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Chapter 1
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Sam woke into me like there had never been a time he had to wake alone. He didn’t open his eyes at first, just shifted closer, dragging the warmth of sleep with him as he pressed along my side, his leg sliding over mine in a careless claim that would have been unthinkable a year ago. His mouth found my shoulder without searching, lips brushing skin in a slow, absent rhythm that belonged to habit rather than need, and for a moment he stayed there, breathing me in as though that alone was enough to confirm the world had held together through the night. It had, because I had seen to that with a surgical precision that left no room for the entropy of the old world. I let him linger, watching the way his body moved without hesitation now, how easily he settled into contact, how completely the instinct to brace himself had been removed from him. There was no tension left in the way he touched me, no calculation beneath it, none of the old reflexes that used to sharpen every movement into something defensive. He had learned, piece by piece, that nothing in his immediate reach would harm him, and the lesson had taken root so deeply it no longer required reinforcement. The trauma that once lived in the marrow of his bones had been siphoned out, replaced by a pliant, terrifyingly perfect trust that felt heavy and warm against my skin. I could feel the steady, rhythmic thrum of his heart against my ribs, a domestic sound that masked the absolute void I had carefully constructed around us.

His hand drifted up my chest, fingers spreading, then tightening slightly as if to confirm I was still there, still solid, still his. “You're awake,” he said, his voice rough with sleep, more of an accusation than a question. I told him I was waiting for him to catch up, turning just enough to bring his mouth where I wanted it. He smiled against me, the expression soft and unguarded, and kissed me properly this time, slower, deliberate, still carrying the residue of whatever dream he had just left behind. It dissolved quickly. I didn’t need to reach for it, didn’t need to pull it apart or soften it further, as it had already lost its shape before it could become anything that mattered. His devotion was a physical weight, a thick, suffocating blanket of his own making that he pulled over both of us every morning. He made a quiet sound as I pulled him closer, something satisfied that settled low in his chest, and I felt the last faint edges of that earlier life—the one that had required constant vigilance—fall away again without resistance. He leaned into me fully, no distance left between us, his arm hooking around my neck as if the motion had always belonged there. This was what remained after everything unnecessary had been removed, a polished, functional reality that hummed with a quiet, artificial grace.

“You keep looking at me like that,” he said after a moment, drawing back just enough to study my face, his thumb moving along my jaw in a slow, thoughtless path. He noted that it looked like I was about to say something and then didn't. I told him I was deciding if it was worth it, which earned a soft laugh as he dropped his forehead against mine, completely unbothered by the answer. “That sounds promising,” he said, and I assured him it usually was. He didn’t push further, because he never did anymore. Curiosity surfaced in him now without urgency, without the sharp edge it used to carry, and when it wasn’t answered immediately it dissolved just as easily as it appeared. He kissed me again instead, deeper this time, more awake, his hand slipping under my shirt with an ease that came from trust rather than need. There was no desperation in him now, and that had been the entire point of the exercise. “I liked mornings now,” he murmured, lips brushing mine as he spoke, the words unfiltered and unguarded. He said he didn’t before, that it always felt like something was waiting. I told him there wasn't, and “I know,” he said, and he truly meant it. That certainty settled through him like something earned, something he believed belonged to him, and I let it remain exactly as it was.

There was no benefit in disturbing it, no reason to introduce friction where none was required. He had reached the version of himself I had been shaping toward, the one that could exist without constantly anticipating collapse, and he inhabited it without question. I ran a hand through his hair, feeling the silk of it and the damp heat of his scalp. He was a masterpiece of domesticity, a predator declawed and repurposed into a pet that slept at the foot of a bed in a house that should have been haunted. He shifted again, stretching slightly, his body brushing along mine in a slow, unconscious motion that carried no hesitation and no awareness of how exposed it left him. His eyes stayed on me, open, steady, and entirely present, and I held that gaze longer than he expected, long enough for something in it to sharpen briefly before smoothing out again. He noted that I was still doing it, a hint of amusement in his voice, and asked what it was. I considered answering him honestly, but the thought passed like a cloud over a dead sea. I told him it was nothing he needed to worry about, which he claimed was his favorite answer before settling back against me as if that resolved everything.

It did for him, but beneath that surface, in a place that no longer belonged to him, something shifted. Not in protest, not in anything as crude as resistance, but in the quiet, continuous way a presence acknowledges what it cannot change. It was faint enough to ignore, distant enough to leave untouched, and I had no interest in drawing it closer. Nick remained where I had left him, aware in the abstract, reduced to observation without influence, and that was sufficient. He was a ghost in his own skin, a tenant in a house I had bought, gutted, and renovated. Sam did not feel it, for he did not feel anything that did not serve him. I let my attention move past the immediate space, not leaving the body but extending through it, touching the city in the same way I had grown accustomed to over the past year. The structures held. Movement followed its expected paths. The horizon retained its altered color, no longer a wound, simply a permanent feature of the world as it now existed. The air outside was thick with the stagnant, metallic scent of a world that had stopped trying to heal itself and instead learned to love the rot.

Everything aligned, almost. There was a moment—small, easy to miss—where something did not fall into place with the same immediate compliance as the rest. It did not announce itself or fracture the pattern, but it simply failed to respond with the precision I had come to expect, and in that brief delay something unfamiliar pressed against the edges of my awareness. It felt like a tooth pushing through a gum, a sharp, unwelcome growth in a space that was supposed to be smooth and compliant. I stayed with it just long enough to recognize it, and then it was gone. The city continued, seamless and uninterrupted, offering no visible trace of what had just passed through it. Nothing shifted out of place and nothing broke. The moment closed over itself as if it had never existed at all. Sam drew me back without knowing it, his hand tightening slightly against me, his attention still fixed on the present, on the warmth, and on the quiet certainty I had given him and maintained without interruption. He looked at me again, searching for nothing in particular, and smiled like he had found exactly what he expected. “I don't want to get up,” he said, and I told him he didn't have to. He accepted that immediately, settling into me again, his body relaxing fully as his breathing evened out. He drifted somewhere between waking and sleep, completely at ease in a world that no longer demanded anything from him. I watched him for a while, taking in the small, unconscious details that had once required careful management and now simply existed as part of a stable whole.
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I, Copertius, have been around since the beginning, and I still haven’t found anything that comes close to being as interesting as myself, which, if you think about it for more than a second, is actually a bit tragic for everything else. Not for me, obviously, as I’m doing perfectly fine in a world that seems designed to provide me with endless entertainment. Time keeps moving, things keep pretending they’re becoming something better, more meaningful, more refined, and I keep watching it happen with the same level of mild disappointment you’d expect from someone who already knows how it ends. It doesn’t improve; it rearranges, it repeats, and it dresses itself differently while hoping no one notices it’s the same decaying matter all over again. Humanity is a dog chasing its own tail, barking with a frantic, misplaced sense of purpose until its heart finally gives out. I don’t repeat, I indulge. There’s a difference, and it’s a very important one if you actually know how to exist properly, which most things don’t. I don’t need time to learn anything or experience to become better. I use time for things that are actually worth it, things that feel good, things that remind me why existing this long hasn’t bored me into doing something drastic out of sheer irritation. Possession, sex, destruction, a little bit of chaos when the mood fits—it’s a simple routine, really, but simplicity works when you execute it well, and I execute it perfectly.

