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 I do not own Zayn Malik (I wish tho).
This is purely a work of fiction.
Any names, events, or similarities to real-life situations are purely coincidental.
This never happened. ...Or did it? 😏
***
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London, November 2024
The first drag hit deep, settling into her lungs before she let the smoke slip past her lips—thick, dark, curling slowly into the crisp London air, like a promise of a night that would dissolve into nothing yet embed itself in her mind forever. A taste of fate itself. 
The city pulsed below her, the glow of streetlights reflected in puddles on the pavement, the muffled sounds of late-night taxis and drunken laughter floating up to her hotel balcony.
She exhaled, the red ember of her cigarette dancing before she tapped the ash off the edge. Her fingers steady. 
She had done this so many times — travel to a new city alone, looking for something that always seemed to slip away.
Tonight felt different. Something about the air felt electric.
She wasn’t nervous. Not really.
There was just something about the anticipation that weighed her stomach, skin humming faintly, as though the body knew a thing the mind had yet to catch on to.
She had planned this. Every detail.
This wasn’t just about seeing him.
This was about making him see her.
Everything was calculated and meant to serve her purpose. Her dress — black mini, slit on her right thigh, sheer stockings hidden under the hem of it. She looked good. Eye-catching.
She felt even better — confident, powerful, dangerous.
She crushed the cigarette in the ashtray, lips curling into a smirk as she turned away from the window. The weight of her leather coat rested comfortably upon her shoulders as she grabbed her purse.
Time to go.
***
The air was heavy — heat, sweat, the electricity of thousands packed in, waiting, wanting. The sort of collective anticipation that had the walls feeling like they were pulsing, like the whole room was one living, breathing entity.
She threaded her way through the crowd with a sense of purpose, taking her place in the third row, perfectly distanced-in, perfectly positioned. The perfect view.
Project One was ripping through their set, familiar strains of 'Gimme! Gimme!" had the crowd going wild. The female lead prowled the stage, voice wild and uncontrolled, as wild as her curly hair; the kind of presence that took over and owned the stage — a fucking queen. 
The blonde guitarist had his own legion of screaming fans — but everyone knew the truth.
They weren't here for them.
They were waiting—
For him.
She shrugged her shoulders, breathing deeply, letting the mood of the moment sink into her bones.
She allowed herself to feel it. The pounding bass vibrating in her chest, the rough grit of guitar riffs slicing through the din. She was going to enjoy herself. So she danced by herself to their rock song.
She could sense it in the restless shifting, in the way people around her gripped their phones, in the way the air grew dense with expectation as the opening act finished, each melody pulling them nearer. To the reason for which they all were truly there.
She checked the clock.
Late. Of course, he was.
Fucking tease.
***
The murmur came through the crowd. People were getting impatient. What if something happened? What if he cancelled last minute?
She didn’t let herself even entertain those thoughts. It was not a possibility for tonight.
She knew she would meet him. Fucking knew it.
And then lights began flashing onto the blue curtain. 
Intro with fragments of pre recorded songs and his voice edged the crowd.  
“1, 2, 3, 4…” Zayn singing Dreamin, everyone screamed but it was a false alarm. 
Record shifted, a slow hum of bass slid through the speakers, heavy, deep, reverberating beneath her feet, crawling up her spine. 
Then Alienated — more screams — but it also was cut short. 
More tense music in the background, making people go feral. 
And then finally—
The curtain dropped, the crowd erupted.
The type of noise that came crashing in waves, raw and earsplitting, rattling the walls. It pounded against her skin, her chest, buried itself deep into her ribs.
And there he was.
Zayn.
He stood for a moment under blue lights, slightly tilted head, red mic clutched in his hand, eyes shrouded. The crowd lost their fucking minds. 
He didn't move. Not yet.
Then—
"Love me partly, leave me tonight. Say, ‘Don't fall in pieces’, I might.'" 
The first verse sailed through the room like silk, smooth and seamless; the kind of voice that made your legs weak. 
She observed him — closely, cautiously. And she saw it.
The subtle clench of his jawline. His grip on the microphone was barely too tight, and his shoulders remained taut with rigidity. The way he was touching his belly, as to give himself some comfort. 
He was anxious. 
She recognized the signs— a man holding on too fiercely to something within himself, biding his breath for a lapse of tranquility. 
He wasn't grounded yet. He wasn't quite present. 
His gaze roved over the crowd of faces— unfocused, searching without actually seeing. 
Or his eyes remained closed, trying to find peace in the music.
When he was done with the chorus he moved back, started playing with his fingers for a little while and gave this cute shy grin to no one in particular. 
And the show started for good.
He started to warm up.
***
The final notes of My Woman echoed through the venue, fading into the thick, electric atmosphere. The crowd erupted into cheers, screams layering over one another, a wave of voices colliding in excitement. The lights dimmed slightly, casting a warm glow over the stage as Zayn stepped forward, gripping the microphone with a lazy ease.
"What's going on, London? Everything good?" The crowd screamed at once in response. "Alright, it fucking feels amazing to be here. Not gonna lie. Thank you for waiting, you know? I know it took a while, but we're here." His voice, husky and laced with something just shy of nervous excitement, cut through the noise. "So tonight, I want you guys to have an amazing night. Really enjoy yourself. Sing along. Scream. If people told you to be quiet online, pay them no mind at all. We’re here tonight. We're having a good time. Have a drink, have a laugh. Let’s enjoy ourselves, yeah?"
The crowd roared, some fans throwing their hands up, others whistling in agreement. It wasn’t deafening—not yet. But the energy pulsed, restless, like something waiting to explode.
Then, the intro to Birds on a Cloud drifted in, soft and slow at first before the beat kicked in. The audience swayed, a sea of bodies moving with the music, some singing along, some just listening to his angelic voice. Zayn’s voice floated effortlessly, each note laced with a kind of intimacy that made it feel like he was singing to each person individually.
Dreamin followed, the transition seamless. The stage lights turned a deep, dusky blue as he shrugged off his jacket, rolling his shoulders slightly before gripping the mic stand with both hands. The crowd went wild at the sight, a ripple of cheers and camera flashes bursting across the stadium. He let them react, a small smirk tugging at his lips before he turned his attention back to the music.
Then came Lied To.
Zayn's fingers tightened around the mic, his throat working as he inhaled deeply. His eyes fluttered shut, letting himself feel the music, the weight of it pressing into his chest. The first few lines slipped past his lips, steady, smooth, but there was an edge—a tightness, the remnants of nerves still clinging to him.
Flashlights clicked on—thousands of tiny white lights swaying in perfect rhythm, a breathtaking moment orchestrated by the fans. A hush rippled through the crowd, anticipation settling like static in the air.
Then, as the chorus swelled, his eyes cracked open, and he saw it—the sea of lights. The realization hit, a breath of something warm easing through his chest, loosening the grip around his ribs. He relaxed a little, his jaw unclenched, and a small, genuine smile tugged at his lips. For the first time that night, it looked like the weight had lifted.
She was in the crowd, observing, seeing his every reaction, catching the way his shoulders eased, the subtle lift in his expression. 
She swayed just slightly to the music, slowly, letting it run through her, feeling every note. Damn, his voice felt amazing.
***
The stage lights bathed the arena in hues of deep blue as the opening chords of Sweat hummed through the speakers. The energy of the crowd pulsed like a living thing, thousands of bodies moving in rhythm, voices blending into an electric hum. Zayn gripped the mic stand, eyes flicking across the sea of faces, lost in the moment—until he wasn’t.
"Let me touch you where you like it"
She was there, completely unbothered by the chaos around her. She stayed controlled, entirely focused on him—like she had been all night. 
Fans screamed, singing, jumping around her. But she wasn't. 
She loved that song, loved how it made her feel. So she just moved her body. Slow. Sensual.
The bass thrummed deep in her chest, the melody curling inside her veins. And his voice—his voice entered her like a breath of something sinful, something intoxicating, sending shivers down her spine. 
She let the music move through her, let it wrap around her like a second skin. Her body swayed, slow, deliberate, her own private rhythm.
He felt like something was off all night. This strange pull, something tugging at the edges of his awareness. At first, it was faint, easy to ignore, but it kept creeping back—a restless energy, a feeling he couldn’t shake.
Sometimes, his eyes drifted across the crowd, searching for something unknown, scanning past screaming faces without knowing what he was looking for. Other times, he forced himself to focus, grounding himself in the music, in the performance, in the practiced control of it all. And yet it remained.
It didn’t make sense.
Until her eyes caught a movement.
Slow. Hypnotic. Deliberate.
A ripple in the energy, like a wave breaking through the sea of bodies, crashing against him with force he couldn’t ignore.
She saw her.
“Give you all of my attention”
Their eyes locked.
The crowd, the lights, the deafening chaos—it all blurred into the background. Just her. Just him.
She moved like she was made of the song, swaying her hips in time with the beat, hands dragging over her own skin, slow, lazy motion that sent a rush of heat straight through him. 
The music coiled around her like a spell. She looked like a siren swaying in the dim lights, dragging her fingertips over her skin like she was tracing the lyrics onto herself. A taunt, a lure—a fucking dare wrapped in her black leather jacket.
His grip tightened on the mic, knuckles white. His pulse slammed against his ribs. The room felt smaller. Hotter. Sweaty. 
His breath hitched, his chest rising and falling a little faster, like she had reached inside him and pulled the air right out of his lungs.
Fuck.
She had him.
His voice wavered, just barely, but it was enough. He recovered fast, but it didn’t matter—she had already seen. And worse, she smirked.
Like she knew exactly what she was doing to him.
"Dive into that ocean of your love, oh"
His voice smoothed back into the song, but he wasn’t the same. He tried to shut everything out, to focus on the performance, on the music coursing through him, on the thousands of screaming fans. But the pull hadn’t disappeared—it had only grown stronger, more insistent, gnawing at him, refusing to be ignored. 
She was still singing, still moving like she owned the space around her, like the music itself had wrapped around her body, flowing through her veins. Looking so fucking smug. But inside? A storm.
He saw me. Fuck.
It was a rush of adrenaline, a high that sent electricity snapping through her limbs. Because fuck—if she could make him see her, she could have him. 
It was the first step to the thing she really wanted.
And it made her fucking giddy with excitement.
And then—right before the end of the song, his eyes found hers again. That magnetic force dragged his gaze right back to her, no searching—just inevitability.
He lost.
And she was waiting for it.
"Can't take my eyеs off you, baby" he sang to her.
"Let me love you, baby" she mounted his lyrics back to him.
Zayn’s eyes looked away, his jaw clenching. 
Fuck. 
Who the hell was this girl?
***
As Sweat melted into BoRdErZ, the bass hit deeper, sultry and deliberate. The crowd roared, a wave of sound swelling through the arena, but Zayn barely registered it. 
It was her favorite song on this playlist.
Her whole energy shifted, a little fangirl peeking out from behind the walls of her composure. And he somehow registered that change. And even though he wanted to keep ignoring her, keep his eyes closed—he looked.
She wasn’t just singing. She was letting every lyric wrap around him, let them own her, as much as she owned them.
Her lips moved around every word, voice just loud enough that he could hear her beneath the music.
“Taste your sweet profanity. 
It's all for a good cause, think you're doin' a good job”
She sang louder now, to him, for him. Like the music was a thread between them, tightening with every note. Her body moved smoother, looser, more sensual—like she was finally letting herself feel it, like she was giving in to the moment, knowing he was watching. 
And fuck, he was watching.
“They don't know what I know
How long I've had to hold
You're like a commotion, all because of me”
His throat went dry. Fuck.
He continued to sing it right back to her but he could feel the tension stretching between them like a live wire. His fingers flexed around the mic, fighting the way his pulse kicked up. 
This wasn’t just a concert anymore.
It was something else.
Something personal. 
She made it something personal.
She smirked again. Like she knew she had him already.
“So take it off 
Let's break down all of our walls 
Right now I wanna see it all, oh oh”
He felt it, the weight of her gaze, the way she sang those words like a promise, like a challenge, like she meant every single one of his lyrics. Like she wanted to break down every wall between them, to burn through the space that separated them. 
And fuck—it did something to him.
The boldness, the audacity of it, the way she pulled him in like a spell, like she’d wrapped him in a net he didn’t realize he’d stepped into. It snapped inside him, that electric awareness, the temptation curling under his skin. 
He needed to stop this now—or he’d end the concert early just to fuck her senseless.
No. Control yourself, Malik.
He ripped his eyes away, forced himself to focus anywhere else, but she’d already won.
She smirked—message sent.
She stuck around for a few more songs, just enjoying the fact that she was hearing him sing live. 
iT’s YoU. Shoot at Will. Last Request.
Song after song, she lingered.
Until she didn’t.
Right before PILLOWTALK—she was gone.
He felt the loss before he even saw it—empty space where she’d been.
The music played on, the crowd sang louder, and Zayn Malik stood there, microphone in hand, aching for something more.
***
The crowd was suffocating—bodies pressing in, the thud of bass vibrating through her chest, the air was thick. But she wasn’t really there anymore, not mentally. Her mind was three steps ahead, mapping the route, tracking security, calculating risk.
She moved fast, but not desperate. Desperation got you caught. She cut through the mass with surgical precision—sidestepping drunken sways, ducking past oblivious hands. Her breath came quick but controlled. The women’s toilets loomed ahead. First checkpoint.
She shoved the door open, stepping into a narrow corridor. To the left, a short flight of stairs led up to the exit, a security guard standing by the door leading outside. To the right, a few steps down, the toilets. 
She went down. 
Air-conditioning sliced through the heat. Few girls were fixing smeared lipstick and giggled tipsy at the mirrors. Few stalls were occupied. Good. Witnesses meant noise. Noise meant confusion.
Her pulse pounded. Wait. Watch. Move. 
Her fingers twisted her silver rings, nerves sharpening into focus.
She slipped into a stall. She reached into her pocket, fingers curling around a small device, her pulse drummed loudly in her ears. But her hands were steady as she activated and hid it next to the bin. 
She waited a beat, then pushed the door open, stepping out, going to wash her hands.
Silence stretched.
Then—
The fire alarm imitation blared—loud, clear, piercing. A sharp, metallic wail cut through the air, making her flinch.
Somebody screamed, scared.
It was loud enough to be heard even over the pounding bass outside. Enough to snap heads around, to send ripples of panic through the cramped space.
“What the fuck?” A girl gasped.
The guard pushed through the door. Perfect.
“What’s going on?”
She blinked, playing confused, her expression pulled into careful innocence. “I don’t know. I was just leaving.”
The guard scanned her briefly, deciding she wasn’t a threat before brushing past her, toward the stalls. Check the threat. Neutralize the chaos. Basic protocol.
She didn’t stick around.
She didn’t hesitate. She turned and walked. 
Don’t run. Don’t look back. 
She moved, smooth, deliberate, every step calculated. Adrenaline surged through her veins, her body screaming at her to run, but her every move was controlled, confident, like she was meant to do this all along. She held her breath, was tense as fuck, her hands shaking slightly, but her stride was steady.
She slipped past the door, pushing it shut with quiet precision, the cold metal pressing firm against her palm. The security guard stepped out of the toilets seconds after it closed. Too late.
She waited for a heartbeat. Bracing herself.
But nothing came.
No alarms. No footsteps. No chase.
The cold air sliced through her heat-drenched skin. Fuck, yes.
The adrenaline in her blood still pulsed, hot and dizzying, but she let herself sink into the shadows, back pressed against the rough concrete wall. 
Her fingers trembled slightly as she pulled out a cigarette. Flick. Inhale. Smoke curled around her, the night swallowing her whole. The flame flickered against the wind before settling, the glow illuminating her smirk for a brief second.
No one followed. She made it. 
All according to plan.
Perfect.
That made her feel like she was on top of the world.
The night was quiet, only distant echoes of the crowd behind her. The cigarette burned between her fingers, smoke curling into the air. The tension, the risk, the victory—it all settled, leaving her with that delicious, dangerous thrill humming beneath her skin.
She took another drag, exhaling slowly. 
God, it felt so good being bad.
Now we wait.
***
The cool London air pressed against her skin as she was waiting, the taste of smoke lingering on her lips. Her pulse was still high from slipping past security, but outwardly? She looked completely unbothered.
Smoke curled from her lips, the bitter taste grounding her, masking her nerves, her excitement. The cigarette balanced between her fingers burned softly in the dark. 
It felt like the universe was on her side tonight, letting everything go smoothly. 
Like it was meant to happen.
Minutes tickled by. The show was still ending inside, the final echoes of his song vibrating through the walls. 
And then—the doors swung open.
Zayn stepped out first, moving fast, his bodyguards flanking him. He was only in his t-shirt, his jacket tossed over his shoulder, ink on display, hat off. Adrenaline still sharp in his bloodstream, heart still hammering from the stage, from the crowd, from the rush of it all. He looked rushed, like he was ready to disappear into the night—until his eyes landed on her, like they were pulled towards her by unseen force.
She just stood there.
A fucking vision.
Leaning against the wall, cigarette between her fingers, leather coat pooling around her like she fucking owned the night. The trench coat, parted just enough to reveal the black mini dress, slit teasing up her thigh, sheer tights glinting in the dim light. A walking sin. 
She exhaled smoke, looking like she couldn’t care less that he just walked out. Like she had been waiting—but not for him.
Zayn’s steps faltered. His dark eyes dragged over her, his jaw tightening, processing the audacity of it all. That she shouldn’t be here, yet here she was.
She met his gaze, slow and deliberate, a single brow lifting in unimpressed amusement.
The rest of his team moved forward, but he hesitated, something in him coiling tight. His security clocked her immediately—one of them stepping closer. But Zayn lifted a hand, stopping them.
She didn’t move.
Didn’t smile.
She just took another drag, exhaling slowly, watching him.
He took a step forward. Then another. Like he hadn’t thought about it, like gravity had already decided for him. 
He stopped just a few steps away. A measured distance. 
She held his gaze, unshaken, before taking only one step forward—just enough to be fully visible in the lights.
His lips parted slightly, a flicker of something unreadable flashing in his gaze.
"Zayn Malik," she drawled.
Her voice was smooth, edged with a slow, knowing amusement, like she had expected him all along.
He blinked, thrown aback for half a second, before he exhaled, a quiet laugh ghosting over his lips. He shook his head, intrigued despite himself, intrigued by how fucking bold she is.
She watched him, expression still unreadable, still cool. But her eyes told him a different story. She was looking at him like the only thing she saw was him.
"You alright?" he asked, voice low, the weight of his accent sinking into the words. "You left early."
Her smirk deepened. The fact that he noticed? That he had been looking for her in the crowd? It buzzed under her skin.
"Just needed some fresh air." She lifted the cigarette slightly, tilting her head.
Zayn’s gaze dropped to her hand, lingering on the way her fingers curled around it, her perfect black nails, the way her rings glinted in the dim light. His jaw flexed slightly before his eyes dragged back up to hers.
His driver called his name, but he didn’t move.
"Good show."
Zayn exhaled sharply, huffing a quiet laugh.
"You didn’t even stay till the end."
She shrugged, flicking her cigarette away.
"Didn’t need to. Got what I came for."
His jaw locked. She was fucking with him. He knew it. And worse? It was working.
Silence stretched. Thick. Charged. Unspoken words clawing at the air between them.
And then—she moved.
One step forward, close enough that he can smell the mix of tobacco, leather, and something dark and sweet. Fuck.
She reached into her purse. Pulled out a sleek black card. And held it between her index and middle finger in the small room that was left between them. 
He looked down and took it. Their fingers brushed for just a second.
A spark. Immediate. Electric.
Her breath hitched. His fingers flexed. 
They both felt it.
His dark eyes flickered back up to hers, something dangerous shifting behind them.
"What’s this?"
"My number." 
Her voice was velvet, rich with a silent dare. She tilted her head slightly, taunting, eyes locked onto his.
A small pause.
Then—she smiled like a cat.
"Call me."
And just like that—she turned.
Didn’t wait for his reaction. Didn’t look back. Just fucking walked away.
And Zayn? He just stood there, fingers pressing into the card, heart still racing.
He watched the sway of her trench coat, the quiet confidence in her steps. The slow click of her boots against the pavement.
Not once did she glance back.
Silence stretched. The weight of it pressing against him.
His security stood nearby, waiting for him to move. His driver cleared his throat, nodding toward the car.
"Boss?"
Zayn blinked, barely registering him. His fingers brushed over the card mindlessly. 
Because all he could think about is the way she just…left.
Didn’t ask if he’d call. Didn’t even give her name. Just fucking disappeared.
And now? She was the only thing on his mind.
His jaw clenched. His fingers tightened around the card.
He exhaled sharply, shaking his head, before finally stepping into the car.
But even as they pulled away, even as the streetlights blurred past, he already knew.
He was calling her tonight.
***
She didn't linger. Just disappeared into the night like a ghost, slipping through the city’s veins unnoticed.
Three minutes. One cigarette. That’s all it took to get back to the hotel. 
She collapsed onto the bed, didn't even bother to take off her boots. 
Adrenaline was still drumming under her skin.
She fucking did that.
A strangled, breathless laugh tore from her throat as she flopped onto her back, legs kicking at the air like a reckless, overjoyed child. Just for a second, she let herself revel in it. The absurdity. The fucking reality of it.
Zayn Malik.
I met Zayn fucking Malik. Talked to him. 
Kurwa.
He has my number.
Her hands flew over her face.
He’s going to call. He’s not going to call. Fucking hell, yes, he is. Omfg, I’m going to fuck him.
The thought sent a violent shiver through her, burning through the last remnants of disbelief. She rolled off the bed, going out to the balcony, needing another cigarette, needing to steady herself.
Just to calm the fuck down. Couldn't.
She wasn’t waiting for his text. But she knew it would come.
The moment her phone screen lit up, her heart stilled for one heartbeat.
Unknown Number
She inhaled slowly, thumb hovering before swiping open the message.
"Be ready in 10. Driver will wait near the venue in black Mercedes. Z"
A slow smirk curled at her lips, satisfaction blooming low in her stomach. No hesitation. No small talk. Just command.
Of fucking course.
“K”
She sent the single letter response, slipping back inside. 
She grabbed her bag, already packed. 
Because she knew she wasn’t coming back here tonight.
***
The city blurred past, golden streaks of light bouncing off the tinted windows as she settled back against the cool leather of the black Mercedes. Her fingers trailed absently over the zipper of her trench coat, the anticipation coiling tight in her belly.
The driver hadn’t spoken a word. He didn’t need to.
His text sat on her screen like a silent promise. Short. Direct. Certain.
Zayn took her card. He had decided. And now? She was coming to him.
She didn’t fidget. Didn’t let herself look eager. But inside? The anticipation was a slow, consuming ache. 
She had always known this would happen, she wanted it so bad and now she was getting exactly what she dreamt about.
She just hadn’t expected it to be so easy.
Streets of London rushed by in golden hues and neon shadows, the hum of the engine the only sound filling the quiet space.
And then, they were there.
A sleek, understated five-star hotel, the kind where privacy wasn’t a feature, it was a rule.
The driver stepped out first, rounding the car, opening her door. She moved smoothly, adjusting the strap of her bag over her shoulder as the night air kissed her flushed skin.
"Mr. Malik is waiting in room 572, 13th floor."
She nodded, her pulse a deep, steady thrum beneath her ribs. "Thank you."
She walked inside, straight for the lifts, her boots clicking sharp against polished marble.
The second the doors slid shut, sealing her in, her heart gave a single, hard beat.
She was going up.
Straight to him.
[bookmark: _qf2khfzcn0eg]Chapter 2
She barely hesitated before knocking.
Not because she wasn’t feeling the weight of what she was about to do—she just wasn’t the kind of person who hesitated.
Ok, maybe for a second or two, just to even her breath and remind herself: You got this girl. No, that it was a big deal— what, like standing in front of Zayn’s hotel door about to fuck him after all those years dreaming about this moment? Big deal? Nah.
So she didn’t hesitate, she was ready for this, thought this through million of times and wasn’t going to fuck it up now. 
She’ll go there to be the best version of herself and make him beg for it—perfect plan.
The door opened faster than she expected.
Like he’d been waiting. 
Good sign.
Zayn stood in the doorway, one hand on the frame, the other tucked into the pocket of his black pants, a cigarette tucked behind his ear. His Corrado Jr. t-shirt hung loose over his frame, slightly worn but comfortable.
She wasn’t sure what she had expected.
But whatever it was, this was better.
Standing here tête-à-tête, finally alone, seeing that he is an actual human being, a MAN, made her stomach flip. 
I guess it didn’t sink the first time. Or she was just too consumed by nerves then.
His eyes dragged over her slowly, lingering—not in the obvious way most men did, but in a way that felt deliberate. Like he was cataloging details.
Like he was trying to figure out what the fuck she was doing here.
Then, finally—
"You actually showed up."
She smirked, shifting her weight onto one hip, adjusting the strap of her leather bag.
"Wouldn’t missed it for a chance"
Zayn exhaled, eyes flicking over her face, unreadable.
Then, he stepped back, opening the door wider.
"Come in, then."
***
The room was dimly lit, floor-to-ceiling windows stretching across the far wall, overlooking the London skyline. The air was warm, thick with the scent of cigarettes and something faintly sweet.
She took her time, stepping inside, letting her gaze flick across the unmade bed, the half-finished glass of whiskey on the coffee table, the guitar propped against the chair.
This was exactly the penthouse suite she’d expected.
It was luxurious. Darker.
Like him.
The door clicked shut, locking them into something unspoken, heavy, dangerous.
Zayn lingered for a moment before moving past her, brushing close—not touching, but almost.
She felt him anyway.
Felt the heat radiating off him as he stepped toward the minibar, grabbing another glass.
"You want a drink?"
She smirked, tilting her head. "Are you trying to get me drunk?"
Zayn let out a quiet laugh. "You think you need it?"
Her smirk deepened.
"Not at all."
His jaw tightened slightly, a flicker of something in his gaze before he looked away, grabbing a bottle of whiskey.
“I don’t drink,” she added.
That made him pause.
Not a long pause. Just half a second too long.
Like he wanted to ask something but didn’t.
Instead, he just poured himself whiskey and leaned against the counter, watching her.
Then—he turned to her fully, his brows lifting slightly.
"You can take off your coat, you know."
She exhaled a small laugh, reaching for the lapels of her long, black leather trench.
"I’m good."
Zayn’s brow twitched.
Just slightly.
Just enough for her to see it.
"You sure?" he mused, crossing his arms. "You look like you’re about to interrogate me."
She grinned. "Maybe I am."
Zayn huffed a laugh, shaking his head. "Fuckin’ hell."
But his eyes—they lingered.
She felt them.
Dragging up her body, over the dark fabric, over the places he hadn’t seen yet.
She should let him take it.
Let him peel her open, layer by layer.
But not yet.
Instead, she walked past him, toward the floor-to-ceiling windows.
She pulled open the balcony door, letting the cool November air wrap around her as she stepped outside.
Zayn hesitated for a beat.
And then—he followed.
***
The city stretched out below them, golden lights scattered like stars, the pulse of London still alive even at this hour.

She leaned against the railing, pulling a cigarette from her pocket, rolling it between her fingers.
And then—he was there.
Close enough that she could feel the heat of his body, his presence a quiet force against the cold night.
Neither of them spoke for a moment. 
She smirked, placing the cigarette between her lips, lighting it with a soft flick of her black Zippo. Zayn stood beside her, mirroring her stance, watching her as he lighted up his own cig.
"So tell me" His voice was low, smoke in his lungs. "How the fuck did you end up here?"
She smirked, finally turning to face him, tilting her head.
"In London?"
"No." He took a slow sip, voice lower. "Here. With me."
There was no accusation in his tone.
Just curiosity.
She shrugged, stepping closer, but not too close.
"Luck. Fate. Meticulous planning."
Zayn huffed a quiet laugh, shaking his head.
"You always plan your one-night stands this well?"
"No. I guess it’s just you"
His brow lifted, intrigued.
"And what? I’m a bucket list item?"
"More like a mission."
Zayn let his tongue swipe over his bottom lip, amusement flickering in his eyes.
"Jesus."
She smirked.
"Don’t get a big head, Malik. I just wanted to see if you lived up to the fantasy."
"And?"
"Jury’s still out."
He grinned, eyes dark and knowing. But didn't say anything.
Zayn set his glass down, rubbing a slow hand over his jaw, watching her with the same quiet intensity he had on stage.
"So, how was the concert?"
She shrugged, leaning against the railing comfortably.
"It was alright."
Zayn narrowed his eyes.
"Just alright?"
"Yeah. You know, decent vocals, good lighting. Could’ve been better, though."
"How so?"
She smirked, tilting her head back against the couch.
"For starters, I would’ve opened with Befour."
Zayn blinked.
Then let out a low laugh, shaking his head.
"It would’ve been badass." She tapped at her cigarette and watched the ash fall down. "Think about it. The bass kicks in. The lights go dark. Then—"
She lifted her head, voice smooth, sultry, perfectly timed—
"‘I’ve done this before. Not like this.’”
Zayn let out another laugh, quieter this time.
"I hate that you’re actually right."
"I know."
His gaze lingered on her a little longer.
"And why did you leave during Pillowtalk?"
Her lips curled, cigarette dangling between her fingers.
"Cause I can’t stand this song. Don’t get me wrong, it is a great song, especially lyricaly" she admitted, stretching her arms above her head, voice casual. "The music video, though?"
She looked him dead in the eye.
"Ruined by a viper. Still have PTSD from it."
Zayn snorted, covering his mouth with his fist.
"You had to know that video was fucking terrible." she continued, relishing the reaction.
"I was twenty-three and not making my own decisions."
"And it shows."
Zayn rubbed a hand down his face, laughing despite himself.
"I would’ve kiss it better."
Zayn leaned forward, resting his forearms on his knees, gaze flicking to her lips before dragging back up to her eyes.
"I highly doubt that."
"Want me to prove it?"
Zayn exhaled a sharp breath, his eyes flicking to hers, dark and unreadable. And fuck, she saw it.

That he wanted it.

That he was drawn to her, cause she was bold, not shy, not hesitant, not waiting for permission.

Just took what she wanted.

And that got him.

Zayn ran a hand over his jaw, his smirk flickering back into place.
"Eventually."
There was a moment of silence between them. Heavy. Loaded.
Not ready to unfold it just yet, she needed to talk about something lighter. Then she looked at him, eyes dragging over his shirt, something between curiosity and challenge flickering behind her gaze. Smoke curled from her lips, slow, deliberate, as she exhaled.
"So, are you a Sopranos fan, or do you just like old grumpy fucks?"
Zayn blinked.
Then—he fucking laughed.
A real laugh. Unrestrained, deep, unexpected.
Her stomach flipped.
Because fuck.
That sound?
It was beautiful.
His amusement lingered, the ghost of it still playing at the corner of his mouth as he leaned back, dragging his fingers through his hair. 
"I mean, you just seem more like a Godfather guy," she continued, cocking her head. "Quiet, broody, artistic. Meanwhile, The Sopranos is all about impulsive sociopathic bastards making terrible life choices."
Zayn huffed another laugh, tapping ash into the tray. "And which one am I?"
She turned, tilting her head, studying him like a puzzle she already half-solved. "Depends. You got a therapist?"
He smirked, rubbing his jaw. "Had one."
She arched her brow. "Did you try to fuck her?"
"For fuck’s sake."
She grinned. "Just making sure you’re not full Tony Soprano yet."
Zayn shook his head, exhaling smoke, watching her. The kind of watching that wasn’t just looking—it was peeling back layers.
She held his gaze, unbothered. Because she knew what he was doing. What he was trying to figure out. And fuck if she was gonna make it easy for him.
He exhaled, watching her. "Alright, since we’re playing this game—what’s your favorite show?"
She leaned back, considering for half a second. "Dark."
His brows lifted slightly. "The German time-travel mindfuck?"
"The very one."
"Figures. Complicated, existential, kind of fucked up."
She held his gaze, something charged flickering between them before she took another drag, blowing the smoke out slowly. "It’s all about fate, you know. Cycles. People who are bound to meet, over and over, no matter what."
"You believe in that shit?"
She shrugged. "I believe in making things happen. Nothing just falls into place. But I do think some souls are linked—lifetime after lifetime, drawn back to each other to heal, to balance, to learn karma lessons together. Sometimes you meet someone and it feels like you've known them forever. Maybe you have."
Zayn didn’t reply immediately. He just watched her, silent, unreadable. The air between them stretched, thickening, the weight of something unsaid pressing down like gravity.
He flicked his cigarette into the tray, the ember dying instantly. Then, voice quieter, darker—"I know I have."
Something in her chest tightened.
His eyes didn’t waver, didn’t flinch. They held her in place, like he was seeing straight through her skin, through all the layers she didn’t let people touch. There was something familiar in his expression, something knowing, and it rattled her more than she wanted to admit.
She swallowed, forcing herself to keep her cool. "That so?"
He didn’t nod, didn’t smile. Just kept looking, the kind of look that scraped along her ribs, that unsettled something deep and unspoken.
She tapped her cigarette against the tray, feigning nonchalance. "Must be a past life thing, then."
Zayn exhaled, but it wasn’t amusement this time. It was something heavier. "Or maybe this one."
The words sat between them, electric, unanswered.
She should laugh. Roll her eyes. Call him dramatic.
But for the first time that night—
She didn’t.
They stand there for a beat, smoke weaving lazy patterns between them, an unspoken understanding settling into place. It wasn’t just the words—it was the way they flowed between them, effortless, like a game they’d played a hundred times before.
Like they got it.
Like they got each other.
And fuck, if that wasn’t the most dangerous thing of all.
She took another slow drag of her cigarette, eyes never leaving his, the weight of his stare coiling low in her stomach. If she were someone else—someone softer, someone more sentimental—she might let herself linger on the moment, let herself be pulled under by the gravity of what he was suggesting.
But she wasn’t. And she wasn’t about to let herself get caught in whatever this was. Not yet. Deflection was safer—lighter. A well-placed smirk, a sharp quip, a flick of her cigarette to push away the weight of his words before they could sink too deep.
So she smirked, exhaling smoke toward the ceiling. "You say that like we haven’t already lived a hundred lives together. Maybe last time you were the one chasing me."
A quiet huff left him, somewhere between amusement and frustration. "You think so?"
"Would explain why you look at me like that. Like you're debating whether to fuck me or go through a pros and cons list first."
Zayn dragged his tongue across his teeth, shaking his head slightly, and fuck—there it was again. That look. Dark, focused, a barely-restrained heat flickering beneath his lashes. Like he was still trying to figure her out, but more than that—like he wanted to break her composure, to find the edge where she’d finally unravel.
"You always do that?" His voice was lower now, more deliberate.
She arched her brow. "Do what?"
"Turn shit into a joke when you're nervous?"
A beat. The air between them stretched tight.
"Oh, sweetheart, I don’t get nervous." She took another slow drag, exhaling smoke lazily. "But I do enjoy watching you squirm. Keep stalling if you want—it's cute watching you pretend you’re in control."
His jaw tensed. "You really don’t let up, do you?"
Her smirk widened. "You like it."
Zayn didn’t answer, just exhaled through his nose, slow and measured, like he was trying to keep his grip on whatever fraying control he had left. The muscle in his jaw twitched. His fingers flexed against his knee. Something flickered across his face—something that might’ve been irritation if it weren’t laced with something hungrier, something dangerously close to surrender. He exhaled sharply.
Then he leaned forward, just slightly, shoulders squaring, his stance tightening as he closed the space between them, eyes locked onto hers like he was waiting for her next move. "Maybe I do."
Something in her stomach twisted, hot and anticipatory, but she refused to let it show. She tilted her head, mirroring his movement, her smirk never wavering. "Maybe?" She took another slow drag, letting the smoke curl from her lips before tilting her head. "Maybe you should figure out what you want, Malik. Or do you need me to spell it out for you? Cause it feels like we’re wasting our time here."
Zayn let out a slow, humorless chuckle, but there was no amusement in his eyes—just something dark, something razor-sharp. He ran a hand through his hair, then let it drop to his knee, fingers tapping against the fabric like he was measuring his next move.
"Oh, so that's how you want to play." His voice was smoother now, like he’d settled into something dangerous. "You always like pushing people?"
She leaned in slightly, eyes glinting with something just shy of wicked. "Only the ones who take too damn long to make a move."
His lips parted, tongue dragging across his bottom lip like he was considering his next words carefully. His fingers flexed, then curled into a fist against his knee. He looked at her, gaze dropping—just for a second—to her mouth.
He was losing. She could see it. The way his fingers flexed against his thigh, the way his knee bounced slightly like he was trying to distract himself from whatever was clawing at his restraint.
"And what happens when they push back?"
Her pulse ticked faster, but she didn’t let it show. Instead, she took one last slow drag of her cigarette and took her time stubbing out her cigarette, dragging the moment out, letting the silence stretch, tightening the coil between them until something had to snap. Then she met his gaze again, slow and deliberate, leaning just a little closer, voice dropping to something near a whisper, voice low, taunting. 
"Guess you’ll have to find out."
He stilled. Just for a second.
A muscle ticked in his jaw, his fingers curling into a fist against his knee. Like he was waging a war with himself, one he already fucking knew he was going to lose.
And then, finally—
"Fuck it." he muttered.
The words barely left his lips before he moved, closing their distance completely.
Fast, decisive—one hand catching the back of her neck, the other gripping her waist, pulling her into him like he’d finally run out of patience. Like he’d spent the entire night holding himself back and now, there was nothing left to do but give in.
And fuck—
The moment his mouth crashed against hers, it felt inevitable. A foregone conclusion they had spent too much time resisting, too much time circling like predators too proud to surrender first. 
And yet, this wasn’t surrender—this was a battle all its own. The heat of his body pressed into her, one hand tangled in her hair, the other gripping her waist, holding her as if she might slip through his fingers if he wasn’t careful.
She should push him away.
She should toy with him a little longer, keep playing the game, stretching the tension, and be more unattainable. Make him chase her longer. 
