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**The Twink**

I can’t help but smirk as I catch him staring at my thirst trap, his cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and something else—something hotter, more primal. He’s sitting on the couch, his phone clutched in his hand, pretending to scroll through his feed, but I see the way his eyes keep drifting back to the photo I posted earlier. Me in tight shorts, posing just so, my feminine hips on full display, my lips parted in a teasing smile. I’ve been staying at his place for the weekend while his roommate’s out of town, and I can’t resist teasing him a little. It’s not like I’m trying to seduce him or anything... okay, maybe I am. A little.

“Like what you see?” I purr, sauntering over to the couch. My bare feet pad softly against the hardwood floor, and I can feel his gaze on me as I move. He’s always been so strait-laced, so predictable—but there’s something about this weekend that’s different. Something in the air, charged and electric. His head snaps up, his eyes wide as he tries to come up with a denial. But I’m not buying it. I can see the way his jeans are tenting, his cock hardening at the sight of me. I straddle his lap, feeling his warmth through the thin fabric of his pants, and his hands hover awkwardly at his sides, like he’s not sure what to do with them.

“I—I wasn’t—” he stammers, but I cut him off with a finger to his lips. His skin is soft, his breath warm against my hand.

“Relax,” I whisper, my voice low and seductive. “It’s okay to look.”

His Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows, his gaze flicking down to my lips and then back up to my eyes. I can see the conflict in them—he’s straight, he’s got a girlfriend, but there’s something about this moment that’s pulling him in. I lean closer, my breath ghosting over his ear, my lips brushing the shell. “Unless you don’t like what you see?”

He shakes his head quickly, his cheeks flushing even darker. “No, I—I mean, it’s just—”

I don’t let him finish. Instead, I reach down and unzip his pants, my fingers brushing against the bulge that’s straining against the fabric. He sucks in a sharp breath, his hands finally moving to grip my hips, like he’s anchoring himself to keep from falling apart. His touch is tentative, unsure, but it sends a thrill through me.

“You sure about this?” I ask, my voice teasing but gentle. I don’t want to push him too far, but I can tell he’s curious. He’s been sneaking glances at me all weekend, and I’ve been enjoying the attention. The way his eyes linger on my body, the way he stumbles over his words when I catch him looking.

He doesn’t say anything, but he doesn’t stop me either. That’s all the answer I need.

I pull his cock free, thick and hard in my hand, and he lets out a soft groan. His girlfriend, Amy, is away for the weekend, and the house is quiet except for the sound of his ragged breathing and the faint creak of the couch beneath us. I lean down, my lips brushing the tip of his cock, and he shudders, his fingers tangling in my hair. It’s soft, silky, and I can feel his grip tighten as I take him into my mouth.

“Shit,” he murmurs, his voice hoarse. “What are you doing?”

“Breaking you in,” I reply with a smirk, my lips wrapping around him. I start slow, savoring the taste of him, the way he twitches and moans as I lick and suck. His hands tighten in my hair, guiding me, but I’m in control here. I know exactly what I’m doing, and I can tell he’s never felt anything like this before. His cock is thick, his skin smooth, and I can feel his pulse throbbing against my tongue.

“Fuck,” he gasps, his hips jerking up slightly. “That’s—that’s amazing.”

I hum around his cock, the vibration sending shivers through him. I take my time, teasing him, my tongue swirling around the head before I take him deeper, my lips sliding down his length. He’s thick, and I can feel him throbbing in my mouth, his pre-cum leaking onto my tongue. It’s salty, musky, and I moan softly, the sound vibrating against him.

“You taste so good,” I murmur, pulling off to lick a trail up his shaft. His skin is warm and smooth, and I can’t resist nipping at his sensitive skin, making him squirm. His hands clench in my hair, and I can hear the couch creaking beneath us, the sound mixing with his ragged breaths.

“Shit, stop—I’m gonna—”

“Not yet,” I say, sucking him back into my mouth. I want to draw this out, to make him beg. I’m not just here to give him a blowjob; I’m here to show him what he’s been missing. The way a man’s mouth can feel, the way a man’s touch can make him lose control.

His moans are music to my ears, and I can feel his tension building, his body tightening as he gets closer to the edge. But I pull off before he can cum, my lips brushing his tip one last time. I want him desperate, wanting more.

“Tease,” he pants, his chest heaving. His eyes are glazed, focused on my swollen lips from sucking his dick. 

I grin, leaning up to kiss him, but he turns his head, his cheeks flushing again. “I—I can’t—”

“It’s okay,” I say softly, tracing his jawline with my fingers. His skin is warm, his stubble scratching against my fingertips. “You don’t have to kiss me. But you’re gonna let me do a lot more than that.”

His eyes widen, and I can see the hesitation in them, but he doesn’t protest as I push him back against the couch, his shirt riding up to expose his chest. His nipples are tight buds, and I lean down, taking one into my mouth, my tongue flicking over it.

“Fuck,” he groans, his hands gripping the cushions. The fabric is soft beneath his fingers, but his grip is tight, like he’s holding on for dear life. “What are you doing to me?”

“Just enjoying myself,” I reply, nipping at his nipple before moving to the other one. He’s so responsive, his skin flushing under my touch, his breath coming in sharp gasps. His chest rises and falls rapidly, his muscles tensing as I suck and bite, my tongue tracing circles around his sensitive flesh.

I take my time, licking and biting, my hands roaming over his chest and down his sides. His body is lean and muscular, and I can’t resist tracing the lines of his abs with my fingers. His skin is warm, his muscles twitching beneath my touch, and I can feel his heart pounding against my palm.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmur, my lips brushing his ear. My breath is warm against his skin, and I can feel him shiver. “So fucking perfect.”