Humans make it almost insultingly easy because they want to be seen so badly it overrides every survival instinct they pretend to have. You don’t need to understand them, not really, you just need to look at them like they matter for slightly longer than anyone else ever has, and they start opening themselves without even realizing it. It is like peeling a grape; a tiny bit of pressure in the right spot and the skin just slides away, leaving the soft, vulnerable meat exposed to the cold air. I let my attention linger and my presence settle. I don’t rush, because rushing is for things that might fail, and I don’t fail. They come closer on their own, fill in the intention, and convince themselves that whatever is happening between us is something mutual, something real, something they chose. I let them believe that because it makes everything smoother, and sex helps, obviously. I would be an idiot not to use it, and I am many things, but I am not that. It softens them, makes them eager, and strips away whatever weak sense of caution they had left, replacing it with something far more useful. They stop thinking and start reacting, start wanting, and once they reach that point, they are already mine whether they realize it or not. That’s when it becomes enjoyable. There’s always a moment—my favorite, if I’m being honest—when something inside them understands they’ve made a mistake. It’s quick, sharp, and completely useless, which is exactly why I like it. They try to pull back, try to think, try to fix it like it hasn’t already gone too far, but it always has.

I take them then, properly and completely, without any of the hesitation they should have had earlier. Everything they thought belonged to them becomes something I can use, and I use it better than they ever did. Their voice sounds better when it’s mine. Their body responds better when it’s mine. Even their fear becomes more interesting when I’m the one shaping it. And before you start wondering, yes, I’ve always been like this. There was never a version of me that needed correcting, refining, or guiding into something more acceptable. Father noticed that early. Lucifer, if you prefer something more dramatic. Morningstar, Satan—he collects names the way humans collect excuses, as if changing what they call him changes anything about what he is. I just call him Father. It annoys him slightly less, which I consider a kindness. He was concerned at first, I remember that clearly. It wasn't fear, not exactly, but more like the quiet realization that something had developed in a direction he hadn’t intended and couldn’t easily control. It didn’t last long, as it’s difficult to stay concerned when the result is this consistent. There’s no one else like me, and before you assume that’s just ego, take a look around. I have, repeatedly, and the difference isn’t subtle. No one does what I do the way I do it, and more importantly, no one looks like I do while doing it, which, frankly, matters more than most of them are willing to admit.

If I’m going to exist this long, I refuse to do it badly. I’ve seen what some of the others settle for, the forms they take, and the compromises they make just to function, and it’s embarrassing. Truly. If my horns ever start looking like that, dull and uneven like they’ve given up halfway through existing, I expect someone to end me immediately. It would be the only reasonable response. I've seen demons crawl into the skin of the derelict and the dying just to feel the sun, smelling of rot and desperation, and it's offensive. I prefer the vibrant ones, the ones with lives worth stealing. I stay as long as I can, which used to be the only part of this that actually irritated me. Not the act, not the control, not the process—those are easy—but the fact that something always decided I had stayed long enough and forced an end to it. The structure closes, the body weakens, and something pushes me out like I was ever meant to be temporary. I tolerated it, but I didn’t respect it. Exorcisms are the worst version of that stupidity. Loud, repetitive, self-important nonsense. They stand there shaking, shouting names like it means something, like they’ve discovered some secret that gives them power over me. It doesn’t. It just makes them look desperate while they interrupt something I was still enjoying. They think they win when I leave, but they don't; they just become inconvenient enough that I decide to stop wasting my time on them.

I always come back. That’s how it has always worked, and for a long time, that was enough. Then something shifted. It wasn't in a dramatic way, with no collapse or fracture, nothing that would draw attention from anything less observant than me. It was just a slight delay, a hesitation. The boundary didn’t close as cleanly as it should have, and for the first time, I remained longer than I was supposed to without anything forcing me out. I noticed immediately, and I knew it wasn’t mine, which annoyed me more than the change itself. I know who did it. Azazel. I haven’t needed to meet him properly to understand him, as you can feel it in the way the change behaves—controlled, careful, narrow. He takes something that should open everything and uses it to preserve one fragile little situation like it’s the only thing in existence worth holding onto. It’s fucking embarrassing. Not weak, not powerless, just small. That’s worse. If you’re going to interfere with something that fundamental, you don’t stop halfway. You don’t carve out one safe little corner and pretend that’s enough. You take more. You push further. You see how far it goes before something breaks. He doesn’t, he plays careful, and I don't. That’s why this works out so well for me.

What he opened didn’t close properly, and now there’s space where there wasn’t space before, a delay, a weakness, just enough to stay longer, move further, do more than I was ever supposed to be able to do. That doesn’t belong to him anymore. I’ve already started using it. I return to my own space briefly, not because I need to, but because I enjoy looking at something that actually deserves admiration. The mirrors hold me exactly as I am, every detail intact, every angle precise, and I will admit, there’s something deeply satisfying about seeing that nothing has changed, nothing has degraded, nothing has even attempted to improve something that doesn’t require it. The obsidian curve of my horns catching the light is enough to remind me that perfection isn't a goal; it's my baseline. If my horns ever lose that shine, if my reflection ever disappoints me, then maybe I’ll start worrying about something. Until then, I have no reason to. I move on, for there are better things to do. I take another body without preparation, without patience, without any of the careful buildup I used to enjoy. He is standing by a window, watching the rain grease the streets below. He notices me, briefly, that useless flicker of awareness they all have before it disappears, and I move through it before it has time to become anything meaningful. I settle into him and wait for the familiar pressure to follow, the inevitable correction that used to come every time without fail, but it doesn’t arrive, not immediately, not even after the space where it should have already forced me out has passed, and that absence is enough to tell me everything I need to know. The body holds. The structure hesitates. The world doesn’t immediately fix what I’ve done, and for the first time, there is no pressure telling me I’ve reached the limit. Azazel opened something he didn’t finish, and I have absolutely no intention of leaving it that way.
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The hallway carried the stale quiet that follows a disturbance already spent, a space that had absorbed too much sound and was now holding onto what remained without knowing where to put it. Officer Navarro stepped inside without breaking stride, his presence measured and contained, taking in the length of the corridor before moving toward the open door at the far end. The mark along the frame registered immediately, a shallow impact at shoulder height, recent and not yet worn into the surrounding surface. He noted it without pausing, letting the detail settle alongside everything else that would matter once the room began to speak for itself. The apartment opened directly into a narrow living space, the arrangement simple and functional, with no attempt to disguise how little room there actually was. Nothing had been overturned, and nothing suggested a prolonged struggle. Whatever had happened here had been quick, contained, and controlled enough not to spill beyond its immediate moment. The air was thick with the scent of cheap cleaning products and the sharp, metallic tang of unspent adrenaline, a combination that always seemed to coat the back of Navarro's throat in rooms like these.