But she yanked at his shirt instead, dragging him into her like she was starved, like she was dying for him all night. Her teeth grazed his bottom lip, hard enough to make him groan, and she swallowed the sound like it belonged to her.
Fuck— This was what all she ever wanted.
It set fire to her veins, an all-consuming fever as her nails scraped against the back of his neck, as he responded in kind—his grip becoming bruising, his mouth opening under hers with something dangerously close to desperation. She tilted her head, taking more, taking everything, and he let her.
Teeth, tongue, fire—
The kiss was messy, frantic, their bodies clashing like neither of them could stand the space that remained between them. His hands roamed, gripping, pulling her impossibly closer like he wanted to memorize the way she felt pressed against him.
But it wasn’t enough.
Her pulse roared in her ears, breath hitching as his fingers tightened at her waist. She smirked against his mouth, dragging her nails down his spine before murmuring against his lips, "Is that you pushing me? Because I barely felt it."
Something in him snapped.
He growled, the sound reverberating in his chest as he pushed her back, pressing her against the wall so hard she gasped—but she didn’t break. Didn’t falter. Instead, she yanked him even closer, sucking his bottom lip until he groaned.
Her smirk only grew bigger.
Weak.
And then she shoved him. Hard.
He stumbled back a step, blinking, lips slightly parted, breathing heavy. The shift was instant—the domme in her waking, stretching out, taking control before he could even process it.
Without a word, she turned, walking inside, the click of her heels against the floor slicing through the heavy silence. The air between them was thick, humming with something electric, something irreversible.
He hesitated for half a second.
Then he followed.
She could hear his steps behind her, steady, certain, the weight of his gaze burning into her back as she led him deeper inside. She didn’t stop until they reached the center of the room, next to the couch, where the city lights cast long, jagged shadows against the walls.
And then—
She turned.
Her expression unreadable.
Zayn stepped closer, closing the space between them, his chest rising and falling with something he didn’t bother to hide anymore. She could see it—the way his fingers flexed, the way his tongue darted out, swiping against his lower lip like he could still taste her there. 
Now, he was next to her, the heat of his body licking at the edges of her composure, daring her to break first.
She tilted her head, slow, deliberate.
"On your knees."
He froze.
A flicker of hesitation. His brows twitched, mouth parting slightly as if she had spoken in a language he didn’t understand. "What?"
She held his gaze, unwavering. "Did I stutter?"
Zayn’s jaw tightened. His breath came slower now, measured, as if fighting against something intrinsic. She could see it—the war in his head, the reflex to resist, to push back, to refuse.
But she was immovable. Unshaken.
Her head tilted slightly, her expression nothing short of amusement, but her eyes burned with something sharper, something unyielding. "I don’t have all night."
The muscle in his jaw ticked. His fingers flexed at his sides. And for a second, she thought he might refuse. That he might scoff, roll his eyes, turn this into a joke to regain some semblance of control.
But then—
He exhaled, long and slow, before sinking to his knees.
The sight of him kneeling before her sent a rush of something molten through her veins. Her pulse kicked up, her breath shallowed, but fuck—she had never been so turned on in her life. 
Power coiled in her spine, electric, intoxicating. Heat pulsed low in her belly, between her thighs, her muscles clenching with the unbearable ache of it. She was already wet, throbbing with the sheer thrill of having him on his knees before her.
His submission making her feel like a goddamn goddess. 
It was dizzying, euphoric, like standing at the top of the world with a storm at her feet. 
But still, she kept her exterior composed, cool, untouchable—because she knew he was watching, waiting, trying to figure out just how much control she really had over him.
She let the silence stretch, let the weight of it settle over them, watching as he sat back on his heels, looking up at her like he was trying to figure out what the fuck just happened.
Good.
"See?" she murmured, voice like silk, but with an edge that cut deep. "This is what happens when you push back. You find out just how quickly you end up on your knees for me. Like a good boy you are."
Zayn stared up at her, lips parted, thrown the fuck off.
His fingers flexed on her thighs, breath uneven, blinking like his brain was still catching up. The view was fucking spectacular—her legs stretched out before him, the smooth line of her body lounging in the chair like she belonged on a throne. 
And maybe she did. 
Maybe he wanted her there, looking down at him like this, her power settling into his skin, into his bones, branding him with it.
His pulse pounded in his ears as she sank down onto the armchair, the shift slow, deliberate. A queen making herself comfortable.
Then her fingers were on his chin, tilting it up, commanding without a word.
“Take them off.”
Zayn swallowed hard, hands sliding down her legs, reaching for the zip, slowly undoing it. His fingers dragged over the supple leather, tracing the contours of her calves as he worked. He could feel the heat radiating off her skin, the subtle tremble of anticipation she wouldn’t admit to.
He wanted to wreck her composure.
He took his time, unbuckling each strap, pressing a kiss just above her knee before easing the boot off. The second one followed, his fingers trailing over the arch of her foot before setting it aside.
When her boots were off, she straightened one leg, raising it to his face level. An unspoken demand was clear between them.
Zayn’s breath shuddered, but he didn’t hesitate. He lowered his lips to her ankle, kissing her through the delicate barrier of sheer fabric. Slow. Deliberate. Savoring.
He moved up, lips tracing the curve of her calf, his hands sliding along the back of her thighs. His touch ghosted over the delicate material.
Her breath hitched.
He knew it. Knew she was already fucking wet. He hadn’t even touched her properly, and she was aching for it.
That knowledge sent something vicious through him.
His mouth dragged higher, past the bend of her knee, teeth grazing just enough to make her shiver.
Still watching her.
Still trying to figure out who the fuck she was, and why he was already obsessed. The feeling of her beneath his hands, the way she moved and talked, controlled, dictated every second of this moment—it was new. Unnerving. 
He'd never knelt before anyone, never let someone take the lead, and yet, fuck—he was enjoying it more than he should. 
The power shift, the way she commanded without hesitation, had his blood humming, his cock aching. He wanted to unravel her, wanted to break through her control, but at the same time, he never wanted this feeling to end.
His hands glided up, pushing the hem of her dress higher, revealing more of her, his fingers brushing the tops of her stockings.
He hadn't expected it, hadn't realized she was wearing them until his lips made contact, and fuck—something about it made his blood run hotter.
His breathing got heavier.
His palms ghosted over the sheer fabric before finally finding bare skin.
She watched him, unreadable, but he caught it—the sharp rise of her chest, the way her fingers twitched at her sides, how she was fighting not to give herself away.
Zayn smirked, voice husky, rough.
"For me?"
Her breath caught. She didn’t blink.
She could lie. Could roll her eyes, smirk and say something clever, pretend she wore this for herself. But what was the fucking point?
She nodded, just once, barely noticeable—but he saw it.
Zayn exhaled a pleased sound, low and warm, dragging his hands up the tops of her thighs, over the suspender straps, finally touching bare skin.
His mouth followed next, open, wet kisses up her inner thigh, moving higher, higher—until she fisted his hair, stopping him.
He let out a sharp breath, his forehead resting against her thigh, his fingers gripping tighter.
She tilted her head, smirking down at him.
"Not yet."
A test. A taunt.
Something in him clenched tight, the need bordering on painful.
But he stayed still. Waiting. Because she wanted him to.
And fuck—
That only made him want her more.
And then she stood up before him—slow, commanding, every movement dripping with intent. She hooked her fingers into his collar and yanked him up, the force of it making his breath stutter, his hands instinctively landing on her hips to steady himself.
Zayn barely had time to process, to catch even a shred of control before she crashed into him.
Her mouth was fire, raw, consuming, taking without hesitation. She kissed him like she was starving for him, like she’d been holding herself back for far too long. Her teeth scraped his lower lip before sucking it into her mouth, teasing, torturing, until he groaned into her, hands tightening, body pressing flush against hers.
She felt everything—the heat radiating off him, the sharp inhale as she rolled her hips against his, the tension that vibrated between them like an exposed wire, too close to short-circuiting. He tasted like tobacco and sin, something dark and intoxicating, and fuck—she needed more.
Her hands fisted at the hem of his t-shirt, and she dragged it upward, her nails scraping along his skin as she peeled it off. The second it was gone, she paused—just for a beat—to take him in.
The inked lines etched into his skin, the hard ridges of his stomach, the way his chest rose and fell in ragged breaths.
"Fuck," she whispered, voice thick with something between hunger and admiration.
Then she was on him again, fingers digging into his shoulders, nails dragging over muscle as her mouth found his neck, biting down just enough to make him hiss. She licked over the sting, soothing it, her breath hot against his skin.
"You’re so hot" she murmured, lips brushing his jaw, her smirk unmistakable. "I should keep you all to myself."
Zayn barely had time to process the words before she shoved him down onto the couch, climbing onto his lap like she fucking owned him. 
And maybe she did. Maybe he wanted her to. 
His mind was a storm, breath ragged as she straddled him, her heat pressing into his lap like a goddamn brand.
His fingers dug into her hips, instinct taking over, dragging her flush against him. The fabric of her dress bunched higher, rising with every desperate shift of her body, exposing more of her thighs, her ass, until he couldn't help himself—his hands slid lower, gripping, kneading, pulling her closer.
She tsked, amusement flickering in her eyes as she knocked his hands away, her smirk wicked. "Keep them to yourself," she taunted, voice silken, making his blood burn.
Then, slowly, deliberately, she reached for the hem of her dress, lifting it over her head, peeling it off in one fluid motion. His throat bobbed as his eyes devoured her, the sight of her bare skin leaving him utterly wrecked.
Fuck. 
She moved her hips, slow and deliberate at first, teasing him, dragging the moment out like she had all the time in the world. The friction - perfect. Rough. Delicious. 
Every shift sent a new wave of heat rolling through her, her own body aching with need, and yet she kept control, kept him exactly where she wanted—on the edge, teetering between bliss and madness.
His breath turned ragged, his grip tightening, but she wasn’t done with him yet. She reached up, fingers curling under his jaw, tilting his head back just enough to bare his throat to her. His pulse pounded beneath her touch, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed hard, fighting against his own instincts.
She smiled against his skin, lips grazing, teasing, dragging slow, open-mouthed kisses down the column of his throat. "You’re so easy to ruin, Malik," she murmured, voice velvet-soft, taunting, before sucking hard, leaving another mark just above his collarbone.
His body tensed beneath her, muscles coiled tight as if he was on the verge of breaking. And that was exactly where she wanted him—desperate, wrecked, needing her more than air.
His head dropped back, chest heaving and just as he sucked in a breath to respond—
Her hands slid between them, fingers working at his belt, tugging it free with practiced ease. The sharp sound of the buckle coming undone sent a new wave of heat pulsing between her thighs. She popped the button, dragged the zipper down, and pushed his jeans and boxers low enough to free him.
Fuck.
Her mouth watered at the sight of him—thick, hard, flushed and heavy against his stomach, already leaking. The sheer size of him made her thighs clench involuntarily. 
She wrapped her fingers around him, slow, teasing, stroking just enough to make him curse under his breath, his hands flexing against his sides. 
She could feel the way he twitched in her grasp, the way his muscles locked up like he was barely keeping himself from losing it completely.
She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear, voice dripping with control. "You can touch me now."
Zayn’s response was immediate—his hands flying to her thighs, gripping, spreading, dragging her forward like he needed her closer, needed to feel her completely. His head dropped back against the couch, a guttural groan tearing from his throat as her soaked knickers slid against his cock, the friction unbearable, her pussy slick and hot. "Fuuck—"
And then—
She moved her knickers to the side.
She sank down onto him, slowly, taking all of him in one aching stretch. His body seized beneath her, a sharp inhale turning into a wrecked moan, his fingers digging bruises into her thighs.
Both of them gasped, sharp inhales cutting through the charged air. His hands gripped her harder, fingers pressing into her skin like he needed something to hold onto before he lost himself completely.
Her lips brushed his ear, voice dripping with satisfaction, thick with something almost wicked. "Fuck—you feel so good, so deep, filling me like you were made for me, stretching me so perfectly I can barely breathe. God— You’re so good for me…”
"God—fuck."
Zayn groaned, rough, guttural, his jaw clenching as he dropped his head against the couch, tattooed throat exposed and begging for her teeth. And fuck—she wanted to mark him. To leave proof that he was hers tonight.
Her lips found his neck, dragging slow, open-mouthed kisses along his pulse before she bit down—hard enough to make him curse under his breath, his fingers spasming on her waist. Then she sucked, deep, leaving a mark that would last, something that would remind him who owned him in this moment.
His hands were heavy, guiding her hips, silently begging her to move, but she didn’t.
Not yet.
Her nails scraped down his chest, over hard muscle and ink, slow and teasing, making him twitch beneath her.
"Breathe, Malik."
His head snapped up, dark eyes locking onto hers, burning, barely restrained.
A quiet, sharp laugh left his lips, incredulous, like he couldn’t fucking believe her. But his hands still held her, gripping tight, like he needed her to live.
She smirked, rolling her hips just slightly—enough to make him suck in a sharp breath, his hands tightening like a vice around her.
Her mouth was hot against his jaw, her hand heavy against his throat. Zayn exhaled through his nose, chest rising too fast, too wrecked already.
She rolled her hips, slow, torturous, dragging him deeper into madness.
Fuck.
Her breath hitched, a strangled moan slipping from her lips as her hips moved, slow at first, controlled, drawing out every agonizing second. 
Every stroke of his cock hit that perfect spot inside her, sending molten heat straight to her core.
It made her toes curl. 
With every roll of her hips, her clit rubbed against him, sending sharp pulses of pleasure through her, making her breath stutter, her body tighten with unbearable heat. 
Every inch of him stretched her perfectly, filling her to the brink, pressing deep inside where she needed him most.
Her skin burned, feverish, an ache building so sharp she almost couldn't take it, teetering on the edge of something devastating.
She clenched around him deliberately, just to feel the way his entire body shuddered, to hear the wrecked, broken groan that tore from his throat. Fuck—he was losing it.
Zayn’s head dropped against her collarbone, his breath coming out in uneven, wrecked pants, teeth grazing her skin like he needed something to anchor him, something to keep him from completely unraveling beneath her. 
But fuck—he was already gone. 
Completely at her mercy, a fucking mess, eyes squeezed shut like he was trying to hold himself together, like she wasn’t tearing him apart piece by piece. 
His fingers flexed on her hips, gripping like a lifeline, but it didn’t matter. 
He was drowning.
"Gods, yes—" he gasped, but it barely formed into words, more of a wrecked moan, strangled and raw. 
His mind was shattered, broken apart by the way she rode him, his body trembling, completely lost in the overwhelming pleasure. His lips parted, but nothing coherent came out—just desperate, wrecked noises, his hands gripping her like she was the only thing keeping him tethered to reality.
She rolled her hips again, slower this time, torturing him, dragging out the pleasure like she had all the time in the world. The slick, obscene slide of him inside her sent waves of electric heat up her spine, her thighs trembling as she ground against him, forcing him to take every inch, to feel every agonizing second of it.
His restraint shattered.
His hands shot to her back, frantic, impatient, unclasping her bra in one swift motion. He ripped it away before she could even process it, before she could taunt at how wrecked he already was.
His mouth was on her instantly.
Hungry and unrelenting.
A deep groan reverberated against her skin as his lips latched onto her breast, rough and needy.
Tongue flicking over her nipple before sucking deep, his teeth grazing just enough to send shockwaves straight to her core. 
Pleasure shot through her, unbearable, making her back arch into his mouth, her fingers yanking hard at his hair. 
The heat in her belly coiled, sharp and searing, her breath coming in short, desperate pants. She could feel the wetness pooling between her thighs, the way her body clenched around him, pulling him deeper, needing more.
His tongue lapped over the sensitive peak, flicking, teasing before sucking deep.
His teeth scraping just enough to drive her mad. 
His hands roamed, gripping her hips, fingertips digging in as if he could hold himself together through sheer force. 
But he couldn’t. 
He was a wreck beneath her, drowning in the way she let him take, let him have her, but still controlled every second of it. 
He devoured her, like he was starving, like he couldn’t help himself, like the taste of her was the only thing that could keep him alive.
Her movements grew more frantic, her body demanding more, her hips grinding harder, faster, chasing the high that was coiling in her stomach like a wildfire. 
She was wrecking herself on him, pleasure tightening, pulling taut, waves of bliss gripping her insides as she clenched around him, her body taking what it needed.
"Ah! Fuck— I—" The words barely left her lips before they melted into a desperate moan.
The heat coiled in her stomach, burning, unbearable, pushing her right to the edge—
The tension snapped, pleasure crashing into her like a violent storm, dragging her under, leaving her shaking in his arms.
A sharp, wrecked moan ripped from her lips, her body locking up, pleasure exploding through her like a thunder splitting the sky, electrifying every nerve, burning her alive from the inside out.
She could feel herself pulsing around him, gripping his cock in desperate, clenching waves, dragging him deeper, refusing to let go. 
And he felt it—fuck, he felt all of it. 
He groaned, wrecked, hips snapping up into her, fucking her through it, dragging out every pulse of pleasure, forcing her body to keep taking him, to keep breaking for him. 
Every thrust sent a new electric shock through her, her body shaking, pleasure so intense it blurred into something almost unbearable. 
She was completely lost in it, in him, her moans turning to gasps, her nails biting into his skin as she shattered over and over, past sanity, past control, until she was nothing but pure sensation.
Zayn groaned, a sound ripped straight from his chest, deep and wrecked, his fingers digging into her hips like he was barely hanging on. 
His entire body trembled as he watched her fall apart, unraveling above him, her head thrown back, mouth open, drowning in pleasure so raw, so devastatingly perfect.
She was fucking devastating, wrecked and perfect, her body a trembling masterpiece of pleasure unraveling before his eyes. She took what she wanted from him and fuck, she looked so fucking good doing it.
It shattered him.
Watching her break apart on his cock, her thighs shaking, her body clenching around him so tight he could barely breathe—it was too much, too beautiful, too overwhelming. 
He lost himself in the way she trembled, in the sound of her gasping for air, in the way she pulsed around him, still taking, still needing, still owning him in a way that made his head spin. 
No, she didn’t just fall apart—she pulled him into the wreckage, took him down with her, and he let her.
She was fucking art—ruined, perfect, untouchable yet entirely his in this moment. And he was losing his fucking mind for her.
His breath turned ragged, his control slipping—no, crumbling—because fuck, how was he supposed to hold back when she looked like that? Something inside him fucking snapped.
"Fuck—"
And then—
He broke completely.
And before she could even catch her breath, he moved. Fast.
Her back hit the couch, a gasp leaving her lips as Zayn caged her beneath him, his body pressing her into the cushions, thighs spread wide around his waist.
Fuck.
He never left her. Even as he flipped them, he stayed buried deep, thick and pulsing, stretching her open like he belonged there. The shift only drove him deeper, forcing a wrecked moan from her lips as he pinned her down.
Her breath hitched, legs tightening around him, fingers digging into his shoulders, clawing down his back, desperate to hold onto something—anything—as he slammed into her.
"Oh, fuck—"
Zayn let out a harsh groan, his forehead dropping against hers for half a second as he lost himself, thrusting with a rough, unforgiving pace, desperate to feel every inch of her wrapped around him.
Her nails raked down his spine, pleasure building too fucking fast, her body already wound so tight she thought she might snap apart.
"Fuck me, harder," she moaned, rolling her hips to meet his thrusts, taking him deeper, her soaked pussy sucking him in with every move.
Zayn’s breath stuttered, his thrusts slamming deeper, rougher, harder.
And then—
His hand wrapped around her throat again.
Fuck.
Her eyes snapped open, a sharp inhale catching in her throat, the pressure sending a shiver through her entire body. Her mind spun, legs trembling, orgasm hovering right there, razor-sharp and devastating.
Zayn groaned, his mouth crashing against hers, devouring her, tongue tangling with hers as his fingers flexed against her throat, just enough to hold her there, to make her feel every raw, brutal thrust.
He moaned into her mouth, his voice wrecked, desperate. "Come on, babe, give me another one."
His hand slid between them, fingers pressing tight circles against her clit, rubbing her with the same brutal pace as his thrusts, pushing her straight into oblivion.
She choked on a sob, her body shaking, burning, her pussy clenching around him so hard it made him curse. She was too fucking sensitive, too fucking gone, but she couldn’t stop. Her hips moved frantically, chasing the high he was forcing out of her, grinding against his cock like she needed him deeper, like she needed to fucking drown in him.
And then—
She came so fucking hard she forgot her own name.
A sharp, wrecked cry broke from her lips, her body clenching, trembling, absolutely ruined beneath him. Her mouth hung open in a soundless scream as pleasure crashed over her, waves upon waves, her walls squeezing him like she wanted to drag him down with her.
Zayn choked out a groan, his jaw clenched, his body shaking, every nerve ending on fire as her cunt pulsed around him hard, pulling him into her, gripping him like vice.
"Fuuuck—"
He couldn’t take it anymore.
"Let me fill you up," he groaned, voice wrecked, barely coherent. "Fuck—I can't—I need to—please, let me—"
Her head snapped up, legs locking tighter around him, pulling him deeper, her nails biting into his skin.
"Do it," she whispered, voice hoarse, a breathless command.
And fuck—
Zayn let out a wrecked, desperate sound, his thrusts turning wild, erratic.
His climax tore through him, violent and overwhelming, his entire body seizing.
His breath left him in a wrecked moan against her throat as his body locked up, muscles shaking, his fingers digging bruises into her hips as he buried himself to the hilt.
His breath turned ragged, choked, his forehead dropping against her shoulder as he spilled inside her, hot and thick, a desperate curse slipping from his lips. 
He felt everything—her tight, pulsing heat clenching around him, milking every last drop from him.
His body twitched with aftershocks, each pulse of pleasure making his hips jerk, his hands clenching around her like he needed to hold onto something, anything, or he might completely fucking fall apart.
They stayed like that—breathless, heavy, tangled.
Neither of them moved.
The only sound was their breathing, rough and uneven, their bodies still locked together, slick with sweat, with pleasure, with everything they had just done.
The only sound was their breathing, rough and uneven, their bodies still locked together, slick with sweat, with pleasure, with everything they had just done.
After a good five minutes, he pulled out, both of them shuddering at the sensation, at the loss. She gasped, body still sensitive, still pulsing, the emptiness making her whimper before she could stop herself.
Zayn groaned, utterly spent. He rolled over her and laid at his side next to her.
They locked eyes and couldn’t help himself. 
His hand slid between them, fingers trailing down her trembling body, teasing, tracing the slick mess between her thighs. He groaned, dark and low, as he gathered his come that had started leaking from her and then slowly, deliberately, pushed his fingers back into her cunt, deep.
Her breath hitched, thighs twitching as he curled them, as if he could keep every drop of him inside her. 
His thumb brushed against her oversensitive clit, making her jolt, her body still wrung out from the pleasure he had just given her. She clenched instinctively around his fingers, her pussy still so fucking greedy, still wanting him, still refusing to let go.
He smirked against her shoulder, pressing a lingering kiss to her damp skin. "Not wasting a fucking drop."
She let out a shaky breath, rolling her hips just slightly, already wanting more, already addicted.
And fuck—
So was he..
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The cold air wrapped around her, biting at her skin, grounding her. She exhaled, the cigarette balanced between her fingers, the smoke curling upward, disappearing into the night. Her body still hummed from him, the high still thick in her blood, but this—this was the part she always needed. The after. The silence. The inhale, the exhale, the ritual that kept her tethered to herself. 
She had Zayn’s jacket draped over her shoulders. It smelled like him—delicious, warm, intoxicating. It shouldn't feel as comforting as it did—but it did anyway. Not just because it still carried the heat of him, but because, somehow, it smelled like home.
And for once, her mind was quiet.
No racing thoughts. No overanalyzing. No intrusive what-ifs gnawing at the edges of her consciousness.
Just stillness. 
Like an ocean at dawn, slow and muffled, the waves of her mind calm instead of crashing. The serotonin from the high of it all—his hands, the pleasure, the release—had shut everything off. 
And she liked it. Really fucking loved it. So she just stood there, listening to London breathe below her, and for the first time in forever, she felt peaceful.
She shivered slightly, the chill seeping through where the jacket hung open over her bare chest. Her nipples were already hard from the cold, a stark contrast to the warmth she had been drowning in minutes ago. Below, the only thing shielding her skin was the delicate lace of her stockings, knickers and garter belt, her legs exposed to the night air.
She heard the sliding door open behind her, felt his presence shift the air before he even stepped outside. His energy wrapped around her like something familiar, something she had already started craving. It was grounding and electric all at once, a steady pull in her chest that she didn’t question.
He didn’t rush, didn’t speak right away. Just let the weight of his body settle next to hers, forearms braced against the railing, bare chest catching the glow of city lights. He looked like something carved from desire itself—a Greek god who had stepped from heaven or a tragic Icarus who had fallen, wrecked and undone, but never more alive. 
"You always this quiet after sex?" she asked, voice smooth, teasing.
Zayn huffed a soft laugh, coming to lean beside her, arms braced against the rail.
"Only when it’s this fucking good."
Her lips curled.
A small, satisfied hum left her throat, and she offered him the cigarette.
He took it, fingers brushing against hers, holding her gaze as he inhaled.
His gaze lingered on her, watching, observing, as if trying to commit this moment to memory.
She felt it, the weight of his attention, and turned her head slightly, their eyes locking. He tilted his head just a fraction, something unreadable flickering in his expression before he finally spoke, voice low, even.
"You look so... content."
A slow smile curled her lips, the smoke curling between them. "Exactly how I feel.” she released a puff “My mind feels just like the ocean..."
Zayn’s lips quirked, his voice playful "And you’re like a commotion, all because of me?"
She let out a laugh, light and unguarded, shaking her head. She smiled genuinely.
Zayn watched her, something unreadable flickering behind his gaze before he spoke again. "I saw you singing that song." His fingers tapped lazily against the railing. "Singing it back to me like you meant every fucking word. Like it was just us in that whole crowd."
Her smirk deepened slightly, tilting her head as she took a slow drag. "It’s one of my favorites. Of course, I meant it."
His fingers curled slightly against the railing, his voice lower now, almost hesitant. "What were you trying to say? Singing my own words back to me like that, looking at me like you already knew how this would end?"
Her lips curled slightly, the ghost of a smirk playing on her mouth, but her eyes remained steady, locked onto his. She took a slow drag from her cigarette, exhaling the smoke between them, deliberate, unhurried. "I just wanted you to know that with me… you could be fully yourself. No borders. No limits."
Her voice dipped lower, smooth, velvety, like she was letting him in on a secret. "And I think you like it."
Zayn swallowed, his throat bobbing slightly, his fingers tightening around the railing. His breath was slow, measured, but his eyes—dark, locked onto hers—told a different story. He didn’t look away.
Silence stretched between them, thick, weighted, but not uncomfortable. The kind that spoke more than words. The kind that pulled, that filled the space between two people with something almost unbearable. He held her gaze, let the moment settle, let her feel exactly how much of him she had already taken.
Then, quieter, more certain, he spoke. "I couldn’t stop watching you."
Her smirk didn’t falter, but something in her eyes flickered. "I know."
Zayn huffed a small breath, shaking his head. “Of course”
Silence stretched between them—thick, charged, like something unspoken had settled into the space between them. The cigarette burned low between her fingers as she took another slow drag, her eyes never leaving his.
He watched her, gaze flickering over her face, her lips, the way she exhaled smoke like she was savoring the moment. He tilted his head slightly, studying her, the corner of his lips curling. "That my jacket?"
She took a slow drag, blowing the smoke to the side before cutting him a glance. 
“Yeah, I stole it. Looks better on me anyway.”
“Can’t argue with that. You’re beautiful."
Her breath caught—small, nearly imperceptible—but he saw it. Her fingers twitched against the cigarette. Something inside her coiled tight. The words were so simple, yet they cut through her defenses too easily, slipping through cracks she didn’t even know she had.
She’d heard those words before, from men who only wanted to get her naked, from voices that dripped with hunger but never sincerity. 
But this? 
This wasn’t a line. Wasn’t a ploy. 
It was him, standing there like a fucking dream, saying it like it was fact—undeniable, absolute. Like it was written in the stars long before this moment. 
It wasn’t some random guy feeding her pretty lies to get in her pants. This was Zayn fucking Malik—someone who had seen and had every kind of woman imaginable. And yet, he was looking at her like she was something rare. Something he couldn’t look away from. 
And she didn’t know what the fuck to do with that. 
And that made it worse.
A muscle in her jaw tensed. The instinct to deflect kicked in, sharp and immediate. "You already have me in your bed, Malik. No need for the sweet talk."
Zayn didn’t flinch. Didn’t smirk, didn’t laugh. Just exhaled a slow breath, watching her through the smoke. "You think that’s what this is? Sweet talk?"
She flicked the ash off the edge of the railing, shifting slightly, her fingers pressing harder around the cigarette. "It’s just a biochemical reaction, post-orgasmic release of oxytocin making you want to emotionally bond. That’s why you’re looking at me like this, seeing me through the haze of it, saying shit you probably wouldn’t otherwise."
Zayn let out a quiet, humorless laugh, shaking his head as he studied her. "That’s what you think? That I’m some brainless caveman, high on oxytocin, confusing hormones for something real? That I don’t know the difference between instinct and intention?"
She shot him a look, inhaling deep before blowing the smoke out slowly. "I think it’s science. It’s literal biology." She shrugged. 
His tongue ran over his bottom lip, eyes narrowing. "You always do that?"
"What?" she asked, feigning nonchalance.
"Run. Hide. Throw out big words to make yourself sound untouchable." His voice was sharper now, clipped. "Like you’re too fucking smart to just take the damn compliment."
Her jaw clenched. "Or maybe I just know better."
Zayn let out a slow, measured breath, his patience thinning. "Do you? Or have you just been told the opposite so many times you can’t tell when someone actually fucking means it?"
She stiffened, a flicker of something passing through her expression—too fast to catch, but he caught it anyway. The way her fingers gripped the cigarette just a little tighter, the way her chest rose just a fraction too fast before she masked it with a slow exhale.
She recovered quickly, rolling her eyes. "Wow. Psychoanalyzing me now? You do this with all the girls you fuck?"
His head tilted, jaw flexing. "No. Just the ones who act like they have me all figured out but can’t even face their own shit."
Her stomach twisted. Heat crawled up her spine, frustration bubbling under her skin. "You’re reading too much into it."
Zayn scoffed, shaking his head, frustration slicing through his voice, sharper now, cutting. "Nah. I don’t think I am. I think you’re fucking terrified that someone, me, could look at you—really look at you—and see something raw, something beautiful. That someone could just say it, no games, no ulterior motive, just because it is the fucking truth. And instead of letting yourself believe it, you hide behind sarcasm like if you break it down into enough pieces, it won’t feel real. But it is. And that scares the shit out of you."
She scoffed again, flicking ash into the tray, but there was less bite in it now, less armor. "You don’t know shit about me."
"I know you’re standing here, wearing my jacket, smoking cigarettes, in my fucking space, still trying to push me away. I know if you really didn’t give a fuck, you would’ve left by now."
Her throat tightened, but she didn’t let it show. Instead, she inhaled, gripping the railing. Her gaze flicked to him—taking him in, shirtless, golden under the city lights, his sweatpants hanging low on his hips, looking every bit like a fucking dream.
She forced herself to turn, dragging her focus past him, locking her eyes on the city below. "Maybe I just like the view."
Zayn studied her for a long moment, his jaw tight, the frustration still lingering in his eyes. Then he exhaled, slow and rough, before shaking his head with a quiet, knowing chuckle. "Yeah. So do I."
***
The silence between them was fucking loaded. Charged with the remnants of their argument, the heat of unsaid words still clinging to the air, thick like the London night pressing around them. Neither of them wanted to be the first to break it. The tension still hung heavy in the air, sharp edges softened only by the distant hum of the city below.
So Zayn did the only thing that made sense. He reached into the pocket of his sweatpants, pulled out a neatly rolled joint, and turned it between his fingers before holding it up between them.
“Truce?”
Her lips curled, amusement flickering in her eyes. “Now that’s what I’m talking about.”
Zayn let out a quiet chuckle, shaking his head. “Enthusiastic much?”
“Are you seriously judging me for appreciating the finer things in life?” she countered, plucking the joint from his fingers, letting her touch linger just a second too long.
He flicked the lighter open for her, the small flame illuminating the space between them. She leaned in, lips wrapping around the paper as she inhaled slow, the tip glowing amber in the night. She pulled back, eyes half-lidded as she held the smoke in her lungs, letting it settle deep before exhaling smoothly.
“Mmm,” she purred, tilting her head. “Intense. Citrus. Sour Diesel.”
Zayn raised a brow, smirking. “Sounded like a connoisseur there for a moment.”
She passed the joint to him, watching as he took his own slow hit. “What can I say? I smoke a lot. And actually, you’re really predictable.”
He exhaled, watching her through the curl of smoke. “Oh yeah? How so?”
She tapped a finger against her lips, pretending to think. “Well, you literally have a song called ‘Sour Diesel’—so not exactly a mystery. Plus, you seem like the type that sticks to what he knows. Loyal as fuck.”
Zayn let out a breathy laugh, shaking his head. “Wow. You really have me figured out.”
She smirked, plucking the joint from his fingers and taking another slow drag. “It’s almost like I’ve spent an unhealthy amount of time smoking weed and analyzing your entire discography.”
Zayn huffed, taking the joint back. “And what about you? If I’m so predictable, what’s your strain of choice?”
She stretched, rolling her neck lazily before leaning back against the railing, feigning indifference. “I won’t lie, I enjoy Sour Diesel. But right now? I’m into Amnesia Haze. Similar, but way more mind-fucking.”
Zayn’s tongue flicked over his bottom lip as he took another hit, eyes dragging over her. “Figures.”
She arched her brow. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
He exhaled, smirking slightly. “That you’d like something that messes with your head.”
She hummed, taking the joint back, her eyes dark and unreadable. "Baby, of course, I like things that fuck up my brain. Keeps life interesting." 
Their fingers brushed again, lingering, heat sparking where skin met skin. 
Neither of them looked away.
Neither of them wanted to.
The joint hung between them like a whispered secret, curling tendrils of smoke wrapping around their words, their silence. The night air buzzed, charged, and the touch—barely there, fingers brushing when they passed it back and forth—was an electric current running between them. The kind you felt in your spine. In your fucking soul.
Zayn inhaled deep, holding the hit longer this time, feeling it seep into his lungs, his blood, turning everything loose. The high was kicking in, warm, syrupy, like his body was floating an inch off the ground. His head felt lighter, thoughts unraveling but in a way that didn’t demand fixing—just existing.
She stretched, arching her back slightly, letting the lazy euphoria spread through her limbs. "Mmm," she exhaled, tilting her head back. "Now that’s the good shit."
Zayn smirked, watching her, amusement flickering through his hooded gaze. "What, the weed or my company?"
She shot him a look, dragging the joint from his fingers, her smirk teasing. "The weed, obviously. You? Jury’s still out."
He chuckled, running a hand over his jaw, his movements slower now, looser. "Harsh."
She blew out a steady stream of smoke, eyes gleaming as she tilted her head toward him. "What, you need validation now?"
Zayn scoffed. "Nah. Just curious how a woman who apparently analyzed my entire discography is still acting like she’s unimpressed."
She grinned, lazy and sharp. "That’s just good branding, baby. Keeps men on their toes."
His gaze flickered, watching her through the hazy glow of the city lights. "Yeah? And what about you? You always this much of a pain in the ass?"
She leaned in slightly, voice dropping. "Only when I like someone."
Zayn held her stare for a beat longer than necessary before huffing out a breath, shaking his head with a smirk. "Fuckin’ menace."
They passed the joint again, the air between them getting heavier, warmer, the high curling around them like a slow-building wave. She felt it in her fingertips, her toes, the way her mind felt just the right kind of fuzzy, like the world had softened at the edges. Like she could say anything, do anything, and it wouldn’t matter.
"So," she started, gaze flicking to him, voice dripping in amusement, "what? You do this often? Take strangers to hotel rooms and fuck them?""
Zayn exhaled slow, fingers drumming lazily against the railing. "You think it’s that easy?"
She shrugged, passing the joint back to him. "Isn’t it? You’re Zayn Malik. There’s a whole line of willing fans dying to touch you. I would know, I’m one of them."
His smirk twitched, but there was something unreadable in his expression. "Yeah. That part’s easy. The rest of it? Not so much."
She arched a brow. "The rest of it?"
Zayn dragged a hand over his jaw, looking out over the skyline. "DMs full of offers I can’t touch because they end up on gossip sites. Tried a dating app once—got accused of catfishing my own face. And when I do find someone? It’s five minutes before I’m bored or they’re making it weird."
She hummed, dragging her cigarette again before flicking the ash. "Damn. Guess being a sex symbol isn’t all it’s cracked up to be."
Zayn let out a low chuckle, shaking his head. "Yeah. Poor me."
She clicked her tongue, shaking her head in mock pity. "Boo-fucking-hoo. You should be thanking me then. Made it all so easy for you. Walked right up to you, told you to call me, fucked you senseless… And don’t worry, I don’t kiss and tell." She blew him a slow, exaggerated kiss.
"Good." Zayn exhaled slow, fingers drumming lazily against the railing. "So what about you? You often walk up to strangers, give them your number, and fuck them senseless?""
She didn’t hesitate. "No."
His gaze flickered, something unreadable passing through his expression, but he let it go, taking another slow hit before passing the joint back.
***
The city stretched beneath them, neon lights blurred by the weight of their high, everything pulsing softer, calmer. The weed haze had settled deep now, filling their lungs, loosening their limbs, slowing the world. Everything felt warmer, lighter. The tension between them still lingered, but it had morphed—hazy, charged, like a current humming beneath the surface.
She took another drag from her cigarette, her third since they’d put the joint down. She never stopped smoking. It was a ritual, a way to keep her hands busy, to balance the quiet pressing between them..
Zayn exhaled, watching her from the corner of his eye. "Tell me something else."
She quirked a brow, lips parting slightly as she took another inhale. "Like what?"
