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Chapter 1

I wasn’t expecting anyone.

It was a Thursday night, and I was half-distracted by a beer and the game on TV when the knock came. Two sharp raps—confident, but light.

I set the bottle down and pulled the door open.

She stood there.

Blonde hair spilling over her shoulders, lips glossed and soft, wearing a thin white top that clung to her curves just enough to make my chest tighten. Tight jeans, too, the kind you couldn’t stop staring at.

She smiled up at me. “Hey.”

My first thought: gorgeous. My second: I had no idea who she was.

“Hey,” I said back, leaning against the doorframe, playing it cool.

“You weren’t kidding about living close to the subway,” she teased, stepping past me before I could say a word. She breezed in like she belonged there, dropping her purse on the counter.

I blinked, shutting the door slowly.

She turned to look at me, biting her lip in a way that made my pulse pick up. “What? You’re acting like you’ve never seen me before.”

Oh.

Oh, shit.

Evan.

My brother, my identical twin, the reason people used to get us mixed up in school all the damn time.

She thought I was Evan.

And she didn’t have a clue.

“Just surprised you showed up looking like that,” I said, my voice steady, even as my mind spun.

Her smile deepened. She stepped closer, close enough that her perfume—sweet, light, like vanilla—hit me.

“Thought you’d like it,” she murmured, fingertips brushing my chest like she’d done it a hundred times.

I should’ve corrected her. Told her Evan wasn’t home.

But I didn’t.

I just looked down at her, my breath a little heavier, my hands flexing at my sides.

Her fingers lingered on my chest, nails grazing lightly through the fabric of my T-shirt.

“You’re quiet tonight,” she said, tilting her head up at me. Her lips were so close I could feel her breath, warm and sweet.

I swallowed. “Just… distracted.”

She grinned like she knew exactly what I meant. Then she took my hand—small, soft, warm—and slid it to her waist. “Maybe I can help with that.”

Every instinct screamed at me to stop her. But my hand tightened on her hip.

Her eyes lit up at that, and she moved closer until her body was flush against mine. She smelled incredible. My chest rose and fell faster now, and I knew she could feel how hard I already was against her stomach.

“You missed me that much?” she teased, her voice dropping lower, sultry.

“Yeah,” I murmured, my lips almost brushing her ear.

She bit her lip and stood on tiptoe, kissing me. Soft at first, testing. I didn’t hold back. My mouth claimed hers, deep and hungry, like I’d been waiting for this.

She moaned into my mouth, her fingers fisting my shirt, pulling me down to her.

I pushed her back against the doorframe, hands sliding down her sides, memorizing every curve through her clothes.

Her breath hitched when my hands cupped her ass, lifting her just enough that her legs wrapped around my waist on instinct.

“God, you’re—” she started, but I silenced her with another kiss, harder this time, tasting her like I couldn’t get enough.

Her legs tightened around my waist as I kissed her deeper, tasting her little gasps between each movement of my lips.

I pulled back just enough to look at her—cheeks flushed, pupils blown wide, lips swollen from my kisses.

She started to say something—probably another tease—but I cut her off by spinning her around, pressing her chest gently against the wall.

A soft gasp left her throat. “Oh—”

“Don’t,” I murmured in her ear, my voice low, commanding.

She stilled, her breath shuddering.

My hands slid down her sides, gripping her hips firmly. She arched her back for me like it was instinct.

“You’re so quiet all of a sudden,” I teased, leaning in close enough for my stubble to graze her neck.

“You’re… different tonight,” she breathed, almost like she didn’t know whether to be nervous or thrilled by it.

“Good different?” I asked, letting my fingers toy with the hem of her top, slowly inching it upward.

Her voice wavered. “Yeah… good.”

I smirked. My hands slid up under her shirt, palms brushing her warm skin until I reached her bra. She shivered under my touch.

I kissed the side of her neck, dragging my teeth lightly over her skin just to feel her squirm. She did, letting out a shaky little moan that made my cock twitch against her.

“God, you’re sensitive,” I whispered.

Her hips pressed back into me, desperate.

“You like when I take control, huh?”

She nodded quickly, breathless.

“Good.” My voice came out rougher now as I hooked my thumbs in her waistband, tugging at her jeans.

I kissed down her neck, my hands at her waistband, slowly popping open the button of her jeans.

She let out a breathy little whimper, shifting her weight like she couldn’t stand still.

“Impatient already?” I teased, my lips brushing her ear.

“Maybe,” she whispered, her voice shaky but playful.

I dragged the zipper down inch by inch, feeling her shiver when my knuckles brushed against the soft skin of her stomach.

“Lift,” I ordered quietly.

She obeyed without thinking, raising her hips just enough for me to tug her jeans down over her hips, letting them fall to the floor around her ankles. She stepped out of them slowly, like she knew I was watching every inch of her.

“Turn around.”

She turned, now standing in nothing but her white top and a lacy pair of pale pink panties that made my jaw tighten.

My hands gripped the hem of her shirt, slowly tugging it upward.

Her arms lifted over her head, and I stripped it off, tossing it aside. Her bra matched her panties—soft pink lace, delicate and teasing.

“Pretty,” I murmured, my eyes locked on her.

Her lips parted just slightly, her chest rising and falling faster as I reached behind her, unhooking her bra with practiced ease. It slid off her shoulders, leaving her bare.

Her nipples hardened instantly in the cool air, and I couldn’t resist running my thumbs lightly over them, watching the way her breath hitched.

“You like that?”

She nodded, biting her lip.

“Say it.”