He shudders, his eyes closing as he leans into my touch. I can tell he’s conflicted, but his body is betraying him, responding to every touch, every kiss. His hands grip the couch tighter, his fingers digging into the fabric as I move lower, my lips trailing down his chest, my tongue flicking over his navel. His skin is warm and salty, and I can’t resist pressing kisses to his stomach, my hands roaming lower, again. 

“You’re so hard,” I whisper, my fingers brushing the outline of his cock. It’s straining against the fabric, thick and heavy. “You like this, don’t you?”

He doesn’t answer, but his breath hitches, his hands still fisting in the fabric of the couch. His knuckles are white, his body rigid with tension.

I pull his boxers completely down, exposing him fully, and he lets out a soft groan as I take him in my hand, stroking him slowly. His cock is still leaking pre-cum, and I smear it over his tip, making him twitch. His skin is smooth, his veins prominent, and I can feel his pulse throbbing beneath my fingers.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I say, leaning down to lick a stripe up his length again. My tongue is warm, my lips soft, and I can taste the salt of his skin. “I’ve been wanting to do this all weekend.”

His eyes flutter open, meeting mine, and I can see the desire in them, mixed with a hint of fear. But he doesn’t stop me as I take his 11-inches into my mouth again, deeper this time, my throat closing around him. His hands tangle in my hair, his hips bucking slightly, and I can hear the couch creaking beneath us, the sound mixing with his ragged moans.

“Shit,” he gasps, his hands gripping my head. His fingers are strong, his touch desperate, and I can feel his cock throbbing in my mouth. “I’m gonna—”

“No, no, no,” I say, pulling off with a pop. My lips are still swollen, but shiny now with his pre-cum, and I grin up at him, my eyes daring him to stop me. “I’m not done with you.”

I push him back against the couch, his legs spreading as I settle between them. His cock is throbbing, and I can’t resist teasing him, my fingers brushing his big balls, rolling them gently. They’re heavy in my hand, his skin smooth and tight, and I can feel him squirm beneath me.

“You’ve got such a nice cock,” I murmur, leaning down to lick the sensitive skin behind his balls. He jumps, his hands gripping my shoulders, his body tensing.

“What are you—”

I don’t let him finish, my tongue tracing the seam of his ass, making him jump again. His hole clenches, and I smirk, pressing a kiss to the spot. His skin is soft, his muscles tight, and I can feel his breath hitch as my tongue touches him.

“You’ve never done this before, have you?” I ask, my voice teasing. My fingers brush his entrance, and I can feel him tremble.

He shakes his head, his cheeks flushing. “No, I—”

“It’s okay,” I say, my fingers brushing his entrance. His skin is warm, his muscles clenching around my touch. “I’ll go slow.”

His breath hitches as I press my tongue inside of him. He moans loudly, and his hips rise off the bed, chasing the feeling with a hunger he didn’t know he had.

I slide a finger inside him, his body tightening around me. His back arches, caught between resistance and raw need, and I whisper against his skin, “Just relax... let it happen.”

Pulling my finger out, I replace it with my tongue, letting it pulse with slow, deliberate pressure. He grabs the sheets, knuckles white, his legs trembling around my shoulders.

Then it happens—his body jerks, and a raw, unfiltered scream tears from his throat. It’s not pain. It’s pure, helpless ecstasy.

“F-fuck!” he cries, voice cracking. “What are you doing to me?”

I don’t answer. I just keep going—tongue firm, unrelenting—as his moans fill the room like music I never want to stop hearing.

I take my time, prepping him, my tongue and fingers stretching him, making him whimper. His sounds are soft, desperate, and I can feel his body relaxing, his muscles loosening as I work him open.

“Fuck, that’s—”

“Shh,” I say, leaning up to kiss him, but he turns his head again. I don’t push it, focusing on his body instead, my fingers twisting inside him, making him moan. His hole is loosened but still tight, his muscles gripping me, and I can feel his breath coming in short gasps.

“You’re so tight,” I whisper, continuing to scissor my fingers to stretch him further. His muscles clench around me, and I can tell he’s nervous, but he’s also enjoying it. His body is responding, his hole relaxing, and I can feel him pushing back against my touch.

“You ready for me?” I ask, my voice low and seductive. My fingers slide out of him, leaving him empty, and I can feel his body yearning for more.

He nods, his eyes closed, his chest heaving. His face is flushed, his lips parted, and I can see the desire in his expression.

I position myself at his entrance, my 10-inch twink dick throbbing, and I can’t resist teasing him a little more. “You sure? Once I’m inside you, there’s no going back.”

His eyes flutter open, meeting mine, and I see the conflict in them—the desire warring with the fear. But then he nods again, his hands reaching up to grip my hips. His touch is firm, his fingers digging into my skin, and I can feel his desperation.

“Do it,” he whispers, his voice hoarse.

I don’t need to be told twice. I push inside him, slow and steady, his tight heat enveloping me. He gasps, his body arching off the couch, his hands digging into my hips. His hole is so tight, his muscles gripping me like a vice, and I can feel his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck,” he groans, his eyes squeezing shut. “That’s—that’s a lot.”

“Just relax,” I say, my voice gentle. “Let me take care of you.”

I give him a moment to adjust, my cock buried deep inside him, and then I start to move, pulling out slowly before pushing back in, the couch creaking beneath us. The sound is loud, rhythmic, mixing with our ragged breaths and his loud moans.
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