He shrugged, shifting against the railing, rings clinking softly as he tapped his fingers. "I don’t know. You already know everything about me..."
She smirked, letting the cigarette dangle between her lips. "I do, yeah."
Zayn blinked, tilting his head. "Oh, do you now?"
She nodded, exhaling smoke, eyes glinting. "Mhm. I know you bought a farm in the middle of nowhere to escape people. I know you grow your own vegetables and have chickens. I know you cook for yourself even though you could have someone else do it. I know you love your daughter more than life itself.."
Zayn’s smirk faltered. Just slightly.
She continued, watching him closely. "I know you hate big crowds but chose to come back to touring because you want to be a good example for her. I know you don’t trust people. I know you only keep a handful of them close. I know you keep to yourself. I know you love poetry, comics, art in general, and all that space shit because it makes you feel small in the best way. I know you’re a perfectionist, and you overthink every lyric, every beat, like it has to mean something bigger, must feel right to you. I know you don’t talk about the past much unless it’s through music."
His fingers tensed slightly against the railing. Something in his chest twisted. She said it so easily, so matter-of-fact, like she really just knew him. And damn, she wasn’t wrong.
She blew out a slow stream of smoke, cocking her head. "I know you better than you think."
His jaw flexed. His eyes stayed on hers. And then—he licked his lips, shaking his head, voice lower now. "That’s not fair."
Her lips curled. "What’s not fair?"
Zayn exhaled, rubbing a hand over his jaw. "That you know all that shit about me, and I know fuck-all about you."
She laughed, tapping ash into the tray. "How could you know shit about me? We just met an hour ago and you only just came inside my fucking pussy."
Zayn scoffed, rolling his eyes, but the way his lips twitched cause he knew she was right.
"You’re impossible."
She grinned. "You like that too."
Zayn exhaled through his nose, shaking his head. "I don’t like anything about you."
Her brows lifted. "Liar."
Zayn’s gaze flickered. His jaw tightened slightly. And she saw it. The exact moment he realized she was right.
Fuck.
Zayn stood beside her, mirroring her stance, one arm resting on the cold metal. They weren’t touching. And yet, the pull between them hadn’t faded. If anything, it was stronger now. She could feel it in the way his gaze lingered, the way his breath came out slower, like he was still settling into the reality that she was here. That she was real.
His eyes were constantly on her.
There was something about her that kept him hooked—something he couldn’t quite define. She wasn’t just a puzzle he wanted to solve; she was a story he wanted to read, a language he wanted to learn. 
He should’ve let it go, should’ve let her keep her walls up and their night uncomplicated, but fuck, he couldn’t. 
He needed to figure her out. Take her apart piece by piece. 
Not just because she was a mystery, but because he wanted to. Get to know her. Because something in him wasn’t ready to let her disappear into the night like some hazy dream. 
It was dangerous, the way she made him feel. He really should’ve let it go, should’ve let this be nothing more than what it was—
Zayn exhaled, his voice softer now, less playful. "So tell me something real about you."
She glanced at him, quirking a brow. "Like what?"
He shrugged, his rings clinking against the railing as he shifted. "Anything."
A pause. A test.
She studied him for a moment, rolling the cigarette between her fingers, the high making everything feel slow, dreamlike. Like her mind was underwater, liquid thoughts spilling into places she usually kept locked up.
His eyes were on her, burning, felt like they were piercing through her soul. He wasn’t just making conversation. He wasn’t filling the silence. He actually wanted to know her.
And fuck, that did something to her.
She always kept to herself. Especially with people she didn’t know. Hell, with people in general. Her personal life wasn’t up for discussion, not because it was some deep, dark secret, but because no one had ever really fucking cared. Not in a way that felt real.
She could keep it surface-level. Deflect, lie, throw something meaningless into the space between them. But Zayn—he had already shown he could see straight through her bullshit. 
And now, he was asking—genuinely asking. No expectations. No agenda. Just curiosity, raw and unfiltered.
And fuck she didn’t want to lie. For some fucked-up reason, she wanted to let him in.
Even if it was only for tonight.
Even if it was reckless.
Even if it meant she might end up getting hurt.
"I bought my mum a flat."
Zayn’s brows lifted slightly, turning to her fully now.
She shrugged, exhaling smoke, pretending like it didn’t matter. "We never had much growing up. My dad’s a piece of shit. Drunk. Useless. So, when I started making real money, I made sure she didn’t need to depend on him for anything."
She flicked the cigarette, watching the ash fall over the edge of the balcony. "Now she’s got a place. Safe. Quiet. No fucker to answer to."
A pause. A small, almost unnoticeable breath from Zayn.
And then—
Then—he smiled.
Not the smirk, not the cocky tilt of his lips—but something softer. Something real.
"I also bought my mother a house when I got my first real money…"
She looked at him fully now, cigarette frozen between her fingers.
"Yeah, Malik, I know. I watched the fucking documentary about you and your four little Musketeers."
Zayn stared.
Then—he scoffed, dragging a hand down his face. "Oi, I thought we were having a bonding moment."
She laughed, sharp and quick, smoke curling from her lips as she exhaled.
She grinned, nudging his side with her elbow. "Sorry to ruin it for you."
His smirk returned, flickering at the edge of his lips as he handed the cigarette back to her.
She rolled her eyes, but her smile lingered.
And for the first time tonight—they weren’t just strangers in the same bed.
***
She took another slow drag from her cigarette, her smirk creeping in as she exhaled the smoke into the night air. Zayn was still watching her, waiting, eyes dark and unreadable, but she felt the shift—the moment growing too real, too heavy. Fuck that.
She flicked ash into the tray, tilting her head. "I’ll give you another one. Something less serious."
Zayn raised a brow, intrigued. "Shoot."
She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice like she was about to confess a war crime. "I hated One Direction when I was a teenager."
His expression didn’t change at first—just a blank stare, processing. Then, slowly, his lips parted. "You’re joking."
She bit her lip, shaking her head. "No, deadass serious. Better yet…" she paused dramatically, savoring the moment, watching him expectantly. "I was a Belieber."
Zayn fucking gasped.
"Fuck off."
She burst into laughter, head tipping back, tapping her cigarette against the tray. "I swear. Fully committed. Posters, fan pages, the works."
Zayn put a hand over his chest, staggering back slightly like she had just physically wounded him. "And you thought now was the time to tell me this?"
She shrugged, eyes twinkling. "Seemed like the perfect moment."
Zayn shook his head, muttering under his breath. "I’m actually disgusted."
She grinned, nudging his side with her elbow. "Oh, come on. Don't act like you didn't have the NSYNC phase."
Zayn scoffed. "Absolutely not."
She squinted, eyes glinting. "Oh my god, you totally did. You had the little boyband mic moves memorized, didn’t you? Hair gel, synchronized choreo, the works."
"I did not," Zayn said, scandalized.
She hummed, feigning thoughtfulness. "I bet you had a favorite member too. Let me guess… J.C.? No—Justin."
Zayn groaned, rubbing his face with both hands. "I regret ever speaking to you."
She gasped, grinning wide. "Oh my god. It was Justin, wasn’t it? That’s why you pulled the 'I’m leaving the band' card. Full circle moment!"
Zayn exhaled sharply, pointing at her. "You’re insufferable."
She cackled, nudging him again. "It’s okay, popstar. This is a safe space."
A pause. Then— They lost it.
Laughter tore through them, sudden and uncontrollable, the kind that stole your breath and left your stomach aching. The kind that was half the absurdity of the conversation and half the high making everything a little funnier, a little lighter.
She had to grip the railing, her shoulders shaking, cigarette nearly slipping from her fingers as she gasped between fits of laughter. Zayn ran a hand down his face, shaking his head, his own laughter low and rough, spilling out between curses.
"I fucking hate you," he muttered between breaths, but his chest was still rising with laughter, his eyes bright, unguarded.
"You love me," she shot back, wiping a tear from the corner of her eye, grinning wide.
He exhaled sharply, looking over at her, something softer settling in the way he watched her now.
Silence stretched between them again, but this time, it was comfortable.
"You’re not what I expected."
She raised a brow, flicking ash off the edge of the balcony. "What were you expecting?"
Zayn’s smirk deepened. "Someone who gave a fuck that I’m Zayn Malik."
Her lips twitched slightly. "Oh, I do give a fuck."
His brow lifted. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah," she mused, tilting her head slightly. "But not because you’re famous. Just ‘cause you’re hot."
Zayn barked out a laugh, shaking his head, eyes lighting up in that way she hadn’t seen yet. "You’re ridiculous."
She smirked, taking another slow inhale of the cigarette. "So they say."
A beat.
Then—he stole the cigarette from her fingers.
She let him. Because now? She was watching him too. 
Watching the way he took a slow drag, watching the way he exhaled through his nose, watching the way his jaw tensed, sharp angles catching in the dim light, like he was sculpted out of the night itself. 
He looked dreamlike, golden skin against the dark city backdrop, sweatpants slung low on his hips, ink sprawling over his chest and arms, every inch of him carved in the kind of careless beauty that felt almost unfair. He looked at her with a focus that felt like gravity, like he was drawing her in without even trying, like he was trying to figure her out and wasn’t planning to stop until he did. 
Like he wasn’t just looking—he was memorizing.
And fuck, wasn’t she doing the same?
She never let people in. Not fully. Not easily. But somehow, with him, it was different. He didn’t just break through walls—he slipped past them completely, like he had already known the way in. Like he had always been meant to find his way there. 
And here she was, standing on some balcony, high as a kite, but somehow more grounded than she had ever been. 
Her mind was always elsewhere—reliving the past, anticipating the future, drowning in thoughts she could never quiet. But he did something to her, something she couldn’t fight. 
He pulled her into now. Like he was anchoring her to the present, forcing her to exist in this moment. 
It should have terrified her, should have sent her running, but for the first time in a long time, she wasn’t overthinking, predicting, bracing for the worst. She was just here—in this moment, under his gaze, feeling something real. Feeling more alive than ever.
The way he was watching her, like he wanted to know her, like he was trying to piece her together rather than strip her down, made her feel something she hadn’t in a long time.
Seen.
And for the first time tonight—she let herself believe that maybe, just maybe, this wasn’t random. That this was something bigger. 
A force that had been pushing them toward each other long before they ever met. 
Like their souls had been orbiting each other for lifetimes, only now finally colliding. And now, here they were—two energies drawn together by something unseen, something undeniable.
It didn’t make sense, and yet, it felt like the most natural thing in the world. It felt like they had known each other forever. And that terrified her. But fuck—she didn’t want to run from it. Not tonight.
***
A beat of silence stretched between them, the city buzzing faintly in the background. The high still hummed in their blood, warm and electric, amplifying every breath, every glance, every shift in the air between them.
She turned back toward the skyline, then, without thinking, she reached for the joint again, lighting it with the same practiced ease, the flame flickering between them before she inhaled deep, letting the smoke curl into her lungs, settling like liquid warmth.
"I always knew this would happen."
Zayn glanced at her, brow furrowing slightly. "Knew what?"
She gestured vaguely between them. "This."
Zayn studied her for a second, eyes narrowing slightly, lips twitching. "You planned this whole night, didn’t you?"
She smirked, flicking the joint between her fingers. "Not really."
Zayn quirked a brow. "No?"
"No." She shrugged, casual, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. "I just always knew I’d end up in your bed someday."
Zayn let out a soft, disbelieving laugh, shaking his head. "The confidence you have is fucking ridiculous."
She grinned. "I prefer to call myself ‘delusional.’"
Zayn snorted, rubbing a hand down his face. "Fuckin’ hell."
A pause.
His eyes flicked back to her, something unreadable behind the haze of the high, behind the teasing. He leaned in slightly, elbow resting against the railing, voice lower now, slower. "And what makes you so sure about that?"
She inhaled again, holding the smoke in her lungs, exhaling just as slowly. Then, she turned to face him fully, chin tilting, gaze locked onto his. "Because I get what I want."
Zayn’s jaw ticked, his grip tightening against the metal railing. "That so?"
She smirked, stepping closer—not touching, but close enough that he could feel the heat of her. "Mhm."
Zayn exhaled through his nose, shaking his head. "You’re insufferable."
She took another slow drag, exhaling smoke through her nose, voice slipping into something silkier, teasing. "You know, I have a playlist called ‘Sex with Zayn.’"
Zayn froze.
She barely bit back a smirk, watching the way his posture stiffened, the slight twitch of his fingers against the railing.
His brows lifted slightly, his tongue flicking over his bottom lip, his head tilting. "Of course you do."
She hummed, stretching lazily, fully aware of the way his eyes dragged down her body, slow, deliberate. "Mhm."
His jaw tightened.
His fingers twitched again.
"What’s on it?"
She smirked, gaze gleaming in the low light. "Wouldn’t you like to know."
Zayn exhaled through his nose, shaking his head, but the way his lips curled told her he was barely holding it together. "You’re a fucking menace."
She grinned, tapping ash into the tray. "I'll show you another time."
His eyes flickered.
And fuck—there it was.
That tiny shift.
The thought that maybe, just maybe, there actually would be a next time.
She took another slow inhale, the cherry at the tip of the joint glowing red in the dark. The smoke curled through her lungs, sinking into her bloodstream, making her feel weightless and sharp all at once. The high coursed through her, amplifying everything—the cool bite of the night air against her skin, the slow thrum of her pulse, the way he was looking at her.
Zayn stood next to her, heavy-lidded, relaxed, but still watching her.
Always watching her.
The joint was halfway finished, but this?
But she?
Nowhere near.
She leaned against the railing, her body completely at ease, legs parted, knickers barely covering anything. A picture of sin in leather and smoke. And fuck—she had made up her mind.
She was going to fuck with him.
His mind, his body, his restraint—all of it.
Because now, she wasn’t just high. The weed coursed through her veins like liquid fire, making every nerve ending hypersensitive, her skin tingling, aching for touch. 
Her body felt like it was vibrating, every inhale of smoke sending another pulse straight between her legs. Her pussy ached, throbbing, the need creeping up her spine, curling low in her stomach. 
Her mind, hazy and loose, drifted to filth, filling with images of him—of his hands, his mouth, his cock stretching her open, fucking her senseless. The thought alone made her squeeze her thighs together, but it wasn’t enough. 
Not even close.
She needed more. She needed him. 
And standing here, just smoking, just talking? What a fucking waste. When they could be doing so much more. When they could be fucking their brains out.
She was getting bored. And she wanted to play.
And at that moment, energy shifted. Her dominant persona didn’t just stir—it snapped awake. The cat inside her stretched its claws, ready to attack, ready to take. The control, the power. She felt powerful, electric. And Zayn—
Zayn looked so fucking soft like this. Calm. Sweet. Submissive. Watching her like some eager, wide-eyed thing, high and pliant— waiting. 
Or maybe she was imagining it. Maybe she was just seeing what she wanted to see.
Either way?
She was going to take what she wanted. 
And she knew exactly what she was going to do. She was going to make him hard just by talking. Just by feeding his already-fucked-up imagination. Just by ruining him, piece by piece, word by word, until he couldn’t do anything but to submit to her.
She brought the joint to her lips again, dragging in deep, exhaling slow, deliberate, watching the way his eyes followed the movement..
"Fun fact about me," she murmured, her voice like velvet, like smoke curling around his senses. "I often get high, put on this playlist, and get off to your music and my imagination."
Zayn stilled.
His breath caught, jaw tightening, fingers flexing against the railing.
Because what the fuck.
She exhaled slowly, watching the way his body reacted. His chest rising sharper, his grip tightening, the way his tongue flicked over his bottom lip before he even processed the words.
Then—she passed him the joint.
"You what?" His voice came out rougher than he intended.
His fingers twitched as he took the joint, inhaling hard, letting the smoke settle in his throat before exhaling through his nose.
She looked at him—amused, unbothered. 
"I masturbate to fantasies about you." She said it matter-of-factly, like it was the most normal thing to say in a conversation with a guy she had known for only a few hours.
Zayn swallowed hard, processing. Failing.
His mind spiraled. How the fuck had they even ended up here? One second, it was just talking, just teasing, and now—now she was saying all those filthy things, casually as fuck. 
Her voice dripping low, her eyes locked onto him like she knew she was making him crazy. 
And fuck, maybe she did. 
Maybe that was the point.
And damn if it wasn’t painting vivid fucking images in his head, his imagination working faster than he could keep up.
Her. In his bed. Fingers between her thighs, his voice playing in the background. The way she'd moan for him, hips rolling, back arching, whispering his name between gasps.
Fuck.
He could see it, could hear it, could feel it.
His throat bobbed. His cock already half-hard, twitching against the fabric of his sweats.
"Like what?" He licked his lips, voice rough.
She smirked, dragging her nails over her bare thigh, slow, teasing, watching his eyes fucking follow every movement, dark and heavy with something close to desperation. 
He was falling for her trap, and fuck, it was delicious. Her eyes lit up. She looked like the cat that got the cream. Cause he could pretend, act unaffected, but didn't. Cause he fucking was affected by her words. 
Oh, she was going to eat him up.
She turned to face him completely, one hip cocked, watching him take another slow drag from the joint. She let him have it—let him sit there, sit in the tension she was winding around him like a noose. "Oh, there’s plenty."
She leaned in slightly, her breath warm against his neck, her voice silk and sin. "But my favorite one?"
Zayn swallowed again, chest rising, his pulse pounding against his throat. He already knew this was going to be the one to break him.
And then—she whispered it.
"A threeway with you and Harry."
Zayn's breath hitched and he choked on smoke. Coughing.
And his fucking imagination—it was working, fueled by the weed, pulling him into dangerous fucking territory. 
His pulse pounded, heat rushing straight to his groin, blood thick and heavy in his veins. 
The high made it worse, made him more susceptible, made every filthy word she said seep into his bloodstream like liquid fire. 
And she?
She just grinned, watching him unravel before her eyes, soaking up his every reaction like she was feeding off it. Of course he’d reacted that way. She knew it.
His gaze flicked away, jaw tight. His throat bobbed as he swallowed hard, struggling to get air through his lungs.
She knew what was happening. Knew his imagination was a dangerous fucking thing, and right now, she had control of it. She had control of him.
Oh, she knew. And fuck, she was going to push him even further.
"I thought you hated 1D," he tried to sound nonchalant, but his voice wasn’t steady. He took another drag, desperate for the distraction.
She tilted her head, biting her lip. "Past tense. I definitely prefer your solo careers, though. And you and Styles are my favorites."
Zayn exhaled, dragging his hand over his face, trying to stay fucking sane.
"So what did we do?" His voice was hoarse, strained, like he already knew the answer would fucking ruin him.
Her grin widened because he was playing right into her hands, slipping deeper into the web she spun around him. He could act like this didn’t affect him, like she wasn’t inside his fucking head, but oh—she was.
She could see it. Feel it. The way his chest rose, how his fingers twitched against the railing, how he shifted just slightly—like he was trying to ground himself, keep control. The way his body betrayed him, the way his eyes darkened, the way he swallowed like he was already losing. And she hadn’t even touched him yet. 
And she loved it.
She leaned in just a fraction, enough to make the space between them feel suffocating, intoxicating. "Oh, you know."
She let the silence stretch, savoring it, watching him wait for her next move, hang on her next words. 
Zayn inhaled sharply, bracing himself. And she was so fucking happy he asked. Because he had fallen into her trap again, and this time?
She was going to destroy him.
"Taking turns fucking me until I begged you to stop."
Zayn groaned, sharp, guttural, his head dropping forward, his grip white-knuckled on the railing. She was killing him.
"Or," she continued, voice pure seduction, "fucking me in both of my holes at the same time."
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Zayn’s breath completely stuttered, his body straining, his cock throbbing against his sweats, his hands curled into fists.
He could picture it now. The way she’d sound, the way she’d look, spread out between him and Harry, her body trembling, her mouth open in a silent moan, her fingers clawing at his shoulders. Fuck—the way her body would take it, the way she’d fucking beg for it. 
His head spun, cock twitching, his muscles locking up as her voice, smooth as sin, painted images he had no defense against.
She hummed, dragging her nails down his stomach, slow, deliberate. Her hand hovered just above his waistband—not touching, just lingering, teasing, making his entire body fucking ache for contact.
With her other hand, she plucked the joint from his fingers like it was hers to take. Casual. Effortless. Like she owned the moment, this place, him. She brought it to her lips, inhaling slow, deep, the ember glowing red against the dark, her smirk curling as she exhaled—like she was savoring more than just the smoke. Like she was savoring his complete unraveling.
She knew exactly what she was doing to him.
"But what always made me come the hardest?" She tilted her head slightly, her lips hovering over his, her eyes dark as fucking sin.
And puff, whispered— 
"Watching you fuck each other."
Zayn’s entire body locked up. Completely.
His brain short-circuited, his body betraying him before he could even process what she had just said. Because fuck, he hadn’t expected that. Of all the filthy things she could’ve whispered in his ear—this? A fucked-up fetish to watch two men fuck, to have him and his ex-bandmate fucking her and then—each other?
Jesus fucking Christ.
His chest rose sharply, breath coming too fast, too ragged, like she had just punched the air out of his lungs. His mind—his imagination—was already running ahead of him, dragging him into places he never allowed himself to go, places he’d buried deep, never dared to fucking entertain before now. And yet—
Here she was, laying it out for him, giving him orders to think it, to see it. And fuck, it was messing him up.
And she knew it.
She fucking knew it.
She smirked, watching him fall apart, watching every piece of his carefully built restraint crumble at her feet before she had even touched him.
And then—she fucking destroyed him.
"One of you would always eat me out while being fucked from behind."
Zayn groaned, harsh and rough, his breath stuttering, his entire body tensing so hard it felt like he might snap. 
"I really preferred it to be you."
Zayn’s head snapped up, his eyes locking onto hers, curiosity flickering beneath the overwhelming wave of desire. 
He was thrown off, completely fucking unprepared—not just for the filth dripping from her lips but for this. For the way she said it so easily, like it was just another sinful thought she had entertained one too many times. 
His breath stalled, muscles coiled tight, his cock throbbing painfully against his sweats. 
She smirked, still dragging her nails over his tattooed stomach.
"Because you always seemed like a bottom to me," she teased, fucking with his head. 
It was a bluff—a wild, reckless bluff. She didn’t actually believe it. He didn’t seem like the type, not really. But that wasn’t the point. 
The point was to ruin him, to push him over the edge, to take every bit of control that was left in him.
Just for fun. 
Just to see if he would break. 
And fuck—she could see it happening.
Zayn blinked. Frozen.
His jaw ticked, his fingers twitched, his breath fucking stalled.
His mind blank.
And then—she finished him.
"Meant to be on your knees, giving and taking pleasure at once."
Fuck.
Zayn’s lungs locked. His chest rose sharper, his tongue flicked over his bottom lip. His cock ached, throbbing, pleading. His body was a mess of tension and need, fire and surrender, trapped in a war he never had a chance of winning.
She looked down at him, her gaze razor-sharp, commanding, a force he could do nothing against. Those eyes—dark, knowing, dangerous—they made him feel small. Like he was hers to use, to do whatever the fuck she wanted with him.
She didn’t need words. Everything in her was screaming. Obey.
The tilt of her head, the way she smirked, the slight shift of her weight—it told him everything. She didn’t ask for submission. She demanded it.
And fuck—he wanted to give it to her.
He held her gaze for a moment but then couldn’t take anymore and looked down. His hands curled into fists, his muscles trembled, his mind spun into oblivion. He felt like he was inside a storm, and yet, somehow, his mind was eerily quiet. 
A singular thought remained, thrumming under his skin, echoing in his bones.
Do whatever she wants.
His eyes dropped to her hand. The slight tilt of the joint. Barely a motion, barely a cue, but it was all it took.
One silent command.
And
He broke.
His body moved before his brain even processed it.
And just like that—
He dropped.
Right to his fucking knees.
Again.
Zayn’s chest rose and fell sharply, his head still tipped back, throat exposed, lips parted like she had just physically struck him.
She smirked down at him, her own body relaxed, powerful, settled in the high and the knowledge that she owned him in this moment. Completely. 
She watched him, relishing in the way he knelt before her like he had no choice, like it was inevitable. Like gravity had forced him down.
He was so fucking beautiful like this—breathing through his full lips, pupils blown wide, his chest rising and falling in uneven waves. He had no defenses left. Nothing but raw desire.
She dragged her nails through his hair, slow, teasing, watching the way his eyes fluttered, the way he tilted into her touch—like a fucking puppy. Then she tightened her grip just slightly. He shivered beneath her fingers, his entire body reacting to even the smallest touch, the smallest movement. Sensitive. Submissive.
She grinned. Perfect.
She took another slow inhale from the joint, letting the smoke sit in her lungs before exhaling, the haze curling around them, thick and intoxicating. The world beyond the balcony didn’t exist. The city below, the lights, the noise—it was just them.
She tilted his chin up again, forcing him to meet her gaze.
"Like that?" His voice was wrecked, rough, low as sin.
"Exactly." she mused, smiling wickedly, her voice nothing but a purr.
Zayn’s fingers twitched against her thighs, his jaw tightening, his mouth already inches from where she wanted him, aching for her probably more than she was for him. 
She leaned in, lips brushing against the shell of his ear, barely a whisper. "Pity that Harry couldn’t join us."
Zayn’s breath hitched.
"Maybe another time." She hummed, pleased, dragging her nails down the back of his neck, her touch both soothing and taunting. 
Zayn groaned, his head tipping forward, pressing his forehead against her thigh like it was the only thing grounding him. His fingers dug into her skin, his breath coming out in harsh, uneven stutters. Fuck.
And then—
"Or maybe… I’d just peg you myself."
Zayn exhaled sharply, his hands gripping her thighs harder, his body tense, his mind fucking undone. He wanted to push back, to deny her, but fuck—
She had him. And she knew it.
She saw it in the way his pupils were blown out completely, in the way his breath hitched like he was physically trying to stop himself from breaking further. But there was no stopping it now. She had dragged him into the depths, and now she was going to watch him drown.
And she?
She just laughed.
"What? No comeback, Malik?"
His breath shuddered as he finally rasped, his voice wrecked, strained.. "Shut up."
Her grin stretched, a wicked thing, a promise of more. Her fingers curled deeper into his hair, her grip firmer now, the kind that didn’t just demand submission—it commanded it.
"Make me."
And just like that—the game changed again.
Zayn’s hands gripped her thighs, spreading her open, his thumbs tracing slow circles. He knelt between her legs like he belonged there. Like worshipping her was his purpose.
His mouth hovered just above her, breath warm against her already slick cunt. So close, so teasing, it made her fingers twitch with restraint. She wanted to grab him by the hair, drag him forward, make him—but she couldn’t. Wouldn’t.
She had to stay composed.
Zayn, though? He was fucking gone. High as fuck. On weed. On her. Always her. 
His muscles were tight, coiled, every part of him pulled taut with need. She could see it in the way his jaw clenched, the way his fingers dug into the softness of her thighs like he was holding himself back, the way his breath came out shakier than he wanted it to.
He wanted to tease her.
But fuck—he wanted to please her more.
His eyes dragged up her body, past her bare chest, past the faint marks he’d already left, landing on her lips—parted, breath just as unsteady as his.
She felt exposed.
But seen.
And fuck, it was so much worse than she expected.
Because it wasn’t supposed to feel this good already.
It wasn’t supposed to feel this much.
Zayn’s breath hitched, his fingers flexing against her thighs. He didn’t even realize he had parted his lips to speak, didn’t realize how raw, how fucking wrecked his voice sounded until he rasped—
"Please. Let me taste you."
Her pussy clenched at that, a sharp pulse of arousal shooting through her like a current. Fuck. The way he looked up at her—eyes dark, desperate, gone—it sent a rush of heat down her spine, settling deep in her core. His voice, his eyes, the way he knelt beneath her, breathless, fucking yearning—it did something to her.
And she fucking loved it.
She took a slow inhale of the joint to steady herself, watching him through half-lidded eyes, savoring the moment, the power. Her smirk deepened, satisfaction curling low in her belly.
She exhaled slowly, tilting her head. "I love it when you beg. Go on, pet."
And then—she spread her legs further, giving him exactly what they both were aching for.
Zayn leaned in, his nose grazing the inside of her thigh, lips pressing soft, wet kisses against her sensitive skin, right over the thin lace still in his way.
He was worshiping her.
He was taking his time. 
Part of him wanted to tease her, making her beg just as she had made him but—
He was too gone for her. Too lost in the way she felt, the way she smelled, the way her body tensed under his lips.
Every breath he took was laced with her, every inhale thick with her scent, his cock aching against his sweats as he dragged his mouth over her thigh, savoring.
Her fingers flexed against the railings, a sharp exhale slipping through her lips. She was losing patience.
She was already wet, already aching, and he knew it, could feel the heat radiating from her, could smell her arousal.
But she still tried to act unbothered, still tried to keep herself composed, her fingers tightening slightly on the railing, restraining herself from grabbing him, from forcing him to give her what she needed.
“Zayn—” a warning. 
“Shh,” he murmured, his voice so low, it vibrated against her skin.
Her stomach flipped.
His fingers traced just above her slit, not touching, just teasing.
Her teeth clenched.
"Don’t be a fucking tease, Malik."
Zayn hummed—deep, dark, amused.
Then—he moved her knickers aside and kissed her there.
Soft. Light. Barely pressure at all.
And fuck, she almost whined.
He must have felt it, the way her hips twitched up, because he chuckled softly, shaking his head.
Her eyes narrowed, her fingers sinking into his hair, gripping.
“Zayn.” Threat.
His eyes flicked up.
Dark. Focused. Unreadable.
And then—he flattened his tongue against her.
Fuck.
Her hips jerked, a sharp gasp catching in her throat.
His hands gripped her thighs, holding her still, keeping her open, his tongue moving slow, controlled, devastating.
“Shit—”
Zayn groaned, low and filthy, dragging his tongue up her slit, over her clit, sucking just hard enough to make her legs fucking shake.
Pleasure licked through her like fire, sharp, electric, all-consuming.
Her lungs stuttered, her thighs trembling, the burn of his grip on her skin adding to the unbearable intensity. 
The cold air wrapped around her overheated body, a stark contrast to the searing heat pooling deep in her belly. 
The weed still fogged her brain, making everything too much, every sensation heightened, raw, pushing her closer to the edge with every flick of his tongue.
Her fingers dug into his scalp, anchoring herself to him, to the only thing keeping her grounded as she started to spiral.
And he just kept going. Slow. Deep. Intoxicating.
And fuck—he was good.
Too good, like he had memorized her body already, like he had studied her, learned her like a song he had written just for this moment.
And maybe he had.
Because every time her hips bucked, every time her breath caught, every time a soft whimper slipped through her lips, he adjusted.
Gave her more.
Made it worse.
Made it better.
His lips wrapped around her clit, sucking, tongue flicking, fucking ruining her.
Her head fell back, a wrecked moan leaving her throat, shamelessly loud, lost in the open London air. She didn’t care. Let them hear. Let them know who was making her come undone.
Her stomach tightening, burning.
Zayn groaned against her, the sound vibrating against her core, deep and filthy.
His hands moved, one sliding beneath her thigh, spreading her, opening her up further, trapping her in his grip, his fingers digging in, hard enough to sting. Pain and pleasure, blending, pushing her higher.
Her body arched, twisted, fucking drowned in him.
And then—
His fingers thrust inside her, curling deep, pressing against that perfect fucking spot.
The pleasure hit hard, so much more, overwhelming, suffocating.
"Fucking hell, don’t stop—"
He didn’t.
Didn’t stop.
Didn’t even let her breathe.
Just kept going, licking, sucking, fucking wrecking her.
His fingers thrust deeper, rougher, faster, hitting that spot again and again, his tongue working her clit, relentless, precise, fucking masterful.
“You taste like heaven,” he rasped, voice wrecked against her soaked skin, the vibrations making her writhe.
Her hands yanked his hair, her breath coming out in broken gasps, shattered, wrecked.
And then—
She shattered.
A sharp, wrecked cry tearing from her throat, thighs trembling, body locking, breaking, falling apart around him.
Zayn felt it all.
Felt her pulse against his fingers, felt her legs trying to close, felt her fucking lose herself on his tongue, in his hands, under his mouth. Felt her pussy clench.
Her body locked up, pleasure snapping through her like a live wire, so hard, so deep, she almost forgot who the fuck she was.
Her lungs stuttered, her legs shaking so violently that Zayn had to grip them tight, force them apart, keep her steady.
Her vision blurred, the world tilting, fading into nothing but him.
And fuck—
He groaned, deep and rough, holding her through it.
Letting her ride his face, letting her shake, letting her fucking take as much as she needed, as much as he was willing to give—which was everything.
And then—he pulled back.
His lips glistened, swollen. His dark, ruined eyes locked on her face, watching, memorizing.
She was still panting, dazed, fucking wrecked.
And Zayn?
He smirked, licking his lips, voice dripping with satisfaction.
"Better than you imagined?"
Her chest rose sharply, her fingers still tangled in his hair, holding on like he was the only thing keeping her tethered to the earth.
Her stomach tightened, another aftershock rolling through her.
Because fuck.
It was better.
So much fucking better.
And trust her—
She had a wild fucking imagination.
But instead of saying all that, she just pulled him up by his hair and kissed him hungrily, savoring the taste of herself on his tongue.
Then—she pushed him away, reaching for another cigarette.
Zayn blinked, still catching his breath, watching her like he was trying to figure out whether he’d just been rewarded or dismissed.
“Haven’t you just smoked?” he rasped, voice rough from what he’d just done to her.
She smirked, lighting up. “It was a good orgasm.”
“Only good?” he teased, tilting his head, eyes still dark, still hungry.
She smiled lazily. "Fucking earth-shattering."
He grinned, looking too fucking pleased with himself.
“You did a great job. Good boy.”
His smile faltered. Just for a second.
Her smirk deepened as she sent him a teasing kiss through the air, fucking with his head all over again.
He scoffed, shaking his head, pulling out his own cigarette, his eyes flickering with something unreadable.
“You smoke too much,” he muttered, flicking his Jamaican themed lighter open.
She raised a brow. “You’re the one to talk. Aren’t you a vocalist?”
“Yeah, you’ve got a point. Taryn tells me the same thing.”
“Maybe we’re right. Ever thought about it?” She stuck her tongue out at him.
“Yeah, but I just like smoking.”
“Me too,” she exhaled, watching the smoke swirl up into the cold night air. “But the fact that I like it doesn’t make it any less poisonous.”
Zayn hummed, watching her, something unreadable in his gaze as he took a slow drag from his own cigarette.
“Anyway.” She flicked the bud into the ashtray and stretched, the cool air brushing against her still-sensitive skin.
Her body was still recovering, still burning, still coming down.
And she knew he was watching her.
Still hungry.
Still wanting.
But this time? She was going to make him wait a little.

[bookmark: _aywp64piqat9]Chapter 4
The air inside the suite was thick—smoke, sex, the faint scent of her perfume still clinging to his skin. She stepped inside first, stretching like a satisfied cat, her dominant persona curling back into sleep, pleased and fulfilled. At least for now. 
The post-orgasmic high mixed with the weed, making her mind feel heavy, her muscles loose, and her—completely content.
But Zayn?
Zayn wasn’t content.
His body was still tight, coiled with lingering frustration. He had loved giving her pleasure—always took pride in taking good care of a woman—and she was no exception. Or she was but in other sense, he hadn’t just enjoyed making her come; he had thrived in it, fucking lived for the way she unraveled in his hands.
But now? Coming down, he was still half-hard, the ache of it pulsing in his groin, his blood thick with need. And what's worse he had let her do it again. Let her break him, pull him apart, drag him to his knees.
And now, he was paying the price.
He was conflicted, and it pissed him off. 
Because fuck, it had been hot—his cock was still evidence of that. But shame curled at the edges of it, a slow simmer of frustration creeping up his spine.
He wasn’t used to this. He wasn’t used to feeling like this. Women knelt for him, not the other way around.
He still tasted her, mixed with tobacco, lingering on his tongue, and fuck if it wasn’t the best taste in the world—felt like fucking heaven. It was driving him insane.
He dragged a hand over his face, trying to shake the conflict tangling inside him. He wanted to get back at her, make her pay for making him weak. But at the same time—
He had never felt as calm as he had on his knees for her.
There was no second-guessing, no questioning himself, no fight for control. Just simple, clear commands. 
Good boy. It should have fucking humiliated him. But instead, it settled inside him like something dangerous, something that made his pulse thrum in ways he didn’t understand.
And he didn’t know how the fuck to feel about that.
She might have been satisfied, but Zayn was far from done. The ache in his body refused to fade, his frustration simmering beneath the surface, thick and hot, coiling in his gut. 
She had broken him again—made him hers again—and now she had the audacity to act like the night was over? Like she had won?
No.
Not fucking happening.
She wasn’t getting the last word. Not this time. Not when she had left him like this—needy, aching, desperate.
Zayn stood at the minibar, pulling out a bottle of water, tossing one toward her without looking. She caught it easily, twisting off the cap, taking a slow sip, too lost in the hazy afterglow to notice the storm brewing inside him. 
The room was dim, city lights flickering through the massive windows. They moved and sat on opposite ends of the couch, her legs stretched out, lazily resting on his lap. His fingers moved absentmindedly over her skin, tracing slow, idle circles against her calf, a habit more than an intention.
She sank deeper into the cushions, letting her body melt into the post-orgasmic haze, her dominant side fully satisfied, curled up and purring inside her like a well-fed beast. The satisfaction ran deep, warm, curling through her limbs. She had taken him apart piece by piece, and now she was basking in it.
But Zayn? Zayn was anything but relaxed.
She didn’t know the war brewing inside of him. Didn’t see the way his jaw clenched, how his grip on her leg occasionally tightened, like he was trying to ground himself, trying to shake off the ghost of submission still clinging to him. 
He was still aroused, his body tight, and fuck, it pissed him off. 
Not just because of the ache, but because of what had led to it. Because of her. Because she had made him obey. And worse—because some part of him had liked it. Had enjoyed it.