“I like it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

I hooked my thumbs in her panties and dragged them down slowly, letting my fingertips graze her thighs as I went.

When she stepped out of them, she stood there completely naked, looking up at me like she couldn’t decide whether to cover herself or step closer.

I didn’t give her the chance to choose. My hands gripped her hips, pulling her flush against me.

Her body was hot against mine, skin to skin now, her chest pressed to my shirt as I held her there.

“You’re trembling,” I murmured, letting my lips brush her ear.

“I—” She cut herself off with a shaky exhale.

I slid my hand down between us, fingers tracing lower, lower, until I found her already soaked.

“Fuck…” I muttered under my breath, the sound rough and hungry. “You’re so ready for me.”

She whimpered softly, rocking her hips forward just slightly against my hand.

I teased her first, slow circles that made her clutch at my shoulders like she couldn’t stay upright.

“More,” she gasped.

“Not until I say so.”

Her breath caught.

“You like it when I’m in charge, don’t you?”

She nodded quickly, lips parted, completely at my mercy now.

I slipped two fingers inside her slowly, curling them just right, my thumb circling exactly where she needed it.

Her knees buckled. I pinned her to the wall with my body so she couldn’t fall.

“That’s it,” I said low in her ear, feeling her clench around my fingers.

Her nails dug into my back as she moaned, completely unable to stop herself.

“Good girl,” I praised, my pace building until she was gasping, trembling, right on the edge—

“Come for me.”

She did. Hard.

Her cry was muffled against my shoulder as her whole body shook, legs going weak while I held her up, working her through every last wave.

When she finally sagged against me, breathing ragged, I pulled my fingers free slowly, deliberately, letting her feel every inch of the movement.

Her eyes fluttered open, hazy, dazed, and she looked up at me like she wasn’t sure how she was still standing.

“You’re not done yet,” I told her, voice dark and low.

Her pupils widened even more.

Her chest rose and fell fast, her lips parted like she couldn’t quite catch her breath yet.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” I asked, my voice rough.

“Yes,” she breathed immediately, her fingers tightening on my shirt.

“Say it louder.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

That was all I needed.

I spun her around, pressing her palms flat against the wall. Her back arched, offering herself up to me without hesitation.

I shoved my jeans down just enough, stroking myself once as I lined up behind her.

The second I pushed into her, we both groaned—her body hot and impossibly tight around me.

“Fuck,” I hissed, gripping her hips hard as I sank all the way in.

She gasped, forehead against the wall, fingers curling like she was barely holding on.

“God, you feel so good,” I growled, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, hard.

She let out a loud moan, her body jolting forward with the force of it.

“Yeah, you like that?” I asked, already knowing the answer from the way she was clenching around me.

“Yes—oh my god—yes!”

I set a brutal rhythm, each thrust making her cry out louder, my grip firm on her hips as I fucked her exactly how I knew she needed.

Her moans got higher, faster, until she was trembling again.

“You’re close, aren’t you?”

She nodded frantically.

“Good. Don’t hold back.”

The words broke her. She came hard, her walls tightening around me so intensely I had to grit my teeth, holding on as long as I could before finally letting go, spilling inside her with a groan that came from deep in my chest.

I stayed pressed against her for a moment, breathing hard, feeling her body still shivering around me.

When I finally pulled out, she turned her head slightly, looking back at me with flushed cheeks and wide, dazed eyes.

“Jesus,” she whispered, smiling like she couldn’t believe what just happened.

I smirked, tucking myself back in and zipping up.

“We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 2

She leaned back against the wall, still breathing hard, her cheeks flushed pink.

“That…” She laughed softly, a little breathless. “That was… wow.”

I smirked, watching her, still standing close enough that my chest almost brushed hers.

She tilted her head. “You really were different tonight. I mean… you’ve never been that…” She searched for the word. “Rough. Dominant.”

“Didn’t like it?” I asked, raising a brow.

Her lips curled into a slow grin. “Oh, I liked it. Just surprised me.”

I stepped closer, my hand coming up to brush her hair back from her face. “Maybe I was just holding back before.”

“Mm.” Her eyes flicked over me, curious. “Guess I just didn’t know you had this side.”

“Maybe you don’t know me as well as you think you do.”

That made her pause. Her brows furrowed slightly, like a tiny seed of doubt had planted itself.

“You okay?” I asked smoothly, making sure my voice stayed calm, playful.

“Yeah… just—” She let out a soft laugh. “God, I feel like I barely recognize you right now.”

“Maybe you should stop talking,” I murmured, my hand sliding to the back of her neck.

Her lips parted in surprise, eyes locking on mine.

“Because if you wanna use your mouth…” I gave her a slow, deliberate smirk, stepping closer until she had to tilt her chin up to meet my gaze. “…I can find a better use for it.”

Her breath hitched right as I guided her down, my hand firm on the back of her neck until she was on her knees in front of me, looking up with wide eyes and a flushed face.

She knelt in front of me, lips parted, breathing quick, eyes locked on mine like she already knew what I wanted.

I stroked myself slowly, deliberately, standing over her.

Her gaze followed every movement, her tongue slipping out just slightly to wet her lips.

“You look eager,” I teased, letting the head of my cock hover just inches from her mouth.

“I am,” she admitted softly, almost pleading.

“Yeah?” I tilted my head, smirking. “Then show me how bad you want it.”

She leaned forward to take me in her mouth—

But I stepped back just enough to make her miss.

Her eyes widened.

“Not yet,” I said firmly.

I dragged the tip across her cheek, slow and deliberate, then across the other side. Her breath hitched, and she let out a soft, desperate whimper.

