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The screen door creaked.

I sat up fast, heart thudding, hand already halfway to the drawer beside the couch. But she was inside before I could move. Barefoot. Wet. Eyes wide like a feral animal caught in the light.

Her tank top clung to her like it was painted on with watercolors, rain-soaked and translucent. No bra. Her nipples pointed straight at me, hard and sharp and proud. Her cutoffs rode high and tight, denim plastered to her thighs, the crotch dark with moisture that wasn’t all rain. She smelled like the storm. Sweat. Sex. Trouble.

"You left the door unlocked. That's your fault."

My voice came out rough. "You need to leave."

She smiled like a cat with a bird between its teeth. "Make me."

Her hair dripped onto the floor, tangling down her shoulders, plastered to her neck. The tank was cropped short enough I could see the under-curve of her tits. Tight stomach, bare feet splattered with mud, the backs of her thighs streaked with grass and dirt.

"What do you want?" I asked.

She walked closer, hips loose and cocky. The thin fabric of her top shifted with every step, nipples dragging over it like she knew exactly what she was doing.

"I wanna sit on your face and see if you bite."

I stared at her. "You high?"

"Only on the way you look at me."

She climbed into my lap before I could stop her. Straddled me right there on the couch, knees on either side of my hips. Rainwater dripped from her clothes onto my chest, cold and sharp. Her pussy pressed against my stomach through the soaked denim, and it was hot. Wet in a way that had nothing to do with the weather.

I grabbed her hips to push her off. She rocked against me.

"Fuck," I muttered.

She grinned wider. Her tank clung to the soft weight of her tits, nipples dragging with every breath. Her hands went to my shoulders, fingers digging in just enough to test the line.

"You smell like lightning," I said.

She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. "I smell like you want to fuck me until I can't walk."

I grabbed her wrist. "This isn’t a game."

"Everything’s a game," she whispered, shifting her hips in a tight circle. Her pussy dragged over my abs, slow and filthy. "The fun ones just have teeth."

Her breath was hot. She laughed, low in her throat, and bit my shoulder through the shirt. Not hard enough to break skin, but enough to leave a mark.

She sat back, weight grinding down on my cock through both layers of fabric. I could feel how soaked she was even through my sweats. She knew it, too. Her eyes flicked down, then back up to mine, pupils wide.

"You gonna stop me?" she asked.

My grip on her hip tightened. She rolled again, slow and heavy, and I felt the full shape of her pussy slide along my stomach.

"You show up like this, wet and wild, in the middle of the night, smelling like heat, and expect me to think you're sane?"

She laughed. Tossed her hair back. "You haven’t stopped looking at my tits since I walked in."

"Because they’re staring at me."

"Then say hi."

She grabbed the hem of her tank and pulled it up. Rain stuck to her skin as she peeled it off and tossed it to the floor. Her tits bounced free, full and flushed, nipples tight and dark. Drops clung to them like pearls.

She watched me watching her. Smiled slow.

"Your turn," she said, reaching for my shirt. I didn’t move, didn’t stop her. She tugged it up and I let her, my eyes never leaving her chest.

"Better," she whispered. Her nails scraped down my chest. "Now open your mouth and be a good boy."

She started to slide up my body. I grabbed her waist and held her still.

"You're a fucking menace."

"You're hard."

She was right. My cock strained up between us, twitching under the waistband of my pants.

She bent down, tits pressing to my chest, her voice right in my mouth.

"Let me ride your face. I'll make it worth the risk."
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I kicked her out. Didn’t look back when she slipped out the door barefoot and laughing, tank top still clinging to her tits like she knew it’d haunt me.

It did.

Three nights passed. No texts. No knocks. I kept the doors locked, but that didn’t stop me from checking them twice, pacing the living room like something feral had been let loose in the house and I couldn’t find the trail again.

Then I saw her.

Out past the fence, in the woods behind the house. The moon broke through just enough to catch on pale skin and long legs. She stood between the trees, barefoot in the dirt, naked but for a pair of scuffed black boots. Her tits gleamed in the low light. She smiled when she saw me. Like she’d been waiting.

“Kitty!” I shouted.

She turned and ran.

“Come catch me,” she called over her shoulder.

Fuck.

I vaulted the back steps and hit the woods full speed. Branches slapped at my arms. Roots tried to catch my feet. But I could hear her—bare feet pounding the earth, laughter echoing between the trees. That laugh was like bait. Sharp. Bright. Fucking impossible to ignore.

“Where are you?” I barked.

Another giggle. Off to my left now. Fast and slippery.

I crashed through the underbrush, heart hammering, breath ragged. I saw a flash of bare thigh, the swing of her wet hair, and then nothing. Gone again.

Then I saw her.

In the clearing, down on all fours. Head low, ass high, back arched like a fucking invitation. Her skin was streaked with dirt, her thighs glistening. Her boots were still on, the only thing she hadn’t stripped off. She was panting. Grinning.

“Took you long enough.”

“You’re insane.”

“You’re hard. Don’t lie.”

She wasn’t wrong. My cock was straining against my waistband, aching from the chase, from the sight of her laid out like prey, presenting like she knew I couldn’t resist.

I tackled her.

She yelped, then laughed, the sound wild and breathless as I drove her into the grass. I pinned her wrists above her head, body flush to hers, our chests heaving against each other. Her nipples dragged against me. Her legs spread without me even asking.

Her breath hitched. “You gonna fuck me right here? On the leaves?”

“No,” I growled, shifting down her body. “I’m gonna ruin your mouth first.”

“Then get to it,” she said, biting her lip. “I’m already drooling.”

I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her up to her knees. Dirt clung to her skin, streaked across her thighs and arms, smudged under her tits. She looked wrecked already. Pupils blown wide. Lips parted. Still breathing like she was in heat.

Her knees dug into the grass, legs open. She arched her back, tits thrust forward, and waited.

“Look at you,” I muttered, unzipping. “You live for this.”

“Fucking right I do.”

I shoved my cock against her mouth. She opened without hesitation, lips wrapping around the head, tongue already swirling. Her eyes never left mine.

I didn’t ease in.

I grabbed her
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