But she had no idea. She had no idea what was going on in his mind, too focused on reliving the most mind-blowing cunnilingus of her life, lost in the memory of his mouth, the way he had worshipped her, the way he had let her use him. 
The thought made a slow, smug smile tug at her lips, her fingers stretching lazily before gripping the edge of the couch.
She always loved dominating men, bending them to her will, but most of them were at least a little pathetic—needy, eager. She enjoyed it, sure, but never like this. 
Because he wasn’t just any man. 
It was Zayn fucking Malik—the voice she had been obsessed with for years, the face she had memorized through a screen. And now she was fucking him. Dominating him. 
And fuck, it made her feel like she ruled the world, like she could do anything.
Like a fucking queen.
But something else lurked beneath the haze, something she refused to let surface. She was fighting it—those creeping feelings, the ones she had buried before she came here. 
She had always believed he was hers in some twisted, fucked-up way, always had this feeling that they were meant to be—no matter how crazy it sounded. She had known she would fuck him. Had always known it would happen. Hopefully more. But she had never let herself fully believe in more. 
Before she came to London, she told herself repeatedly— it’s just a one-night stand, you fuck him and leave. Simple.
Except—it wasn’t fucking simple.
Not when he was him—and in real life, even fucking better. Not just a voice through headphones, not just a face on a screen, but flesh and blood, heat and hunger, his eyes, his smile, the way he spoke, the way he fucking looked at her. It was better because it was real. 
Not when she thought he was like her, and now she knew he was. He got her. Saw straight through her walls. Read between the lines of every sarcastic remark, every tease. Picked apart her bullshit with a look, like they were cut from the same fucking rock.
Not when she had spent years connecting to him through his music, and now, there was something more, something alive between them, something that wasn’t just in her head. 
A real fucking connection. 
Not a fantasy. 
Not a daydream. 
Real fucking life. 
Right here. 
Right now. 
And making him hers tonight—owning him—had only made it worse.
All those buried feelings clawed at the edges of her mind, creeping closer, threatening to take root.
No.
She wouldn’t go there.
No thinking about it.
Not tonight.
Not when he was sitting there, still looking like fucking perfection, still tasting like heaven, still hers.
She was too high to care about tomorrow, but the thought of just leaving him when the sun came up? Of walking away like he wasn’t hers—
Unbearable.
So she dug it deeper, deeper, deeper—until it disappeared.
She saw Zayn unlock his phone, scrolling through a playlist and picking up a song. A soft, familiar tune drifted through the speakers, the slow strumming of a guitar filling the space.
Pink Floyd.
Wish You Were Here.
She recognized it instantly.
And fuck—it was perfect.
The sound of guitar wove through the suite, wrapping around them, a pulse in the air, something felt rather than just heard, mixing with the remnants the low hum of their breathing. She stretched out, letting the music settle in her bones, watching the way his fingers still traced those patterns on her skin, mindlessly, like he didn’t even realize he was doing it.
“I expected you to have a sex playlist.”
Zayn smirked, his head tipping back against the couch. "I don’t."
She arched a brow, the flickering glow of the lighter reflecting in her blue eyes as he snapped it shut. "What do you call this, then?"
Zayn hummed, flicking the lighter, watching the flame before snapping it shut.
"Not a sex playlist." He sighed. "At least I never put it on speaker during a night with anybody. It’s more like my comfort playlist. These songs… they all mean something to me."
She blinked, the sheer weight of his words crashing over her like a wave, stealing her breath. 
How did she deserve to be sitting here with him and listening to his comfort playlist—something so deeply intimate, something he never shared? 
Felt surreal.
The thought unsettled her, sent something sharp and overwhelming spiraling through her chest. So off-balance, so raw, she did the only thing she knew how to do: she deflected.
Her lips quirked. "Deep."
Zayn’s mouth twitched. "You mock me, but you’re lying if you say you don’t feel it."
She rolled her eyes, but fuck—he was right.
Because this? This was different.
The chords filtered through the speakers, that aching melody settling into the silence between them. It was a song that dug into you, made you sit with yourself, forced you to relive every decision—good or bad—that had led you here. 
Made you wonder about the choices you’d made, the people you’d lost, the places you thought were your home you’d never get back to. It was suffocating and freeing all at once, like staring at your reflection too long and seeing something rawer than you were ready to face.
So, so you think you can tell heaven from hell? The words drifted through the air, each line a quiet accusation. Her fingers curled against the fabric of the blanket. The song wasn’t just about longing—it was about delusion, about believing you knew what was right when maybe you never had a clue. And it hit too close to home.
What if she was just as blind? What if all the chasing what she wanted, all the ways she had convinced herself that this was the right thing—was just another beautifully wrapped mistake? 
What if all the heaven they had now would soon turn into hell? 
What if she was dragging him into something neither of them would survive, something that would leave them both shattered beyond repair? 
Her throat tightened, the weight of the thought pressing down like a vice. It scared her how much she wanted to believe this wasn’t a mistake. But deep down, some part of her whispered—what if it was?
Zayn exhaled sharply beside her. He knew the story behind the song, about Barrett losing himself to something bigger than him, about the quiet tragedy of believing you were fine when the world could see you weren’t. And maybe, deep down, he felt the same. 
He had spent years hiding—behind excuses, behind addictions, behind distractions. 
Leaving the band, leaving his past behind, pretending it was a clean break when it was anything but. Something he never truly got over with. It was like a secret he buried deep and was eating him alive.
And ironically enough, just when he had decided to step back into the world, to stop hiding in the comfort of his house and return to the stage, she walked into his life like this. And he invited her in without hesitation, as if something in him already knew her. As if this—whatever it was—had always been inevitable.
She watched him, the flickering light casting sharp shadows across his face. He looked lost in thought, lost in something deeper than just the music. And she knew. Knew that his past haunted him, that he questioned his decisions more than he let on, that even as he tried to live with them, they gnawed at him in quiet moments like these. 
And now, here they were, sitting in the dark, suspended in a moment that felt too real, too fated to be coincidence. 
And in that moment, it hit her—how easy it was to believe you were in control, to convince yourself you were making choices with clarity, when really, The Fates had been pulling the strings all along. That every decision had led them right here, to this moment, as if it was always written in stars.
Zayn exhaled slowly, fingers flexing against his thigh before stilling, caught in the raw weight of the song’s words. Did they get you to trade your heroes for ghosts? His jaw clenched, something dark flickering behind his gaze. He had spent years feeling like a ghost of himself, trading pieces away until he wasn’t sure what was left. And now here she was, sitting next to him, seeing too much, understanding too much—like she’d read him before he even spoke.
She shifted, the tip of her foot nudging his, just a brush, the smallest point of contact. But Zayn felt it like a spark licking up his spine. His fingers twitched, sliding higher along her leg.
We're just two lost souls swimming in a fishbowl, year after year... The lyric hit like a punch to the ribs.
She swallowed, throat tight, because she felt it too. The weight of this night, of this unspoken understanding between them. It was like they had done this before, like they’d sat together a hundred times in a life neither of them remembered. Like they had always been finding each other, losing each other, searching again.
His eyes flicked to her for just a second, something shifting behind them, something she almost missed. And then—just as quickly—it was gone, but she saw it. That flicker of recognition, of something deeper.
Because those lyrics had hit him too.
An unwanted memory surfaced, unbidden and unwelcome—someone else, a different time, the same song playing in the background, and those words that once meant everything. A moment buried so deep he had convinced himself it didn’t exist. And yet, the second the first note played, it clawed its way to the surface like a ghost refusing to stay dead.
His breath hitched, just a fraction of a second, but his body betrayed him. His grip on her leg tightened, a barely-there squeeze before he forced himself to relax. But she noticed. Of course she did.
She let out a slow breath. "I can hear you thinking."
Zayn exhaled, tilting his head back against the couch. "It's nothing..."
"Is it?" Her smirk was knowing, seeing right through his bullshit.
He hesitated, then sighed. "I was just thinking about... I guess about the significance of our lives and moments like this. I had a feeling, like déjà vu—felt like from some past life, but maybe it was from this one. Different time, different person, different meaning. But what actually leads us from one moment to another? Are we even aware of the consequences of our choices? Or maybe we just tell ourselves we have choices, when in reality, we’re steering the ship of our lives when we’ve actually been orbiting the same star this whole time, and never really having a shit to say in the matter."
She considered, staring at nothing in particular. "Either we’re caught in some quantum loop, playing out choices that were never really ours, or the universe has the worst fucking sense of humor—laying out paths and laughing while we convince ourselves we had a say in it. I mean, we are literally orbiting one star—the sun. Always moving, but never really going anywhere. No matter what we do we’re just orbiting back to the same point."
He huffed out a laugh, but it didn’t reach his eyes. "Like it was already written? Like we’re just planets stuck in the same orbit, pretending we’re moving somewhere new when we’re really just circling the inevitable?"
Her gaze flickered to him, her throat tightening. "Like no matter what we do, we’re being pulled back to the same point. Like we tell ourselves we have free will, but really, we’re just tiny specks of dust floating in a universe so fucking big it doesn’t even register us. And yet, somehow, we still feel like we’re the main characters in this cosmic joke."
He nodded, jaw tight. "Yeah. Like no matter how many times I thought I was burning up and starting over, I was just another celestial body locked in the same fucking gravitational pull."
She swallowed, her voice quieter now. "Maybe we don’t escape. Maybe we just... collide in different ways each time. Maybe we’ve always been colliding."
Zayn studied her, something unreadable flashing through his eyes. He didn’t say it outright, but the weight of it was there, pressing between them like an unspoken truth. Like no matter how vast space was, no matter how insignificant they should be in the grand scheme of things, somehow—this, them, right here—felt bigger than all of it. A collision that was always meant to happen, whether they liked it or not.
She inhaled sharply, her fingers pressing against her thigh. "Maybe we’re just echoes," she murmured, barely audible, "playing out the same story, thinking it’s new every time."
He hummed. She exhaled, slow and measured. The air between them felt impossibly thick, like gravity itself had shifted. Her lips parted, but she didn’t need to say it.
She just knew.
And so did he.
The music was still playing, but now it was just background noise, drowned beneath the weight of their thoughts. Each of them locked in their own internal war, questioning, unraveling, trying to pretend they weren’t feeling the same thing.
Zayn’s fingers flexed, stilled, flexed again—like he was trying to ground himself, like he wasn’t sure whether to reach for her or pull away. Her nails lightly dragged across the fabric of her stockings, a restless motion, an anchor in a moment too heavy to process. They weren’t speaking, but they didn’t need to. The silence was thick with everything they weren’t saying. 
The playlist shifted, the universe deciding to mock them in real-time.
Soft. Intimate. More romantic.
Elvis.
Of course.
Like some cosmic joke, the first notes of Can't Help Falling in Love spilled into the air, warm and slow, curling around them like fate was having a laugh at their expense.
And then Zayn, the absolute menace that he was, decided to make it worse.
This was his sweat revenge, he supposed. She had been wrecking him all night—testing him, teasing him, making him weak in ways he hadn’t expected. And now? Now it was his turn.
Because he knew exactly how this would affect her. 
He knew she was his fan. 
Knew that no matter how unbothered she acted, no matter how unimpressed she pretended to be, there was a little fangirl buried beneath all those layers of composure and sharp wit. 
One who loved his voice, who had listened to his songs on repeat, who had, in her own damn words, gotten off to it.
Now he was going to use it against her.
So he smirked, lips curling at the edges as he leaned back, relaxed, loving the idea.
And then he started humming.
Soft at first, a whisper of a melody threading through the charged air between them, low and effortless, as if he wasn’t about to completely fuck with her mind.
Then, without hesitation, he started singing.
Shall I stay?
Would it be a sin
If I can't help
Falling in love with you?
Quietly at first, like he wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to commit to the bit. 
But then—then he fucking did. 
Full-on serenading, voice rich and devastating, those goddamn lyrics wrapping around her, sinking deep into her bloodstream like a slow-acting poison.
She stopped breathing.
Literally. Her lungs forgot how to function. Her body forgot how to move. Her stomach clenched. Her pulse spiked. Her brain short-circuited.
Because what the actual fuck was she supposed to process that?
Zayn was singing for her. A fucking love song.
His voice was like something not meant for this world—too beautiful, too devastating, too much. Raspy from smoke but still velvet smooth, raw and unfiltered but deeply emotional. 
It wrapped around those words like a slow caress, like he wasn’t just singing—he was telling her something, fucking promises. Every syllable dripping into her veins, making her feel every syllable like a pulse against her throat. 
It hit like a weight on her chest, pressing deep, making her feel every lyric like it was meant for her alone. 
Like an angel had come down from the heavens for the sole purpose of ruining her, of sinking into her veins and making damn sure she never recovered from this moment. 
It wasn’t fair. 
It was a weapon, and Zayn fucking Malik knew exactly how to use it.
It was too much. 
It was everything.
Her little fangirl was fighting for her life. Like actually, literally fighting for survival, trying to hold back the tidal wave crashing over her. 
Fighting to stay in control, to keep the distance between them, but it was slipping through her fingers like sand. 
Because how the fuck was she supposed to hold it together when Zayn fucking Malik was singing a love song to her? Singing those words, voice rich and devastating, gaze locked onto hers, as if he was singing straight into her soul? Peeling back every layer she had carefully built, stripping her bare with nothing but a song and a look?
Inside she was screaming. On the outside she tried to keep her shit together. She forced stillness, tried to keep her carefully crafted composure intact, to bury the wreckage beneath the cool, collected mask she had perfected. Begging herself not to break.
And she was failing.
Every fan would crumble under this. How was she still breathing?
She wasn’t. Not really.
Like a river flows
Surely to the sea
Darling, so it goes
Some things are meant to be
His voice dipped lower, huskier, dragging the words into her bloodstream like a slow, intoxicating drug, curling around her like a whispered promise, dangerous in their softness. It poured over her like molten gold, sinking into her veins, filling every inch of her with a slow, unbearable heat. It curled around those lyrics like a lingering touch, tracing its way down her spine, dragging against her skin like a slow, devastating kiss, like  a whispered confession she wasn’t ready to hear. And his voice? It was a fucking trap, a hand at her throat, pulling her under, and she was drowning in it.
She was drowning—
She felt like a fucking Icarus, drawn helplessly to the sun—to him. Zayn burned too bright, too hot, melting everything that held her together, leaving her raw, weightless, spiraling straight into oblivion. And now she was crashing, plummeting straight into the water, lungs full, no way to surface, waves of her own emotions swallowing her whole.
And she was fighting. Fighting to hold onto something—anything—not to let it pull her under. Fighting for something to keep her from losing herself in the tidal wave of feelings crashing over her, relentless and unforgiving.
Because the worst part?
She was this close to falling in love with him. For real. 
Not the way she had before—safely, distantly, as a fan who adored his music, who felt his words carved into her soul but still believed he was something surreal, untouchable, beyond her world.
No, this was different.
Now he was right here. Real. Flesh and heat and breath, his presence pressing into her like gravity itself. Still touching her, still looking at her with those dark, knowing eyes that saw everything. They were breathing the same air, too close, too raw, too fucking real.
And Zayn knew.
His gaze still locked onto hers, unwavering, staring straight into her soul. He wasn’t just looking at her—he was seeing her, peeling her open layer by layer, stripping her bare until there was nowhere left to hide. Her walls were gone. Torn down by his voice, by the weight of this moment. And now? Now there was nothing shielding her from the emotions she had fought so damn hard to bury.
It was like watching a storm break behind her eyes, like seeing the ground shift beneath her feet. The mask cracked, breath hitching, her composure slipped, something deep and unguarded pushing its way to the surface. He caught it all. Memorized every flicker of emotion as if it was the most important thing in the world.
And the shift? It was unmistakable. 
Gone was the girl with heart-shaped eyes, the fan looking at her favorite artist. Girl who had walked into this night thinking she could take and still keep it fun, keep it light and unproblematic. 
In her place now a woman—breathless, overwhelmed, and standing on the edge of something deeper, something terrifyingly real.
It wasn’t just about a song anymore.
Her eyes said it all—the kind of look that exposed every carefully buried emotion, every feeling she had tried to lock away before she walked through that door. 
The teasing, the push and pull, the careful game they had been playing—it all fell away. It was just them now. A man and a woman, playing with fire, toeing the edge of something neither of them was ready to name.
He read it as easily as if she had spoken it aloud, as if her eyes were screaming the words she refused to say. For the first time, Zayn felt it too—the realization, the gravity of what they had unknowingly built between them. 
And for a moment, it was too much—for both of them. A weight neither of them knew how to carry, a truth neither of them wanted to admit existed.
His throat bobbed as he swallowed. 
He wasn’t ready for this. She wasn’t ready for this.
And so he stopped singing.
The absence of his voice was almost worse, like the air had been sucked out of the room, leaving only the silence between them—thick, charged with something unspoken and so fucking real.
He saw it all—the way her breath stuttered, the way her lips parted like she had forgotten how to speak, the way her fingers clenched into fists like she needed to hold onto something—anything—to keep from breaking apart right in front of him. She looked wrecked, eyes wide, chest rising and falling like she had just survived drowning. And fuck, he had done that. Torn through every one of her defenses, shattered her composure, left her open, raw, vulnerable—his.
And he had won. That was the best part.
He had played this game, pushing, teasing, testing and been waiting for this all night. He had wanted to see her unravel, to finally crack the cool indifference she had used as armor. And who would have thought it would only take his voice and the weight of his stare to achieve that. 
And now? Now she was sitting there, fucking ruined for him, her walls nothing but dust at his feet. She was his favorite kind of wreckage. 
Wide-eyed, breathless and undone, she looked like a deer in headlights—soft, vulnerable, pure. And he had done that. He had stripped her bare, torn through every defense she had, left her trembling in his hands. And the satisfaction curled through his chest, slow and thick like smoke.
Fuck, she was beautiful like this.
Yet, there was something curling in his chest, something darker, unwanted. Because this wasn’t just victory anymore. This wasn’t just a game.
She wasn’t supposed to look at him like that.
Suddenly, the game didn’t feel like a game anymore. It felt like something irreversible. And Zayn wasn’t sure if he was ready for the consequences of winning.
So he did the only thing his panicked mind could grasp—he ignored it. Smothered the weight of it before it could crush him. He played it cool.
Like he was bathing in his victory, like he hadn’t just unknowingly set something in motion that neither of them knew how to stop.
He smirked. And took a slow sip of water, still watching her.
"Shut up," she muttered, trying to steady her breath, to force her body to not react to the way he was looking at her.
Zayn chuckled, low, knowing, so fucking smug.
"I didn’t say anything." And he hadn’t. But his silence was louder than words
She shot him a glare, but it was useless. Because the damage had already been done. He had already won.
Because now?
She was thinking about it.
Thinking about him. Thinking about his voice, his words, his presence curling around her like smoke—thick, intoxicating, inescapable. 
Thinking about how she would never fucking recover from this.
She had to go. Now.
"I need to go to the loo," she muttered, standing up too fast, escaping, needing space from him.
And fucking weed. But that could wait.
She barely managed to close the bathroom door before the air left her lungs in a sharp gasp. Hands gripping the edges of the sink like it could anchor her to reality. 
Fuck.
Her pulse was erratic, her body betraying her, her mind spiraling too fast, too loud.
She needed to get her shit together. To bury this so deep it’d never see the light of day again. 
Because otherwise? 
She wouldn’t survive tomorrow. 
Or the next day. 
Or ever, actually.
Because he hadn’t just fucked her up—he had destroyed her. Tore through her defenses like they were made of paper, and the worst fucking part?
She had let him.
She had let herself feel. 
Let the emotions she had locked away for years surface, let them drown her. 
The ones she swore she would not acknowledge—the ones whispering that she loved him, that they were meant to be together, that he was the only person who had ever made her feel like this—they had won.
All because he sang a fucking love song to her.
And it couldn’t happen.
Because this was a one-night stand. 
Just sex, nothing more. 
That’s what she had told herself, what she had clung to. 
And yet, now, standing in this bathroom, looking at herself in the mirror, she saw the truth staring back at her.
She was ruined by him.
And she wanted to stay that way.
She wanted him to keep ruining her, over and over, until she didn’t remember what life was like before him. 
But that wasn’t possible.
Panic clawed up her throat. 
This wasn’t supposed to happen. This wasn’t part of the plan.
Because how the fuck was she supposed to walk away now?
She turned on the tap, splashing cold water on her face, but it didn’t help.
Her hands were trembling.
Her heart was pounding.
Her own body was betraying her. 
She looked up. Big mistake.
The mirror didn’t lie.
She looked flushed, wrecked, exposed. Like all her masks had fallen away and left her bare. Real. Herself, without armor, without indifference. 
Beautiful in a way that terrified her.
She looked like a woman in love.
Panicked but glowing.
It was fucking dangerous.
And that could not happen.
Shut it down. Shut it down.
She sucked in a breath, straightened her shoulders. Defenses up.
This was just sex.
You fuck. Then you leave. Simple.
Right?
Right?
Her fingers curled into fists. Jaw clenched so tight she thought her teeth might break. Fuck, this was a mistake.
Because now that she knew—how he felt, how he tasted, how he fucking sang—how the fuck was she supposed to recover? 
How was she supposed to unfeel this? 
How was she supposed to erase him?
She looked in the mirror one last time.
She looked like the storm she was born during.
Inhale. 
Exhale. 
Inhale. 
Exhale.
She pulled in one more slow breath, rolling her shoulders, pulling her confidence back into place, smoothing it over her skin like armor.
But fuck, she was pissed. 
Pissed at him for getting inside her head, for messing up with her. 
Pissed at herself for letting him, for wanting him to. 
Now she wanted blood.
Wanted her power, he had stolen from her so easily, back.
He wanted to use his voice as a weapon? Fine.
She had weapons too.
But first—a joint.
****
When she returned, he was exactly where she left him—lounging on the couch, freshly rolled joint between his fingers, lit and burning slowly. 
Without a word, he passed it to her, like he knew exactly what she needed. Like he always did.
She took it, exhaling sharply before taking a deep drag. The smoke curled inside her, heavy and grounding, dulling the edges of her spiraling thoughts. 
She chose the armchair, a deliberate space between them, an unspoken boundary she needed right now. 
But Zayn? He was watching her, waiting. 
Not saying a word. Not mocking, not taunting—just observing. 
Taking in every flicker of emotion, the way she focused too hard on the joint, the way she refused to meet his eyes.
And she clutched at the joint for her dear life, fingers curling around it with the kind of desperation she refused to acknowledge. Each slow, deliberate inhale dragged the smoke deep into her lungs, holding it there. 
Let it sink in, let it numb.
She needed this. 
Needed to quiet her mind, needed to strip herself of the weight sitting on her chest, needed to erase everything except right now. No overthinking, no dangerous feelings creeping in like ghosts. She wasn’t going to feel any of that tonight—wasn’t going to let herself fall into the mess waiting beneath the surface. 
Just euphoria. Just this high. Just the temporary freedom before she had to leave him behind. 
The exhale was slow, measured, curling toward the ceiling like a whispered prayer. She let her head fall back watching it. The storm in her veins settled. 
She was determined. She would take what she could tonight. She won’t ruin the fun with anything complicated. Tonight—this was all she could afford to have of him. Nothing else.
You fuck then leave. Simple.
The silence between them stretched, thick with something unspoken. She passed the joint back, their fingers brushing. A jolt—like static, like electricity—shot up her spine. She ignored it, tilted her head back against the chair, let the cushions swallow her whole.
Music pulsed low in the background, some country song she didn’t recognize, and the joint burned slowly between his fingers.
Zayn exhaled a slow drag from his joint, the ember flaring, painting his knuckles in a dim glow. He watched her—not just looking, but seeing.
Seeing the way she was avoiding it. The weight of what had happened between them. The way she was drowning herself in smoke just to keep from feeling.
And that? Fuck, that made it all the more real.
But he wasn’t going to talk about it either. He was good at that.
Burying shit down. Pretending things didn’t exist until they actually didn’t. 
And this? This thing between them? He hadn’t even let himself figure out what the fuck it was yet.  
Didn’t know what the fuck it was, what it meant, or if it was anything at all. 
And maybe that was for the best. Maybe it was better if it just stayed weed and sex, something hazy, something that burned hot and disappeared with the morning, leaving only the ghost of pleasure behind.
Keeping it only weed and sex tonight—that was easy. Attraction and raw desire were easier to cage, easier to control. Keeping it locked within the confines of tonight, contained in the heat of this moment, with no future, no expectations—that was necessity.
Even though she was spectacular. A goddamn masterpiece. No one had ever undone him like she did, no one had ever had him on his fucking knees with just a simple move of her fingers. 
She could get inside his head, mess with him raw, twist him up without even trying. And he guessed—no, he knew—he had the same power over her. Watching her now, he could see it.
But it couldn't last. 
He couldn't keep her.
How could he?
They both had their own lives, creeping closer with the edge of morning. 
It would ruin the fun now to start thinking about something more, right?
He’d let himself enjoy the night without thinking at all.
So he inhaled, let the smoke fill his lungs, and let himself sink deeper into the moment. 
If she could pretend, so could he.
They sat there for minutes, letting the high settle into their bones, seeping into their veins like a slow-burning fuse. The joint burned languidly between her fingers now, glowing amber in the dim room, its scent curling into the air, thick and intoxicating. 
The space between them was dense with something unspoken, heavy, something still vibrating from the aftermath of their clash—of what they refused to acknowledge.
Zayn sprawled on the couch, shirtless, golden skin catching the dim light, the sharp lines of his body drawn in effortless tension. One arm slung lazily behind his head, the other resting on his thigh, fingers still tapping absently, betraying the restlessness beneath his facade. 
But he wasn’t relaxed. Not really.
He was too fucking aware of her. Her energy.
She carried something in the air around her, something untouchable, a quiet gravity that pulled everything toward her. Something that demanded to be noticed.
And she was just sitting there, smoking. High, but still trapped in a fucking infinite loop of thoughts, she decided to do the one thing that came to her mind first—and to mess with him in the process.
She exhaled, rolling her shoulders, stretching like a cat, languid and slow, her body melting into itself, the haze of the high sinking into her muscles. 
She made up her mind.
Then she stood up, moving into the dim space between them. He tilted his head back, looking into her eyes, searching—
But she gave him nothing. Just silence. Just the slow rise and fall of her breath, the faint scent of smoke clinging to her skin. 
She passed him the joint, their fingers brushing for the briefest second, heat licking at the edges of the moment.
And then, without a word, she reached for his phone.
Zayn’s brow lifted, amusement flickering in his dark eyes, but he didn’t stop her.
His brow lifted. "What are you doing?"
"I’ve had enough of your melancholic bullshit. Let’s have a fucking party."
She unlocked it—because of course, she had seen his passcode the first time he used it.
Zayn huffed a small laugh, rubbing his jaw. "You’re unreal."
She smirked, typing into the search bar. His chest rose slowly steady, but his fingers twitched against his knee.
He was waiting. Waiting to see what she’d do.
And then—she found it. She clicked play and stood up, moving further into the room.
The deep, sensual bass thumped through the dimly lit room, a hypnotic rhythm weaving through the air like smoke. Push 2 Start pulsed from the speakers, a sultry blend of reggae-tinged melodies and airy vocals that made the room feel weightless. Low and rich, a slow pulse that seeped into the air like honey, thick and sticky, clinging to their skin. The floor beneath them seemed to vibrate with it, a steady thrum that wound itself around her body, pulling her in, guiding her every motion.
Zayn blinked, his grip tightening subtly around the joint between his fingers, watching—intrigued. Amused. Captivated. Like she had cast some spell on him, lured him into her orbit without even trying. 
She grinned, the shadow of something wicked curling at the edges of her lips.
And then—she started moving.
The music wrapped around her like a lover’s whisper, trailing down her spine, coaxing her into movement. It owned her, sinking into her bones, guiding her effortlessly. Her hips rolled, slow and indulgent, a rhythm so natural it didn’t seem like a choice but an instinct—something primal, something inevitable. Her fingers ghosted over her own skin, grazing her waist, her ribs, her neck, like she was chasing the feeling, letting it consume her.
She wasn’t thinking.
She wasn’t even here.
Just her and the beat.
Just because it felt good.
Just because she loved it. 
She always danced her issues away, let herself dissolve into rhythm, become one with the beat, own it, let it own her. 
Let it make her mind blank, let it pull her under, let her forget—because when she moved like this, nothing else mattered. 
All the problems? Puff—gone.
She swayed to it, eyes half-lidded, the warm hum of the music and weed curling around her like a whispered promise. The song’s smooth, rolling groove matched the tension in the air—the push and pull of something unspoken, something electric.
Across the room, he watched her, a lazy smirk playing on his lips as the chorus hit. The lyrics, playful and teasing, mirrored the game they’d been playing all night—an unspoken dare wrapped in rhythm and heat. The kind of moment where time slows, where everything feels like the start of something dangerous and exhilarating, like pressing the ignition in a sports car.
His chest rose sharper, his tongue flicked over his bottom lip, the air between them tightening, thickening, suffocating.
He was gone.
Because this?
This was something else.
Something wild. Something untouchable.
He had seen women dance for him before. Had seen seduction crafted like a spectacle, had seen the calculated way women moved when they wanted his attention.
But this? This wasn’t a performance. This wasn’t even for him.
And that made it so much fucking worse.
She let her head tip back, hands dragging over her own body, fingertips skating along bare skin like she needed to feel herself just as much as he needed to watch. 
She was lost to it. 
To the music. 
To the high. 
To the reckless abandon that pulsed through her veins.
And fuck, he felt it too.
The slow roll of her hips, the sway of her shoulders, the way her fingers danced up her stomach before trailing down again—it was hypnotic.
She was just existing in the music, completely free.
She was intoxicating.
And he couldn’t take his fucking eyes off her.
Zayn swallowed hard, his fingers digging into the couch, his jaw locked tight, his pulse loud in his ears.
She fucking knew. Knew exactly what she was doing to him.
Knew exactly how fucking sexy she looked, moving like sin incarnate, like temptation wrapped in porcelain skin and defined, dangerous curves. 
She looked like a goddess.
She moved like a force of nature, slow and deliberate, like a storm rolling in, inevitable and untamed, inescapable rhythm that consumed everything in its path. 
And it drove him fucking insane.
His fingers tensed. His throat bobbed. His jaw tightened.
Fuck it.
He pushed himself up.
Moved toward her slowly, hypnotised by her moves, eyes locked onto her, tracking every shift of her body like he was trying to memorize her in motion.
Drawn in like a fucking moth to a flame.
His hands found her waist, fingers grazing over the leather jacket she was still wearing. The sensation was maddening—cool leather beneath his palms, heat radiating from her skin underneath.
She didn’t startle. Didn’t even pause.
Just smirked, tilting her head slightly to see him over her shoulder. "You like what you see, Malik?"
Zayn’s jaw flexed, his fingers tightening on her body.
Her eyes flickered, dark and knowing.
She dragged her lips up the column of his throat. Not kissing. Just hovering. Letting him feel her heat, teasing him with something just out of reach.
Zayn gritted his teeth, his head falling back slightly, fingers pressing harder into her skin. "You’re killing me right now."
She turned and plucked the joint from his fingers—where it had been resting against her hip, forgotten entirely in the haze of her presence. 
While still dancing, she lifted it to her lips, inhaling deeply, the ember glowing red as she took it in, holding it. She exhaled, and smoke drifted into the air between them, slow and deliberate, curling into his mouth like a whispered invitation.
"Good."
Zayn froze.
And she fucking laughed. A small chuckle, dark and satisfied.
She looked like a devil in a woman's skin, surrounded by smoke, bathed in dim lights and shadows, her body fluid, hypnotic, an unholy temptation. She moved like a fallen angel, sent to lure a man into the abyss, tempt down a dark path, to whisper sweet poison and make you forget your own name in the haze of desire. A slow, tantalizing rhythm that held a promise and a threat all at once—come closer, and sin.
Her lips trailing just close enough to send a burn through his skin. Not quite touching, just a breath away—like the promise of something inevitable, something he was already aching for. Every shift of her breath ignited his nerves, her presence a slow, torturous tease, an unspoken dare written in heat and restraint. 
Her other hand came up, fingers curling around his throat, right beneath his jaw, tilting his head exactly the way she wanted. Commanding. Owning.
And then—her tongue. A slow, sinful glide along the sharp edge of his jaw, warm and wet, deliberate, leaving a trail of heat in its wake.
His breath hitched—sharp, desperate. His body went rigid, muscles coiled tight. His fingers flexed at her waist, pressing harder, needing something to hold onto before he snapped.
His pulse thundered beneath her grip, trapped under the press of her palm, his breath strangled in his throat, a visceral reaction surging through every inch of him. 
A groan rumbled from deep within his chest, raw and wrecked, as her tongue teased just below his ear, lips barely grazing his skin, whispering promises without words. The heat between them was unbearable, suffocating, dragging him to the brink of something primal, something untamed.
And then they both knew—
She had him.
He was fucking hers.
She grinned, slow and dangerous, dragging a single finger down the center of his chest, her long black nail grazing over the ink, over his pulse, over every tense muscle in his body.
And then—she moved lower.
Hands skimming his tattooed stomach, her body sliding down, still moving, still swaying. Still controlling him without even touching him where he wanted her the most.
Fuck.
Zayn’s lungs stopped working at the sight in front of him.
Her lips hovered right above his waistband now, her fingers dragging down the sharp V-line of his hips, her movements liquid, dangerous, a slow, sensual descent that sent fire licking up his spine.
 And then—she tilted her head, her breath hot against his skin, and pressed the softest kiss over the inked heart tattoo on his stomach.
A shockwave shot straight through him, electric, burning, his entire body tensing, muscles locking as if bracing for impact. His cock twitched violently—already fucking hard, already straining against his sweats. The heat pooling low. It was barely a kiss, barely even a touch, but fuck, the need overtook him completely.
She smirked.
Because she fucking noticed.
Then—she turned on her toes, rising slowly, deliberately, torturously, the movement so fluid it was like flames dancing with the wind. Her ass dragged against him, rolling with excruciating slowness, teasing, stroking against his cock with unbearable friction, so fucking obscene, he thought he might lose his mind right there.
Zayn groaned, low and sharp, his hands shooting to her hips. Gripping. Holding. His nails dug into her skin, hard enough to leave marks, but she didn’t falter—she fucking thrived on it. Loved every second of his unraveling.
She wanted this. Wanted to feel him crack, to see that perfect composure shatter because of her. 
She moved like temptation incarnate, hips swaying with a devastating rhythm, her body shifting against him in ways that made every muscle in his body go taut. The drag of her skin against his, the subtle curve of her spine as she arched back slightly, pressing into him with that smirk— That knowing, dangerous smirk, curling at the edges of her lips as she felt him, hard and aching, pressed against her ass.
He needed her. Now.
His dick throbbed, hot, heavy, straining against the thin barrier of his sweats, each teasing shift of her hips sending spikes of pleasure straight through his spine.
Fuck waiting.
His control snapped, restraint shattering into something primal, something unhinged.
With a sharp growl, he yanked her around, his hands locking onto her hips, his breath ragged as he finally, finally faced her. No more distance. No more teasing. Just her, chest rising and falling, lips slightly parted, her body still swaying to the beat like she was made of it. Like she was still in control.
His grip tightened, hands sliding lower, gripping her thighs with a bruising force, dragging her into him, erasing every inch of space between them. He needed her closer. Needed her skin against his, needed her to feel exactly what she was doing to him.
His breath came rough, uneven, heat surging through him like an untamed fire, chest rising and falling against hers. Every nerve in his body screamed for her. 
His fingers dug into her skin, possessive, desperate. He towered over her, dragging her in so tight she had no choice but to feel every inch of his frustration, his hunger, his fucking need.
His mouth hovered over hers, so fucking close, breathing her in, drowning in the scent of her—the mix of smoke and sweat, of lust and something intoxicating. Their breath tangled in the narrow space between them, heat coiling, thick and suffocating. 
She was the reason he was losing himself, the reason his body was betraying him, the reason every fucking nerve in his body was begging for more.
The air between them crackled, charged, as if the entire universe had condensed into this single, suspended moment. Their gaze locked—a collision of stars, a force too strong to resist. Nothing existed beyond this moment, beyond the heat pressing between them, beyond the way their souls tangled in the silence.
His pupils were blown so wide with desire his eyes looked black. Her eyes held him captive, amusement flickering at the edges, but beneath it, something deeper, more intense. A challenge clear between them. Zayn could see it—she was enjoying this and she was daring him to break first.
His hands flexed, aching to pull, to give in. But he didn’t move. Neither did she. 
Silent storm unraveling between them. They stared into each other's souls. It was unbearable. The weight of everything unspoken, everything they refused to name. It pulsed between them, raw, electric.
They were burning with want.
He reached for her, fingers brushing along her cheek, moving a stray strand away. A whisper of a touch, barely there—but enough. Enough to make her breath hitch, her chest rise just a little sharper, her fingers curl, her own control waver.
He wasn’t the only one fighting it. She wanted him just as much as he wanted her.
The tension between them was suffocating—a breath, a heartbeat, a split second from breaking. The pull was unbearable, magnetic, inevitable—
His gaze flickered—just for a second—to her mouth. The shape of it. The way her lips parted, teasing, tempting.
And then—fuck. He caved. Just the smallest tilt forward, just enough for her to feel the heat of him, for his lips to almost brush hers—
Her hand was suddenly at his throat.
Stopping him.
A teasing smirk playing on her lips. "Nah-ah."
Zayn blinked, stunned, panting, his entire body rigid with want. "What?"
She grinned, tilting her head, eyes flickering with something wicked.
"I have a better idea."
And then—
She snatched his phone from the side table.
Zayn frowned, dazed, confused, still trying to catch his fucking breath. "What the fuck are you—"
And then—the opening beat of TiO filled the room.
Zayn froze.
Completely.
His jaw tightened. His fingers twitched. His breath stalled in his throat as the bassline crawled through the air. It was his fucking song, his own voice filling the space, vibrating through his bones, turning the moment into something unbearably intimate. 