“You’re gonna wait until I say so,” I told her, my voice low and commanding.

I tapped it lightly against her lips, then smirked as I let it slap against her cheek—not hard, but just enough to make her eyes go even wider.

“You like that?”

She nodded, biting her lip.

“Say it.”

“I… like it,” she whispered, her voice shaky but honest.

“Good girl.”

I ran the tip along her bottom lip, slow and teasing.

“You’ll get it,” I murmured, my hand still stroking lazily, “but not until I’m convinced you deserve it.”

Her hands came up to rest on my thighs, her body shifting closer on her knees. “Please,” she breathed, her voice dripping with need.

I chuckled darkly, brushing the head across her lips one more time, just barely letting her taste me.

“Beg better.”

Her eyes flashed with frustration and want all at once, and she tried again, her voice trembling but stronger this time.

“Please… let me have it. I want you in my mouth so bad. Please.”

I grinned.

“Yeah, that’s more like it.”

She stayed on her knees, looking up at me, eyes wide and eager.

“Not yet,” I murmured, brushing the head of my cock across her lips again, slow and deliberate.

Her tongue darted out to lick the tip, just barely, a soft moan escaping her throat.

“Good,” I praised, one hand in her hair, the other stroking lazily. “Kiss it.”

She pressed her lips to the tip, then along the length, slow, soft kisses from base to head, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Use that tongue.”

She dragged it along the underside, slow and deliberate, circling the head when she reached the top.

“Yeah, just like that…” My voice dropped lower, rougher.

My hand tightened in her hair as I guided her lower. “Kiss my balls.”

Her lips brushed against them gently at first, but when I gave her a slight nod, she grew bolder—kissing, then sucking one into her mouth, then the other, her tongue warm and wet against me.

“Fuck…” I groaned, my head tipping back briefly at the sensation.

“Both,” I told her, voice low and firm.

She obeyed, sucking them together, her tongue working between them as her hands slid up to stroke the length of my cock at the same time.

I looked down at her, the sight of her mouth on me making my chest tighten with pure hunger.

“Yeah… you look perfect like that.”

When she finally looked up at me again, lips swollen, a little saliva glistening at the corners of her mouth, I cupped her cheek with my free hand.

“You’ve been good.” My voice was rough, dark.

“Want it,” she whispered, her voice wrecked, desperate.

I smirked, stroking her cheek with my thumb.

“Open wide, baby.”

Her lips parted instantly, mouth wide, eyes still locked on mine like she couldn’t wait another second.

“That’s it,” I murmured, sliding the head of my cock past her lips, just enough for her to taste me.

She moaned softly, the sound vibrating around me.

“Deeper,” I ordered, my hand firm on the back of her head as I guided her lower.

She took me in slowly, her tongue pressing against the underside, eyes fluttering but never leaving mine.

“Good girl,” I praised, my voice low, rough, as I guided her all the way until her lips brushed my base.

She gagged softly but didn’t pull back—just swallowed around me, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes as she stayed there.

“Fuck… you take me so well,” I groaned, pulling her back up just to push her down again, setting the pace I wanted.

Her hands gripped my thighs, steadying herself as I moved her, each thrust of my hips making her throat tighten around me.

“Look at you…” I muttered, my thumb brushing away the spit at the corner of her mouth as she looked up, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy and perfect.

“Yeah, that’s it—take it deeper.”

She moaned around me, the vibrations making my hips jerk forward.

“Fuck—don’t stop. Just like that.”

I felt the tension building, my grip on her hair tightening as I guided her faster, rougher now.

Her eyes watered as I hit the back of her throat, but she stayed with me, sucking hard as her tongue pressed in perfect rhythm.

“You’re gonna swallow every drop,” I growled, my voice dropping even lower, harsher.

Her muffled moan told me she wanted it.

A few more thrusts, and I finally let go, groaning deep from my chest as I spilled into her mouth.

She swallowed greedily, keeping her lips around me, not letting a single drop escape.

When I finally pulled out, she licked her lips, breathing hard, eyes still hazy but burning with desire.

“Good fucking girl,” I praised, my hand cupping her chin, tilting her face up toward mine.


Chapter 3

I helped her up, my hand still on her chin, and kissed her—hard, deep, tasting myself on her tongue.

She kissed me back just as hungrily, her fingers curling in my shirt as if she didn’t want to let me go.

Without breaking the kiss, I guided her backward until her legs hit the couch. She collapsed onto it with a soft laugh, still flushed and wrecked.

I sat down beside her, one hand sliding up her thigh, slow and possessive.

“You’re insatiable,” I teased, kissing along her jaw, down her neck.

“You’re one to talk,” she shot back with a grin, eyes still hazy but playful.

I smirked, my fingers drifting higher until I brushed against her, still warm and slick from earlier.

She let out a soft gasp. “Oh my god…”

“You’re still wet for me?” I asked, my voice low, teasing.

She bit her lip and nodded, her hand reaching out to cup me through my jeans.

“Seems like you’re ready again too,” she teased back.

“Always.”

I kissed her again, harder this time, my fingers pressing just enough to make her hips twitch forward.

“You want more?” I murmured against her lips.

“Do you even have to ask?”

I chuckled, sliding my hand higher, teasing her until she let out a needy whimper.

“Round two’s gonna be slower,” I warned, my lips brushing her ear. “Deeper. Longer. Until you’re begging me to stop.”

Her breath caught. “Good.”

I stood, pulling my shirt over my head and tossing it aside.

