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But his presence pressed against her skin like warm breath.

 

“You weren’t supposed to come,” she said, trying to sound steady.

 

He turned to her slowly, the corner of his mouth lifting.

 

“If you really didn’t want me here,” he murmured, “you wouldn’t be looking at me the way you are right now.”

 

Aaliyah’s breath caught.

He stepped closer.

 

Not fast.

Not aggressive.

Just… deliberate.

 

Like he wanted her to feel every inch of the space shrinking between them.

 

Her back brushed the wall.

He placed a hand beside her—

not touching her body,

but close enough that she felt the heat radiating from his palm.

 

His voice dropped low, almost a whisper against her cheek.

 

“You smell like something sweet… what is that?”

 

“Vanilla,” she managed.

 

“Hm.” His eyes traced her lips.

“That explains why I’m suddenly craving something I shouldn’t.”

 

She swallowed hard.

 

He still hadn’t touched her,

but his breath skimmed her skin,

his body warming the space in front of her,

his presence pulling her in like gravity.

 

“Why did you come?” she whispered.

 

His gaze slid from her lips to her eyes—slow, intentional, intimate.

 

“Because,” he said, brushing the tip of his nose gently against hers,

“I couldn’t stop thinking about the way you looked at me last time I left.”

 

Her knees weakened.

 

“And how was that?” she asked, barely audible.

 

“Like you wanted me,” he breathed,

“and you were trying so hard not to let me see it.”

 

Her heart pounded.

He finally touched her—

one hand slipping around her waist,

fingers splaying across her lower back,

pulling her just close enough that their bodies aligned

but not fully pressed together.

 

The light contact sent a shiver racing up her spine.

 

“I see it now though,” he whispered, lips brushing her jawline without fully kissing.

“You want me here.

You want this moment.

Tell me I’m wrong.”

 

Aaliyah closed her eyes.

She couldn’t lie.

Not when he was this close.

Not when every part of her leaned into him.

 

“You’re not wrong,” she whispered.

 

He exhaled, a deep, satisfied sound.

 

His forehead rested gently against hers.

 

“I won’t rush you,” he said softly.

“But I’m not leaving until you stop pretending you don’t feel this.”

 

His thumb lifted her chin,

tilting her face toward him,

their lips hovering a breath apart—

that aching, delicious distance

where want becomes undeniable.

 

“Aaliyah,” he murmured,

“let me close that space between us.”

 

And when she finally nodded,

just barely,

he smiled—

 

Slow.

Sure.

Hungry.

 

The kind of smile that said

tonight wasn’t going to be simple…

tonight was going to be unforgettable.

Aaliyah’s breath trembled as his smile deepened.

He didn’t rush in.

He let the moment stretch—

that sharp, breathtaking pause

where desire and hesitation meet.

 

His fingertips traced along her jaw,

barely touching,

just enough to make her skin rise in goosebumps.

 

“Look at me,” he whispered.

 

She opened her eyes slowly.

His were warm, dark, hungry—

not impatient,

but intentional.

 

“I want you to know,” he said, sliding a curl from her face,

“every move I make tonight…

I’m making it because you want it too.”

 

She didn’t trust her voice,

so she nodded.

 

He lifted her chin with a single finger,

lifting her lips closer to his.

 

“You sure?”

His voice had that dangerous softness—

a warning and a promise all at once.

 

“Yes,” she breathed.

 

His forehead brushed hers,

his lips hovering a whisper above her mouth.

 

“You don’t know what you do to me,” he murmured.

 

Her hands, unsure at first,

rested on his chest.

He inhaled sharply at her touch,

just that small contact sending heat rolling through both of them.

 

“Come here,” he whispered.

 

His hand slid along her waist,

guiding her gently away from the wall

as he backed them into the soft glow of the living room.

 

The candlelight danced across his face,

drawing shadows along his jawline,

making his eyes look deeper…

dangerous in the best way.

 

He sat on the edge of her couch

and pulled her toward him by her wrist—

slow, controlled, magnetic.

 

Aaliyah’s breath caught

when she found herself standing between his knees,

his hands resting lightly on her thighs,

thumbs stroking small circles that made her stomach flutter.

 

He looked up at her with a low smirk.

 

“You’re trembling.”

 

She tried to laugh it off,

but the sound dissolved when he slid his hands slowly up her sides.

 

“Why you nervous?” he said quietly.

“I ain’t even kissed you yet.”

 

“That’s the problem,” she whispered.

 

His grin widened—

not cocky,

but knowing.

 

“So you want the kiss?”

 

She swallowed.

“I do.”

 

“Then come get it.”

 

He leaned back slightly, giving her the choice—

inviting her into the moment instead of taking it.

 

Aaliyah placed her hands on his shoulders

and leaned in slowly…

slow enough to feel his breath

brush her lips…

slow enough for him to close his eyes

like he was savoring the anticipation.

 

When her lips finally touched his,

it wasn’t wild.

It wasn’t rushed.

It was deep—

a slow pull,

a claiming,

the kind of kiss that makes the whole world fall away.

 

His hands slid behind her back,

guiding her closer into him,

and she felt his entire body respond—

tension, heat, longing—

all wrapped in that single kiss.

 

When they finally broke apart,

barely an inch,

he rested his forehead against her chest,

trying to catch his breath.

 

“Damn…” he whispered.

“That’s been sitting on my mind for weeks.”

 

She was breathless.

“I didn’t know you felt like that.”

 

He looked up, eyes burning softly.

 

“I been feeling like that.

You just finally let me show you.”

 

She ran her fingers through his hair,

something she’d wanted to do forever.

 

“So what now?” she asked.

 

He pulled her between his legs again,

hands firm on her waist.

 

“Now?”

His voice slowed, deepened.

“Now I take my time with you.

No rushing.

No guessing.

Just us.”

 

He paused, thumb brushing her hip.

 

“If you’ll let me.”

 

Aaliyah held his face gently,

her pulse quickening at the honesty in his eyes.

 

“I’m letting you,” she whispered.

 

His smile was slow, warm, dangerous.

 

“Good,” he said, pulling her closer.

“Because I’m not done showing you what this could be.”

Aaliyah felt the room tilt in a soft, slow way—

not dizzy,

not overwhelming—

just the kind of shift that happens

when someone finally lets their guard down.

 

He watched her carefully,

his thumbs stroking the sides of her waist

with a softness she didn’t expect from him.

 

“You’re quiet,” he said, voice low, curious.

“What’s going on in that pretty head of yours?”

 

She exhaled, a shaky little breath

that betrayed how warm she felt.

 

“I’m just… trying to take this in,” she said.

“You being here.

You touching me like this.

You looking at me like that.”

 

He tilted his head slightly,
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Aaliyah wasn’t expecting him to show up that night.

She had music playing low, lights dimmed, the soft glow
of a candle flickering against her living room wall. She
was half-way through a glass of wine when the text came.

I’m outside open the door

She opened the door, and there he was—
Lean, confident, eyes darker tonight.

Rain drops clung to his hoodie like diamonds.

“You just gone” stand there staring,” he said quietly, “or
you gone” let me in?”

Her pulse skipped.
She stepped aside.

The moment he walked past her, the air changed.
He didn’t touch her—

not yet.
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