And in some twisted, fucked-up way, that made it even hotter.
Like she was using him against himself, weaponizing every word, every note, driving him straight to the edge with something he had created.
The moment stretched, pulling taut between them. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t fucking breathe. And fuck—if it was even possible, his cock got even harder.
And before he could even process it, she was already in front of him, already pressing closer, already owning the space between them.
The joint still burned between her fingers, cherry-red at the tip, faint smoke curling around her lips as she exhaled—
Straight into his mouth.
Zayn’s lungs locked. His jaw tensed. The heat of it, the weight of her exhale slipping past his lips, settling on his tongue—
Her lips brushed his, a tease more devastating than any touch. Her tongue flicked out, grazing the seam of his lips. Tasting. Testing. Setting him on fucking fire. His breath stuttered. His entire body coiled tight, wound like a wire, ready to snap.
"I can taste it on your mouth," she murmured, voice smooth like velvet. "And I can't leave it."
Fuck.
His fingers twitched at his sides, fists clenching, nails biting into his palms. His chest tight. His cock aching. His body betrayed him, pressing toward her. Desperate. She could feel it—the hunger beneath his skin, the silent plea in the way his breath hitched, the way his muscles flexed as if trying to hold himself back.
He wanted her closer so she pulled back. Smirking. Just enough to drive him insane. His eyes locked onto hers, dark, desperate, heavy with something raw, something dangerous.
His hands flexed, twitching like he wanted to grab her, to pull her flush against him and claim  what he needed. But he didn’t. He was waiting, starving. 
Waiting for her to make the next move—
Like a good pet.
Her smirk deepened, wicked and knowing—she loved it. She thrived on it—on having him in a chokehold without even touching him properly. On knowing he was completely at her mercy. Wrecked. Longing. Hers.
She was soaked from the sheer power of it, from the way he let her lead, let her play out every wicked, twisted fantasy without question, without hesitation, without shame. 
It had her trembling from nothing but what he let her do to him, of the way he gave himself over so effortlessly, letting her mold him into her filthiest dreams. He matched her depravity, her intense hunger, her never fulfilled need. 
Watching him stand there, waiting, barely holding himself together while she pulled every thread, teasing him to the brink—it made her pussy throb.
“You're a freak like me, can't you see?” she sang, staring into his eyes.
Trying to communicate to him what she already knew. That they were both freaks in the same exquisite, corrupted way. Both chasing the kind of bottomless desire, a craving so dark and insatiable it felt like it lived beneath their skin.
Zayn’s breath shuddered. His hands curled into fists.
Because fuck.
The weight of those words, the truth in them, crawled under his skin, sank into his bones.
He had spent too long fucking through meaningless bodies, chasing highs that never lasted, drowning in women who only wanted him for the surface of what he was. 
But she? 
She ripped through the surface, reached inside him. Peeled him apart. Exposed him. She dragged him down to the filthiest, rawest depths of himself, places he hadn't dared explore, things he hadn't realized he craved—until she executed them flawlessly, as if she'd already known before he did. 
And the best part? She didn’t even ask. She just took what she wanted.
Like she knew better than him what they needed. She played him like she had written the fucking script. Executed every filthy thought that had ever crossed their minds—she claimed it, owned it, twisted it into something so perfect, so mind-fucking that it made his head spin.
She was quickly becoming his new addiction. His dark fantasy, given form, ruining him in the best possible way. The one who could break him apart and put him back together in the same breath.
She took another drag, slow and deliberate, her eyes still locked onto his, the embers glowing between them like the only source of light in the room.
"You get off on me,” she sang, voice dripping with wicked amusement, a slow, sultry tease, "it's like cheatin'." A devil’s smirk played on her lips, curling around the lyrics like a whispered curse, like temptation itself laced in honey but with venom hidden beneath the sweetness.
His brow furrowed, a flicker of confusion—an innocent hesitation that lasted no more than a heartbeat. But she offered no answers, no explanations. And before he could even try to make sense of it, she was already moving closer, already pulling him back into her orbit.
She looked straight into his soul, her lips curving into a dangerous smirk, her hot breath curling between them like smoke, thick and intoxicating, wrapping around him like a spell he had no chance of breaking.
It wasn’t fair—how she did this to him, how she owned him without ever lifting a finger, how she unmade every ounce of control he thought he had with just a look, just a breath.
Then—
She sang it,  touching herself from her waist, through her breast, up to her neck, her fingers dragging slowly—taunting. And then, she tilted her head back in one sensual, smooth movement, as if surrendering to her own pleasure, exposing the smooth column of her throat.
"I, I, I, I—"
Each note sounds more like a moan.
Zayn swallowed hard. His pulse pounded, his blood roaring in his ears, his body so tight he thought he might snap apart. His cock throbbed. His chest rising in sharp, uneven pulls as her voice wrapped around him, sultry, taunting, dripping with something dark, something meant to fucking ruin him. 
And fuck, wasn’t she doing just that?
She was getting her revenge. He could see it in her eyes, in the wicked twist of her lips—the satisfaction, the knowledge that she was breaking him down piece by piece.
She sang his own words back to him, like he had written them just for them, for this specific moment in time. 
Like she had known all along this moment would come, like she had been waiting for the perfect time to pull the trigger. 
Like he had unknowingly carved out every lyric as a fucking prophecy, only for her to wield them like a weapon, cutting through him, killing him with every note. 
"Just wanna watch you when you take it off."
She shrugged off his leather jacket, letting it fall to the floor.
His jaw clenched, his fingers twitched, but his focus was wrecked—completely fucking obliterated by the sight of her.
A masterpiece of sin and seduction, something designed to ruin men, to ruin him.
The dim light cast shadows over her curves, highlighting the delicious contrast of smooth skin against the dark lace of her stockings, the scrap of silk barely covering her soaked cunt. 
Fucking perfect.
His eyes raked over her, lingering on the perfect swell of her tits, full and fucking unreal, bouncing slightly as she shifted, her perky nipples tight, aching. 
His mouth watered at the sight of them, his mind flashing back to how fucking good they had felt against his tongue, as he had sucked them into his mouth, his teeth grazing over sensitive flesh, her breath hitching as she arched into him.
Fuck, he was losing his mind.
His cock throbbed, the heat coiling low, spreading through his veins like liquid fire. It was so much—too much. Her confidence, the way she stood there like a fucking goddess, completely exposed, completely in control, knowing exactly what she was doing to him. Enjoying it. 
She knew he was fucking gone for her now, that he wasn’t thinking about anything else but how much he needed to finally fuck her.
She didn’t let him admire her for long.
Didn’t give him a second to breathe, to process.
Without hesitation, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his sweats and then—she sank to a squat. The movement was fucking lethal—smooth, controlled, like she had done it a thousand times before.
Zayn’s breath caught, his stomach tightening, his cock twitching as she dragged his sweatpants down with her, her fingers skimming his thighs. Her lips parting as his cock sprung free—thick, hard, already fucking leaking for her.
So fucking ready for her.
Her eyes flicked up, locking onto his, and Zayn thought he might actually die.
She licked her lips, slowly, like she was savoring the moment, drinking in the sight of him completely at her mercy. Then—
She dragged her tongue along his length, lapping up his precome like it was the sweetest fucking sin, moaning at the taste. Her pussy clenching at how fucking good he was.
Zayn’s entire body jerked, a strangled groan tearing from his chest, his hips bucking forward without permission, desperate for more. For her. For everything.
His cock so painfully hard, so fucking desperate, he thought he might combust right there. 
He had been waiting for this.
For so fucking long.
And now she was here—teasing, edging, fucking torturing him when all he wanted was to bury himself deep inside her and ruin her perfect little cunt. 
His breath turned ragged, frustration coiling tight in his gut, in his cock, in every inch of his fucking being.
"Stop playing games," he snarled, his voice wrecked, raw. "Fuck me already, or I swear to God—"
She smiled, triumphant. But didn’t take him in.
Her nails scraped up the inside of his thighs as she pulled away, leaving his cock throbbing, aching, wanting. He exhaled sharply, his hand reaching out, trying to stop her, but she only smirked.
She rose, moving her hands up his torso, nails dragging on the inked lines of his ribs, his chest—sharp, deliberate, leaving streaks of fire in their wake. Contrast of pain and pleasure, igniting a wildfire beneath his skin, searing straight to his fucking core. His body begging for her, for release, for anything but this unbearable waiting.
Then—she gripped his wrist.
Firm. Demanding. Edged with impatience.
She was done waiting.
So fucking hungry for him.
All the teasing, all the power play—it had her drenched, her thighs slick, her pussy clenching around nothing, dying for his perfect cock. She fucking needed him now.
So she led him.
Not a request. Not a suggestion. A fucking order. One he had no choice but to obey.
She moved backwards, step by step, her grip unyielding, her body swaying to the low, thrumming bass vibrating through the room.
His sweats lay crumpled on the floor, abandoned and forgotten, he followed her with blind, desperate obedience, tethered to her will like a devoted pet. He was hers, completely, utterly—body, mind, fucking soul—all of it bent to her command. Waiting. Aching. Ready.
Then—she stopped.
Right in front of the wall.
Right where she wanted him.
Her lips curled, voice a whisper. "Push me up against the wall.” 
And she did just that, pushed him, his back hitting the wall. 
Hard. 
That seemed to pull him out of his trance. 
He snapped.
A low, guttural sound tore from his throat, his chest rising and falling in heavy, uneven breaths. His eyes burned into hers, dark, wild, completely untamed. 
In a second—he was on her.
“Don’t take it easy."
His hands gripped her waist, spinning her in one sharp move, pressing her body flush against the wall, pinning her there.
A sharp gasp punched from her throat, her hands splaying against the surface, her nipples hard against the cold, her body caged beneath his.
His breath was ragged, wrecked, burning against the back of her neck as he tore off her knickers—ruined them, shredded them to nothing in his fists.
She smirked, loving every second of him loosing his fucking control because of her.
His grip on her hip tightened, fingers digging in, claiming her, holding her still. 
"You like it hard like me," she breathed it out, her voice a dark rasp. "It’s what you—fucking—need." 
Fuck!
That was it.
That was the moment he lost it completely.
His hands shifted—one sliding up her spine, the other dragging across her waist before gripping her arm. The motion was fluid, a shift of control as he twisted her hands behind her back, locking her in place. The friction, the sheer force of his touch, had her shivering, her body arching into him. He angled her just right, pressing her into the wall, positioning her exactly where he wanted her.
And then—
He slammed into her.
No warning.
No hesitation.
He filled her in one brutal, punishing thrust, that sent a shockwave through her nerves.
His cock forced her open, claiming every inch of her. He buried himself inside, all at once, groaning at how fucking tight, how fucking wet she was for him. 
​​The overwhelming stretch had her gasping for air, her cunt gripping him like a vice, spasming around his thick length. Pleasure and pain blurring into something devastatingly raw.
Her forehead hit the wall, a wrecked, broken moan tearing from her throat, hands clenching against the surface, grasping for anything to ground herself. 
"Oh, fuck—" she choked out, her voice strangled, wrecked. Her walls pulsing around him with the intensity of it.
He felt it all.
For a moment, he just held there, buried deep inside her, letting the intensity of it consume them both. Just for a breath, the sharp, ragged rise and fall of his chest.
And then he slammed into her again. Without mercy. His hands gripping her body so hard he’d leave bruises, his thrusts relentless, punishing. 
The sound of it—flesh meeting flesh, wet, filthy, obscene—ripped through the air, mixing with the ragged moans spilling from her lips.
His control was gone. And he didn’t fucking care.
Zayn cursed under his breath, fingers sliding up, wrapping around her throat, tilting her head back to him.
"You feel that?" he panted against her ear, voice wrecked. "Feel how deep you’re taking me?"
She couldn’t even answer—her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body already tightening around him, everything burning, overwhelming, too much and not enough.
Zayn groaned, holding her there, fucking her into the wall, grinding so deep she could feel him in her fucking belly. His perfect cock slamming into her g-spot with every forced thrust.
Let’s get naked and explore our inner secrets—
The music pulsed around them, the bass vibrating through the walls, through the air, through their fucking bones.
And Zayn?
He fucked her to it.
Rough. Deep. Possessive.
His hips slammed into hers, each thrust perfectly in sync with the beat.
I,— thrust
I,— thrust
I,— thrust
Each snap of his cock inside her matched the next moans spilling from her lips, the rhythm of their bodies fusing into something frantic, desperate, inevitable.
Zayn groaned, his body flush against hers, his other hand sliding up her stomach, between her breasts, over her throat. His fingers flexed, teasing, tightening just enough to make her breath stutter. His mouth hot against her ear.
"You’re so—fucking—tight," he panted, barely getting the words out between rough, snapping thrusts. "Fuck—" A growl ripped from his throat, his restraint shattered, his fingers flexing against her throat. "Made me lose my fucking mind all night—" Another brutal snap of his hips, her gasp swallowed by the heat of his breath against her ear. "Take it. Every. Fucking. Inch."
She trembled, her smirk faltering into something needier, rawer. "Harder," she rasped, barely coherent, her voice breaking on the last syllable. "Make me—fuck—feel it."
That did it.
His fingers tightened around her throat, a warning, his hips snapping forward with a punishing thrust that had her gasping, legs trembling, orgasm so fucking close she could taste it. 
He felt her pulse around him, squeezing him, dragging him deeper into her heat, and fuck—he was losing his mind.
Her head fell back, pressing into his shoulder, sinking into the delicious feeling of his cock pounding into her at a brutal, punishing pace.
And then—
She turned her head slightly.
Their lips brushed.
Barely.
But it wrecked him.
Made him snap harder, fuck her deeper, own her completely.
And she let him.
Because fuck—wasn’t that what she always wanted?
Didn’t she dream of this exact fucking moment?
In the background, his own voice echoed through the speakers: I just can't wait to see it all. I'm so turned on and it's all mine.
Zayn pressed his forehead against her temple, his breath ragged, barely holding on, every muscle in his body coiled tight. She reached behind her head, fingers tangling in his hair, yanking—hard. He groaned, a wrecked, broken sound, his thrusts turning wild, desperate, his need spiraling beyond control.
"You're mine." he gritted out, voice breaking, desperate, teetering on the fucking edge, half-growl, half-prayer.
"Fuck—" she gasped, mind spinning, legs trembling, her orgasm clawing at her, so fucking close.
Zayn’s breath was fire against her ear, his hands gripping her tighter, bruising, wrecking. "Say it," he demanded, his voice breaking, ruined. Hips slamming into hers, making her take every inch, every brutal snap of his cock inside her.
She arched, back curving, body giving in, her grip in his hair fierce as she dragged her nails over his scalp, making him shudder, making him feral.
"I’m yours," she choked out, voice fractured, desperate, raw.
Zayn’s rhythm shattered, his body locking up, his cock throbbing, thick and heavy inside her, so fucking close to the brink it hurt.
"Fuck—" he choked out, breathless, barely hanging on, drowning in her, in the way she came undone for him, in the way she fucking belonged to him in this moment.
His teeth grazed her jaw, his thrusts turning brutal, punishing, chasing that high, dragging her with him.
"Zayn—" she moaned his name, loud, raw, desperate.
And then he snapped—mouth crashing into hers, kissing her hard, brutal, like he wanted to consume her, like he wanted to brand himself into her skin.
She had been dying for this—his lips, his taste, the intimacy that always wrecked her harder than anything else.
The second their mouths met, she broke. She arched into him, her body surrendering, her hands clawing at his hair. 
Dragging him deeper. 
Making him fucking take. 
His tongue shoved past her lips, desperate, dominating, devouring, swallowing every ragged moan, every sharp gasp, until she was nothing but his to consume.
His groan rumbled against her lips, vibrating through her.
Making her pulse.
Making her spiral.
Making her shatter.
And that was all it took.
She came.
Her climax hit her so violently she screamed. 
A white-hot explosion ripping through her, sharp and overwhelming. 
Pleasure slammed into her, drowning her, stealing her breath, stealing her name.
Her body locked up, back arching, her pussy clenching down on his cock so hard he followed right after her.
Zayn lost it.
He felt it all, felt her convulse, felt her tighten and it fucking sent him over the edge. 
His head snapped back, a guttural groan ripping from his throat as his hips slammed forward, burying himself deep, losing himself in the unbearable pleasure of her squeezing, pulsing, milking his cock.
"Fuck—fuck—" he choked out, breathles. 
Ruined. 
His entire body seized as he came so hard it blacked out everything else. 
He was gone, fucking lost in her, spilling deep, so deep he swore he'd never stop.
They stayed like that, drowning in pleasure so intense it blurred everything else.
He still inside her, still throbbing, twitching, so fucking gone he didn’t know how to let go.
Neither of them spoke.
Neither of them moved.
The music in the background shifted, the pounding bass dissolving into something slower, more intimate—Zayn’s own voice crooning through the speakers, singing Tonight. The hum of electricity between them stayed, thick, charged, wrapping around them like the song itself was sealing them together.
She was still panting, body trembling, wrung out, overstimulated. His cum was deep inside her, exactly where she fucking wanted it, and she could feel the slow, delicious ache of being completely wrecked by him.
Zayn’s grip on her waist was iron-tight, like he needed to ground himself, like if he let go too soon, he might lose his mind. His breath was still uneven, his forehead pressing against hers, the heat between them still unbearable, even now.
Her eyes fluttered, heavy-lidded, dazed, her exhale shaky as she let herself just exist in it, unguarded—just ruined. Raw. His.
"Holy fuck, that was—" she stopped, swallowing hard, her voice completely wrecked.
Zayn tilted his head, a lazy, satisfied smirk curling his lips, his voice still low, rough, dripping with possessiveness. "Yeah?"
She let out a breathless laugh, dragging a weak hand over her own face, trying to pull herself together, but failing miserably. 
"Yeah."
Zayn watched her, something dark flickering in his gaze, his grip tightening slightly before he spoke—quiet, almost to himself.
"I might keep you."
She froze for half a second, blinking up at him, something shifting in her expression, but she didn’t say anything.
Zayn didn’t even realized he fucking said it out loud until he saw the flicker of something in her gaze. He leaned in, kissing her slowly, as if making up for it, as if he needed to taste her one more time.
Then he pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips, "Or maybe I just don’t wanna let you go yet."
She exhaled a sharp breath, nails dragging lazily down his back, voice teasing—but something real beneath it. "Careful, Malik. You’re starting to sound attached."
Zayn just smirked, pulling out slow, watching himself leak out of her before gripping her thighs and flipping her so she was fully facing him, completely open, completely his.
So love me. Like we don't have tomorrow. Like there's no time at all
Only now did they realize what song was playing in the background. They froze, breath still ragged, the weight of unspoken truth settling between them like a ghost they’d been trying to ignore.
The realization hit like a punch to the gut—this was only tonight. When the sun rose, the world would pull them apart, and there was nothing either of them could do to stop it.
Their eyes locked, something raw and desperate passing between them, a silent conversation neither could voice. It was too much. Too real. Too fucking inevitable.
Zayn’s fingers curled against her skin, grip tightening, like holding on for just a few more seconds could change fate. His voice dropped, low, rough, edged with something he couldn’t name.
"Well, it’s still tonight." His lips brushed her ear, breath hot, voice dark. "And I’m not fucking done with you yet, love."
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The air was thick with heat and sweat, the faint scent of sex still clinging to their skin.
The music hadn’t stopped, only the playlist had changed.
Boyz II Men now.
Something smooth. Something deep, slow, all-consuming. Something that should feel out of place after he had just fucked her against the wall like he owned her.
But somehow—it didn’t.
It just settled into the room, into the quiet between them, into the way they were still breathing hard, still drunk on each other.
The joint burned low, smoke curling lazily into the air, mingling with the intoxicating scent of sex and sweat. They didn’t bother going outside or opening a window; the night air was too cold, and neither of them cared enough to move. The heat of their bodies, the warmth of the sheets, the weight of exhaustion—it all kept them anchored, limbs tangled, too spent to do anything but bask in it.
Zayn sprawled against the pillows, inked skin illuminated by the dim light, chest rising and falling in steady, deep breaths. The sheet barely covered his hips, his body radiating heat, his muscles loose and heavy with satisfaction.
Beside him, she lay in a state of blissful ruin, still only in her stockings and his Nirvana shirt—the one she had grabbed before collapsing into bed with him. The fabric smelled like fresh laundry—clean, warm, comforting, homely. Her legs were curled under her, her body melting into the mattress, fingers rolling the joint between them, lazily passing it back and forth.
She lifted it to her lips, inhaling slow, deep, letting the smoke settle thick in her lungs before exhaling with a contented sigh. Her limbs were sore in the best way, her mind floating somewhere between high and blissfully wrecked, completely untethered from anything but this moment.
She passed the joint to him, their fingers brushing, lingering slightly
Zayn took it, without breaking eye contact, a lazy smirk playing on his lips before he inhaled, exhaled, the smoke curling between them like a secret neither of them needed to speak.
He was watching her, one arm behind his head, the other resting on his stomach, fingers tapping lightly against his skin.
She stretched lazily, exhaling a slow breath of smoke, eyes flicking toward him. "Do you wanna play a game?"
Zayn smirked, tilting his head slightly. "I thought we were playing games the whole night."
She scoffed, rolling her eyes. "I meant more like ‘have you ever…’"
He gave her a look, one brow lifting, lips twitching, not fully convinced but intrigued. He exhaled, tapping ash into the tray before shrugging. "Alright."
She grinned, shifting slightly closer, the warmth between them growing thicker. "Good. I’ll go first." 
She thought for a moment, her eyes shining—excited, maybe from the weed, maybe from the thrill of getting to know him even a little bit better. 
“So,” she mused, taking another slow inhale, letting the smoke settle in her lungs. “Have you ever fucked any girl to your own music?”
Zayn’s fingers stilled for a fraction of a second. A small hesitation. He exhaled through his nose, gaze flickering to the left—
"No."
She lifted a brow, interesting. Something about the way he tensed, looking away told her he was lying. Why? She wasn’t sure. 
She rolled onto her side and passed him the joint. "Really? No fans after concerts begging you to fuck them to ‘Wrong’ or ‘Windowstill’?" She paused, tilting her head. "If I’m being honest, I’d personally prefer to fuck you to ‘Different Kind of Love’ but that’s me.”
Zayn scoffed, shaking his head in amusement. He took the joint from her fingers, rolling it between his fingertips before lifting it to his lips, but he didn’t answer.
She grinned, pressing further, voice lazy, taunting. "Oh, they were begging for it, weren’t they?"
Zayn smirked, finally looking at her, his voice low, raspy. "They did beg."
She hummed, waiting, watching him as he exhaled slowly, fingers flicking ash into the tray.
"I just never gave it to them."
She smiled like a feline and took the joint back. "Pity."
A beat. A shift in the air. Then, softer, but pointed—
"So why me?"
Zayn’s eyes flicked to hers. Dark. Steady. Unreadable.
He dragged his fingers through his hair, his arm dropping against the pillows, his body stretching out completely. And he just lay there, high and staring at her like she was the first thing he couldn’t figure out.
Zayn didn’t blink. Just watched her, voice steady, honest, final.
"It’s not like I had much to say. You didn’t beg. You just took it."
Her stomach flipped. The high, the heat, the way his dark eyes held hers—fuck.
She looked away this time, biting her lip, smirking, pleased with herself.
Because fuck, she got it.
She had done this. She had made Zayn Malik lose his mind for her. She had twisted him to her will so easily, had him obeying without hesitation. She thought it would be tougher, maybe even impossible. But he had played into her fantasies so well, as if he was made for her.
And now he knew—she wasn’t just another girl to fuck. That was good. That meant she would stay in his mind. And that had been the goal all along.
"Lucky me."
Zayn exhaled a quiet laugh, shaking his head, pulling her closer, nosing against her jaw.
"Yeah. Lucky you."
He kissed her neck softly, lingering there for a moment, sending shivers down her spine.
Zayn turned his head slightly, watching her as she took another slow drag, exhaling softly, her lips parting just enough to let the smoke slip out. The dim lighting made her look softer, more undone, a contrast to the sharp wit and quiet control she carried so effortlessly.
"Now my turn," he murmured, voice husky, thick with exhaustion and curiosity. "Have you ever had sex with a girl?"
She smirked, flicking her eyes toward him, teasing, knowing. "Yeah, I often do, actually. I'm bi."
Zayn huffed a quiet laugh, shaking his head, eyes still locked on hers. "Of course you are."
Her brows lifted slightly, amusement flashing in her gaze. "What’s that supposed to mean?"
He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he took the joint from her hands, inhaling slowly, stretching the silence between them. His gaze flickered toward the ceiling, thoughts turning over in his head. She watched him, studying the way his jaw tensed, the slight furrow in his brow. There was an internal battle waging there—whether to let her in, to say something real, or to keep it on the surface, keep it safe.
"Must be nice, yeah?" Zayn murmured suddenly, voice rough, almost bitter. 
He rolled the joint between his fingers, staring at it like it held the answer to something he wasn't ready to admit. A part of him wanted to keep it light, to brush it off, say it didn’t matter, but the other part—the one simmering with something unspoken—was envious. That she could be so open about it. He let out a slow breath, like he was trying to swallow it back down.
She turned her head toward him, brow quirking. "What?"
He dragged his bottom lip between his teeth, shaking his head, like he wasn’t sure if he wanted to say it, but it was already there, clawing its way out.
"Being able to fuck whoever you want. No bullshit. No labels. No industry breathing down your neck."
Her stomach flipped.
Because there it was.
The first crack in him. The first time he let her see inside.
Until now, it had all been surface-level—a game of push and pull, teasing, fucking, but nothing deeper. And then, just like that, he let something slip. He handed her a piece of himself, unguarded, raw. And fuck, it made something deep inside her tighten. Because this was huge. He was trusting her with a crack in the armor, and for a second, she didn’t know if she should prod at it or just take what he wanted to give her.
She took the joint from his fingers, examining it for a moment, more to buy time than anything else. The weight of his admission, of what it meant, settled between them like the smoke curling lazily into the air. She rolled the joint between her fingers before lifting it to her lips, inhaling slowly, letting it burn deep in her lungs.
"Yeah." She licked her lips. "It is nice."
Zayn scoffed, shaking his head. "Rub it in, then."
She smirked, nudging his thigh with her foot playfully. "I could take you to a BDSM party sometime. No cameras. No one would know. Plenty of women and men there who’d let you do whatever the fuck you want to them."
Zayn’s throat bobbed. His fingers twitched slightly.
And she saw it.
The way his jaw tensed, the way his shoulders stiffened, the way something flickered behind his eyes—a shadow of something unspoken. The weight of something bigger, something heavier, pressing down on him.
She wasn’t stupid.
She could see it—the weight he carried, the silence he lived with, the words swallowed down before they could ever see the light. Not because he wanted to. Because he had to. 
He couldn’t be openly himself like her. Not publicly. Not without it being twisted, reshaped into something that didn’t belong to him anymore. Something he could never fully reclaim.
And fuck.
That pissed her off.
She turned her head slightly, their eyes locking in the dim haze of the room. A current of understanding passed between them—thick, unspoken, overwhelming. He knew that she knew. And she knew that he knew she wouldn’t say a word.
His jaw tensed. His fingers twitched. His breath came out slow, deliberate, his fingers tapping against his stomach, as if steadying himself. He looked like he was going to deny it, to brush it off, to bury it deep where no one could reach. But she wouldn’t let him.
She sat up slightly, shifting closer, her knee brushing his, grounding him before he could retreat. And when his lips finally parted, about to speak, she cut in before he could.
"You don’t have to say anything," she murmured, voice steady. "I just get it."
And she really did.
His body relaxed—just slightly, just enough. And in that moment, she let their eyes lock, let the understanding sit between them, heavy and undeniable.
A moment too real, too raw, too consuming. 
He knew she saw him. And she knew he wasn’t ready to say it. But he didn’t have to. 
She just held his gaze, unwavering. Let him feel it. Let him know he wasn’t alone.
Zayn’s breath came out rough, but there was something different now—just the slightest shift, the smallest crack in his guard. His shoulders relaxed, just barely, like a weight had been momentarily lifted. His fingers tapped against his stomach, his eyes flickering to hers, dark, careful, but softer now. Safer.
He studied her for a long second, then exhaled a quiet laugh, shaking his head. "Fuck you, you know-it-all."
She smirked, dragging her nails down his bare chest, over the ink, over the sharp muscle. He didn’t flinch this time. Didn’t pull away.
"Oh, shut up. You love that about me."
Zayn’s lips twitched, his head tilting slightly toward her, as if conceding something unspoken. And then, voice low, honest—
"Yeah. I really fucking do."
The silence stretched between them, comfortable, neither of them seemed in a hurry to break the moment. There was an ease to it—his fingers tracing absentminded patterns against her thigh, her nails lightly grazing his chest, both of them lingering in the aftermath of something they weren’t quite ready to name.
She took a slow drag from the joint, letting the burn settle in her lungs before exhaling it into space. Then, without looking at him, her voice cut through the quiet—smooth, teasing.
"So, next question. Have you ever been dominated by a woman?"
Zayn huffed a quiet laugh, head tilting slightly toward her. "Except you, you mean?"
She smirked, passing the joint back to him. "Duh."
He took it, inhaling slow, considering. "No, not really. I was always the one... in control."
She hummed, rolling onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. "Thought so. But you’d make a good sub tho."
Zayn shot her a look, amused but wary. "Why? Are you a professional dominatrix or something?" he half-joked.
She scoffed, shaking her head. "No, I’m a software developer, thanks for asking." The smirk tugging at her lips was wicked. "Being domme is more like a lifestyle to me."
He exhaled smoke, watching her through the haze, the way her body stretched, languid and effortless. "You’re serious?"
"Deadly."
A beat. Then, his lips twitched. "So what, you boss men around in the bedroom and write code by day?"
She grinned. "Pretty much. Yeah.”
He chuckled, shaking his head, flicking ash into the tray. "That actually tracks."
Her brows lifted. "Oh?"
Zayn stretched, fingers brushing against her wrist, casual, teasing. "Yeah. You’ve got that whole ‘quiet nerd with a secret dark side’ thing going on."
She smirked, dragging a lazy finger down his arm. "And you’ve got that whole ‘brooding rockstar who thinks he’s mysterious but is actually an open book’ thing going on."
He scoffed, shaking his head. "Touché."
She let that sit between them for a moment, watching him, reading the subtle shifts in his expression. Then—
"What about you?" he asked, voice smooth, low. "Have you ever been dominated by a man?"
She hesitated, just for a fraction of a second. "No."
Zayn raised a brow. "Never?"
She exhaled a soft laugh, shaking her head. "There were a few who tried, but... let’s just say it didn’t go well. With one, I laughed so hard at his attempts that he cried. So, to put it lightly, no one succeeded."
Zayn barked out a laugh, tipping his head back against the pillows. "You’re actually lethal."
She smirked, nudging his side with her foot. "Hey, I can’t help it if I’m naturally dominant and not easily tamed."
He shook his head, smiling, before taking another slow drag, passing the joint back to her. "Alright, so what does it take then? What kind of man could actually pull it off?"
She let the question hang in the air, watching him, watching the way his jaw tightened just slightly, the way his fingers flexed against the sheets like he was already bracing for her answer.
She leaned in, voice a low purr. "Wouldn’t you like to know?"
Zayn’s gaze darkened, something unreadable flashing behind his eyes. "Maybe I would."
The tension stretched, coiled tight between them, something hot and unspoken crackling in the space where their bodies nearly touched. She liked this—this game, this teasing, this getting to know each other. But she wouldn’t answer that one. She just let it sit, let it grow, let it wrap around them like something inevitable.
Zayn exhaled, his jaw shifting slightly, eyes flickering over her, reading her just as much as she was reading him. Then, after a long pause, he smirked, his voice lower, rougher. "Alright, since you’re dodging that one—tell me this instead, what else do you do when you're not scaring men into an existential crisis?"
She laughed, shaking her head. "Travel. Ride motorcycles. Hack into government databases for fun."
Zayn smirked. "That last part’s a lie."
"You'll never know."
He exhaled a quiet chuckle, fingers trailing up her arm absentmindedly. 
Zayn hummed, studying her. "So... why me?"
Her brows lifted slightly. "Why you, what?"
His gaze held hers, steady, searching. "Why you chose me?"
Her lips parted slightly, but no teasing remark came. For the first time that night, she hesitated, searching for the right words, trying to mold the feeling into something she could say out loud.
She swallowed, exhaling slowly. "I found your music a few years ago. 'Flames' I was... drowning. In a really dark place. Alcohol, drugs, anything that could shut my brain off for a while. And that song—it was like someone reached inside my chest and pulled out everything I couldn’t say out loud."
Zayn didn’t move, didn’t speak, just watched her, something shifting behind his eyes.
She licked her lips, shaking her head slightly. "Your voice—I fell in love with it instantly. I had to know who you were. I didn’t know shit about One Direction except Styles, and I never cared. But you?" She paused, voice quieter now. "When I found out who you were... it was like I already knew you."
She hesitated, exhaling softly. "Then I started listening to your lyrics, overanalyzing every word, and I could fucking relate— The way you wrote about pain, about heartbreak, about trying to numb it. And then there were your sex tracks—raw, full of passion and desire. That hit too. And when I read about you, about your struggles, so similar to mine, and it all clicked. It wasn’t just the music. It was you. You never felt like some celebrity to me. You felt... familiar. Like someone I’d known forever. Like somehow, you already knew me too." 
The silence thickened between them, something heavier than before settling into the space where their usual teasing lived.
She exhaled a quiet laugh, almost self-conscious, breaking the moment before it could swallow her whole. "So yeah. That’s why. Not because you're a famous popstar. Not because you’re hot. But because you just showed up in my life like a missing piece one day. And somehow, you fucking helped me survive."
Zayn blinked, slowly, like he was absorbing each word, like he was letting it settle somewhere deep. His fingers tightened slightly around the joint before he brought it to his lips, inhaling slow, measured. Exhaling toward the ceiling, he let the smoke linger in the air between them before finally speaking, voice lower, rougher.
"Fuck."
His jaw tensed like he was trying to swallow down whatever reaction wanted to claw its way out. His fingers ran absently over the ink on his arm, his usual tells—things she had already started to pick up on.
He turned his head to look at her, something unreadable flickering behind his eyes. His fingers flexed slightly, the joint hovering near his lips, but he didn’t take a drag. He just looked at her, as if trying to make sense of it, of her, of the weight of what she’d just given him.
"I don’t even know what to say to that."
She smiled, small, knowing. "You don’t have to say anything."
A beat of silence. Then another. He rolled the joint between his fingers before finally bringing it to his lips, inhaling slow, deep. He held the smoke in his lungs longer than usual, like he needed the weight of it, then exhaled toward the ceiling, voice rough when he finally spoke.
He turned his head toward her again, something raw in his gaze. "I don’t know whether to be grateful or fucking terrified."
She smirked, though there was softness in it. "Both, probably."
Zayn let out a low chuckle, shaking his head. "Yeah. Both."
"I’m definitely grateful. But don’t let it go to your head, Malik," she smiled, sticking out her tongue playfully, a teasing glint in her eyes. For a moment, the tension in the air lightened.
Zayn huffed a quiet laugh, shaking his head as he watched her. "Too late."
She grinned, and it lit up her entire face—bright, unguarded, the kind of expression that stripped away every last ounce of distance between them. Zayn’s breath caught and before he even realized it, something unfiltered slipped past his lips before he could stop it.
"You have a beautiful smile."
The words hung between them, heavy, unexpected. He blinked, like he was just as surprised as she was by what he had said.
Her grin softened slightly, but she didn’t look away. He saw it in her eyes—the flicker of something unreadable, something careful. 
"You're just saying that..." she started, but the denial died in her mouth. His face was too genuine, his eyes piercing through her, peeling back layers she hadn’t even realized she was showing. Her words caught in her throat, swallowed by the weight of the moment.
Zayn tilted his head, exhaling smoke, tapping the ash into the tray beside them. "Your eyes too. They look like a stormy ocean. Deep, perceptive. You look at people like you already know exactly what they’re hiding."
She didn’t argue. Her lips parted slightly as if she wanted to say something—anything—but couldn’t. She wasn’t used to this, to honest compliments that felt so real they left her breathless. And the fact that it was him, that he thought she was beautiful, made something flutter wildly inside her, too big for her chest to contain. Her pulse raced, warmth crawling up her neck, her face heating in a way she couldn’t fight. Before she could stop it, she smiled—soft, almost… shy.
He noticed the effect he had on her and he smiled—pleased, not mocking, just quietly satisfied that he could pull that reaction from her. His gaze dropped to her arm, his fingers tracing a lazy line over her ink, watching the way goosebumps followed in his wake.
"And your tattoos," he murmured, dragging a fingertip over the owl etched into the skin of her left arm. "This one—badass."
Her lips curved. "It watches my enemies."
"Should’ve put it on your back then," Zayn mused, his voice lower now, threaded with something else.
"Nah," she smirked. "I like to keep them in my sights."
He chuckled, fingers trailing further.
"This one though…" His touch lingered over the Penrose triangle with the Deathly Hallows symbol written in it. "Kinda nerdy, don’t you think?" She hummed, stretching beneath his touch. "You a Potterhead?" He asked.
"Wouldn’t say that." her lips twitched. "I hate J.K. Rowling’s guts."
Zayn wasn’t expecting the sharp bark of laughter that followed. He liked it—raw, unfiltered, like she didn’t bother holding anything back around him.
"Fair," he mused, taking another slow drag. 
"But Dramione has some great smut."
Zayn choked on laughter, coughing out smoke, blinking at her in sheer disbelief, like his brain needed a moment to process what he’d just heard.
"You did not just say that."
She grinned wickedly. "I did. And I stand by it."
"That’s fucking sacrilegious."
"What, are you a canon shipper?" she said with mocked innocence.
"I don’t ship anything." he said flatly.
She scoffed, leaning in. "You’re lying. Everyone has a ship."