The woman sat on the edge of the couch, hands held together in her lap as if she had placed them there deliberately and decided not to move them again. Her posture was too still to be comfortable, her shoulders set in a way that resisted any natural shift. A faint discoloration had already begun to form along her cheek, the shape uneven and recent enough that it hadn’t settled into anything final. Navarro stopped at a distance that gave her space without removing himself from the interaction, his stance steady and his attention fixed without pressing. “Tell me what happened,” he said, his voice anchoring the room after he introduced himself. She looked at him briefly, her expression composed in a way that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “It was just an argument,” she claimed. Her name was Maria. Navarro repeated it, making it part of the exchange rather than something that would pass through it. “Who were you arguing with?” he asked. She hesitated, her gaze shifting toward the kitchen before returning to him. There was a flicker of something old and tired in her eyes, a recognition of a cycle that had no intention of breaking.

Daniel stood near the counter, one hand resting against it, his posture arranged into something that suggested ease without fully achieving it. He met Navarro’s gaze directly, holding it for a moment longer than necessary before letting it drop just slightly. “The situation got out of hand,” he claimed, “but it's nothing serious.” Navarro took him in briefly, then returned his focus to Maria, asking for specifics. She pressed her fingers together, the movement small but contained. “It simply escalated,” she said. When asked if he made contact, she admitted he had grabbed her. She lifted her left sleeve to reveal faint pressure marks, fingers outlined in a pattern that would fade quickly. But when Navarro asked about the other arm, the mark there was darker and less defined, the impression deeper, as if the grip had been held longer or applied with more force than intended. The skin was beginning to bloom in shades of deep violet and angry red, a silent map of a struggle she wasn't ready to voice. Navarro did not react outwardly, letting the discrepancy exist without naming it. He turned to Daniel, who admitted to blocking the door and hitting the frame, his impatience surfacing like oil on water.

Navarro straightened as the conversation moved toward its end, documenting the incident without filing charges yet. The building had already begun to forget the violence, the muffled sounds of television sets and clinking silverware drifting through the thin walls from neighboring units. Outside, the street carried on without interruption, the flow of movement unchanged. Navarro paused near the curb, his attention moving briefly across the line of buildings and the spaces between them where nothing lingered long enough to matter. He reached into his pocket, adjusted his phone, and moved on. There was always something left behind, not enough to pursue or name, but enough to remember. He exhaled once and allowed the scene to settle behind him, the weight of it carrying forward in a way that did not interfere but did not release him entirely either. The city felt like a vast, breathing organism that thrived on these small, contained tragedies, absorbing them into its concrete skin until they were nothing more than a faint vibration in the air.

By the time Navarro reached his apartment, the day had thinned into something quieter, the edges of the city softening as the traffic settled into a slower rhythm. He closed the door, the lock turning with a familiar resistance, and stood in the silence of a space that belonged entirely to him. He stepped out of his shoes and pulled his shirt off, the air feeling cool and clean against his skin, carrying none of the weight of other people’s proximity. He moved toward the bathroom, unfastening the rest of his clothes and leaving them where they fell, a trail of discarded layers that marked the transition from public servant to private man. The water came on with a steady pressure, filling the room with a constant sound that masked the world outside. Steam gathered slowly, softening the edges of the tiles and turning the small space into a humid, private sanctuary.

He stepped under the flow once the temperature settled, the heat spreading across his shoulders in a slow, even release that felt like a heavy hand pressing out the day’s grime. The water ran along the line of his back, over muscle that held tension without showing it, down his sides in a steady, slick path. He let his head tilt forward, eyes closed, the spray threading through his hair and over his face, carrying the metallic scent of the city down the drain. For a while, he didn't move, allowing the warmth to work through him gradually, loosening the coiled stress in his neck and easing the phantom grip of the scenes he had witnessed. His breathing slowed, matching the rhythmic drum of the water against the stall, the sound drowning out the lingering echoes of Maria's quiet voice and Daniel's forced indifference.

When his hands finally moved, it was with a slow, unforced grace. He reached for the soap, the scent subtle and clean, and worked it into a lather that felt like silk against his skin. His palm moved across his chest, over the firm, damp line of muscle there, the friction generating a heat that rivaled the water. He traced the curve of his ribs and the dip of his stomach, his touch lingering in the hollows of his body. Every movement was contained and efficient, yet there was something deeply unguarded in it, a physical honesty that only existed when the door was locked. The steam made the air thick and difficult to breathe, adding a weight to the intimacy of the moment. Water followed each pass of his hand, smoothing away the suds and leaving his skin slick and sensitized. He moved his hand lower, his fingers gliding over the curve of his hip and down to his penis, the soap slicking the path as he cleaned himself with a slow, steady focus. There was no urgency in the motion, just a quiet acknowledgment of his own physicality, a reclaiming of his body from the grime and the noise of the streets.

His shoulders rolled as he worked the last of the strain out of them, fingers pressing briefly into the tension before releasing. The water traced the length of him, catching along the curve of his waist and the hard line of his thigh before continuing to the floor. He shifted his stance, the motion natural and grounded, his body responding to the heat with a heavy, languid ease. The tiles beneath his feet felt smooth and certain, a sharp contrast to the cracked and uneven pavements he had spent the day navigating. There was no rush, no reason to move faster than the steam allowed. He let the sensation take its time, the water a constant, tactile presence that demanded nothing but his awareness. When he finally reached to shut it off, the absence of the sound returned the quiet gradually, the space feeling close and charged with the residual heat of his own exertion.