Her eyes trailed down my chest, over the lines of my stomach, lingering lower as I shoved my jeans and boxers down.

I caught her staring and smirked. “Like what you see?”

“Mm-hm,” she murmured, biting her lip.

“Good.”

I stepped back to her, kneeling between her legs as I pushed her gently onto her back.

I kissed her—slow this time, deep but unhurried—before trailing my mouth down to her jaw, her neck, her collarbone.

She arched slightly under me as I licked and sucked softly at her skin, leaving faint marks along her chest.

When my mouth reached her breasts, I didn’t rush.

I cupped one, rolling her nipple between my fingers as I kissed the other, my tongue flicking over it in slow, teasing circles.

She gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair, trying to guide me—but I ignored her, moving at my own pace.

I switched sides, sucking her other nipple into my mouth, gently tugging until she whimpered, her hips shifting against the couch.

“You’re needy,” I teased, glancing up at her.

“You’re cruel,” she shot back, breathless, a small smile tugging at her lips.

“Not cruel,” I corrected, kissing lower—across her stomach, just above her hips—while my hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wider.

“Just making sure you’re ready.”

“I’m ready,” she whispered, voice shaking.

“I don’t think you are.”

I kissed her inner thigh, slow and soft, then the other, working higher and higher until she was squirming.

“You smell so fucking good,” I murmured, dragging my tongue lightly just beside where she wanted it most.

“Please…” she begged, her voice barely more than a whimper.

“Beg prettier,” I teased, my lips hovering over her.

She looked down at me, flushed, desperate. “Please, baby. I need your mouth. Please eat me out.”

I grinned, finally pressing my tongue flat against her.

She moaned loud, her hips jerking up against my mouth as I started slow, savoring every reaction, every sound.

Her moan vibrated through the room the second my tongue slid over her, slow and deliberate.

I kept it unhurried, tasting her in long strokes, letting my lips seal around her clit just enough to make her twitch.

She whimpered, fingers gripping the couch cushions. “Oh my god…”

“Relax,” I murmured against her, my breath hot on her.

I slipped two fingers inside her slowly, curling them just right as my tongue circled lazily.

“Fuuuuck,” she gasped, her hips rocking forward.

I grinned against her, loving the way she was already losing herself, before pulling back just slightly.

Her whine made me chuckle. “Not yet, baby.”

I pressed my hands under her thighs, lifting her hips higher, until her ass tilted up perfectly for me.

She froze for half a second—then moaned when she felt my tongue drag lower, teasing just around her rim.

“Oh—fuck,” she panted, her hands flying to my hair.

I alternated—fingers working inside her while my tongue flicked back and forth between her pussy and ass, slow, messy, deliberate.

“Holy shit—holy shit,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she squirmed in my grip.

“Good girl,” I praised, my voice muffled as I switched back to sucking her clit, my fingers thrusting deep while my tongue teased lower again.

She was trembling now, completely undone, every sound she made raw and unfiltered.

“You’re close,” I muttered against her, feeling her walls flutter around my fingers.

“Yes—fuck—don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

I didn’t. I kept the same pace, licking and sucking, my fingers curling deeper until she shattered, crying out loud as her whole body shook violently in my hands.

I held her up, working her through it, until she collapsed back onto the couch, panting, her legs still twitching.

“Goddamn,” she breathed, her head falling back.

I smirked, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “We’re nowhere near done.”


Chapter 4

She lay there sprawled on the couch, chest rising and falling fast, her thighs still trembling.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her voice wrecked but with a little laugh behind it. “I need… a second.”

I grinned, kissing her knee before standing up.

“Sure. Catch your breath.”

She watched me as I walked into the kitchen, still naked, her eyes trailing down my back.

I opened the fridge, rummaging for a second before my hand landed on the can of whipped cream.

Perfect.

When I turned around holding it, her eyes widened.

“Oh my god,” she said, half-laughing, half-shocked.

“What?” I smirked, walking back toward her slowly.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

I knelt back down between her legs, the metal can cool against her thigh as I pressed it there for just a second, making her jump.

“Cold,” she gasped.

“Yeah,” I murmured, smirking as I shook the can. “You’ll like it.”

I pressed the nozzle, letting a slow swirl of whipped cream land right on her nipple.

She inhaled sharply, eyes locked on me.

“Fuck…”

I leaned forward, licking it off slowly, sucking her nipple into my mouth until she moaned again.

Then I trailed the can lower, squirting a line down her stomach, ending just above her clit.

“Messy,” she breathed, biting her lip.

“That’s the point.”

I followed the trail with my tongue, licking it up slowly, deliberately, until I reached the very end.

She whimpered, her hips already lifting for me again.

“Thought you needed a second?” I teased, grinning up at her.

“Shut up,” she whispered, already flushed and ready again.

I pressed another quick swirl of cream right on her clit this time, grinning as she gasped at the cold sensation. And then my mouth was on her again.

I pulled back slowly, my tongue lingering one last time before I sat up on my knees.

Her chest rose and fell fast, her lips parted, eyes hazy with that blissed-out look.

I gave her a crooked grin and shook the can. Pssshhh.

Her brows raised. “Oh, you’re—”

Before she could finish, I tilted the can and sprayed a messy swirl of whipped cream along the length of my cock.

Her mouth dropped open. “Oh my god.”

“You wanted dessert, didn’t you?” I teased, my voice low, rough.

Her laugh was breathless, short, but the way her eyes darkened told me exactly what she wanted.

“Clean it up,” I ordered, my hand cupping her chin, tilting her face up toward me.