Zayn watched her, unimpressed, taking back the joint. "I don’t." He paused, then narrowed his eyes. "And I’ve never had a fanfic phase."
She stared at him, silent for a beat. Then, she gasped—
"Oh my God."
Zayn exhaled, rolling his eyes. "Don’t start."
She grinned like a demon, shifting closer, eyes gleaming. "You so did."
"For fuck’s sake."
She leaned in, teasing, whispering like she was uncovering a dark secret. "Was it a self-insert? Did you read about yourself?"
Zayn groaned, dragging a hand over his face. "I hate you."
She laughed, victorious, curling against his side, stealing the joint back. "This is my favorite conversation we’ve ever had."
He sighed, shaking his head. And then—without warning, he smacked her ass.
"Eyy—!"
"Had to humble you somehow."
She glared, but her mouth twitched. "You are so lucky you’re hot, Malik."
"And you," he teased, eyes dark and lazy, "are all talk."
The challenge sparked between them, something inevitable, something they both knew neither of them would ever back down from.
She grabbed a pillow and hurled it at him without warning.
Zayn gasped dramatically, caught between shock and amusement. Then, a slow, wicked grin spread across his face.
"Oh, you're dead for that," he growled.
Before she could react, he lunged at her, pinning her down as his fingers dug into her sides, tickling mercilessly.
"No—Zayn—stop!" she shrieked, twisting, fighting for her life, laughter bursting out of her in ragged, gasping fits. "I hate—fuck—I swear—"
Tears pricked her eyes as she writhed under him, unable to escape, her body convulsing with uncontrollable laughter. Her words dissolved into a mess of jumbled, desperate pleas between hysterical breaths.
"Say you surrender!" he taunted, relentless.
"Never!" she managed, though her strength was failing.
His fingers slowed, but he was still grinning above her, triumphant. "You sure? ‘Cause I could go all night."
She panted, cheeks flushed, crying from laughter. "You are evil."
He smirked, brushing a strand of hair from her face, his fingers lingering a second too long. Then, her phone on the nightstand lit up, vibrating a few times. 
She was still lying on her back, breathless from laughter, and he hovered over her, his body bracketing hers. His gaze flickered to the screen first, his amusement dimming just slightly as he read what had just popped up.
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The text wasn’t in English, but it didn’t have to be. The name sat there, mocking him in the dim light. It felt like a punch in the gut. He tensed. His jaw flexed. His stomach twisted violently, irrationally. But he didn’t say anything. Not yet.
She, sharp as ever, noticed the shift before she saw the phone. The slight pause in the air, the way his fingers tightened around her side, the flicker of something dark in his eyes before he hid it.
She followed his gaze. Ah.
Her lips curved, slow and sharp. Of course.
She picked up the phone like it was nothing, unlocking it with her thumb. Like she hadn’t just gotten caught. She didn’t check his face. Didn’t react. That would have given him too much.
Zayn exhaled a slow, sharp breath through his nose. "Cute."
She tilted her head, fingers tapping against the screen as if deciding whether or not to reply. “Didn’t think you’d care.”
He scoffed. He was quiet for a second too long. Then, “I don’t.”
Liar. She heard it. She saw it. The way he moved away from her, the way his eyes held that familiar golden-tinged fire when he was holding something back.
She leaned back against the pillows, twirling a strand of hair around her finger, her smirk deepening. “Right. Just like I wouldn’t care if some girl from your past popped up calling you daddy or some shit.”
His gaze sharpened, something dangerous flashing across his face. Zayn’s mouth twitched, but there was no humor in his eyes. His tongue dragged across his bottom lip, slow, deliberate. "Difference is, I’m single."
That made her pause. Just for a second.
She tilted her head, feigning confusion. "And?"
His eyes darkened. "And you’re not."
Her expression didn’t falter. She lifted a shoulder, nonchalant. "I told him this would happen one day."
Zayn let out a dry laugh, shaking his head. "Yeah? And he just what—nodded along, happy for you?"
That irritated her. The disbelief. The way he said it like it wasn’t possible, like she was lying.
Her fingers tightened around her phone. "It’s an open thing."
Zayn didn’t buy it for a fucking second.
"Bullshit." His voice was low, calm. Too calm. "You’re cheating, and you fucking know it."
She exhaled sharply. Glared at him. "And you care because?"
His jaw ticked. He looked away for a second, like he needed a fucking moment to think, to breathe.
Her pulse kicked up—too fast, too much. She hated this. Hated confrontations. Hated when people acted like they knew shit about her life.
Then his gaze locked onto hers, sharper than before. "Don’t act like you’re not going back to your normal life soon, Malik."
The words hit. Hard.
Something flickered in his eyes. Something possessive, territorial, ugly.
He hated that she was right. And he didn’t like this. He didn’t like feeling like just another fuck, like a dirty little secret she’d forget about once she stepped back into her real world.
She saw it all. And she leaned into it.
"You really think you get to be mad?" She tilted her head, amusement dancing in her eyes, but her pulse betrayed her. "We’re not together."
Zayn’s fingers twitched. His breath sharpened.
"Doesn’t mean I like feeling like a fucking placeholder."
The honesty threw her off.
She wasn’t expecting that. She was expecting anger, arrogance. Not this.
For a second, just a second, they just stared.
And then he moved.
Before she could react, before she could throw another sharp remark his way, Zayn’s hand was on her phone, ripping it from her grip, tossing it onto the carpet.
She gasped, caught off guard. “The fuck—”
She barely had time to protest before he was on her, caging her against the bed, pressing his weight against her.
The shift was instant. Her breath caught, thighs clenched, but her expression remained cool, defiant. She liked this.
Zayn’s face hovered inches from hers. His voice was thick, raw, edged with something dark. “I don’t like sharing.”
His gaze burned, eyes molten, golden-brown turned almost black.
"You don’t own me," she spat, lips parted, chest rising and falling in shallow, controlled breaths.
His fingers wrapped around her throat. Tight. Pushing her deeper into the mattress. 
Her lips curled into a wicked smirk, the sharp edge of her defiance still intact. Despite the heat crawling up her skin. Despite the way her body thrummed under his touch. 
Her nails dragged down his arms, but not to stop him. No, she enjoyed it too much to do that.
Zayn tilted his head, tongue dragging over his bottom lip, jaw tightening. "Yeah?" His grip hardened, thumb pressing into the pulse at her neck, feeling it stutter under his touch. He leaned in, breath hot against her cheek. "Then why the fuck are you still here?"
She exhaled sharply. Her body betrayed her.
But then she smirked, a slow, taunting thing, legs spreading just enough to brush against the hard line of his cock, teasing. "Maybe I just like watching you get worked up over something that isn’t even yours."
Zayn let out a low, dangerous laugh.
His hand moved from her throat, gripping her jaw, forcing her to look at him. His voice was dark, slow, curling around her like smoke. "Not mine?"
His fingers pressed hard, stealing her breath, nails digging in just enough to make her whimper.
"Baby, I just spent all night inside you. You think you get to act like that meant nothing? Thought you could take my cock and just walk away?" His voice was pure filth, dark and mocking, low enough to make her shiver.
Her breath caught.
But she didn’t break.
She tilted her chin, eyes flashing, still had the fucking nerve to smirk, breathless. "I don’t belong to you, Malik."
Zayn chuckled darkly, fingers flexing on her throat. "That so?"
She met his gaze, a challenge evident in her eyes.
His voice was low, gravelly, dangerous, thick with something dark and unrelenting. He was still hovering over her, with one hand wrapped around her throat.
"You wanna be a fucking brat?" His fingers trailed lower, teasing, barely touching her where she needed him most. "You think I won’t fucking break you?"
She laughed. Fucking laughed.
"Try me."
She tilted her chin, goading him, eyes flashing with that familiar mischief.
Zayn grinned. A wolfish, wicked thing.
"Oh, baby." His voice dropped, a threat. "That mouth of yours was gonna get you in so much fucking trouble. Now you’ll face the consequences."
She smirked, breathless, but still fucking defiant.
"Consequences? That what you call it?" She tilted her chin again, taunting, her voice laced with teasing venom. "Pretty sure I’ve been making you work for it all night, Malik. Kinda pathetic, don’t you think?"
Zayn’s jaw ticked. His nostrils flared. That fire behind his eyes flickered, dark and dangerous.
Then—he grinned.
"Oh, baby." His voice dropped lower, rich and indulgent. "You really don’t know what you are asking for."
Zayn didn’t hesitate. He shoved two fingers inside her, deep, ruthless.
She choked on a moan, her back arching.
Zayn groaned, low and filthy, feeling how tight she was, how warm, how fucking wet. His fingers curled, teasing, dragging slowly inside her, stroking just right.
"Fuck, baby." His fingers thrust deep, curling against that soft, spongy spot inside her. "You talked like you didn’t fucking want me, but this? This tells a different story."
Her breath stuttered, thighs twitching. But she still refused to give him the satisfaction.
His grin sharpened, watching her fight it, watching her thighs tremble, watching her body betray her.
"Enjoy it while it lasts, Malik." She bit her lip, barely keeping a moan in. "You always get sloppy when you were desperate."
Zayn laughed, low and mean.
"You think I am desperate?"
His fingers dove deeper, harder, pushing up against that spot that made her entire body tighten.
She gasped, hips bucking against his palm.
And then—he stilled.
His fingers didn’t move.
Her whimper was barely contained, frustration tightening her muscles.
Zayn leaned down, his mouth brushing against her ear, his breath hot against her skin.
"Nah, baby." His lips grazed her jaw, his fingers still buried inside her but completely still. "You were the desperate one."
His fingers pressed deep, stretching her open, but he didn’t give her the friction she needed. Just held them there.
His fingers pulled back, just enough to tease, just enough to make her feel the loss.
"Beg."
She snorted. "In your fucking dreams."
His jaw tightened. He stroked her clit—just barely.
She gritted her teeth, rolling her hips, trying to grind back against him.
Zayn didn’t let her.
He pinned her down, kept her there. "Don’t fucking move."
She did.
So he punished her for it. He pulled his fingers out completely.
"You really thought you are winning something here?" Her voice was breathless, mocking. "Hate to break it to you, Malik, but you need to be inside me a lot more than I need your fingers."
Zayn laughed, dark, slow, dripping with something cruel.
"Oh, baby."
Her breath hitched.
And then—a sharp, wet slap landed right against her swollen, aching clit.
She yelped, her whole body jolting.
"Who the fuck do you think you are talking to?" Zayn’s voice was pure dominance now, his accent stronger. "You don’t get to run your mouth and still get what you want."
Her chest heaved, frustration coiling tight in her stomach.
"Fuck you."
Another slap.
This time, she moaned.
Zayn grinned.
"That’s the plan, babe."
His fingers slammed back inside her—no warning, no teasing, just raw, relentless possession.
She gasped, her nails digging into the sheets.
Zayn’s voice was low, smug, taunting.
"Don’t get shy on me now, baby. Where was all that fucking attitude?"
She groaned. Her thighs clenched around his hand, her body squirming, but still not breaking.
His fingers pumped faster, curling against that spot that made her legs shake, made her thighs twitch uncontrollably.
"Look at you," he groaned. "Trying so fucking hard to fight it."
She bit her lip, but fire still burned in her eyes.
"Go ahead, baby. Keep trying."
Her voice was all teasing venom, her lashes fluttering as she tilted her chin up, feigning nonchalance. "Poor baby, working so hard just to break me. Are you tired yet?"
His fingers pounded into her, his thumb rubbed one devastating circle against her clit.
Her body jerked, a strangled moan escaping before she could catch it.
Zayn grinned against her ear.
"What was that, baby?" His tone was pure, dark amusement. "Didn’t quite hear you."
She glared, gritting her teeth. "I said—"
But then—he added a third finger, stretching her, fucking her open, curling them against her g-spot with every thrust. His thumb pressed into her clit, rubbing tight, fast circles. Perfectly in sync with the relentless drive of his fingers.
Zayn had seen it in the way she clenched her jaw, in the way she bit her lip bloody trying to hold back moans, in the way her nails dug into his arms every time he pushed her closer to breaking.
Zayn watched her, knew she was still fighting it. Fought the sounds trying to spill from her lips, fought the way her body reacted, clenching around his fingers, begging for more.
And her body betrayed her, hips bucking, chasing the pleasure even as she tried to resist it. 
Her legs shook, her hands clawed at the sheets.
Zayn leaned down, lips brushing her ear, his voice pure sin. "There she is."
Her head tilted, eyes flickering to his, still defiant, still sharp.
"Gonna have to try harder than that."
His smirk deepened. "Oh, baby. I was hoping you’d say that."
His fingers pumped faster, harder, fucking her open. The wet, obscene sound of it filled the room, mixing with the sharpness of her breath, the tiny, broken moans she tried to bite back.
She was still fighting.
Still trying to act like this wasn’t wrecking her.
So he choked her.
His hand wrapped around her throat, tight enough to feel her pulse hammering, tight enough to make her eyes widen, lips part.
His fingers didn’t stop.
Faster. Deeper.
His thumb found her clit, rubbing, circling, punishing.
Her hips bucked violently, hands flying to his wrist—but he didn’t let go.
His grip stayed firm, unyielding.
"Come on, love." His voice was gravel and heat, pure fucking dominance. "You wanted to be a brat? Then take it."
She was panting now, struggling, nails digging into his arm, her thighs trembling against his hips.
But she still wouldn’t give in.
Still trying to bite back moans, still refusing to break.
Zayn’s jaw tightened. "Fuck. You were really gonna make me work for it, huh?"
And then—he ground his palm against her clit, rubbing, pressing, fucking her at the perfect pace.
His fingers didn’t stop, angled up, hitting that spot deep inside her, stroking, dragging, pressing, punishing.
Faster. Harder.
The sensation crashed over her, brutal and hot, pressure building sharp and unbearable.
Her body betrayed her. Her whole body trembled.
Her hips rolled up to meet his fingers, chasing it, needing it.
Zayn laughed against her jaw, pressing his lips there, biting.
"That’s it, baby. Let me hear it."
Her breath stuttered. A gasp, high and breathless.
Her hands tightened in the sheets, knuckles white.
Her legs shook, thighs clamping around his wrist, body going tight.
Her breath shattered.
"Zayn—"
He didn’t stop.
Zayn grinned. "You wanted to play this game, baby? Fine. Let’s see how long you last."
And then—he went for the kill.
He pressed his palm against her stomach, keeping her pinned, forcing her to take it, forcing her to feel it.
Her moans turned desperate, higher, uncontrollable.
Zayn watched her lose it, watched the fight drain from her, replaced by pure, helpless pleasure.
He grinned. "That’s right, baby. Give up. Let me fucking ruin you."
She shook her head, but—
Her body jerked, a high-pitched, wrecked moan spilling from her lips.
Zayn groaned, his own cock throbbing at the sound.
His fingers slammed into her, his thumb punishing her clit, relentless. "Knew you’d fucking break for me."
Her legs shook.
Her breath broke apart.
Her moans turned wrecked, desperate.
She couldn’t fight it anymore.
"Zayn—" a plea. Scared little baby.
And then—one more thrust, angled perfectly, pressed hard, forced her body to give in.
She shattered.
The pleasure crashed through her like a fucking earthquake.
Her whole body locked up, the pressure snapping into something wild, something uncontrollable. Her thighs shook, her stomach spasmed, her body convulsing beneath him as something inside her broke apart.
And then—she squirted.
For the first time in her fucking life.
A wrecked, broken cry ripped from her throat as liquid gushed out of her, soaking his hand, the sheets.
She whimpered, broken. Still twitching. Still trembling.
Zayn groaned, watching her fall apart, drinking it in. His fingers stayed buried inside her, feeling every twitch, every pulsing wave as she squirted hard against his palm.
"That’s my girl. Fucking knew you had it in you."
She was ruined beneath him, gasping for air, legs still spasming.
Zayn grinned against her throat, pressing his lips to her jaw, to her ear. Biting down. Nipping, 
"Told you I’d break you." he whispered.
Her eyes fluttered, chest rising and falling in sharp, uneven gasps. Her body was still spasming from the aftershocks of her orgasm. 
But Zayn wasn’t fucking done. Not even close.
Zayn pulled his fingers from her, dragging them up, smearing her slickness across her skin—up her stomach, across her heaving chest, to her lips.
"Open up."
She did. And he put his wet fingers into her mouth.
She sucked them in, tongue curling around, tasting herself.
His cock throbbed.
"Fuck, baby. You see yourself?" His voice was thick, raw, completely fucking gone. "Messy fucking thing," he muttered, voice wrecked, dark with something possessive and raw.
He gripped her thigh, flipping her onto her stomach with one sharp motion.
She yelped, barely catching herself on her elbows.
"Zayn—" her voice was hoarse, trembling.
Zayn chuckled darkly, hands gripping her hip, pulling her ass up. Spreading her nice and open for him. He let his eyes drag over the sight of her—messy, ruined, still fucking dripping for him.
"Fuck, babe. Look at this fucking mess. Look at what I did to you."
His cock dragged against her soaked entrance, teasing, the head nudging against her sensitive, swollen clit.
His hand pressed against her lower back, pinning her down. "You really thought I was fucking done with you?"
She jerked forward, his touch making her entire body twitch violently.
"Zayn—fuck, I—I can’t—"
He laughed, mean and low.
"Can’t?" His grip tightened, keeping her still. "That’s fucking cute, baby. Thinking you have a say in this."
She tried to push up, but his palm slammed between her shoulder blades, forcing her back down.
"Stay the fuck down."
A shiver rolled through her.
"Now, I’m gonna fuck you like you’re mine. I’m gonna fuck you so hard, babe, you’ll forget his fucking name." His voice was low, raspy, so fucking gone.
He slammed inside her.
She cried out, fingers clawing at the sheets, body jolting forward with the force of it.
"This is what you wanted, right?" He gripped her ass so hard, pulling her into him. "To be fucked like you belong to me?"
She couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe.
Just took it.
"See? Knew you’d take it like a good girl."
Zayn groaned, deep and rough, his fingers bruising her hips, his cock stretching her open, forcing her to take every inch.
"Fuck—still so tight, babe. You take me so fucking well."
His pace was relentless, brutal, each thrust deep and devastating, pressing her into the mattress, forcing her to feel every inch of him.
She was wrecked, overstimulated, every nerve in her body fried.
"You ever been fucked like this?" He panted between punishing thrusts. "Tell me."
She clenched her jaw, trying to fight it, trying not to give in.
So he punished her for it.
"Say it." He smacked her ass. Hard.
"Fuck—no, no—" Her back jerked violently, a strangled moan ripping from her throat. "Not like this," she breathed, voice shaky, weak.
His cock throbbed.
His smirk sharpened—cruel, wicked.
"Not like this?" His voice was mocking, dripping with arrogance.
His hips snapped forward, slamming into her brutally.
She cried out, body jerking.
"Not like this?" Another thrust—punishing, deep, possessive.
She sobbed, nodding frantically, unable to speak.
Zayn grinned, pressing his lips to her ear, whispering filth.
"Bet he didn’t even know how to make you come, huh?"
She was completely gone, her body shivering. On fire.
But Zayn? He was enjoying himself.
"Bet you had to fake it for him, didn’t you?"
Her body convulsed, her thighs trembling violently.
"Bet he didn’t even know how to fuck you right."
His pace was brutal, unforgiving, every thrust hitting deep, forcing her to feel him.
Her moans turned to sobs, pleasure ripping through her too hard, too much.
"Z-Zayn—please—"
"Shhh, baby." His grip tightened, his teeth grazing her shoulder. "I know—I know how to fuck you right."
His thrusts were brutal, deep, perfect. Every push hitting her already-overstimulated g-spot, dragging her toward another orgasm she couldn’t handle.
She couldn’t.
His other hand slid down, fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, fast circles—too much, too good.
"You gonna come for me again, baby?" He whispered against her lips. "Gonna drench my cock like a good little slut?"
She moaned helplessly. "Fuck—Zayn, I—" Her eyes squeezed shut, lips parting in soundless pleasure-pain. "I can’t—"
His hand flew out, smacking her ass hard.
She yelped, body arching.
"You can."
Another slap—harder. Her skin stung, burned, pleasure shooting through her.
"You’re mine, baby. You hear me?" His voice was dark, dripping with filth and possession. His hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back. "This body? This fucking pussy? It belongs to me now."
She moaned, wrecked, unable to form words.
He growled, his pace quickening, fucking into her harder, deeper, making her take every single inch.
She was losing her fucking mind.
"One more, baby. Give me one more."
She shook her head.
"No. No more. I can’t—"
"Yes. You fucking can."
He slammed into her deeper, harder, his thumb destroying her clit. The wet, obscene sound of him fucking her filled the air.
His pace was brutal. Relentless. Deep, powerful strokes that had her sobbing, moaning, lost in the overwhelming pleasure.
"This pussy was made for me." His voice was dark, wrecked, dripping with pure possession. His fingers tightened on her hips, holding her still as he fucked her into the mattress.
She tried to speak, to fight, but nothing came out except helpless whimpers.
He smirked, knowing he had already won.
"You gonna let me fill you up, baby?" His hand snaked around her waist, sliding down to rub her clit, working her closer to the edge. "Gonna let me breed this pretty pussy?"
Her breath stuttered, her body shaking violently.
"Z-Zayn—"
"That’s right, baby." His pace quickened, his voice a growl against her ear. "Gonna fuck you so full of my cum, you’ll be dripping with it for days. No one else will ever get to fuck you like this. You hear me?"
She clenched around him hard, and he swore.
She shook her head frantically, panting, her body fighting it.
He grinned, teeth grazing her shoulder.
Her moans were helpless, wrecked, but she still couldn’t come—her body too overstimulated, too ruined.
His lips curled into something wicked.
"Oh, baby. You need more, huh? I’m going to give it to you when you tell me you belong to me." He grinned devilishly.
She didn’t answer. Couldn’t.
So he smacked her ass.
Hard.
She yelped, her body jolting.
"Tell me." His voice was gritted, raw, full of fucking possession. "No other man will touch you after this."
She squeezed her eyes shut, biting her lip, still trying to fight it.
Another slap. Harder. She yelped, her body arching.
"Fucking say it, love."
She gasped, her voice shattering. "No—no one else—"
He grinned, dark, dangerous. "That’s right. This pussy is mine now. Say it."
She was breathless, sobbing, desperate. "Yours—"
Zayn growled, gripping her jaw, yanking her head back.
"Who fucking owns you, baby?"
Her thighs trembled, her body fighting against the pleasure.
"Y-you—"
"Fucking louder."
She screamed it this time. "I’m yours! Fuck, I’m yours!"
And then—he spit on her asshole.
The warm, wet drag of spit hit her skin.
Her eyes flew open. She gasped, her body going stiff, every nerve in her body sparking.
His fingers smeared it, pushing against the tight ring of muscle, teasing.
His finger pushed in deeper, stretching, opening her up.
Her breath hitched. "Zayn—fuck—"
Her breath stuttered, her thighs clenching uncontrollably.
"You ever let that little bitch of a boyfriend touch you here?" His voice was pure sin, low and dark in her ear.
She shook her head, panting, losing her mind.
"Didn’t fucking think so," he muttered, pushing his finger deeper, slow but relentless.
She cried out, fists clenching the sheets, legs jerking, every nerve in her body sparking.
Zayn groaned, watching her body take it, feeling the virgin tightness, the way she clenched instinctively.
"That’s it, babe. Let me in. Fuck—You’re so fucking tight here. Just take it. Let me fucking own you everywhere."
She moaned. High and broken. Her back arching as he sank deeper, stretching her, pressing his finger inside her. His pace didn’t slow. His hips kept driving into her, while his fingers pushed further, making sure she felt everything.
His voice was filthy, pure sin, dripping with possession.
"That little boyfriend of yours ever made you feel like this?"
She shook her head violently, sobbing.
Zayn grinned.
"That’s fucking right. No man is ever gonna satisfy you again. You hear me?"
She nodded frantically, gasping.
His cock twitched inside her, his own control snapping.
"You’re so fucking filthy. Look at you. Letting me ruin you. Letting me take you in both fucking holes." His tone was low, dangerous, fucking hypnotic. "You’re gonna take me there too, aren’t you?"
And then—he pulled his finger out.
Her whole body stiffened as she realized what was about to happen. She gasped, panic flashing in her eyes. But he was already pushing in. 
"Zayn. Fuuuck—"
"Shhh, babe." His hands gripped her hips, holding her still. "Breathe. Let me in."
She inhaled shakily. He pushed further.
Her mouth fell open, but no sound came out.
The stretch was unreal, almost unbearable, the pressure so deep she felt like she might snap in half.
She moaned. Broken. Her whole body trembling.
Zayn groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.
"Holy fuck—" his voice was wrecked, breathless. "You’re so fucking tight there."
He pushed deeper, inch by inch, the tightness driving him insane.
Her whole body shuddered, hands fisting the sheets, overwhelmed, overstimulated.
"Zayn—"
"Shhh, baby. Take it. Take all of me."
He bottomed out.
They both went still.
Her breath was ragged, high-pitched, struggling. He gritted his teeth, fighting to hold back, to let her adjust. She was shaking beneath him.
Zayn leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear, his voice dark, dominant, dripping with possession.
"Now, I’m gonna fuck you so good, baby, you’ll never forget..."
And then—he moved.
A slow, deep thrust.
"Me."
She cried out, her head snapping back, nails clawing at the sheets, eyes rolling back into her head.
"Oh my fucking god—"
Her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth falling open in a silent scream.
Zayn groaned, feeling every pulse, every tremble, feeling her stretch, feeling her completely and utterly wrecked beneath him.
She was struggling to take him. But he didn’t stop.
His pace quickened, his control snapping, his hands holding her hips still as he fucked into her tight, virgin hole, each thrust sending shockwaves through her body. Each thrust was deep, rough, overwhelming. She was sobbing and shaking from being so overstimulated. But he didn’t let up.
"Gonna make you fucking feel me for days."
His cock dragged against every nerve ending, the pleasure-pain unbearable, perfect.
Her moans turned to whimpers. It was too much. Too fucking much.
Zayn’s own pleasure coiled tight, fire racing through his spine.
"Mine," he growled, his voice wrecked, panting. "No one else will ever fucking touch you like this. You hear me?"
She nodded, barely conscious, her body lost in sensation, in pain, in perfect fucking bliss.
"Say it." His hand flew to her throat, squeezing. "Say you’re mine."
"Yours." It was a broken, desperate whisper.
Zayn groaned, slamming into her deeper, his cock hitting every nerve in her ruined body.
"Come for me, baby. One more." He purred, pleased that he owned her completely now.
She sobbed. 
His hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back.
His other hand moved between her legs, his fingers finding her swollen, overstimulated clit, rubbing her fast, brutal, unrelenting.
His pace quickened, hips snapping forward brutally, fucking her so deep she couldn’t even think.
"I want you to remember this."
"A month from now." Thrust.
"A year from now." Another brutal, punishing stroke.
"That no other man will ever own your body like I do."
She shrieked, her whole body convulsing, legs trembling.
Her moans turned helpless, breathless. "Fuck—"
He didn’t stop.
Zayn’s own pleasure coiled tight, fire racing through his spine.
"Fuck, baby, I can feel you shaking. Gonna fucking come for me, aren’t you?"
She whimpered, wrecked.
"Can’t—"
"Yes. You. Fucking. Can."
Her mind was gone.
She couldn’t think.
Couldn’t breathe.
His cock slammed into her again, his pace picking up, his fingers wrecking her.
She sobbed, body spasming, her orgasm right there, but she was too wrecked to chase it.
Zayn knew.
He grinned against her ear.
"Gonna fill you up, baby. Gonna come so fucking deep, I’ll never leave you."
Her whimper was broken, high-pitched.
"You want that, don’t you?"
She nodded frantically, too far gone to deny it. Her body clenched, her moans turning into frantic, breathless sobs.
"P-please—"
Zayn’s own breath stuttered, his orgasm coiling tight, fire racing up his spine.
"Say my name when you come. I want you to fucking scream it."
His hand pulled her by her hair.
"Who owns you, baby?"
She cried out, wrecked, destroyed.
"Zayn!" Her voice broke, wrecked, screaming his name.
And then—she was gone.
A helpless, broken sob left her lips as her final orgasm crashed through her violently. She couldn’t even see, her whole body convulsing, writhing, her entire being reduced to nothing but pain and pleasure.
Zayn groaned, feeling her clamp down around him, the tightness dragging him over the edge. He chased his own release, fucking her through it. His own climax crashed over him.
And then—he slammed back into her pussy.
One last, deep thrust.
Zayn roared, his whole body tensing as he came, hard and deep. He spilled inside her, filling her up, owning her completely.
His cock pulsed, hot ropes of cum shooting deep inside her, exactly where it belonged.
They collapsed. Spent. Ruined.
Her body twitched, wrecked, shaking.
Zayn panted against her back, pressing his lips to her sweaty skin, still buried deep inside her, making sure every drop of his cum stayed inside her.
Wrecked. Breathless.
The room was silent, except for their ragged breathing.
Then—Zayn pressed a kiss to her sweaty shoulder, his voice dark, low, possessive.
"Hope your little boyfriend enjoys my fucking cum dripping out of you."
She was barely conscious, trembling beneath him, her face pressed into the mattress, thighs soaked, skin burning from where his hands had gripped her, where his cock had ruined her. Her body twitched from overstimulation, completely wrecked beneath him, every muscle surrendering to exhaustion. She felt like water. Liquid.
The air between them was thick, electric in the way only they seemed to create—something beyond lust, beyond possession, something raw and unspoken. She lay motionless beneath him, her limbs boneless, a wrecked masterpiece of bruises from his grip, bite marks painting a map of their desperation, and the evidence of their unfiltered need still leaking between her thighs. Her skin glowed with sweat, her breath uneven, thighs trembling in the aftermath.
She had gone somewhere else, quiet in a way she never was, lost in the feeling of being utterly ruined by him. And still, his cock was buried deep inside her, pulsing, reluctant to let go, grounding them both in the aftershocks of their destruction.
He watched her, the slow rise and fall of her breath, the way her lips were parted in dazed exhaustion. The silence between them wasn’t awkward—it was rare, peaceful, a moment of quiet in the storm they always seemed to find themselves in.
Then, finally, he exhaled, shifting his weight before rolling off of her. His absence made her shiver.
Zayn didn't say a word as he flipped her spent body onto her back. He smirked down at her ruined state, pressing a lazy kiss to her shoulder before sitting back against the headboard, legs spread like he owned the world.
Like he owned her.
“C’mere,” he murmured, his voice thick with possession and something deeper. A command, but gentle. He reached for her, dragging her up until her back was against his chest. She melted into him, letting her head loll back against his shoulder, exhaling. He kissed her temple, then lit a cigarette and handed it to her.
“You always smoke after you come,” he murmured against her hair, like it was just a fact, like he had memorized her habits without thinking. “So here you go.”
That shouldn’t have affected her the way it did, the fact he noticed and remembered, but it felt too habitual, too natural, like something carved into the rhythm of them. Her heart ached, heavy with the weight of everything she felt for this man—everything she didn’t dare say aloud. He was kind, considerate, unexpectedly gentle, and yet he had just ruined her in bed. But those things didn’t exclude each other, did they? He could be both—he was both. A contradiction, a balance. And it was that exact balance that made her feel like she was slipping, like she was falling into something she couldn't pull herself out of.
She brought the cigarette to her lips, inhaling deeply. The nicotine hit, warm and familiar, and she exhaled slowly, watching the smoke curl above them in the dim light. 
His arms wrapped around her with effortless certainty, holding her like he was the only thing keeping her together, the only thing keeping her from falling apart and unraveling into nothingness. 
He understood. He knew what this meant for her—how it stripped her down, left her raw and unguarded, open in a way she never allowed herself to be. And so, he didn’t let go. He gave her this—aftercare, warmth, silent reassurance. He gave her his stable presence, his quiet devotion, because leaving her alone in this vulnerable state would be fucking unforgivable. 
He knew she needed this, needed him right now—the quiet, steady anchor to a world that had always felt unstable beneath her feet. And now, he had shattered it completely, leaving her weightless. She was slipping, like gravity had abandoned her, free-falling into the void. Floating in space, lost, alone with herself. And he was the only thing keeping her from drowning in the truth of her feelings or drifting too far into the fantasy of what this could have been but never would be. Grounding her, keeping her in this moment.
It terrified her—not just how he had ruined her, how he had broken her apart—but how safe she felt in his arms after all of it. How the chaos in her mind had quieted. How she fit against him like she had always belonged there. And how he held her—like she was something he didn’t want to let go of, something he couldn’t.
Zayn was spent, his body heavy with satisfaction, his mind thrumming with the intoxicating knowledge that he had given her something earth-shattering. That he had owned her, ruined her in every way possible. And yet, beneath all that, something else coiled inside him. Possessiveness. Jealousy. It simmered low, quiet now but undeniable, a whisper against his skin. He didn’t want to think about it, didn’t want to analyze why it lingered. He had never had a problem with this before. His flings were just that—flings. They came, they fucked, they left. No complications. No strings. It was supposed to be simple.
But this? This wasn’t simple. Not with her.
It felt like she came into the picture when he started to feel like something was missing. It was crazy, how easily she slotted into his life, like a drug that crept into his system before he even realized he was addicted. She really fucked him up. He could feel her under his skin, in his blood, in his mind. And he didn’t know if he wanted to shake her loose or hold on tighter.
She was too much—so fucking complex, so intense, so fucking real. And maybe that was the problem. Maybe that was why it could never be simple with her. Because both of them were too complicated for simplicity. And they had realized it too late, too deep into whatever this was. 
He wondered what made her different, what set her apart from every other woman he had ever had. He had always been drawn to appearance first, and she wasn’t exactly his type—the short, dark hair, the curvy body. But fuck, she was beautiful. Striking. Impossible to ignore. Maybe it was the way she carried herself, that intoxicating mix of dominance and allure that had him unraveling under her touch. Maybe it was her unapologetic boldness, her confidence, the way she took what she wanted without hesitation.
Or maybe it was the way she didn’t treat him like a fucking god. The way she played with him, toyed with him, made him obey, made him fall apart for her. But the truth was—she hadn’t made him do anything. He had wanted to drop to his knees for her. Wanted to give in. Let her ruin him. And that terrified him more than anything else.
Maybe it was the fact that she understood him, without prying, without demanding more than he could give. She was private, like he was. She just… got him. Her vibe, her sharp mind, her sarcasm, her nerdy side—all of it combined into something that felt too fucking perfect. Finally, someone fucking interesting. Finally, someone he wanted to keep.
But he wouldn’t think about that. Not now. Not yet. Or ever?
So they stayed like that, deep in themselves. The world didn’t exist beyond this bed, beyond the wreckage of what they had just done to each other. No past, no future. Just the slow burn of her cigarette and his even breaths against her skin.
“How you feeling?” he murmured after a while, his voice low, lazy.
She hummed, considering, letting the weight of exhaustion settle over her like a blanket. “Like my soul left my body about five orgasms ago.”
Zayn chuckled, the sound rich and low, his chest vibrating against her back. 
“Good,” he murmured, satisfied.
She sighed, letting her head rest fully against him, the weight of the moment still pressing down on her—but of course, she couldn’t let it stay serious for too long.
"You know, I really should’ve packed electrolytes for this."
Zayn let out a deep fucking laugh, his whole body shaking beneath her. "Jesus Christ."
She lifted her head, looking at him, mock-offended. "What? Hydration is important, Malik."
He shook his head, pressing a lazy kiss to her temple, his amusement settling into something softer, something warmer. He adored how even now, wrecked and spent, she still had that sharp wit, that quick fire, that ability to make him laugh. And fuck, it was easy with her. Like he could breathe, like he could exist without the weight of everything else pressing down on him. And maybe that’s what fucked with him the most—the way he could see it, feel it, the way he wanted to hold onto this moment, onto her, just a little longer.
Silence fell between them again. The air vibrated with everything they had been through in this single night—a storm of emotions, an unrelenting push and pull. They had started as strangers, circling each other like two cats, teasing, testing, playing cat and mouse, before finally surrendering to something more powerful than either of them could fight. They had fucked senseless, cut each other open, unraveled layer by layer, only to find something deeper beneath it all. An unexpected familiarity. A connection that felt natural. They realized they liked each other—not just the bodies, but the minds, the souls beneath. And now, here they were, spent but restless, caught in the quiet aftermath of something they couldn’t name.
She thought about how easy it was to be with him, to just exist without pretending. He didn’t judge her, took her as she was—sharp edges and all. He just understood and knew what she needed—sometimes more than she did. And she got him too, in ways that defied logic but felt like the only truth that mattered. They were on the same frequency, two chaotic notes that somehow created harmony. They could be great friends. Or they could be something much, much more.
And suddenly, she realized—she had always known him. Not in the way of names and faces, but in the way souls recognize something they’ve lost and found again. Like no matter how many times the universe had torn them apart, it had always pulled them back together. 
She exhaled, softer this time, and said, almost too honest—
“I just feel like I’ve known you forever. Like we’d find each other in every universe.”
The words slipped out, raw and unfiltered, before she could stop them. 
She stilled. He stilled. She didn’t turn to look at him, but she could feel it—the shift in his breathing, the way his grip on her waist tightened, just for a second.
Her heart pounded, a brutal, unrelenting force against her ribs. Vulnerability ripped through her, raw and unforgiving, her own words hanging heavy in the air. She had never spoken them before, never even let herself think them too loud. It was fucking insane. But it had always been there, buried deep, carved into her heart from the day she first heard his voice. This quiet, desperate certainty that they were inevitable. That their collision was written in the star.
Fuck. She had let it slip.
She braced herself—waiting for him to laugh it off, to deny it, to dismiss her words as the remnants of post-orgasm haze. 
But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Not when she had just torn herself open, laid everything bare between them. Not when she had given him something real, something raw, something so fucking honest.
It hit him. Hard.