He reached for a towel, drawing the rough fabric across his shoulders and down his chest, the texture a grounding contrast to the slickness of the water. It followed the same paths the spray had taken, slower now and deliberate. He did not dress. He moved back into the main space barefoot, his skin still carrying the damp warmth of the shower and his body loose in a way that belonged only here. In the kitchen, he set water to heat, the scent of coffee soon spreading through the apartment to settle into the corners. He leaned against the counter while it brewed, one hand resting flat against the cool surface, his posture relaxed and entirely his own. The silence of the apartment was a living thing, a companion that didn't require conversation or explanation.

The cup warmed his hand, the heat steady and grounding. He took a sip and moved toward the couch, the room dimming as the light outside shifted into a bruised purple. The book waited where he had left it: The Skin of Him, by Dark Monarch. He picked it up and lowered himself onto the cushions, one leg stretching out, his posture loose and unbraced. The cover had softened at the edges, the pages opening easily to the place he had stopped. His attention settled quickly, drawn into the restraint of the prose, the words a welcome distraction from the lingering images of the hallway and the mark on the doorframe. The room grew darker, but he didn’t reach for a lamp. The words remained clear enough, and for now, that was sufficient. He sat there, shirtless and barefoot, the coffee cooling beside him, his focus steady as the world outside the glass continued its slow, indifferent rotation into the night.
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Something was already waiting by the time Azazel arrived, not in a way that announced itself, not in anything as crude as a presence, but in the quiet, microscopic adjustment of everything around him, as if the space had recognized his arrival before he had even chosen to manifest. The Gray Expanse held as it always did, a landscape that was endless without stretching and still without settling, a muted field that refused to resolve into anything fixed no matter how long a gaze rested upon its surface. There was no horizon to orient against and no distance to measure, only a continuous, humming surface that existed solely because it was occupied, not because it had ever been truly formed. Azazel stepped into this void without hesitation, his essence integrating with the silence, but the void responded with a fraction of a second’s delay. It was a stutter in the fabric of their reality, a slight misalignment that pressed at the edges of his awareness before smoothing over as if it had never existed. He did not ignore it, for in this place, a heartbeat of lag was the equivalent of a tectonic shift.

“You’re late,” a voice said, though it did not travel through the air or come from a discernible direction. It simply existed, already positioned within Azazel’s mind before the thought had finished forming. Azazel did not turn right away, allowing the weight of that voice to settle. Lucifer stood at a distance that refused to behave consistently, appearing close enough to touch yet far enough away that the space between them never fully resolved into a human scale. His form held without effort, precise and sharp, every detail present in the same way a reflection in a perfect mirror is present—complete, undeniable, and utterly impossible to reduce to mere parts. Azazel replied that he wasn't aware Lucifer had been waiting. “I was,” Lucifer responded, “but I simply chose not to prioritize it.” Azazel smiled faintly, not denying the charge, as denying anything to Lucifer was a redundant exercise in vanity. He noted that the concept of waiting implied urgency. “It implies deviation,” Lucifer corrected him.

That word held longer than the others, vibrating with the weight of a recognition rather than a simple accusation. Azazel stepped closer, and again the space adjusted with that maddening, infinitesimal delay. Lucifer watched the transition with eyes that seemed to see the skeletal structure of the universe itself. He noted that Azazel had noticed the shift, though he admitted it didn't behave consistently enough to define. Azazel insisted it wasn't a structural failure and that everything still held, but Lucifer’s gaze remained fixed, adding a chilling caveat: “For now.” There was no disagreement in that silence, only the heavy absence of a conclusion. Azazel explained that the glitch didn't spread or escalate, appearing only to correct itself immediately. Lucifer stepped closer, and this time the distance closed with a terrifying, predatory snap.

“You’ve extended yourself,” Lucifer said, his voice dropping into a register that felt like a physical weight against Azazel’s chest. It was not a question. His gaze moved over Azazel, not in appraisal or curiosity, but in the way a scholar might read a forbidden text, deciphering the hidden meanings carried in the curve of his posture. He spoke of the body Azazel inhabited, noting that he remained in it far longer than the natural order permitted. Azazel argued its utility, but Lucifer brushed the excuse aside, his proximity now so absolute that the distinction between them no longer relied on something as trivial as distance. He detailed the alterations in Azazel’s patterns—the frequency, the duration, and the depth of his terrestrial lingerings. Azazel met his gaze directly, acknowledging that Lucifer had been observing. “I observe everything with a factual, bloodless certainty,” Lucifer replied.

Lucifer’s hand lifted then, not with hesitation but with a controlled, sweeping precision that claimed the air between them. It did not touch immediately, hovering just long enough to register a cold, absolute intention before contact was made. “Show me,” he commanded. Azazel did not move, his breath hitching as the hand settled against him. It was a deliberate, unhurried contact, the palm firm as it moved low, sliding beneath the fabric of his presence to find the heat of him. Azazel's breath hitched as Lucifer's fingers wrapped around his throbbing cock, the demon's grip firm and unyielding, sending a jolt of heat straight through his core. In the shadowed chamber of their infernal lair, where the air hummed with ancient power and the faint glow of hellfire danced across obsidian walls, Azazel felt the weight of Lucifer's gaze like a brand. Those sharp eyes burned with raw ownership, stripping away any pretense of rebellion Azazel might have clung to. His muscular frame tensed under the touch, heart pounding with a mix of defiance and desperate need. Lucifer's dark charisma pulled him in, making submission feel like the sweetest surrender. Lucifer leaned closer, his confident presence overwhelming, lips brushing Azazel's ear in a tone that carried the promise of exquisite torment.

Lucifer's mouth captured his in a deep, devouring kiss. Tongues tangled fiercely, exploring with urgent sensuality—Lucifer's probing deep, tasting the rebellion on Azazel's lips, while Azazel yielded with a soft moan, his hands instinctively rising to clutch at Lucifer's broad shoulders. The kiss was a storm of heat, lips pressing hard, slick and insistent, as if they could fuse their essences through sheer force of desire. Azazel's mind swirled with the intimacy of it, the way Lucifer's dominance wrapped around him like chains he craved. Their bodies pressed together, skin slick with the building sweat of anticipation. Azazel's fingers trembled as they slid down Lucifer's chiseled chest, tracing the hard lines of muscle before finding the ancient demon's rigid cock. It pulsed hot in his palm, thick and demanding, and Azazel wrapped his hand around it with a slow, teasing stroke, mirroring the pressure Lucifer applied to him. Lucifer's grip tightened just enough to make Azazel gasp into the kiss, a sharp intake of breath that broke their lip lock for a heartbeat. “That's it,” Lucifer growled against his mouth, eyes gleaming with possessive hunger. “Stroke me like you mean it, Azazel. Show me how much you need this.” Azazel's hand moved with eager rhythm, fingers sliding up and down Lucifer's shaft, feeling the veins throb under his touch, the slick bead of fluid easing the glide.