She crawled forward on her knees, lips parting as she leaned in to drag her tongue along the underside, slow and deliberate.

“Good girl…” I muttered, watching her work, my hand in her hair as she licked every drop.

She moved up, sucking the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue to get the last bit.

“Not done.”

I shook the can again, pressing a dollop right on my balls.

Her eyes widened, then she grinned, lowering her mouth to kiss and suck them clean, her tongue warm and wet as she worked them both.

“Fuck…” I groaned, my hips jerking slightly as she alternated between licking me clean and stroking me with her hands.

“Missed a spot,” I teased, pointing to a streak of cream on my inner thigh.

She smirked and leaned down, licking it off slowly, deliberately, her tongue dragging across my skin.

When she looked up at me again, her mouth glistening, eyes burning with lust, I gripped the back of her neck firmly.

“Now,” I said, my voice dark and low, “you’re gonna take every inch. No stopping this time.”

I yanked her up by the back of her neck, kissing her hard, deep, tasting the sweetness of whipped cream still on her lips.

When I pulled back, I spun her around, bending her over the arm of the couch in one rough motion.

She gasped, her hands bracing on the cushions.

“You ready for me?” I asked, my cock brushing against her slick entrance.

“Yes,” she breathed instantly, voice wrecked.

“Say it better.”

She turned her head slightly, eyes half-lidded, desperate. “Please… fuck me. Hard.”

“Good girl.”

I slid inside her in one smooth thrust, both of us groaning at how tight she still was.

“Fuck…” I muttered, gripping her hips as I pulled out and slammed back in, hard enough to make her cry out.

The angle let me get deep, every thrust hitting exactly where she needed.

She clutched the couch cushions, moaning louder and louder with every hard snap of my hips.

“God, you feel incredible,” I growled, leaning over her, one hand sliding up to grip her throat lightly, pulling her back just enough so I could murmur in her ear.

“You like when I ruin you like this?”

“Yes—fuck—yes!”

I slammed into her harder, my other hand reaching down to rub her clit in tight circles.

She let out a broken scream as she came again, her walls clenching around me so hard I almost lost it.

I didn’t slow down—if anything, I fucked her through it, relentless, her moans turning to gasps as her legs started trembling.

“You’re gonna take all of it,” I growled, my thrusts getting faster, rougher.

“Yes—yes—fuck—”

Her voice was wrecked, her body collapsing forward as I held her hips and finally let go, spilling deep inside her with a guttural groan.

I stayed there for a moment, breathing hard, still buried deep in her, her body twitching as aftershocks rolled through her.

When I finally pulled out, she collapsed onto the couch, completely boneless, her cheek pressed to the cushion as she panted.

I leaned down, kissing the back of her neck softly.

“Round three’s gonna be even better.”


Chapter 5

She was still catching her breath when I leaned down, kissed her shoulder, and murmured, “Come on.”

Her legs were shaky as I helped her up, her hair a mess, her cheeks flushed bright pink.

“Where—”

“Bedroom,” I said simply, my hand firm on her lower back as I guided her toward the hallway.

She stumbled a little, still wobbly from how hard I’d just wrecked her, and laughed softly. “Jesus, I don’t know if I can even walk.”

“You’ll manage,” I teased, giving her ass a playful slap as she squeaked and swatted at me.

We walked past the first door on the right—Evan’s room.

Her eyes flicked to it briefly. “Oh, do you have a roommate?”

I didn’t even slow my pace. “Yeah.”

“Oh,” she said, like it wasn’t a big deal. “Cool.”

I smirked to myself but didn’t say more, steering her straight into my room.

The second the door shut behind us, I spun her around, pinning her against it, kissing her hard like I hadn’t just fucked her twice already.

She moaned into my mouth, her fingers fisting my hair instantly as if she’d been waiting for me to take her again.

“Bed,” I muttered against her lips, pulling her toward it.

She collapsed onto it, sprawled out and ready, her lips curled into a messy little smile. “I’m… so not done with you.”

“Good,” I said, crawling onto the bed after her, my hand already sliding up her thigh again.

She lay back on the bed, her chest still rising and falling fast, lips parted like she couldn’t decide if she wanted to laugh or beg for more.

I reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a bottle of lotion.

Her brows lifted. “Oh?”

“You’ll see,” I murmured, squirting some into my palm and rubbing my hands together slowly.

I started at her shoulders, massaging in firm, slow circles. She let out a soft moan, her eyes fluttering shut.

“Mmm… that feels amazing.”

“Good,” I said, my thumbs digging just enough into the knots along her neck.

I kissed along her collarbone as I worked my hands lower, spreading the lotion across her arms, down to her wrists, taking my time with every inch.

Her breathing deepened, a little shiver running through her as I slid lower to her stomach, massaging in slow, teasing circles.

“You’re being… nice,” she teased softly, her eyes still closed.

“Don’t get used to it.”

I squirted more lotion into my hands, rubbing them together before gliding down to her thighs, kneading slowly, deliberately.

Each time my thumbs pressed inward just a little too close to where she wanted me, she twitched.

“Tease,” she whispered, smiling faintly.

“Always.”

I slid my hands lower, massaging down her calves, her ankles, then back up again—this time letting my thumbs drift between her thighs, just barely brushing against her.

She gasped softly, her hips lifting slightly.

“Relax,” I murmured, leaning down to kiss her knee before dragging my lips higher, closer, but still not where she wanted.

“You’re so mean,” she breathed, but her voice was already shaky.

I grinned. “Mean would be stopping now.”