Now he knew why she was here, why she was in his bed, with him. Because she was drawn to him. Because she was meant to be. And it made sense—fucking perfect sense—because she believed in that. And now, he knew it too. 
Zayn swallowed hard, dragging a shaky hand through his hair, his gaze flickering between her lips and her eyes like he was searching for an escape, but there wasn’t one. He felt thrown back, like the floor beneath him had shifted, like she had cracked something open in him he wasn’t ready to face. Because he felt it too. And it was insane, it was cliché, it was fucking catastrophic—but it was real.
He didn’t answer, didn’t trust himself to. Instead, he took the cigarette from her fingers, took a slow drag, then turned her chin toward him. His lips brushed against hers, once, twice, before sealing the space between them. 
The kiss deepened, slow and consuming, like a silent vow, a confession neither of them had the courage to voice. It was raw and desperate—filled with understanding, with aching want, with something so deep it clawed at both of them. Love, need, obsession—it was all there, unspoken yet undeniable, stitched into the way his mouth moved against hers, the way their breaths tangled into one.
They had always spoken like this. Through fingertips against skin, through longing gazes, through the magnetic force that pulled them back together every time. Words had been secondary, unnecessary. This—this was their language.
He shifted, pressing her down beneath him, sinking into her like gravity had no greater purpose than pulling them together. His weight over her, his body against hers, grounding her, staking his claim without a word. The air between them burned, thick with the weight of everything unspoken, too real to ignore. Fate didn’t feel like an abstract idea anymore. It felt like them. Like this.
When he finally tore himself away, he collapsed beside her, his arms looping around her waist with ease, instinct. He pulled her close, molding her to his chest like she belonged there, like she had always belonged there. He pulled her close, molding her to his chest like he was afraid to let go, like she had always been his to hold. His warmth swallowed her whole, heavy and steady, like a safe blanket that promised her everything’s gonna be alright.
"Sweet dreams, love," he murmured against her hair.
Her eyes fluttered shut, her body melting into his, but her mind whispered the words she couldn’t bring herself to say.
You're my sweetest dream come true.
She drifted away, safe, warm in his arms, finally at home.
She was barely conscious when she heard it, his lips ghosting against her temple, his voice so quiet she almost thought she imagined it.
“You’re mine in all of them.”
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The morning is soft but cruel, golden light spilling over their tangled limbs, illuminating the marks, the bruises, the places they fit together too perfectly. The bed still smells like sex, like sweat, like everything they were to each other last night. But now—this is different.
The first thing Zayn hears is his phone buzzing. He ignores it.
Then—it buzzes again.
His hand reaches out blindly, patting at the nightstand, barely lifting his head to check the caller ID.
Taryn.
He lets it ring. He doesn’t care.
Not now.
Not when she’s still beside him.
Not when she is still tangled up in his sheets, still draped in his t-shirt, her perfect thighs peeking out from the stockings she never took off.
She’s still asleep, her breathing slow, even.
Zayn leans up on his elbow, gaze trailing down the curve of her back, the dip of her waist, the way his oversized shirt rides up just enough to tease him with the sight of her bare ass.
She looks too fucking good.
His cock twitches instantly.
He’s fucking insatiable when it comes to her.
Fuck.
His chest tightens.
His breath catches.
She’s leaving.
He knows that.
Knew it the second he woke up, before he even opened his fucking eyes.
But he doesn’t want to face it.
Can’t.
Not yet.
Not when she’s still here.
Not when she’s still wrapped around him, her body warm, pliant, fucking perfect against his.
The possessiveness is ugly, dark, a monster clawing up his throat.
The thought of her leaving, of her going back to a man who will never know her like this, never hear the sounds she makes when she comes apart, never know what it’s like to feel her completely ruined, completely his—
It makes him fucking sick.
His jaw clenches, his grip tightening on the sheets.
And then—he touches her.
Like if he touches her again, he can stop time.
Like he has more time.
Like this isn’t slipping through his fingers.
And suddenly, it doesn’t matter that he’s spent, that his body is wrecked from last night.
Because he needs her again.
Just one more time.
And it hits him then.
This is the last time he’ll get to touch her.
This is the last morning she’ll wake up in his bed.
This is the last moment before she goes back to a life that isn’t his.
A life that has no space for him in it.
Zayn swallows, but doesn’t let himself think about it.
Zayn moves carefully, sliding up behind her, closer, his body pressing against her warmth, molding against her like he belongs there.
His hand slips under her shirt, fingers trailing over her stomach, moving up, slow, teasing.
His fingers brushing over the curve of her breast, rolling a nipple between them. His cock is already hard, already pressing against her, nudging between her thighs.
She shivers against him, lets out a breathy, sleep-drunk moan, pressing back into him instinctively, like she needs this too.
And fuck—he can’t take it.
The need surges so violently through him, so fucking ugly, so fucking desperate that he pushes inside her, slow and deep, groaning at the way she clenches around him.
He needs to feel her again. Needs to memorize her skin, her scent, the way her body fits into his. Because once she leaves, she’s gone.
Slow hands, tracing over her bare skin, like he’s memorizing every inch of her before she leaves.
He kisses her shoulder.
Then her neck.
Then the soft skin just below her jaw.
Soft. Almost reverent.
She stirs at the sensation—slow, warm hands moving over her body, fingertips tracing the curve of her waist, ghosting over her ribs, her hips. A warm mouth pressing lazy kisses to her shoulder. She sighs, shifting under him, her body responding even before she’s fully awake. She lets out a breathy, confused moan, her mind still catching up to her body, still waking up as his cock slides against her slick entrance.
The world feels too soft, too heavy, too dreamlike.
She’s still half-asleep, still floating, her mind caught between reality and the memory of last night. She stirs, shifting just enough for him to push in, slow and deep, like he belongs there.
And fuck, he does.
And she feels him.
A deep, aching stretch as his cock pushes inside her, slow, devastating, his body molding against her from behind, his arms wrapping around her waist, pulling her into him.
Her breath catches.
Her eyes flutter open.
And then—everything hits her at once.
The concert.
The night they just had.
The fucking insanity of it all.
Zayn
Her entire fucking world shifts.
Because she did it.
She fucked him. She fucked Zayn Malik.
And it wasn’t just sex.
It was everything she ever wanted and more.
It was her ruining him, making him obey her. It was him ruining her, owning her, making her body do things she didn’t know it could do.
She had never felt like this before. Like she was someone’s. Like she was his.
Her mind spins, the weight of it all pressing down on her chest. 
She feels powerful and completely powerless at the same time.
She’s on top of the fucking world—because how could she not be?
She just had the most mind-blowing, soul-shattering, universe-collapsing night of her life.
But then—reality hits her.
Her breath hitches, reality crashing down on her, overwhelming, terrifying. Her chest tightens, her breath comes quicker, a sharp panic sinking into her bones.
This is the last time.
She’s going home today.
Back to her boring life.
Back to her boyfriend.
Fuck. She can’t take this.
Her heart lurches, a painful, twisting sensation, like something is being ripped from her chest before she can even hold onto it.
Because she fucking knows.
She knows she isn’t meant to have this.
She knows this isn’t her love story.
How the fuck is she supposed to go back after this?
After Zayn?
How is she supposed to pretend this didn’t just happen?
How is she supposed to pretend she didn’t just live her fucking dream, touch it, taste it, feel it ruin her?
How is she supposed to act like she doesn’t love him?
Because fuck, she does.
Her breath stutters, her chest tightening, panic creeping in. She wants to cry.
But then—he moves.
Slow, deep, perfect.
No rush, no urgency.
Just deep, lazy movements.
Her thoughts vanish. Her lips part, a helpless moan escaping as her body melts into his.
Zayn groans, burying his face in the crook of her neck, his arm tightening around her waist.
His cock pushes further inside her, stretching her sore, aching body.
It’s too much.
Too intense.
Too fucking good.
She lets out a soft, whimpering moan, her fingers gripping the sheets, her body overwhelmed, overloaded.
Zayn groans, his hand sliding up under her shirt, palming her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers. His forehead presses against the back of her neck, his arm wraps tighter around her waist, pulling her closer, holding her like he never wants to let go.
His voice is rough, sleep-heavy, unbearably sexy. "Good morning, babe."
She can’t think. Can’t breathe.
"Zayn—" she moans, her voice broken.
His lips brush her shoulder, his hips rocking slow, lazy, devastating thrusts inside her.
His hand tightens on her breast. His other arm wraps around her waist, holding her against him.
He moans against her skin, his breath hot, ragged. "Don’t wanna let you go yet."
His voice is barely a whisper, almost like he didn’t mean to say it aloud.
Her chest aches, her throat closing up.
She doesn’t respond. Can’t.
Because he means it. But at the same time he doesn’t mean it at all.
And she doesn’t want to go either. But she has to.
Fuck, this hurts. Tears prick at her eyes.
But he doesn’t let her think—doesn’t let her spiral.
He keeps fucking her, slow, deep, stretching her sore body, making her feel every inch of him.
She takes his hand in hers, moving them higher and pressing her lips to his wrist, then higher, kissing the inside of his palm.
He sucks in a breath, rolling his body against hers, grinding deep, dragging out every slow, sweet pulse of pleasure between them. 
He moves like he doesn’t want to let her go.
Her hand slips behind her, fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer, like she doesn’t want to let go either.
He kisses the spot right behind her ear. Panting slightly.
"You’re so fucking tight, baby." His voice is wrecked, thick with something more than lust. "Like your body doesn’t want me to leave either."
And fuck she can’t handle this.
She can’t handle the way he’s moving inside her right now, slow, deep, like he’s trying to carve himself into her bones.
She can’t handle the way his arm tightens around her waist, holding her flush against him like he doesn’t want to let her go.
She can’t handle the way his lips brush against her shoulder, soft, almost reverent.
And most of all—she can’t handle the way he makes her feel like she is his.
Because she is. She fucking is.
And she has no idea what to do with that.
Her breath stutters, her throat closing up, her emotions rising so violently she can barely breathe.
Zayn notices immediately.
His movements slow.
"Love—" his voice is hoarse, tired, wrecked.
She swallows hard. "Don’t."
Because if he says it—if he says something real, she’ll break.
And if she breaks, she won’t leave.
And if she doesn’t leave, she won’t survive when he lets her go.
So she shoves it down.
Like she always does.
Shoves it down, pretends she’s unbothered, turns it off, forces herself to believe this was just another night.
Because if she lets herself believe this is more, she will never recover.
She’s trying to pretend.
He feels it.
The way her breath catches, the way her muscles go tense under his hands, the way she forces herself to stay quiet even though he knows, knows, knows she is feeling everything just as much as he is.
And fuck, it ruins him.
Because he can’t let her go.
Not yet.
Not when he’s still inside her, still feeling her, still watching her break apart beneath his hands.
Not when he knows she’s about to walk away and take this with her.
And it fucking kills him.
Because he doesn’t know how to keep her.
He doesn’t have a plan for this.
For the first time in his fucking life—he doesn’t know what the fuck to do.
All he knows is that he doesn’t want her to leave.
All he knows is that this shouldn’t be the last time.
All he knows is that no one has ever felt like this before.
And fuck, no one ever will again.
So he fucks her slow, deep, like if he does it right, maybe she’ll stay.
Maybe she’ll say fuck the flight, fuck the boyfriend, fuck everything else.
But he doesn’t say it.
Just presses his forehead against the back of her neck, breathing her in, drowning in the feeling of her body molding against his.
Tastes the salt of her skin, the remnants of last night, the way she still belongs to him even if she won’t fucking admit it.
His thrusts slow.
"I don’t wanna let you go yet."
His voice breaks, just a little.
Her eyes squeeze shut, like if she closes them tight enough, this moment won’t exist.
But he won’t let her pretend.
Not this time.
His lips brush against her jaw.
"Say it."
Her body tenses.
"Please—"
His grip on her hip tightens.
His thrusts deepen, slower, devastating.
"Say you don’t want to leave me."
Her breath shatters.
He feels her heartbeat against his palm, feels her walls tighten around him, feels the way she is barely, barely holding herself together.
But she doesn’t say it.
Because she knows she can’t stay.
Because he won’t ask her to.
Because this is all they get.
And fuck, it’s not enough.
Not for him.
Not for her.
Not for this thing between them that neither of them will name.
Zayn’s grip on her hip tightens, his cock pushing even deeper, making her back arch, making her sob.
And then—he stills.
She gasps, her body clenching around him involuntarily.
He groans, his forehead pressing against the back of her neck.
"I need to see you." his voice is softer now, almost pleading.
Before she can say anything—he moves her.
Turns her onto her back, spreads her open wide beneath him.
He looks down at her, straight into her soul.
And fuck—the way he looks at her.
Like he wants to keep her.
Like he wants this to be more than just one night.
She gasps, looking up at him, breathless, vulnerable.
And fuck—the way she looks at him.
Like she wants to stay.
Like she loves him.
Like she knows she can’t do either.
But neither of them say it.
Instead—he slides back inside her, deep, slow, perfect.
His hand slides up, brushing her cheek, thumb tracing her lips, memorizing her expression like he’s trying to burn it into his mind.
Her eyes shine, too full, too much, every emotion storming through them.
They don’t say a word.
They don’t have to.
Because when they look at each other, they understand everything.
Zayn’s gaze screams: Stay. Please.
Her eyes whisper: I want to—but I can’t.
Zayn swallows, his chest tightening, his cock twitching inside her, dragging slow, deep thrusts that force her to feel everything.
His fingers tangle with hers, pressing their hands into the mattress, grounding them both.
Her breath stutters, her body trembling, her thighs tightening around his waist, pulling him closer, like she’s trying to fuse herself to him.
Zayn’s jaw clenches, his lips parting, his breath ragged.
His eyes darken, soften, break: I don’t want to lose you.
Her lashes flutter, a slow blink, like she’s trying to keep the moment, trying to hold onto it just a little longer. Her lip trembles.
And when she looks at him again—he sees it.
I love you, Zayn.
Fuck. His breath shudders. His jaw clenches, his lips parting, his breath ragged. His forehead drops to hers, his body pressing deeper, as deep as he can go, as if he can crawl inside her, as if that will stop this from ending.
Her chest rises sharply, her breath faltering.
He feels ruined.
Like he’ll never be whole again after this.
Like she’ll leave him hollow.
His lips brush against hers—not a kiss, just breathing her in.
And when she looks at him again—it’s the worst of all.
Zayn’s heart screams: Fuck, you’re perfect for me.
And maybe she is.
Maybe they both are meant for each other.
Neither of them say it.
But fuck—they feel it.
She lets out a shattered breath, her fingers sliding into his hair, pulling him closer, holding onto him like she’s about to fall apart.
Her eyes fill with something unbearable, something that carves him open.
Zayn grips her hand, pressing it into the mattress, intertwining their fingers, grounding them both.
Zayn’s lips find hers, soft at first, slow and searching, like he’s trying to remember the taste of her for when she’s gone.
She moans, a broken, desperate sound, her hands dragging down his back, nails leaving red lines, something permanent, something that will still be there when she leaves.
And just like that—they both break.
So she pulls him down closer, her fingers slide into his hair, her nails scratching against his scalp as she kisses him—deep, slow, like she’s trying to memorize the way he tastes. She moans low because he tastes so perfect, her hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging into his skin.
He groans into her mouth, gripping her hips, rolling his body against hers like he doesn’t want to ever stop. His cock sinking deep every time, slow and fucking devastating. He drops his forehead to hers, their breath mixing, their bodies moving together in perfect rhythm, like they’ve been doing this forever—like they were meant to fit together.
Fucking her like he’s trying to tattoo himself onto her skin, onto her bones, into the very fucking fabric of her existence.
So she never forgets.
So she never fucking moves on.
Even if she tries.
Because he knows she will.
And fuck, it’s killing him.
Her thighs tighten around his waist, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.
His cock drags inside her, slow, deep, shaking, like he’s trying to etch himself into her bones.
"Stay a little longer."
His voice is low, shaky, desperate.
She closes her eyes, grips his shoulders, digs her nails into his skin.
She doesn’t say it.
Doesn’t say I wish I could.
Doesn’t say please don’t make me leave.
Instead—she rolls her hips, taking him deeper, forcing him to feel what she can’t say aloud.
Lets him hold her like he doesn’t want to let go. Lets him fuck her slow, deep, like he’s memorizing her body, like he’s leaving something inside her that won’t ever go away.
Her moans turn into gasps, into desperate, shaky little breaths as the pleasure builds slow, consuming, devastating.
And this time—
Because this isn’t just sex anymore.
It’s desperation. It’s love.
This is a goddamn tragedy.
His thrusts are slow but deep, pushing, dragging, pressing every inch of himself into her, making her feel it, making sure she won’t ever forget.
She gasps, her body clenching around him, her muscles locking, the pleasure unbearable, too much, too good.
"Z-Zayn—"
His fingers tighten around hers, his forehead pressing to hers.
"I know, baby. I know."
Because he feels it too.
This is ruining them both.
They will never be the same after this.
Because they’ve never had something like this before.
Not with anyone else.
Not ever.
And they know—they never will again.
Zayn’s pace falters, his thrusts turning a little rougher, a little deeper, his control slipping.
His lips trace down her jaw, over her cheekbone, pressing slow, soft kisses like he’s savoring the feel of her skin.
And then—a single tear escapes her eye.
Zayn catches it with his lips, kisses it away.
And she lets out a broken sob.
Because fuck, she can’t hold it anymore.
Because it’s too much.
Because he made her feel everything.
Because they have no place for this feeling.
Because this should be something else.
Because this is goodbye.
Every emotion, every ache, every fucking dream she ever had about him—he pulled it all to the surface, ripped her open, and now she’s drowning in it.
Zayn groans, his body shuddering, his breath faltering, his thrusts turning desperate, deep, hitting something in her that makes her arch, makes her sob, makes her fucking collapse.
Their fingers grip tighter, their hands shaking, bodies trembling, completely, utterly wrecked.
Their breathing syncs.
Their bodies move in perfect rhythm, a silent promise they’ll never speak aloud.
Their breathing turns ragged, their bodies moving as one, lost in the slow, deep rhythm of something that’s too big, too heavy to name.
And when they both come, it’s unbearable.
Because this time, it means something.
And when they both come,  it’s not just pleasure.
It’s not just pleasure—it’s devastation.
It’s loss.
It’s fucking love.
Zayn moans her name like a prayer, like a curse, like a fucking plea as he spills inside her, his cock pulsing, his body shaking.
She clings to him, her legs locking around his waist, her hands in his hair, pulling him down into a kiss so deep it feels like a wound.
She gasps against his mouth, her body convulsing, her orgasm pulling her under, drowning her in pleasure, in pain, in everything she’s about to lose.
And when it’s over—he doesn’t move.
He stays inside her.
Holds her like that.
Just for a little longer.
Just until reality catches up with them.
Because once she leaves—
This moment is gone.
And neither of them are ready to face that yet.
***
They lied there. For minutes, maybe hours. Neither of them spoke. Neither of them moved.
The silence between them was unbearable, thick and suffocating, pressing against her ribs like a weight of a thousand worlds. Her pulse pounded in her ears, too fast, too loud, drowning out everything but the sheer panic rising in her veins. She couldn’t stay here. She had to move. Now.
Her body trembled, overstimulated, overwhelmed, wrecked beyond anything she had known before. Her skin was too hot, too tight, every nerve ending screaming, but it wasn’t the physical that had her spiraling—it was everything else. The weight of it. The weight of him pressed into her, heavy and anchoring, a tether she both craved and feared. It swallowed her whole, the way he was still here, the way she wanted him to stay here forever, to hold her, to have her.
But the panic was clawing at her chest, her breath coming too fast, too shallow, the realization creeping in like a slow, suffocating tide—she couldn't stay. She needed to get up. Now.
Her heart was in her fucking throat, pounding too fast, too hard, too heavy. 
She couldn’t think. Couldn’t fucking breathe.
No. No. She had to go before she broke.
Because if she didn’t—if she let herself feel all of this—she would fucking sob.
Her chest tightened. Her breath hitched. Her chest locked.
She needed to put as much space between them as possible before she shattered. Before she begged.
Before she ruined herself even more by asking for something she knew she couldn’t have.
Zayn felt it before she even moved—the way her muscles tensed, the way her breathing changed, erratic, shallow. His fingers twitched against the sheets, his jaw clenched. He should stop her. He wanted to stop her. Every fucking instinct in his body screamed at him to pull her back, to make her stay, to force her to face whatever this was.
But he didn’t.
Because she was already gone.
She got up, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed, moving too fast, too desperate, like if she didn’t leave now, she never would. She snatched his leather jacket from where it had been discarded on the chair and pulled it around herself, her fingers gripping the collar like a lifeline.
He watched her go, bare legs unsteady, skin still flushed, wearing his Nirvana shirt, draped in fucking leather jacket.
His.
She reached the door, already bracing for the cold air, already convincing herself that distance would make this easier. That she could breathe again if she just got away.
Zayn wasn’t supposed to say anything. He should have let her go. That’s what he always did—let things slip through his fingers before they could become something real, something messy. But she always fucking pulled things out of him, always found the cracks.
"You always run when it gets too fucking real."
She froze, breath catching hard in her throat. Her grip on the doorknob tightened, knuckles going white. "You're one to talk, Malik."
Zayn let out a short, humorless breath, his fingers flexing against his thighs. "What the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
She turned her head just enough to glare at him over her shoulder, her body vibrating from the sheer effort of holding herself together. "It means you're a fucking hypocrite, Zayn. You never stayed when things got real. Not once in your entire life. You think I don’t know? You ruined the only thing that ever made you truly happy because you couldn't face what you fucking felt. And now you’re doing it too. You’re also running, and I can fucking see it.”
Zayn’s breath stalled. He should have been angry. Should have thrown something back, snapped, pushed her out the door before she could dig deeper. But he didn’t. He just sat there, silent, staring at her like she had pulled something straight out of his chest and held it between them. Because she wasn’t wrong. And that wrecked him more than anything else ever had.
His throat worked around words he couldn’t say. His fingers curled into fists, like he could physically hold it all in, like he could push back the truth she had just shoved in his face. He had no defense, no excuse, nothing to argue because she had sliced through him clean. And fuck, it burned.
For a second, he thought about saying it—thought about giving her something real, something unfiltered. But the weight of it pressed too fucking hard, and instead, all he could do was look at her, defeated, exposed.
And she saw it. Of course, she fucking saw it.
His jaw ticked but before he could respond she was already one step out the door. 
Her chest ached, breath shaky as she forced the words out. "I just need some fresh air."
She didn’t wait. Didn’t trust herself to. She stepped out, his jacket heavy on her shoulders, her heartbeat louder than her footsteps.
He didn’t stop her. Didn’t say another word.
Instead, he exhaled sharply, running a hand over his face before sinking back onto the bed, his head dropping into his palms. The room felt hollow, like it had been emptied of something essential. He stared at the door, at the space she had just walked through, and something in his chest twisted so hard he almost reached for her. Almost called her back.
But didn’t.
He just sat there, jaw clenched, breath uneven, knowing damn well they were both damned.
***
She lit a cigarette, fingers trembling so hard she almost dropped it. The cold morning air clawed at her skin, sharp, relentless, but it wasn’t enough. Nothing was enough to drown out the chaos in her head, the raw, tearing sensation in her chest. 
She needs to be here. Now.
Not in her head.
Not where everything was collapsing, where last night crushed into her ribs like a wrecking ball, where her thoughts spun so violently she felt like she was drowning, gasping for air that never came.
Not where the heartbreak is clawing up her throat, threatening to rip her apart.
She took another drag, her breath shaky, uneven, watching the smoke curl and vanish like it had never been there at all. If only she could disappear with it. Dissolve, fucking evaporate—erase every mark he left on her body, every whisper of his voice still echoing in her mind, every fucking feeling she wasn’t supposed to have.
She couldn’t think about it. 
Couldn’t think about how it had felt like something bigger than her, bigger than anything she was capable of holding.
Couldn’t think about how Zayn had been more than a fantasy, more than an obsession. He had fucking shattered every expectation, every dream she’d ever built of him, exceeded them a hundred times over. He was a goddamn force—too skilled, too intense, too fucking much. The way he moved, the way he touched her, like he knew her body better than she did—he ruined her. No one had ever made her feel like that. Not even close. 
Couldn’t think about how Zayn had been more than a fantasy, more than an obsession. He had fucking shattered every expectation, every dream she’d ever built of him, exceeded them a hundred times over. He was a goddamn force—too skilled, too intense, too fucking much. The way he moved, the way he touched her, like he knew her body better than she did—he ruined her. No one had ever made her feel like that. Not even close. No one else ever will.
And the most dangerous part? He wasn’t just the best sex of her life—he was someone she genuinely liked. He was similar, familiar. He got her. He laughed with her. He didn’t judge. He made her feel something beyond the obsession, beyond the desire. And now, he was impossible to leave.
She should be happy. She should be fucking ecstatic.
She lived her fucking dream.
She got everything she ever wanted.
She played out few of her fantasies with him like they were scripted, and fuck, he was more than perfect. He didn’t just follow her like a lost dog—he was able to lead, to break her, own her, he gave her everything she didn’t even realize she craved. 
It was like he was in her head, like he had memorized every dirty thought she’d ever had. Like he had been waiting for her as much as she had been waiting for him. He was dangerous because he wasn’t just skilled—he was instinct, raw, relentless, perfectly in sync with her, he matched her freak. He responded before she could even ask, pulling more from her than she knew she had to give. 
And it ruined her. 
Because now she had to walk away from the only person who had ever touched her like this, fucked her like this, known her like this—without her ever having to say a word.
Because how the fuck was she supposed to do that?
The thought made her sick. She was panicking, fighting for her life to keep herself together, to not let it swallow her whole.
She had to go. He wasn’t asking her to stay anyway and she wasn’t going to beg. 
She had to get her shit together. Now.
Another drag.
***
Zayn didn’t look at the empty space in the bed. Didn’t let himself feel how cold it was without her there.
Instead—he got up.
Went to the kitchen.
Started making breakfast.
Like a fucking idiot.
Like someone who actually wanted her to stay.
The quiet hum of the city barely seeped through the walls, but the real noise was in his head. 
He was in boxers, barefoot, moving through the kitchen with that quiet, lazy confidence, the kind that made everything seem effortless, like he had done this a hundred times before. Like he wasn’t still fucking reeling.
His muscles were tight, his jaw locked, the heat in his chest spreading, simmering, boiling over. 
His mind spiraled into dangerous places, places he had no fucking business going. This felt too natural, too domestic—like they weren’t in some anonymous hotel, like this wasn’t just a one-time thing. Like he could wake up to her every morning, cook for her, and then take her against the kitchen counter because their morning sex wasn’t enough. Because he’d never fucking get enough of her. And that thought alone made his stomach turn, made his grip on the pan tighten like he needed something solid to hold onto before he fucking lost it.
Because he couldn’t think like that. 
She had made it clear—she was going back to her fucking boyfriend, back to pretending like this night meant nothing. And it made him sick. Made him fucking furious. Made him want to grab her by the wrist, drag her back to bed and remind her who the fuck she belonged to. Made her forget this fucker existed.
His fingers traced over the counter, absentminded as he cracked eggs into the pan. His body moved on autopilot, only muscle memory letting him actually cook anything.
But his mind was nowhere near the kitchen. It was on her—still out there on the balcony, still fucking here. It was on last night, this morning, the way she fit against him like she belonged there. The way she let him have her, take her, ruin her. 
And now? Now she was going to walk away like none of it mattered. Like she hadn’t made him lose his fucking mind. 
His jaw ticked, a muscle jumping beneath his skin, the handle of the pan tightening under his grip. Because she was leaving. And he couldn’t stop her. And fuck, he wanted to.
Through the open sliding door, he heard the quiet inhale of her cigarette. His eyes flicked up, he took her in—like he was memorizing every inch, branding the image into his fucking skull, 
She stood on the balcony, the golden morning light catching the edges of her hair, making her glow in a way that made his chest feel too tight. What a fucking view she was. His shirt and jacket barely covered her ass, still in stockings, standing on the tips of her toes, which made her legs look even longer, more perfect. Like she was made to be looked at, to be wanted. And fuck— He wished he could keep her. Wished he could wake up to this every morning, to watch her like that, smoking, wearing his clothes like she fucking belonged to him. 
She tilted her head back as she exhaled, lips parting just slightly, smoke curling into the air like a ghost of something unspoken. The sun caught the bruises on her throat, kissed them, highlighted them like a signature.
His.
And yet, she wasn’t.
She didn’t belong here.
She was leaving.
And he couldn’t stop her.
He exhaled sharply, turning back to the stove, forcing himself to focus on anything but her. 
But the sharp buzz of her phone cut through the still morning air. Zayn tensed instinctively, the sound grating against the quiet like a warning bell.
He didn’t turn around. Didn’t need to. He already fucking knew.
Still, he kept his hands moving, flipping the eggs in the pan, pretending like he wasn’t listening. Like he wasn’t hanging onto every shift in her voice, every inhale, every exhale.
Then—
"Halo."
Zayn’s fingers stilled for half a second.
Then she responded again. Not in English. Fuck. Her voice sharper now, deeper, with an edge he hadn’t heard before. He didn’t understand a single word, but there was something about the way she spoke in her native language—so effortless, so unguarded—that made him pause. It was raw, unfiltered, and fuck if it didn’t sound sexy. 
The way her voice cut through the morning air, filled with something between irritation and exhaustion, made it impossible not to listen. His grip on the spatula tightened as he watched her, hearing the weight in her tone even if he couldn’t grasp the meaning. And fuck, he wished he could.
And it fucking killed him that he had no idea what she was saying.
Cause her tone? The bored disinterest in her voice, the impatience, the thinly veiled irritation, clipped, tense way she spoke—
She didn’t want to be having this conversation.
Didn’t want to be talking to whoever the fuck it was.
And that told him everything he needed to know. He knew exactly who the fuck it was. 
He stole a glance through the sliding glass door, watching as she turned her back to him, her posture rigid.
She was lying.
He should’ve looked away. Should’ve focused on the fucking food. But he didn’t. Instead, he watched the way her fingers gripped the cigarette a little too tightly, the way her head tilted slightly toward the sky as if she wanted to disappear into it.
And he knew.
She didn’t want to go back.
She didn’t want him.
Not like she wanted this.
Not like she wanted him.
And Zayn? He fucking knew she was his now.
Even if she was leaving.
Even if she walked away.
Even if she’d pretend this never happened.
She was ruined.
Just like he was.
And fuck, he hoped it haunted her too.
***
The sharp buzz of her phone cut through the still morning air. 
Her stomach twisted before she even looked at the screen.
She knew it was him.
Her boyfriend.
A fucking reminder.
She let it ring once. Twice. A moment of hesitation, a fleeting thought—I could just ignore it. I could just pretend.
But she didn’t.
She stubbed out her cigarette against the balcony railing, lifting the phone to her ear, voice clipped, bored, already tired of this conversation before it even began.
"Halo.” [Hello.]
"Cześć, skarbie. Nie śpisz? [Hey, baby. You awake?]”
Her jaw tightened. He sounded normal. Like he always did. Like he hadn’t just unknowingly lost her.
"Jak słychać." [Obviously.] she rolled her eyes.
Her voice was flat, impatient, like she was already done with this call. Like she had somewhere else—someone else—she’d rather be speaking to. She exhaled through her nose, her fingers drumming against the railing, eyes flicking toward the sliding door, but not looking inside. 
Her heart pounded.
She turned away, pressing her fingers against her forehead, trying to push down the spiraling chaos in her head.
"Jak było na imprezie?" [How was the party?]
Her stomach twisted. His voice was calm, curious. He didn’t suspect anything. He thought she had been at some BDSM event back home because she let him believe that. Because if she told him the truth—that she went to Zayn’s concert, that is—he’d ruin it.
He hated Zayn. Hated his music. Hated that she’d ever been obsessed with him. Would ruin her fun or try to stop her from going at all—even though it was her time, her money, and her fucking dream.
"Fajnie." [Good.]
Her answer was clipped, devoid of warmth, like she couldn’t be bothered to explain. Because what the fuck was she supposed to say? That last night had unraveled her? That she felt like her entire fucking world had cracked open and she was too afraid to look at the pieces? That Zayn’s voice was still ringing in her head—from the concert, from singing love songs to her, from last night sex—deep, wrecked, panting her name into her skin while he ruined her?
Her fingers tightened around the phone.
"To wszystko co masz mi do powiedzenia?" [That’s all I get?] There was amusement in his voice, but something else too. "Tylko fajnie?" [Just good?]
Her jaw clenched. She wanted to laugh.
She wanted to fucking scream.
Because how the fuck was she supposed to explain it?
That she stood there, front row, watching Zayn perform like the fucking god he was, knowing that in just a few hours, she’d be under him, screaming for entirely different reasons.
That she fucked him.
That she let him own her.
That she loved it.
That she loved him.
Her throat closed up.
"Tak. Dobrze się bawiłam." [Yeah. It was fun.]
She tries to sound natural, but dismissive. Cause she didn’t feel like talking about ruining her entire fucking life in a hotel room with Zayn Malik, living a different life in a different bed for one night.
She heard the shift in her boyfriend’s voice, the mild suspicion creeping in. "Wydajesz się zmęczona." [You sound tired.]
She forced herself to relax, forced her voice to be smooth, empty. "Trochę jestem. Mało spałam." [I am. Didn’t get much sleep.]
She could feel Zayn’s eyes on her now.
Even without looking—she knew. Felt the weight of his gaze pressing into her back, scorching through the cold morning air. She couldn’t turn around and look back, cause she’d fucking lose it. The fragile grip she had on herself would snap, and she couldn’t afford that. Couldn’t afford to see whatever was in his eyes—anger, possession, something more.
She inhaled deeply, lungs aching from how badly she wanted to take another drag, to do anything to quiet the storm inside her.
She hated this.
Hated that she had to lie.
Hated that she cared enough to.
Hated that the weight of last night was still pressing down on her, making her throat tight, making her want to scream that none of this was real.
Zayn moved in the kitchen, a quiet clink of dishes, and she tensed.
She turned her back to the sliding door, shoulders stiff, fingers curling tighter around her cigarette.
Her boyfriend kept talking, but she zoned out.
What the fuck was she doing?

How the fuck was she supposed to go back to this man? After Zayn?

Her boyfriend was still saying something, but she didn’t care.
She just needed to end this.
"Muszę kończyć. Idę się myć. Pa." [I need to go take a shower. See ya.]
She hung up.
Didn’t wait for him to say goodbye.
Didn’t breathe until the call disconnected.
Then—she lit another cigarette immediately.
Then another.
Because she needed something to quiet the fucking storm in her head.
The nicotine steadied her, kept her from feeling too much, from thinking too much. 
She stared at the sky, counting her breaths, trying to convince herself she was fine. 
She needed to ground herself. 
Needed to get her shit together. 
She was not going to cry over this. 
Not over him. 
Not over what they weren’t.
**
She finishes her last cigarette, then steps back inside—
And fucking freezes.
Zayn was cooking. Only in boxers. Shirtless. Barefoot.
His bare back flexed as he moved through the kitchen like he fucking owned it. Like he belonged here. Like she did. Like this wasn’t a one-time thing but a fucking habit. And worse? He was cooking for her.
She always had to cook in relationships, always had to handle shit, even when she hated it. Well, not cooking itself—she just hated that she had to. But fuck—a man cooking for her? That was too much. Too sexy. Too dangerous for her already fragile state of mind. 
Above him, an invisible neon sign flashed in her brain, mocking her: Oh look, this looks exactly like your dream life.
Because fuck if it didn’t.
Her heart lurched violently in her chest.
Too much. Too fucking much.
Because it felt easy. Too easy. Like she had stepped into a life she didn’t recognize but had somehow always belonged to. Like she had woken up to this scene a thousand times before—Zayn in the kitchen, cooking for her, owning the space like it was his, like it was theirs. Like it wasn’t just a hotel, wasn’t just a stolen night. Like this was habitual, familiar, theirs. Like he was her fucking husband.
Her vision blurred for a second, breath catching in her throat. She could almost see it—him looking over his shoulder at her with that lazy smirk, sliding her coffee across the counter, pulling her close just because he fucking could. Domestic. Dangerous. 
Fuck. She couldn’t fucking do this.
She swallowed hard, her throat tight, her body vibrating with something close to panic. The scene in front of her was like a fucking mirage, a cruel joke the universe had decided to play on her.
Her stomach twisted violently. Get out, get out, get out.
She muttered, mostly to herself, "Gonna shower."
She didn’t wait for a response, didn’t dare look back. Her legs were unsteady, her body still thrumming with the weight of this all. It was so hard to pretend like she could just walk away, like she could get rid of memories of him, like last night wasn’t still crawling under her skin, burning in her veins.
"You in a rush to wash me off, baby?"
His voice cut through the air, smooth, lazy, but laced with something darker. She stilled, her breath catching, fingers curling into fists, but she kept walking, kept forcing herself forward, forcing herself not to react.
"Wouldn’t want your little boyfriend to catch you still smelling like me, yeah? Still with my cum between your legs." He paused, let it sink in, let the weight of his words curl around her throat like a chokehold. "You better scrub it all raw."
Her breath came too fast, her chest tight, nails biting into her palms. Her vision blurred for a second, fury and something far more dangerous crashing into her like a tidal wave.
"Go to hell," she spat.
Zayn chuckled, low and humorless. "Already there, babe."
That was it. That was fucking it.
She whirled around so fast it nearly made her dizzy, her body vibrating with something volatile. "You know what, Malik? Fuck you. You don’t get to stand here and act all jealous. You have no fucking right—"
His smirk was razor-sharp, infuriating, like he enjoyed this, like he thrived off the way she was unraveling. "Hard to believe that when you still have my marks all over you. I wonder how you’ll explain that."
Her pulse roared in her ears, her fists trembling at her sides. "That is not your fucking problem."