They kissed again, hungrier now, lips bruised and swollen, tongues dueling as hands worked in tandem. Azazel savored the taste of Lucifer's mouth, smoky and commanding, while his body arched into the strokes, every nerve alight with the building pleasure. Lucifer asserted his dominance with a sudden twist of his wrist, tightening his grip on Azazel's cock until the rebellious demon gasped sharply, the sound muffled against Lucifer's lips. Pain edged into ecstasy, making Azazel's hips buck involuntarily, his own hand faltering for a moment on Lucifer's length. “You don't get to lead here,” Lucifer said, voice rough with desire, pulling back just enough to lock eyes with Azazel. The sharp gaze held him captive, stirring that fiery submission deep in Azazel's soul. He nodded, breathless, and dove back into the kiss, lips parting willingly as Lucifer's tongue claimed him once more. The kisses grew frantic, wet and sensual, interspersed with soft bites to Azazel's lower lip that made him shudder. Lucifer's free hand roamed Azazel's muscular back, nails digging in just enough to mark, while his strokes resumed—firmer, more insistent, jerking Azazel's cock with expert precision that coaxed out beads of moisture. Azazel matched the intensity, his fingers jerking Lucifer faster now, thumb pressing into the slit at the tip to elicit a rare, guttural groan from the commanding demon. The sound fueled Azazel's arousal, a wave of emotional triumph mixing with the raw physical need surging through him. Their bodies trembled in sync, cocks slick and straining in each other's fists, the chamber echoing with the wet sounds of skin on skin and their mingled breaths.

Lucifer broke the kiss to trail his lips down Azazel's jaw, nipping at the sensitive skin of his neck while saying, “Feel how hard you make me? This is what you do to me—drives me to own every inch of you.” Azazel's response was a moan, his head falling back as Lucifer's hand sped up, twisting on each upstroke, pushing him closer to the edge. His own strokes grew urgent, palm gliding over Lucifer's throbbing length, feeling it swell with impending release. The pleasure built relentlessly, a coiling tension in Azazel's gut that made his thighs quake. Lucifer's dominance shone through every movement—his grip unyielding, kisses demanding yet laced with that dark affection that bound them. Azazel's mind raced with sensations: the heat of Lucifer's body against his, the salty taste lingering on his tongue, the ache of need in his lower frame.

Lucifer finally withdrew his hand, the absence of his grip leaving a cold void where the heat had been. He claimed he was merely confirming a suspicion. Azazel’s expression shifted, the hint of something sharper moving beneath his features before settling again, and he asked for the verdict. Lucifer did not answer immediately. Instead, he reached for him again, his hand coming to rest at the side of Azazel’s face, his fingers aligning with a terrifying, ancient familiarity. He commanded Azazel to look at him, though Azazel already was, and then he closed the remaining distance.

The kiss was an act of passion; it was an act of exploration. It was placed, measured, and exact, settling between them with a heavy, crushing precision. There was hunger in it, investigative depth that sought to taste the residue of the world Azazel had been frequenting. Lucifer’s lips pressed against his with a firm, unyielding weight, his tongue tracing the line of Azazel’s mouth as if searching for a fracture in a seal. Azazel did not resist, he simply allowed himself to be read. In that space, something shifted—not a movement of the body, but a deeper, visceral delay. A fraction of a second where the connection between them stuttered. Lucifer felt it, his hand tightening with a sudden, violent intensity against Azazel’s jaw, holding him in place as his attention sharpened into a needle-point of focus. He was looking past the form and into the soul, finding something that did not align with the being he had known for eons.

When Lucifer finally pulled back, his expression had adjusted into something small, contained, and infinitely more dangerous. He told Azazel that he was carrying something, a charge Azazel flatly denied. Lucifer held his eyes, weighing the lie not against morality, but against the consistency of the universe. “Whatever it is, it does not belong to you,” he stated. The silence that followed was thick with the scent of ozone and old, forgotten terrors. Lucifer stepped back, the distance returning, but the air remained charged and brittle. He noted that Azazel hadn't created this opening, but he was certainly using it, a fact Azazel did not bother to deny. Lucifer turned slightly, his attention moving toward the Gray Expanse, noting that the opening was incomplete and that whatever had been breached was never meant to remain isolated.

Azazel watched him, his own expression sharpening as he asked why he would ever want to close such a door. Lucifer considered this, not as a challenge to his authority, but as a genuine, terrifying possibility. “It depends on whether the breach stays contained,” he said. The Gray Expanse shifted once more, that same faint misalignment pressing briefly against their perception before the space corrected itself with a quiet, sucking efficiency. This time, neither of them ignored the tremor. Lucifer’s attention lingered on the spot where the reality had buckled, his silence more telling than any threat. “The situation holds for now,” he finally conceded. Azazel did not move, and neither did Lucifer, the distance between them returning to its stable, unmeasurable state. They stood as they always had, two monuments of ancient will in a landscape of nothingness, yet the air between them was no longer empty; it was filled with the quiet, rot-sweet promise of a collapse that had already begun.
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I was already there when it started, which is usually the only reason anything holds long enough to be worth my attention. The alley didn’t invite notice, existing in that quiet, filthy margin people move past without looking, narrow enough to discourage curiosity and dim in a way that had nothing to do with light and everything to do with a profound, systemic disinterest. The air held onto old damp and something faintly metallic beneath it, layered over years of neglect, settled into the porous brick surfaces without ever quite leaving. It was a throat of a street, tasting of rust and wet trash, and I had no reason to be there beyond the fact that I was. That tends to be enough for someone like me, a witness to the inevitable, jagged friction of meat and bone.