I massaged higher, my hands spreading lotion across her hips, my thumbs finally grazing her clit in one slow stroke.

Her moan came out broken, needy.

I squeezed a bit more lotion into my palms, rubbing my hands together slowly before moving them up to her chest.

Her breath hitched the second my hands cupped her breasts, warm and slick now, my thumbs brushing over her nipples in slow, deliberate circles.

“Mmm… god,” she whispered, arching her back slightly into my touch.

I massaged them slowly, kneading each one in turn, rolling her nipples between my fingers just enough to make her gasp.

Her lips parted wider, soft moans spilling out as I alternated between squeezing and teasing, taking my time with every movement.

“You like when I touch you here, huh?” I murmured, my thumbs circling her nipples again, watching them harden even more.

“Yes,” she breathed instantly.

“Yeah, you do.”

I leaned down, licking one nipple slowly, sucking it into my mouth while my other hand kept massaging her other breast.

She moaned louder, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I switched sides, my tongue teasing the other nipple before I finally pulled back, still kneeling between her legs.

“Push them together for me.”

Her brows furrowed slightly, but she obeyed, squeezing her breasts together with her hands.

“Good girl.”

I slid forward, guiding my cock between them, the lotion making it smooth and effortless as I pressed my length between the soft swell of her cleavage.

“Oh, fuck…” I muttered, looking down at her perfect tits wrapped around me.

She glanced up, biting her lip, her tongue darting out to lick the head each time it got close to her mouth.

“Holy shit,” I groaned, rocking my hips slowly as her breasts squeezed tighter around me, her warm tongue teasing me at the tip every time I slid forward.

“Like that?” she teased softly.

“Yeah, baby… just like that.”

Her soft tits squeezed around me perfectly, warm and slick with lotion as I thrust between them.

She kept her eyes on mine, tongue darting out to lick the head each time it came close to her lips.

“Fuck… you look unreal like this,” I groaned, my hands gripping her breasts tighter, pushing them together as I picked up the pace.

She moaned softly, her lips parting wider as I slid faster between her cleavage, the friction perfect and wet.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I muttered, hips snapping forward harder. “Just like that—keep looking at me.”

Her tongue flicked the tip each time it passed her mouth, sending shocks of pleasure straight through me.

“Holy fuck—keep going.”

I thrust faster, rougher now, my breath heavy as the pressure built fast and hard.

“You’re so fucking hot like this,” I groaned, my abs tightening as I felt it coming.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice breathless, teasing. “Come for me.”

That pushed me over the edge.

“Fuck—” I growled, jerking forward one last time as I spilled across her chest, streaks of cum landing on her tits, glistening against her flushed skin.

She looked down at the mess, then back up at me with a wicked grin.

“Goddamn,” I muttered, still catching my breath as I rubbed it over her tits with both hands, smearing it across her nipples until she let out a soft moan.

“You’re filthy,” I teased.

“And you love it,” she shot back, smirking as her fingers dipped down between her thighs, already teasing herself again.

I laughed low, shaking my head. “Oh, we’re not stopping yet.”


Chapter 6

I leaned down, kissing along her chest one last time before grabbing the lotion again.

Her brows lifted, a teasing smile tugging at her lips. “You’re not done with that?”

“Not even close,” I muttered, squirting a generous amount into my hands.

I guided her to roll over onto her stomach. “Face down, baby.”

She obeyed, resting her head on her arms as I straddled her thighs, my hands smoothing over her back.

I massaged her shoulders first—firm, deliberate circles—then slowly worked my way down her spine.

“Mmm,” she hummed softly, already melting into the bed. “God, that feels so good.”

I pressed deeper, kneading her lower back, her hips, making her sigh with every pass of my hands.

“Not even at the good part yet,” I teased, my voice low.

She gave a breathless little laugh. “Oh, I’m sure.”

I spread more lotion across her ass, my thumbs digging into the firm curve of each cheek, kneading slow and deliberate.

Her breath hitched the second my thumbs slid inward, parting her slightly as I massaged her deeper, closer to where she really wanted me.

“God…” she whispered, her voice shaky.

I leaned down, kissing the back of her neck as my hands gripped her cheeks tighter, spreading them further apart.

“Perfect,” I muttered under my breath, letting one slick finger brush slowly over her rim.

She gasped, jerking slightly.

“Relax,” I murmured, kissing her shoulder as I circled it teasingly.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, her hips lifting slightly as I massaged her there, slow and gentle but deliberate, alternating between kneading her cheeks and teasing her hole with slick fingers.

“You’re so sensitive here,” I said softly, my voice deep and amused as I rubbed her with long, slow motions.

She moaned softly, turning her head to glance back at me with flushed cheeks and blown pupils.

“Feels so good…” she whispered.

“Yeah, it does.”

I let my finger press in just slightly—barely inside her—before pulling back to massage her ass again, taking my time with every teasing movement.

I spread her cheeks wider, my hands firm on her hips.

She let out a shaky breath, her face turning to the side against the pillow, already flushed.

“Stay still,” I murmured, leaning down.

The first swipe of my tongue over her rim made her whole body jolt.

“Ohhh—fuck—” she gasped, gripping the sheets tight.

I licked her again, slower this time, circling her hole with deliberate, teasing strokes before pressing the tip of my tongue against her.

Her moan came out broken, her hips rocking slightly even as I held her in place.

“Holy shit…” she breathed, her voice high and desperate.

I kept going, alternating between long, slow licks and firmer pressure, working her up inch by inch.

Her hands fisted in the sheets tighter, her thighs trembling as my tongue worked her deeper, wetter.

