she came again, dragging down to my hips, holding me there until the tremors ran out of her. I stayed inside her, slow now, feeling the heat of her pulse still fluttering around me.
When she finally loosened her grip, I straightened, hands running over her thighs as she sat up on her elbows, flushed and damp, hair sticking to her cheek. She smirked through the uneven rise and fall of her chest.
“You’re going to remember that,” she said, sliding off the table.n What did she say?
She bent to grab her jeans, pulling them up without breaking eye contact, the curve of her mouth daring me to try and top it with someone else. Button done, zipper up, she slung her shirt around her shoulders.
“I’ll let you get back to work,” she said, stepping close enough that her bare chest brushed mine. She kissed me once, slow, deliberate, then turned and let herself out, the latch clicking softly behind her.
I stood there, sinking in the scent of her still hanging in the air, my body humming. Then I glanced at the laptop waiting on the table, the cursor blinking like it knew exactly what I’d just done. But my brains — they felt fucked out.
I walked straight to the table, flipped the laptop open, and stared at the blank document still waiting for me. My fingers hovered, the pulse in my neck still hard enough to hear.
Outside, the building creaked in the late-day heat. My skin was still tacky, my breath still uneven. I thought about Maria’s grip on my neck, Hannah’s smirk over her shoulder, Paula’s nails digging into my back.
The cursor blinked, smug as ever. I cracked my knuckles, rolled my shoulders, and typed the first line before I allowed myself to think about it too much.
“They came to my door like they’d planned it, each of them bringing a different way to ruin me.”
I hit return, typed the title that came to me: Three Strikes, You’re Out, and I snorted to myself, settled back in my chair, and kept it going. Aha, I thought, that’s it: Three strikes!
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