They entered mid-argument, their voices controlled in the way people mistake for restraint when they’ve already crossed the point where control can possibly matter. One of them moved too much, his hands cutting through the stagnant air without purpose, a frantic bird trapped in a ribcage. The other held still longer than he should have, responding just enough to keep the engine of their resentment humming. It always follows a shape, a predictable geometry of failure that makes me want to yawn even as I watch the blood begin to simmer. You can see where it breaks long before the first crack appears, a thinning of the patience until the predatory instinct takes over and the pretense of civilization snaps like a dry wishbone.

The shift came quickly, a tightening of the shoulders and a narrowing of attention that left no room for anything else in the universe but the target. The first contact was nothing, a mere shove that could have remained a footnote in a night of bad decisions. It didn’t. The second strike landed clean enough to matter, a sharp, wet thud that signaled the end of the conversation. The body reacted badly to the physics of it, hitting the wall at an angle that made the vertebrae scream, the sound of impact small but final in the hollow of the alley. What followed was inefficient and clumsy, driven by a panicked momentum rather than any elegant intent, a frantic scrambling of limbs that ended without ceremony.

The body on the ground settled into a stillness that didn't invite correction, the eyes already filming over with the dull realization of non-existence. The one left standing hesitated, looking down as if waiting for a punchline or a miracle to undo the mess he had made with his own two hands. It didn't come. He left quickly, his breath coming in ragged, pathetic hitches, not quite running but not quite composed enough to pass for innocent. A car engine turned over at the far end of the street, a brief, coughing sound that receded before it could attach to anything solid, leaving only the smell of burnt oil and the heavy, new silence.

I stayed because there’s always a moment after that’s more interesting than the act itself, a window where the silence returns altered, carrying the weight of a soul that has been forcibly evicted. I stepped closer to the body, not out of any tedious concern, but to confirm the obviousness of the end. The angle of the head was delightfully wrong, the neck snapped like a dry twig, and the absence of any adjustment told me the meat was already cooling. There was nothing worth extending here, no spark left to fan, so I simply waited for the machine of the city to notice its missing gear.

Voices came first, then the heavy, rhythmic footsteps of authority, the structure of a professional response assembling itself around the scene with practiced boredom. They moved with an intention that was purely procedural, each one filling a role they understood well enough not to question. Most of them didn’t see me, which is normal; people see what they expect to see, and they don't expect to see a god standing in the shadows of a murder scene. Then he arrived, and the difference registered in my marrow immediately.

He wasn't dramatic or exaggerated, but he was precise enough to separate himself from the herd of uniforms. He moved without excess, each step placed exactly where it needed to be, nothing added and nothing corrected. He took in the alley with a clean, sweeping gaze that didn't bother performing the act of observation—he simply absorbed the reality of the space. That is rare in a creature of his kind. I watched him as he approached, noting where his attention settled and what it passed over without needing to linger. He saw the body, the spray of fluid on the brick, the discarded casing of a life, and then, eventually, he saw me.

His gaze held for a fraction longer than it should have, a tiny hitch in his professional armor that sent a delicious shiver through my borrowed skin. He stopped at a deliberate distance, maintaining a perimeter that felt like a physical wall. “Officer Navarro,” he said, introducing himself, his voice matching the rest of him—controlled, even, and frustratingly efficient. I told him I came through after the fact, that I didn't see the start of the performance, and he watched me while I spoke. He wasn't searching for the obvious tells of a liar; he was measuring the alignment between my words and my existence, checking for a seam in the reality I was presenting.

While he processed my statement, I took the opportunity to truly dismantle him with my eyes, savoring the sheer absurdity of his existence. There is something fundamentally hilarious about the way humans cling to the concept of order, wrapping themselves in polyester and brass as if a badge can somehow suppress the howling chaos that actually defines their nature. They build these elaborate systems of laws and protocols, pretending they aren't just clever apes driven by base instincts and the sudden, violent urges of the flesh. Navarro was a perfect specimen of this delusion, a man who had clearly spent years training his body to be a weapon of the state, yet he remained entirely unaware of how transparently fragile that structure was.

I've always found men in uniforms particularly hot for that exact reason. The costume is a promise of discipline, a public declaration that they have conquered their own internal rot, which only makes the prospect of watching them unravel infinitely more satisfying. There is a specific heat in a man who thinks he is in control, a tension in the fabric that screams to be torn. I let my gaze slide down the length of him, appreciating the way the dark trousers of his uniform hugged the firm, rounded curve of his ass. It was a perfect, compact weight, the kind of muscle that suggested a relentless, rhythmic endurance. The man was, quite frankly, incredibly fuckable, a realization that slid through my mind with a greasy, unhurried pleasure.

My attention moved over him without pause, taking what was there and placing it where it belonged in my mental gallery of future ruins. I looked at the broad line of his shoulders and the perfect balance in his stance, the way his weight settled evenly as if he never had to correct his center of gravity. His mouth held my attention a fraction longer than the rest; it wasn't soft or careless, but rather a thin line of controlled intent. Yet there was something in the way the lower lip met the upper, a tiny, subconscious tension that suggested it would give beautifully under the right kind of agony. He had lips that looked like they knew exactly what to do with a man, and would do it with a stoic, rhythmic competence that made my teeth ache.

“Stay available,” he told me, his voice a low, steady hum that I wanted to feel against my throat. I assured him I wasn't going anywhere, and he nodded once before stepping away, his focus returning to the scene like a shutter closing. The others adjusted around him, small, pathetic shifts in position and tone, none of them aware they were orbiting a much larger gravity. Then another officer approached me, a dull, repetitive creature already holding a notebook, asking for my details.

I gave them without hesitation: Tristan Wood. The name sat easily on my tongue, having belonged to a particularly forgettable academic once. It belonged to me now, a mask that fit perfectly over the void. The officer wrote it down, asking for an address and a number I had already memorized. I watched him record them without interest, the exchange functional and already fading from his tiny mind before it was even finished. Navarro looked over once while it was happening, not to check the process or confirm a legal detail, but with a glance that stayed a fraction too long before he ripped it away.

He had decided I didn't matter and then reconsidered that decision halfway through the thought. He didn't return to it, but he didn't dismiss it cleanly either, and that lingering thread was all I needed to begin the pull. The scene began to thin out after that, the urgency dissolving into the grey slurry of police procedure, and the body was prepared for removal. The alley started returning to what it had been, minus one presence that no longer held any market value. I left before the final act, walking out onto the street where everything had already reset into its mindless, grinding rhythm.