“God, that feels so—oh my god—”

I groaned against her, loving the way she reacted, loving the way she was completely giving herself over to it.

I slid one hand between her legs, pressing two fingers into her pussy as my tongue circled her rim, stroking her just right inside while licking her relentlessly from behind.

She buried her face in the pillow, muffling a loud, raw moan.

“Fuck—fuck—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

I sped up, tongue working her ass in long, deep licks while my fingers curled inside her exactly where she needed them.

Her hips started jerking helplessly, every muscle in her body tight as she reached the edge fast.

“Oh my god—I’m—”

She came hard, clenching around my fingers as her entire body shook, her legs trembling so badly I had to hold her in place.

I didn’t let up, licking her slowly even as her orgasm pulsed through her, savoring every sound, every twitch of her hips.

When she finally collapsed forward, completely spent, I kissed her ass softly, still spreading her cheeks with my hands.

“You taste so fucking good,” I muttered, voice rough.

She was still trembling when I kissed her lower back softly, my hands trailing down her hips.

“Stay just like that,” I murmured.

Her breath hitched as I nudged her thighs closer together, my palms guiding her legs until they were pressed tight.

“Oh…” she breathed, glancing over her shoulder at me, her cheeks flushed and lips parted.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I muttered, kneeling behind her, my cock sliding along her slick folds.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned as I pushed forward, sinking into her slowly.

Her gasp was sharp, loud—“Oh my god—”

The position made her so much tighter, every inch of me buried deep inside her as her legs squeezed together.

“Jesus Christ…” I hissed, my hands gripping her hips hard as I pulled almost all the way out before thrusting back in.

Her moan came out broken, muffled as her forehead dropped to the bed.

“You feel… unreal,” I muttered, my voice low and rough, snapping my hips forward again.

Each thrust drove deeper than before, the angle perfect, her pussy squeezing me so tight I could barely hold back.

“God, you’re so fucking tight like this,” I groaned, picking up the pace as my hands slid up her back, pressing her down so her chest flattened against the sheets.

She gasped, moaning louder and louder with each hard snap of my hips.

“Please—don’t stop—”

“I’m not fucking stopping,” I growled, thrusting deeper, harder, my cock dragging against every perfect spot inside her.

Her cries turned frantic, her body jerking back to meet me even as I held her legs together tight.

“Yeah, take it—fuck—take all of it,” I muttered, my thrusts sharp and relentless now, every inch of me slamming deep.

Her moans grew high, frantic, and I felt her clenching harder, about to break.

“Come for me,” I ordered, my voice rough and commanding.

She shattered, screaming into the sheets as her pussy pulsed tight around me, pulling me over the edge.

“Fuck—” I groaned deep, spilling inside her, hips jerking as I fucked her through every last wave.

When I finally slowed, I stayed buried in her, breathing hard, my hands stroking down her sides slowly.

“You’re unreal,” I muttered, still pressed against her back.

I stayed deep inside her, my chest pressed to her back, both of us breathing hard.

She let out a shaky laugh, her cheek turned against the sheets. “Jesus… you’re insane.”

“Mm. You love it,” I murmured against her ear, my hands gliding down her sides, feeling every curve of her body.

“I can’t… even think right now,” she whispered, her voice soft and wrecked.

“Good,” I muttered, rocking my hips slowly, still buried deep inside her.

She gasped, her whole body shivering as I ground into her, dragging my cock against every sensitive spot inside her.

“God… you’re still hard?” she breathed.

“Yeah, baby. And you’re still so fucking tight.”

I kissed her shoulder, slow and soft, while my hips kept a steady, teasing rhythm—deep and deliberate.

Her moans started again, quieter this time but just as needy, her body trembling under me as I stayed inside her.

“You look wrecked,” I murmured against her neck. “Can feel how ruined you are. And you love it.”

She whimpered softly, turning her head just enough for me to kiss her—slow, filthy, tongues tangling while I never stopped grinding inside her.

“You’re so perfect like this,” I muttered between kisses.

Her hand reached back, clutching at my thigh weakly as another soft moan slipped out.

“God, I can’t stop…” I groaned, hips pressing deeper as I kissed her harder, swallowing every broken little sound she made.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered against my mouth.

“Not a fucking chance.”

I kept the slow rhythm, grinding deep inside her with every roll of my hips.

She gasped softly each time, her body twitching under me as I kissed along her neck and shoulder.

“God, you feel so fucking good,” I muttered against her skin, my hand sliding up to cup her breast, my thumb brushing her nipple in lazy circles.

She whimpered, her hips pressing back to meet me even though she was clearly spent.

“You’re perfect like this,” I whispered, kissing her jaw before pressing my forehead to her temple.

Each deep thrust made her walls flutter around me again, squeezing me tighter and tighter until I could barely hold back.

“Fuck… I’m gonna fill you again,” I groaned, my voice low and rough.

“Yes…” she breathed, her voice soft but desperate.

That single word broke me.

I pressed in as deep as I could, hips grinding tight to her ass as I came hard, spilling deep inside her.

“Fuuuuck…” I muttered, my breath heavy, still rocking my hips through every wave, keeping myself buried in her until there wasn’t a single drop left.

When I finally stilled, I stayed there, chest pressed to her back, both of us panting.

She laughed softly, her voice wrecked. “You’re… unreal.”

“Mm. You’ve got no idea,” I muttered, kissing her shoulder as I finally pulled out slowly, watching my cum drip out of her.

I slid down beside her, pulling her back against my chest, my hand stroking over her stomach.

She turned her head just enough to kiss me lazily, messy and deep, both of us still catching our breath.


Chapter 8

She was still sprawled against my chest, her body warm and slick with sweat.

I kissed the side of her neck, slow and lazy, my hand sliding down to rest on her thigh.

“You’re ridiculous,” she whispered, her voice completely wrecked.

“Mm. You love it.”

“Unfortunately… yeah,” she teased, her lips curling into a faint smile.

For a few moments, it was quiet—just her soft breathing and my fingers tracing patterns over her skin.

Then she glanced toward the door.

“So…” she started, her voice casual but curious, “your roommate—are they home right now?”

I smirked. “Nah. Not tonight.”

She turned her head to look at me, brows raised. “You didn’t tell me you lived with someone.”

“Guess it just never came up,” I said smoothly, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek.

“Oh. Are they cool?” she asked, her tone still light but just curious enough.

“Yeah,” I said with a faint grin. “We’re… close.”

Her smile widened a little. “I’ll have to meet them sometime.”

“Mm. Yeah.”

I leaned in, kissing her slow, deep, my hand sliding up her thigh again.

She pulled back slightly, grinning. “What, you’re already—?”

“If you’re gonna keep using your mouth to talk…” I murmured, my voice low and teasing, my fingers curling under her chin to tilt her face up to mine.

“…I’ll find a better use for it.”

Before she could reply, I gently pushed her down onto her back, already guiding her legs open as I smirked down at her.

I slid between her legs, pushing them up slowly until her knees were bent tight against her chest.

Her eyes widened a little. “Oh…”

“Yeah,” I murmured, kissing her softly, my cock brushing against her slick entrance. “Just like this.”

I pushed inside her in one smooth thrust, groaning at how deep it let me go.

She gasped, her fingers clutching my shoulders. “Oh my god—”

“Feel that?” I whispered against her lips, rolling my hips slow and deliberate, burying myself as deep as possible each time.

“Yes… fuck, yes—”

I kissed her hard, swallowing her moans as I kept a steady rhythm, every thrust deep, every movement grinding perfectly against her.

Her legs trembled in my grip, her hands running down my back, holding on like she couldn’t get close enough.

“God, you’re so tight like this,” I muttered, my lips brushing her jaw as I picked up the pace just slightly.

“Holy shit—” she gasped, her voice breaking.

“Look at me,” I ordered softly, my forehead pressed to hers.

Her hazy eyes met mine, her lips parting as her moans grew louder with every thrust.

“That’s it. Keep your eyes on me while I ruin you.”

She whimpered, nodding frantically, her nails digging into my skin as I drove deeper, harder now, my hips snapping forward in perfect rhythm.

“You’re perfect,” I muttered, kissing her again, slow and filthy, our tongues tangling as I kept fucking her deep, relentless but controlled.

Her walls fluttered around me, tighter, desperate—she was close again.

“Come for me, baby,” I whispered against her lips, never stopping. “Come while I’m looking right at you.”

Her entire body arched, her scream muffled against my mouth as she came hard, clenching around me so tightly I couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Fuck—” I groaned, spilling deep inside her again, hips grinding until every drop was buried in her.

I collapsed onto her chest, kissing her slow, lazy, both of us panting hard but not pulling apart.

“You’re fucking mine,” I murmured against her lips.

She kissed me back, dazed, with the faintest smile. “Yeah… I know.”

I stayed inside her for a moment longer, our foreheads pressed together as we both caught our breath.

Finally, I pulled out slowly, watching my cum drip from her as I rolled to the side and pulled her into my chest.

She curled against me without hesitation, her fingers tracing lazy circles across my stomach.

For a while, neither of us said anything—just the sound of our breathing and the faint hum of the city outside the window.

I kissed her hair, slow and lingering, my hand stroking down her spine.

“You’re trouble,” she whispered, her voice soft and amused.

“Mm. You love it.”

She smiled faintly, not denying it.

I tilted her chin up and kissed her, deep but unhurried, tasting her one more time as she melted against me.

“You’re not gonna forget tonight,” I murmured against her lips.

Her eyes were hazy, her cheeks still flushed. “Not a chance.”

I smirked, kissing her again, my hand sliding down to squeeze her ass lightly.

She let out a soft laugh, kissing me back, slow and filthy, as if we hadn’t already gone at it all night.

Just as I started to roll her onto her back again—

Knock knock.

Both of us froze.

We both sat frozen for a beat, the knock echoing through the apartment.

“Maybe it’s your roommate,” she said softly, grabbing the blanket to half-cover herself.

“Maybe,” I murmured, kissing her again, slow and deep, pretending not to care.

The knock came again, louder this time.

I smirked against her lips. “Ignore it.”

She let out a soft laugh, relaxing back into the bed as I kissed down her neck.

Then—

The bedroom door swung open.

She yelped, clutching the blanket to her chest as another man stepped inside—same build, same face, same everything.

Her eyes went wide, her jaw dropping. “What the—”

Evan stood in the doorway, staring at the two of us in bed.

“Well,” he said flatly, eyes cutting straight to me. “Looks like you’ve been busy.”

Her gaze whipped between the two of us, panic and confusion written all over her face.

“You—there’s two of you?!” she gasped.

I just leaned back against the headboard, completely calm, one arm draped lazily over her waist.

“Surprise,” I said with a slow, smug grin.

Evan’s brow furrowed. “You’ve gotta be kidding me.”

She looked at me, then at him, then back at me again—utterly speechless.

And I just smiled.
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