People passed without awareness, the city absorbing the death and moving on without the slightest hiccup in its pulse. I walked without direction for a while, letting the rhythm of the night settle into my borrowed bones. He would come back to me, not because of the statement or the legal requirement, but because of the pause. Because something in the way he looked at me didn’t close properly, leaving a gap in his carefully constructed reality that would itch until he scratched it. That kind of attention doesn’t resolve on its own; it looks for a continuation, a climax, an ending. I don’t need to give it one yet; I just need to let him find it in the dark.
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Chapter 6
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Navarro told himself it was routine, a hollow mantra repeated against the rhythmic click of his turn signal as he navigated the bruised purple twilight of the city. He justified the detour as a necessary follow-up, a lingering clarification of a detail that might become a pivotal anchor in the case if handled with the right kind of bureaucratic pressure. The address was a static coordinate in his notebook, unremarkable and devoid of the frantic urgency that usually dictated his movements, yet he found himself accelerating toward it. It was a lapse in his own internal architecture, a small, unacknowledged leak in the dam of his discipline that he chose to label as thoroughness. He didn't let himself consider why this particular witness required a face-to-face visit at this hour when a phone call would have sufficed to bridge the gap in the narrative.

By the time he reached the building, the evening had settled into an oppressive, velvet quiet that seemed to swallow the distant hum of traffic. He entered the lobby without hesitation, his boots striking the polished floor with a measured, predatory pace that he carried into every crime scene, yet there was a subtle tension in his jaw that had no business being there. The elevator ride was a brief, mechanical suspension between the world of laws and the world of the hallway, which felt untouched rather than maintained, a sterile corridor that smelled faintly of ozone and expensive wax. He stopped at the door, his hand hovering for a fraction of a second before he knocked once, the sound sharp and intrusive in the artificial stillness.

It opened immediately, as if the man on the other side had been standing just behind the wood, waiting for the vibration of the strike. Navarro wasn’t prepared for the lack of transition, for the sudden, visceral proximity that stripped away the professional buffer he usually relied on. Copertius leaned against the frame with a languid, offensive ease, his body a silent insult to the concept of modesty. The tight white boxers he wore were a thin, mocking veil, leaving nothing to the imagination and everything to the pulse. The heavy, unapologetic silhouette of his cock was a focal point that made the air in the hallway feel suddenly, dangerously thin. It was a sight that demanded a reaction, a visual gravity that forced Navarro’s gaze to drop, then snap back up with a controlled, stinging heat.

“Officer Navarro,” he said, his voice a steady, practiced anchor in the rising tide of his own discomfort.

Copertius looked at him with a quiet, subterranean recognition, a flicker of something predatory and amused dancing deep behind his pupils. “I was hoping it would be you,” he remarked, the sentence landing with a sickening, effortless grace. It was a statement that bypassed the usual social protocols, a direct hit that Navarro didn't let himself question because questioning it would mean acknowledging the friction it caused. “Follow-up,” Navarro replied, using a pathetic shield of a word that felt brittle in the face of the man’s near-nakedness. Copertius stepped back into the shadows of the apartment, inviting him in with a casual tilt of his head that suggested he had already won a game Navarro didn't know they were playing.

Navarro entered, and the apartment closed around him like a well-tailored shroud. The space felt complete, a vacuum of aesthetics that was neither warm nor cold but possessed a terrifying, self-contained order. Everything was positioned with a mathematical coldness, nothing out of place and nothing screaming for attention, a mirror of the man who lived within it. Copertius moved through the room without a hint of self-consciousness, his bare skin catching the dim light in a way that made the dark fabric of Navarro’s uniform feel like a heavy, suffocating cage. He offered a drink, an invitation Navarro declined with a sharp, reflexive shake of his head, citing his duty as if it were a holy vow.

The silence that followed wasn’t a void; it was a weight, a physical pressure that pushed them closer even as they remained feet apart. Navarro let the quiet stretch, his mind working to categorize the sensory overload of the room—the scent of high-end coffee, the sterile tang of the air, and the overwhelming, masculine presence of the man standing in his underwear. He eventually broke the tension by mentioning the car from the alley, asking if anything else had surfaced in the witness’s memory. Copertius didn’t perform the act of remembering; he didn't knit his brows or look at the ceiling. “The car hadn't hesitated,” he stated, letting the answer arrive in a way that sat in the air like a lead weight.

Navarro nodded, the confirmation matching the fragmented data in his head, but the professional satisfaction was overshadowed by a nagging, visceral awareness. He could have asked more, could have probed the technicalities of the dark vehicle or the timing of the exit, but the questions felt like paper walls. Instead, he let the moment settle again, his gaze betraying him by wandering over the lines of Copertius’s body—the broad, relaxed shoulders, the hard planes of his stomach, and the way he occupied space without ever needing to justify it. There was a magnetic quality to the man’s stillness that made Navarro’s own disciplined movements feel frantic and small.

“Everything else lined up,” Navarro said, his voice sounding foreign to his own ears. “Your statement helps.”

It was a functional truth, a piece of the puzzle that allowed him to be here, but it was a thin veil for the raw curiosity that had actually driven him to the door. Copertius watched him with an unforced patience, as if he were reading the fine print of Navarro’s thoughts. “I'm glad,” he said, his tone carrying a subtext of ownership that made Navarro look away, a calculated break of eye contact that felt more like a retreat than a dismissal. He knew he should leave, that the interaction had reached its logical conclusion, and yet he remained rooted to the floor, a moth circling a very specific, very dangerous flame.

“Is there anything else you remember?” he asked again, the question now devoid of any real investigative weight, serving only as a tether to keep the door from closing.

Copertius tilted his head, his focus shifting from the memory of the crime to the reality of the man standing in his living room. “There is nothing that would change anything right now,” he said, the words slow and deliberate. Navarro nodded, accepting the finality of it. “Call if anything comes up,” he told Copertius, a standard closing that felt absurdly formal given the charged atmosphere of the room. He stepped back toward the door, his movements reclaimed by the rigid muscle memory of his training, his hand finding the cool metal of the handle. He stopped there, his back to the room, the silence of the hallway waiting for him like a cold bath.

“I may need to go over it again,” he said, the words slipping out before he could vet them. “Later.”

Copertius didn't answer immediately, letting the suggestion hang in the air until it felt like a promise. When he finally spoke, his voice was a quiet, low vibration that seemed to travel through the floorboards and into the soles of Navarro’s boots. “I will be here,” he said. Navarro nodded once, a sharp, singular motion, and opened the door without turning around to see the smirk he knew was waiting for him. The hallway felt cooler, more defined, a relief after the humid, predatory pressure of the apartment. He stepped out and let the door click shut behind him, a sound that felt like a gavel coming down.

As he walked toward the elevator, his pace remained even and his posture remained a blueprint of professional indifference, but the skin of his neck felt sensitized, as if he were still being watched through the wood. By the time he reached the street, the city had reabsorbed him, the grinding rhythm of the traffic and the neon glare of the storefronts offering a familiar, structured reality. He didn't think about the technicalities of the case or the questions he had failed to ask. He didn't need to. The logic of the investigation had been replaced by a much older, much more brutal necessity, and now, for the first time in a long time, he had a reason to return to a place that had no right to haunt him.
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I wasn’t looking for anything in particular when I noticed him, which usually means I was about to use him. The bar didn’t matter; none of them do, serving merely as dim, low-ceilinged containers designed to soften the jagged edges of a day and excuse the kind of bad decisions that thrive in the dark. It was filled with people performing desperate, sweating versions of themselves they hoped would hold together long enough to get them through the night without a total collapse of ego. He stood out only because he was trying so pointedly not to, a beacon of forced average that screamed for a predator’s attention. He was mid-thirties, clean-shaven, and slightly too aware of how he carried his shoulders, which created those delicious, small inconsistencies in his posture that I find so inviting. He checked the room without appearing to, a surveillance that landed on me, darted away in a panic, and then returned with a heavy, throbbing intention the second time.

That’s all it ever takes to begin the rot. I didn’t move toward him because I didn’t need to; the vacuum of my presence was already pulling him across the sticky floor. He approached on his own, his confidence already arranged into a brittle structure he believed would pass for charm.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked.

“Yes.”

That was enough. Conversation filled itself in after that, a slurry of names, fragments, and small, pathetic pieces of his history offered up without any real weight. He talked significantly more than I did, which made the harvest easier, as they always reveal exactly what they think matters when they are trying to be seen by something they don't understand. He watched me while he spoke, his eyes roaming my face with an open, hungry curiosity that I found almost endearing in its stupidity.

“You from around here?” he asked, leaning in as the noise of the bar shifted around us.

“Close enough,” I replied.

He smiled like that meant something, his attention narrowing until the rest of the room ceased to exist for him. His body was already adjusting to our proximity, a subconscious surrender that had been decided long before he leaned in further.

“You want to get out of here?” he asked.

There it was. No hesitation. I told him I did, and he didn't question it, for they never do when the path to their own destruction is laid out with such effortless invitations. His apartment was predictable, a monument to the unremarkable. It was clean in a way that suggested a great deal of effort without any actual depth, lived in without containing a single object that held genuine meaning. It was the kind of place a man maintains because he believes a lack of clutter reflects a lack of internal chaos, a fallacy I’ve seen repeated across every century of human domesticity. He moved ahead of me, talking to fill the space, turning frequently to ensure I was still trailing him like a shadow he hadn't yet realized he couldn't cast.

He stopped eventually, the distance between us closing until the performance of the evening finally dropped away to reveal the simple, direct, and clumsy physical reality beneath. There’s always a moment before the pivot—a flicker, a brief, cold register in their primal brain that the alignment of the world has gone horribly wrong. He had it, a tiny widening of the pupils, a momentary hitch in his breath, but he ignored it with the practiced arrogance of his species. He stepped closer anyway.

“Get over here,” I growled, my voice a deep rumble that vibrated through his bones. He stepped forward, legs shaky, and I lunged, fingers digging into his scalp as I grabbed a fistful of his hair. Pain shot through him, sharp and electric, making his cock twitch in his jeans. I yanked him close. “You've been teasing me all night with those curious eyes. Time to pay up.” With a brutal shove, I forced him down onto the bed. His face hit the mattress, ass up in the air before he could even gasp. The springs groaned under weight, but it was nothing compared to the way my body pinned him. Fingers rake down his back, tearing shirt open with ease, exposing skin to the cool air. “Fuck, you're eager,” I snarled, grinding my hips against his ass. His cock—thick, ridged, and already leaking fluid—pressed hard against the bed, the heat searing through the fabric. He whimpered, pushing back instinctively, his dick throbbing painfully against the sheets. I ripped his pants down in one savage pull, the denim shredding like paper. His ass cheeks spread open, exposing hole clenching in anticipation. “Look at that tight ass, begging for my huge cock,” I taunted, my hand tracing the cleft, teasing the sensitive skin. He moaned, burying face in the pillow, the scent of stale sweat mixing with my arousal. I spat on his hole, the warm glob sliding down, and then my finger shoved in without warning, stretching him roughly. “Gonna wreck you, make you scream my name.” I bucked against his hand, the burn turning to fire as I added a second finger, scissoring him open. His body shook, sweat beading on his lean frame, every nerve alight. “Please, dude,” he begged, voice muffled, his submissive side fully unleashed. I chuckled darkly, withdrawing my fingers only to replace them with the blunt head of my hard cock. It was massive—veins pulsing, the tip flared and dripping with slickness. No lube, no mercy; I slammed in with one brutal thrust, burying half my length in his eager, trembling ass. Pain exploded, his hole stretching impossibly around my girth, but fuck, it felt good—the fullness, the invasion. He screamed into the pillow, tears pricking his eyes, but cock leaked moisture onto the sheets, betraying how much he craved this. “Take it, you little slut,” I roared, fingers gripping his hips hard enough to bruise. I set a punishing rhythm, harsh thrusts that rocked the bed against the wall. Each pound drove deeper. Growls tore from my throat, animalistic and possessive, as I leaned over him, biting down on his shoulder. He arched back, meeting my slams, my body a live wire of depraved need. “Harder,” he gasped, the words spilling out unbidden, my curiosity shattered by pure lust. “Fuck me like the whore I am.” My laugh was feral; I grabbed his hair again, yanking his head back to expose the throat. My other hand wrapped around his throat, squeezing just enough to make him see stars, dominance radiating from every pore. I pounded into that open hole relentlessly, stretching ass to its limits. Sweat poured off us, mixing with the scent of sex—musk, cum, and that infernal edge from him. He clawed at the sheets, screams turning to guttural moans as my cock hit prostate over and over, waves of pleasure crashing through the pain. I reached around, hand grazing his cock before gripping it tight, stroking roughly in time with my thrusts. “Gonna fill this ass with my seed.” He trembled, on the edge, craving the brutality, the way I owned him completely. But I slowed just a fraction, teasing, drawing it out—getting ready for the best part after my fluid starts running out of his ass, down his legs.

Afterward, the room settled into a heavy, stagnant shape. It
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