"Yeah? But I do have a problem, don’t I?" His voice was sharper now, laced with something raw, something close to breaking. His body coiled tight, muscles twitching like he was seconds from doing something reckless. “You think I’m just gonna stand here, watch you run off and pretend none of this fucking happened? Pretend that I didn’t have you falling apart, begging for me, screaming my name, while he didn’t even exist in your fucking mind? And now you’re going back? Back to him? Back to playing house? Back to your boring little life, like this didn’t mean anything? To lie to him and yourself that he could ever satisfy you the way I did? That he will ever be enough? That you aren’t fucking mine?”
Her heart clenched, her chest tightening like it was caving in. Because she was. She fucking was. And he knew it. And he still wouldn’t keep her.
A sharp, bitter laugh tore from her throat, but it felt more like a sob. "That’s rich—" she spat, her voice shaking, cracking, raw. "Coming from the man who’s spent his whole fucking life pretending. Pretending with his girlfriends—pretending his whole fucking life was enough when it wasn’t. When you spent years sneaking off to your lover—hiding them behind closed doors like a dirty fucking secret—"
She sucked in a breath, her lungs burning, her throat tight. And then she snapped. "Kim ty kurwa—" the words tore out, raw, unfiltered, her native tongue slipping free before she caught herself, breath stuttering. Her voice cracked, but she forced it out, louder this time, almost screaming, "Who the fuck are you to talk to me about lying? About running? You've been running your whole fucking life. So don’t you dare—fucking stand there and act like you suddenly want to stop now!"
His jaw ticked, something flashing behind his eyes, something wrecked and furious and desperate all at once. Because she was right. And it fucking gutted him. She had ripped him open, thrown his truth in his face, and he had nothing to say to it because it was true. 
He had spent his life running. Running from love. Running from commitment. Running from anything that felt like it could break him. Had always told himself it was for the best. 
And now? Now he wanted to ask her to stay. Fuck, he wanted it so badly he could taste it, could feel the words pressing against his throat like a scream. 
But what? Ask her to move in after one night? To turn her entire fucking life upside down for him? It was insane. She had a home, a life, a man—fuck, a man who wasn’t him. And where the fuck did that leave him? There was no place for him in her world, and he hated it.
His throat felt tight, his pulse a violent drum in his ears, but his voice still came out sharp, snapping like a whip, like he needed to lash out, needed to make her hurt the way she just made him. "You don’t know shit about my—"
"Please." Her voice cracked, and she sucked in a sharp breath, trying to steady herself, trying to keep from shattering right in front of him. Her chest was rising and falling too fast, panic and heartbreak clawing their way up her throat. "Let’s not do this. You don’t want me to stay. Not really. And I have my life—my home—waiting for me back there. I don’t want to argue, I don’t want to make this ugly. I can’t. It was—" 
She sucked in another breath, shaking her head, desperate to hold herself together. Her eyes locked onto his, and all the emotions swirling in them—pain, longing, love—stole his breath. She was breaking, and she was letting him see it. Letting him see everything she had tried so fucking hard to hide. 
"It wasn’t just a night," she whispered, voice trembling, raw. "It was more. You were more. More than I ever let myself believe I could have. More than I ever let myself want. And sex? It wasn’t just amazing. It was fucking celestial. It was everything. You ruined me. You can have that, Zayn. You can keep that.” 
Her voice wavered, but she pushed through, her eyes burning, her heart screaming. "I just… I want to keep this. Just this. The way it was. The way it felt before we fucked it all up with words and feelings and whatever the fuck this is. It was—" She sucked in another breath, shaking her head. "It was fucking perfect. I don’t want to ruin it. So let’s just… let me go before it gets worse. Before we rip it apart.Let me hold onto this. Let me, us, remember it as something great. Even if it’s breaking me to walk away."
Zayn’s throat felt tight, his jaw locked so hard it ached. Staring with those doe eyes, softer now, like he had just witnessed the most beautiful natural disaster—something catastrophic and breathtaking all at once, something that stole the air from his lungs and left him raw. 
Because she was wrong. So fucking wrong. He did want her to stay. He wanted to tell her that—wanted to tell her she wasn’t alone in this, that he felt it too, that she wasn’t the only one fucking drowning in it. Wanted to fucking keep her. 
But how? How the fuck was he supposed to ask her to stay when he had nothing to offer her? No promises, no certainty, nothing real. He wasn’t ready for anything serious. He wasn’t whole enough for her, wasn’t steady enough to keep her safe from the storm that was himself. He’d break her heart in the end. And fuck, he couldn’t do that to her. He wouldn’t.
Because it wasn’t that simple, just to ask her. Nothing with them was ever that fucking simple. And he hated it. Hated the war inside him, the part of him that wanted to tell her to stay, to fuck everything else, to just be with him—against the part that knew better. Knew he would ruin her. Knew he was still clawing his way out of the wreckage of his own life. Hated that she was standing there, breaking in front of him, and he didn’t know how to hold her together without breaking her even more. He knew—if he asked, she’d stay. If he said it, she wouldn’t walk away. And that’s exactly why he couldn’t. Because if she stayed, it wouldn’t be right. It wouldn’t be because he could love her the way she deserved, only that he was too selfish to let her go.
A beat of silence stretched between them, heavy, suffocating.
Her heart pounded painfully in her chest, her breath uneven as she came down from the storm she had unleashed, from the chaos of losing control. She had thrown everything at him, all the hurt, all the truth, and now she was left standing in the wreckage, exposed, bleeding from wounds she had torn open herself. But she didn’t waver. She stood her ground, shoulders squared, chin tilting higher, bracing herself for whatever came next. For his response. For the heartbreak.
His fingers twitched like he wanted to reach for her, wanted to grab her wrist and stop her, wanted to press his forehead against hers and just fucking breathe. But he didn’t. He couldn’t. Instead, he forced it all down—the need, the ache, the quiet, desperate part of him that wanted to beg her not to go. He swallowed back everything he wanted to say, forced his voice to stay even.
"Don’t take too long," he murmured. "Breakfast’ll get cold."
She swallowed, nodded once, then turned around before she fucking broke.
She slammed the door behind her and braced her hands against the sink, chest rising and falling too fast. Her reflection in the mirror was a fucking mess—hair wild, lips swollen, eyes wide and wrecked.
She turned on the shower, gripping the edges of the sink so tight her knuckles ached.
What the fuck am I doing?
Her body still throbbed with him. Her skin smelled like him. Every fucking inch of her was still his.
And worst of all?
She didn’t want to wash him off.
***
By the time she came back, she was dressed, now wearing something more comfortable, yet effortlessly sexy. A black, cropped, waist-length sweater, slightly oversized, with high-waisted, black pleated maxi skirt, slit high on one side, revealing black fishnet stockings underneath—grunge, rebellious, so effortlessly her.
Her face was bare, no makeup—because she didn't wear it on a daily basis. Her skin, glowing from her skincare routine, moisturized, looked soft, natural. Even with the faint dark circles beneath her eyes, she radiated the effortless beauty of someone who didn’t need perfection to be mesmerizing. And Zayn? He was struck by it. By how real she looked, how good she looked—bare, unfiltered, just her. It hit him in a way he didn’t expect, like he was seeing her for the first time, like she was something rare and fleeting he wanted to hold on to but couldn’t.
"You're staring."
Zayn blinked, but didn’t look away. "Yeah. I am."
She smirked and walked over to the bed, placing the neatly folded Nirvana shirt there with careful, deliberate movements. She knew he was watching her, could feel his gaze pressing into her back, heavy, unreadable.
She pretended it didn’t feel like leaving behind something she wanted to take with her.
Zayn didn’t say a word. Didn’t look at it. But she knew he saw it.
She seemed calmer now, like the water had quieted the conflagration inside her, like she had found enough steadiness to get through this moment. But he wasn’t fooled. He saw the way her fingers lingered just a second too long on the fabric, the way her chest rose with a deep, centering breath before she turned away.
She forced herself to act normal, keep her face neutral, her breath even.
She hopped onto the kitchen counter, settling just next to him. Zayn sat on a barstool, only inches away, close enough that her knee nearly brushed his arm. Towering over him now, she watched as he slid a plate toward her, his eyes never leaving her face.
She picked it up, grabbed a fork, and took a bite.
She hopped onto the kitchen counter, settling just next to him. Zayn sat on a barstool, only inches away, close enough that her knee nearly brushed his arm. Towering over him now, she watched as he slid a plate toward her, his eyes never leaving her face.
She picked it up, grabbed a fork, eyeing the full English breakfast in front of her, before arching a brow. "How British of you."
Zayn smirked, sliding his own plate in front of him. "Thought you deserve the full experience."
She scoffed but finally took a bite—
And fuck.
She hated it.
She hated how fucking delicious it was. How the fuck could something so simple—just fried eggs and bacon—taste this fucking good? It made no sense. Her eyes fluttered shut for a second too long, the flavors melting on her tongue, a slow roll of warmth spreading through her. She almost fucking moaned.
She hated how domestic this felt. How fucking right it felt. Like this was a thing they did. Like this was a thing they could do. Like she could sit on his counter every morning, eating the breakfast he made, teasing him while he looked at her like that—like he wanted to eat her. With hunger that could never be satisfied. Like she was something he would never get enough of no matter how many times he had her.
She chewed, swallowed, then muttered under her breath, "Boże, daj mi siłę, bo kurwa oszaleję," looking up at the ceiling, praying for strength, for control, for anything to keep her from losing her mind.
Zayn’s brows lifted as he set his fork down, fingers drumming lazily against the counter. His gaze sharpened, intrigued. "What was that?"
She exhaled through her nose, stabbing another piece of bacon like it personally offended her. "I said, ‘God give me strength, how the fuck is this man good at everything?’ It’s unfair." She pouted slightly, but there was real frustration simmering beneath it.
His smirk deepened, dark amusement flickering in his eyes. "Everything?" He tilted his head, slow, deliberate, like he was savoring the words. "You flatter me. Tell me more… What am I so exceptional at?"
She rolled her eyes but played along. "Singing, of course."
"Of course," he echoed, voice smooth as sin, like he already knew that. "Anything else?"
His hand slid onto her exposed thigh, his fingers pressing into the fishnet stockings that had been driving him insane since the moment she walked out of the bathroom—those damn tights wrapping around her legs like an invitation. He didn’t move, just let it rest there, heavy, warm, possessive.
Her breath stilled. Just a simple touch and she already forgot everything—hunger clouding her mind, and not for food. She met his gaze, locking onto his, holding, daring, hypnotized but also challenging.
Her breath stilled. A simple touch, and she was gone. Her mind wiped blank, hunger replacing logic. Never ending hunger for him. It was maddening, how easily he could unravel her with just a simple touch. She locked eyes with him, her pupils blown wide, lips parting slightly. She was hypnotized by those golden eyes. But she didn’t waver, challenging him, pushing back, daring him to break first.
He licked his lips at the look she gave him, something shifting in his eyes, something darker, something primal. He was studying her, waiting for her to crack, waiting for her to make the first move. But she didn’t. She sat there, thighs slightly parted beneath his touch, a slow smirk curling on her lips. A dangerous fucking game they were playing, and neither of them planned to lose.
“Writing.” she said low, voice smooth, controlled—but her body betrayed her, leaning into his touch just slightly, as if drawn by a force she refused to acknowledge.
His hand moved slightly up, his fingers skimming over the lace edge of her stockings, tracing a path like he was mapping out exactly where he wanted to take her. A low hum rumbled in his throat, dark and approving. "Go on."
"Drawing."
His fingers inched higher, slow, devastating, heat of his palm seeped through her skin, burning. Like he had all the time in the world. Like he was testing her, pushing her, seeing how far she’d let him go before she snapped.
"Fashion." She pushed further, teasing him right back, her voice steady even as her pulse pounded. As if she wasn’t already falling apart from the inside out. Shaking with want, barely controlling herself.
He smirked, eyes gleaming. "What else comes to your mind?"
His hand was now between her legs, only a few inches away from where she needed him. But still close enough to steal her breath, to ignite something deep in her belly, to make her body scream for more. His touch was electric, searing, an unspoken promise that he could unravel her with just this—just barely touching her. He moved slowly—deliberately—his fingers tracing the bare skin beneath her knickers, featherlight but devastating.
Her whole body betrayed her. A sharp inhale, thighs parting slightly, an instinctual surrender she wasn’t even aware she was giving. Her pulse pounded, skin burning under his fingertips, her restraint slipping through her fingers like sand.
"Fuck" she gasped, voice breathy.
Zayn’s smirk turned into something darker, something wrecking. His grip on her thigh flexed, fingertips pressing deeper, grounding himself. He was already half-hard, turned on by nothing more than this—the way she responded to him without meaning to, without wanting to. His breathing shallowed, jaw clenching, self-control slipping at the sight of her coming undone right in front of him.
"Exactly."
Their eyes stayed locked, neither backing down, neither blinking, like they were already fucking each other with just this look. The air between them was thick, electric, their breathing unsteady, heavy. Every glance, every shift of their bodies was a silent dare—who would break first? Their favorite game, this relentless cat and mouse, so natural to them it felt like instinct, like breathing. But fuck, they were so close to snapping.
Then her foot moved, slow, intentional, pressing against his thigh, dragging just enough to make his muscles tense beneath her. And then, like she had all the time in the world, she stretched—parting her legs just enough.
His eyes followed the movement, and then he saw.
No underwear. Just her bare, perfect cunt.
Zayn’s breath hitched. His eyes snapped up to hers, wild, dark, burning with something almost dangerous. And fuck, she loved it. Loved the way his jaw clenched so hard it ached, how his fingers tightened like he was this close to dragging her closer, to ruining her right there. The sight of her, so open, so unapologetic, made something inside him fucking boil. Heat licked down his spine, his fingers digging harder into her thigh, marking, owning. 
Her smirk was slow, wicked, dripping with challenge. Your move, Malik.
It was an invitation. A taunt. A declaration that she wasn’t backing down first. That she never would. 
And fuck, he was already hard.
His fingers flexed, slipping higher, the heat of his palm searing into her skin. He didn’t touch where she needed him most, just hovered, tormenting, his knuckles barely brushing against her tights, close enough to feel the heat radiating from her but not nearly enough to satisfy either of them.
The air was electric, wired so tight it was bound to snap. Every look, every movement was a challenge, an unspoken dare. They were both burning, both refusing to give in. The tension wasn’t just thick—it was suffocating, pressing in on them, daring one of them to snap first.
Her bare foot pressed against his thigh, dragging upward ever so slightly, an invitation, a warning. Zayn’s grip on the counter flexed, knuckles tightening, but he made no move to stop her. Instead, he smirked, dark and lazy, lifting his coffee cup to his lips like he wasn’t already rock hard from nothing more than her teasing.
"You got work today?" His voice was smooth, casual as fuck, like this was just another morning, like his hand wasn’t resting right between her thighs. Like he wasn’t dying to see her snap first. It was his tactic—distraction, make her think about something meaningless, throw her off her game, get her to slip.
She saw right through his shitty attempts. She smirked, picked up her fork, and took another slow bite of food, chewing with exaggerated patience, like his hand between her legs wasn’t driving her crazy. Like she wasn’t aching for him to move it. Soaked.
"Not today. Tomorrow." Her voice was smooth, almost bored, a direct challenge to his control. "And you have a concert tonight?"
Her foot had shifted, dragging even higher, pressing dangerously close to his cock. Zayn swallowed thickly. Fuck. His fingers twitched on the counter. He sipped his coffee, forcing himself to play it cool. "Yeah."
"Busy man." She hummed, stabbing at her eggs like the unbothered queen she was. Like her pulse wasn’t hammering, like she wasn’t soaked from just this ridiculous game.
His fingers flexed, skimming the inside of her thigh, higher, slow, teasing. "Mhm. Some of us have shit to do."
"Oh, don’t let me stop you," she said sweetly, biting on a piece of perfectly made toast, eyes locked onto his. Daring him.
His smirk turned deadly. "Oh, babe. You’re not stopping me. You’re merely a distraction."
His fingers inched higher, grazing over her soaked entrance, the barest touch, but enough to make her body jolt, enough to make her grip her fork a little tighter. She refused to react. She couldn’t. She kept chewing, kept pretending she wasn’t losing her mind.
His jaw ticked, his cock throbbing against his jeans. She was soaking for him, and yet here she was, sitting on his counter acting like she wasn’t affected at all, like she could handle this. Like she was in control. Not for long. He was going to make her lose it.
"I never asked—where do you live?" His voice was too casual, too smooth, like he was just making conversation. But his fingers said otherwise, still teasing, still pressing into the heat between her thighs like he had all the time in the world. "Might need to know for later. You know, when I have some free time."
She exhaled slowly, steadying herself, pretending his words didn’t send a jolt of heat straight through her spine. "Poland."
His lips parted slightly, then pressed together like he was actually considering it. Like he was already picturing it—showing up at her house just to fuck her one (or ten) more times. 
Then, with that lazy smirk, one that barely masked his intent: "So that’s where they make girls like you."
She rolled her eyes, but her stomach flipped. "I’m the only one."
Because fuck—she saw it in his eyes and now she was thinking about it too. About him showing up at her door, dark and uninvited, grabbing her, bending her over the first surface he could find, reminding her exactly what she’d left behind. Fuck. It made her pussy clench around nothing.
Zayn licked his lips, slow and deliberate, his fingers tracing maddening circles just next to where she needed him most. His gaze dragged over her face, her parted lips, the rise and fall of her chest—taking his time, drinking her in like he was already imagining her underneath him again.
"No fucking doubt," he murmured, voice thick, dripping with something dangerous.
Her foot dragged up his thigh, pressing against the outline of his cock like she knew every filthy thought that passed his mind. He took a slow sip of coffee like it wasn’t taking everything in him not to snap.
Their eyes clashed, sharp, searing, locked in a war neither of them wanted to win, because winning meant ending this, and fuck no, neither of them wanted that. They were already too far gone.
Zayn’s fingers flexed, barely grazing the heat of her, just enough for her breath to stutter. His smirk was slow, lethal. His eyes flicked down to her parted lips and then back to her eyes.
"You are the only one. You know that, don’t you? This perfect, filthy little cunt—" his fingers teased, just barely pressing where she needed him, "—fuck, it was made just for me. So fucking tight. So hot. Dripping. I love how fucking ready you always are for me, how responsive. And I haven’t even started yet." he whispered, his voice a challenge, a fucking promise.
His thumb skimmed over her clit, featherlight, barely there, but she felt it like a shock to her system. Her thighs trembled involuntarily, a sharp inhale shuddering through her. His smirk deepened as he felt her body’s betrayal, which only proved his point. But he wasn’t done.
"Bet I could make you come just like this. Right here. Right now. No one else could handle this cunt like I can." His voice pure sin, rough, filthy, breath warm against her neck. "I should eat your pussy for breakfast. Spread you open and make a fucking mess of you. Bet you’d let me. Bet you’d fucking beg for it." His fingers moved again, a deliberate tease. 
A sharp inhale shuddered through her, her pussy clenching around nothing, aching for more, her fingers gripping the counter like it could keep her grounded. She was so close to moaning, to snapping, but she refused to let him see her crack first. Not yet. Instead, she exhaled through her nose, picked up her fork, and took another bite of food like he wasn’t unraveling her from the inside out.
His eyes darkened, pleased, fucking wrecked at the sight of her pretending she wasn’t about to come undone.
His eyes darkened, flickering with something sharper. He was pissed she was pretending his words weren’t making her soak the countertop, pretending she wasn’t seconds away from moaning his name, pretending she had any fucking control here. His jaw clenched, his fingers flexing against her thigh.
She wanted to play? Fine. But he was about to make her break.
But then. Her foot dragged up his thigh, pressing against the outline of his cock, and his breath stuttered. His grip on the mug tightened, so hard his knuckles whitened. He took a slow sip of coffee, forcing himself to act unaffected, like it wasn’t taking every ounce of self-control not to snap—not to shove the plate aside, spread her open, and take what was his.
But she knew. She fucking knew.
His jaw ticked as he swallowed, eyes burning into hers, watching as she deliberately picked up her fork to her mouth, dragging the moment out, eating her breakfast like she wasn’t soaking for him, like she wasn’t begging without words.
She smirked, leaning in just slightly. "Something wrong, Malik?"

His fingers pressed just a little harder, sinking into her heat, teasing the edge of her entrance, and she nearly dropped her fork. She gripped it so hard, her knuckles turned white. Her breathing unsteady. She nearly moaned, nearly snapped, but fuck, she wouldn’t give him that. Not yet. So she swallowed it down, forcing herself to chew, to keep playing her part like she wasn’t falling apart from the inside out.
“Not at all.” His voice was low, full of dark amusement. "You were saying?"
She blinked, inhaling sharply like she was trying to reset herself. "Saying?" she echoed, but there was a slight hitch in her voice now, the tiniest crack. A slip. And he fucking caught it.
His smirk deepened. "Yeah, baby. You had something to say, didn’t you? Or are you too busy trying not to moan?"
Her jaw clenched, her pulse hammering. She refused to give him the satisfaction.
Her foot dragged up his thigh, pressing harder, right against the thick, aching length of his cock, rubbing slow, deliberate. Testing. Pushing. Zayn’s hand snapped up, gripping her thigh hard, his fingers digging in, possessive, bruising. A warning. A threat. 
"Careful, baby," he rasped. "You're playing a dangerous fucking game.”
She leaned in, her lips barely brushing his as she spoke, the ghost of a kiss that made his blood boil. "Then fucking play."
He snapped.
A split-second decision, an unstoppable force, a collision course they were both too far gone to avoid.
His stool scraped against the floor as he stood abruptly, the sharp screech slicing through the tension before his hands were on her. He stepped between her legs, spreading her wider, caging her in, making damn sure she had nowhere to run. His breath was heavy, uneven, his body thrumming with need, with frustration, with something dangerously close to obsession.
She gasped, half a challenge, half a surrender, but there was no room for protest—he pushed his fingers inside her in one smooth, merciless motion, stretching her open.  Filling her. The obscene sound of it, slick and wet, sent a jolt of pleasure straight to his spine. His fingers curled inside her, slow at first—a cruel, taunting drag against that spot that made her whimper, made her thighs twitch around him.
A choked moan caught in her throat, her body jerking at the sudden intrusion, the burn of too much, too soon, exactly how she fucking needed it. Her nails sank into his shoulders, sharp enough to sting, but he barely flinched—too focused, too consumed.
His other hand gripped her thigh, pushing the slit of her dress aside, exposing more of her, dragging his palm up her skin like he had every right to own every inch of her, like she existed purely to be handled by him, reshaped under his touch. 
His forehead pressed against hers, breath ragged, eyes dark, pupils blown wide. His breath ghosted over her lips, close enough to taste, but he didn’t kiss her. Not yet.
The slow, punishing roll of his fingers sent shockwaves through her, deep and deliberate, dragging against that spot inside her like he wanted to wreck her completely.
She shuddered, her back arching into him, her hips rolling in time with his movements, chasing more, needing more, but never willing to give him the satisfaction of asking for it. Her body was betraying her, tightening, pulsing around his fingers, slick and desperate, but she would not fucking break first.
“That’s what I fucking thought,” he growled, voice thick with triumph, with something darker—a need to mark, to claim, to leave her so wrecked she couldn’t even think about touching another man. His grip flexed, fingers curling deep, a silent reminder that she was here, now, under him, coming undone for him alone.
Her breath hitched, but she didn’t give him the satisfaction of breaking. Not yet. She thrived in this—the game, the unbearable push and pull, the way they both needed to win but refused to lose.
Her nails dragged down his back, slow, taunting. Her hips rocked forward, grinding against his hand, swallowing down the sharp gasp that wanted to escape.
She was dripping for him.
Needing.
His smirk deepened, fingers curling inside her with cruel precision, pressing deep, teasing her to the edge. Her body betrayed her, tightening around him, her cunt pulsing involuntarily, soaking his fingers, but fuck—she would not beg. Would not give him that.
Her breath hitched, her thighs trembling around his hips, but now was her time to move. Now was her time to make him lose it first.
She leaned in slightly, her lips brushed against his, teasing, just barely touching. Her breath hot against his mouth, whispering sinful thoughts across his skin. His eyes flickered between hers and her parted lips, heavy with hunger, nearly black. He was starving for her. Jaw clenched, breath sharp, every muscle in his body coiled tight—desperate. His tongue flicked out, wetting his lips as if he could already taste her, as if closing the space between them would be the only thing that could save him.
“You look like you’re about to lose your mind, Malik.”
But she—she was fucking smirking. Like she wasn’t seconds from breaking, like she wasn’t trembling under his touch, her body betraying her with every involuntary shudder. Like she wasn’t drowning in him, her entire body slick with need, skin burning where he touched her, the weight of his fingers inside her making her pulse erratic. Like she wasn’t unraveling, fraying at the seams, coming apart on his hand, right fucking there on his fingers.
His jaw clenched, his fingers flexing inside her, pushing harder, deeper, fucking into her with ruthless precision. The wet, obscene sounds of her dripping onto his fingers filled the space between them, echoing through the tension-thick air. His pace quickened, his knuckles pressing tight against her slick heat, stretching her, wrecking her. He felt the way she clenched around him, how her thighs trembled, her breath caught on a silent plea she refused to voice. She was fighting it, biting it back, refusing to give him what he wanted—but her body gave her away.
And then—she let it slip.
A single, sharp moan, unfiltered and raw, ripping from her throat before she could stop it. A sound so fucking desperate it made his cock ache, his grip on her tightening like a vice. Her eyes widened, realization flickering across her face, but it was too late. He fucking had her.
She was trembling, her nails clawing at his back, her thighs tightening around his hips. His hand slid up to her jaw, fingers tightening just enough to make her pulse hammer beneath his grip, forcing her to meet his gaze. They both were breathing heavily, their hot breaths brushing against their skin. They were so close.
The tension stretched tighter, thicker than the air between them. Intoxicating. He felt the way her body trembled, how her hips still chased his hand despite the smirk curling at her lips. He was still fucking her, his fingers plunging deeper, stretching her wide. His fingers curled, pressing against that devastating spot over and over. Hard. He could feel it—the tension in her thighs, the way her breath stuttered, the way she swallowed back every moan like it was a war she refused to lose. 
His lips barely grazed hers, a fleeting, torturous touch—but so fucking electric. His breath mixed with hers, the taste of need and control battling for dominance. His tongue flicked out, tracing the curve of her bottom lip, slow, teasing, almost lazy—until she gasped. Until she parted her lips just enough that he could have devoured her, claimed her, ruined her again. And fuck, he wanted to.
He was going to fucking ruin her again.
A sharp knock at the door.
They both froze.
Their chests rose and fell in sync, bodies still locked together, his fingers still buried inside her, her nails still gripping him like she’d rather die than let go.
The knock came again.
Louder.
And just like that—the spell shattered.
His fingers twitched inside her, his lips ghosting over hers, his breathing unsteady.
She swallowed, barely finding her voice, but fuck, she needed to get the last word.
She licked her lips, her smirk lazy, taunting. "Go open the fucking door, Malik."
His jaw ticked, his fingers slipping out of her agonizingly slow. He exhaled sharply, nostrils flaring, his cock aching, fucking throbbing as he took a step back. He hated leaving her like this—panting, smug, fucking dripping for him. She was smirking. Smug. Wrecked. Flushed. Knowing damn well she had won this round by making him snap and finally give her what she wanted.
But before he moved for the door—before he gave her even an inch of distance—he lifted his hand.
Eyes locked on hers, dark and fucking feral, he slid his fingers between his lips, licking them clean, slow, deliberate.
He sucked every last taste of her off his fingers, tongue flicking against them like he wanted her to feel it. He moaned, low and filthy, because fuck—she tasted so fucking good. Like the best meal he’d ever had, like something he could live off, starve for, crave endlessly.
Her breath hitched.
She stared at him, hypnotized, so fucking turned on it hurt. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, heat coiling deep in her stomach, lips parted, breath shaky, watching him with hunger that could burn down the fucking world.
She wanted him. Again. Right fucking now.
Her body betrayed her—pulsing, throbbing, desperate. Her nails dug into the countertop, her breathing sharp, her chest rising and falling with every ragged inhale.
His smirk was lethal.
"This isn’t fucking over," he murmured, his voice a slow, dark promise, still licking the taste of her from his lips.
Then, with every ounce of control he had left, he stormed toward the door, yanking it open just enough to tell whoever the fuck was on the other side to fuck off—
But before he could—
Taryn fucking stormed in.
"Are you fucking kidding me, Malik?" She breezed past him like she owned the place, balancing a cardboard coffee tray in one hand, her phone in the other, oversized sunglasses pushed up into her messy bun.
Zayn blinked, still standing by the open door, completely fucking floored. Afterglow of their sick little game had officially turned into a crime scene under Taryn’s fucking investigation.
This was hell. Actual, living hell.
"One call. One fucking call, that’s all I needed, and you ignore me?" Taryn turned, eyes narrowing, voice dripping in mock betrayal. "Unbelievable. After everything we’ve been through."
Zayn exhaled through his nose, closing the door with a slow, deliberate click, already knowing that he was not getting rid of her now.  Not when she had walked into this—the wreckage of him and her, the room still thick with what had just happened. 
His jaw ticked. He had never, in his entire fucking life, wanted to throw someone out a window more. Every cell in his body saying: GET. OUT. 
His brain was short-circuiting. His dick was still throbbing, his entire body screaming at him to fix this, to get her back where they were seconds ago.
But now? With Taryn here? He wasn’t getting any release.
Not now. Not anytime fucking soon.
Deep inhale… slow exhale… do not combust.
On the outside, he was the picture of forced calm, hands flexing at his sides, jaw locked tight, eyes hooded with the kind of exhaustion only sheer suffering could bring. But inside? Inside, his body was in fucking agony.
His gaze flickered to her for one second. She was sitting still, unbothered, but he saw it—blown pupils, dewy skin, thighs pressed tight. She held his gaze, lazy smirk curling at the edges of her lips, playing it so fucking cool.
And the worst part? He couldn’t wipe that smirk off her face, cause Taryn wasn’t leaving.
She had that look—the one that meant she was settling in, ready to observe, to poke, to stir shit up. And fuck, she was too good at it.
"Good morning to you too, T." he says through gritted teeth.
"Fuck you." She shoved one of the coffees into his chest. "I brought you caffeine, you ungrateful little shit."
She pointed a perfectly manicured finger at him, ready to say something else, but then—she paused, nostrils flaring ever so slightly, head tilting in exaggerated suspicion. Her lips parted, slow and deliberate, like she was drawing out the inevitable conclusion, before she finally sniffed—once, twice—her eyes narrowing with a mix of amusement and wicked curiosity.
"Why does it smell like sex in here?"
And then—
Taryn saw her.
They both went completely still.
She didn’t move, didn’t react, just lifted a cup of tea to her lips, taking a slow sip, looking completely unbothered.
But fuck, she was still catching her breath. Still clutching the counter like she needed the support, her thighs pressed together, the slickness between them a constant reminder of how close she had been to falling apart under Zayn’s hands. She was still horny, her body buzzing, skin flushed, looking every bit like the definition of "just got ruined."
Taryn’s eyes raked over her, taking her in. The dark outfit, the sleek, all-black aesthetic making her presence even more striking against the golden light pouring into the room. But actually she was the one glowing with this undeniable glow of someone who had just been thoroughly fucked—or almost.
Taryn looked around.
The hotel room looked like a war zone—a bed barely holding itself together, sheets tangled and wrecked, discarded clothes thrown haphazardly across the floor. The air was still thick with heat, with sweat, with the undeniable scent of what had just transpired. It wasn’t just sex—it was ruin.
And then—
Taryn smirked.
"Well, well, well."
She just raised an eyebrow. "Morning."
They both stared at each other. Challenging. 
Taryn stared at her, assessing. Sizing her up. This smug smirk. A tilt of the head. 
Zayn, still standing next to the door could only watch in mute fucking horror. Oh, here we fucking go.
Their eyes locked on one another, sizing each other up, testing, like two lone wolves—  neither willing to blink first, neither willing to give ground, both recognizing the sharp edges in the other and respecting it instantly. She smirked, tilting her head slightly, unbothered, effortlessly cool. Taryn mirrored it, lips curving in wicked amusement.
And then—
It clicked.
Taryn let out a sharp gasp, hand flying over her heart like she’d just made the realization of a lifetime.
"Ohhhh, no fucking way. It’s you."
She took another sip. "Way."
Taryn clapped her hands together, looking fucking delighted. "Holy shit. This is iconic."
Zayn groaned, rubbing a hand over his face, already knowing he was fucked. "Fucking hell."
Taryn plucked the last coffee from the tray and slid it across the counter toward her.
She caught it effortlessly. "You had three. What, are you a fucking seer?"
Taryn scoffed, nudging her with an elbow. "Bitch, I saw you yesterday at the back of the venue. You don’t need superpowers to predict this—" she gestured between them, "—was going to happen when Malik was literally drooling after you on the sidewalk."
Zayn threw his head back, groaning. "Fucking kill me already."
She grinned, pleased, so fucking smug. She loved knowing she had this effect on him. She exhaled through her nose, watching him suffer. "Well, I did try to seduce him in a dark alley. That seems like his thing."
Taryn gasped, clutching her chest. "Maybe it is if it worked so well."
Zayn muttered, "Un-fucking-believable.", rubbing a hand down his face as he watched them, his own personal hell unfolding in real-time.
He knew she was quick, sharp, never missing a beat, but watching her and Taryn fall into an effortless rhythm? Bantering like they’d been in sync for years? That was fucking terrifying.
Taryn smirked, raising her coffee cup like she was making a toast. "To Malik and his dark fetishes. And to us. Clearly, we were meant to be."
She clinked her cup against Taryn’s without hesitation. "A bond forged in mutual suffering. Beautiful."
Taryn sighed dramatically, placing a hand over her chest. "Honestly, your story is tragic. He’s like a broken toy—infuriating, dysfunctional, yet somehow, you can’t stop playing with him."
She hummed, nodding along. "Yeah, I’d return him, but there’s no receipt, and now I’m stuck with the consequences."
But then she paused.
Something about the way she said ‘consequences’ made her stop. Made her look again.
Her gaze flickered between them, her smirk slipping just slightly.
And then—
Taryn saw it.
The way Zayn was looking at her. Not just like he had fucked her—like he was still fucking her in his mind, like he was daring her to look back, to acknowledge what they both fucking knew. His eyes were dark, hungry, tracking her every breath like a predator waiting for her to slip, to fall, to give in.
The way she refused to meet his gaze. How her fingers clenched just a little too tight around her coffee cup, how her posture was too carefully controlled. She was still wired, still feeling him, still wrecked from what had happened between them. She was trying so fucking hard to seem unaffected when her entire existence had just been ruined by him.
The way this wasn’t just sex, wasn’t just some random hookup.
It was war.
Taryn exhaled slowly, stirring her coffee like she hadn’t just uncovered the most delicious piece of drama in existence.
Her lips pursed around the rim of her cup, eyes narrowing slightly. "So..."
She let out a soft laugh, shaking her head, voice smooth but just a little hoarse. "Don’t."
Zayn’s jaw ticked, his fingers drumming against the countertop, still silent, still burning.
Taryn took a slow, exaggerated sip, dragging out the moment, her grin wicked, satisfied, fucking delighted.
Then, finally, she glanced at Zayn, then back at her, her smile stretching even wider. "You both are so fucked."
***
She checked the time on her phone.
Her stomach knotted.
Her fingers twitched against her coffee cup.
She couldn’t delay this anymore. It was time.
The air shifted, something unspoken pressing down on the room, wrapping around them like a noose. The warmth of their banter with Taryn still lingered, but underneath it was this. The inevitable. The part neither of them wanted to face.
She stood, grabbing her bag and jacket. "I should go."
Zayn’s body tensed. Just for a second. A quick flicker of something across his face—gone as fast as it appeared. But she felt it. The shift. The weight of it settling between them, crushing, suffocating.
"My driver will take you to the airport," he said, voice even, but his fingers twitched at his sides.
Taryn’s gaze flickered between them, eyebrows raised, her smirk saying everything. She saw it. Every bit of it. And then—she grinned.
"It was truly a pleasure, babe," Taryn mused, her smirk widening as she sipped her coffee like she knew something they didn’t. Taryn glanced at her, tilting her head. "See ya around."
She just nodded.
Taryn gave one last, knowing smirk before stepping back, giving them space.
She walked to the door. Zayn followed.
Neither of them said anything. The silence pulsed, thick, charged, screaming with everything they weren’t saying.
And when she turned to say something—
He kissed her.
It was sudden, violent in its hunger, devastating in its depth—like a supernova burning itself out, collapsing under the weight of everything they weren’t saying, everything they were too terrified to admit. It was like a force greater than them both finally snapping the tension that had been strangling them. One second, she was about to speak, the next, their lips crashed together and the world vanished.
The moment their mouths met, the tame broke. The flood of emotions rushed in with breathtaking force. The air between them collapsed. Drowning them.
They felt it all at once. Heat. Desperation. Hunger.
There was no thinking, no hesitation—just hands gripping, pulling, taking, mouths devouring, teeth scraping, tongues tangling, breaths shattering into each other.
His hands were on her in an instant, gripping her waist, fingers bruising into her skin, dragging her closer, like he could keep her from slipping away. Like he wanted to imprint the feeling of her body against his into his bones. She gasped against his lips, and fuck, that sound—raw and desperate, it shattered something in him, sent a bolt of pure need shooting down his spine. He devoured it, deepened the kiss, let himself fall, let himself burn,because there was no other choice.
She fisted his shirt, knuckles white, nails biting into him like he was her anchor, like she needed something to hold onto while everything else was crashing down around them. Her body pressed into him, chasing more, chasing all of him, because she needed him like oxygen, like fire, like pain.
And fuck, it was still not enough.
No amount of kissing, no amount of fucking, no amount of breathing the same air, no amount of consuming each other could ever be enough for them.
But he still pulled her closer—
His hands tightened around her waist, possessive, desperate, unwilling to let go.
He groaned into her mouth, deep and wrecked, like he was already feeling the loss, already fighting it, already breaking apart from it
Because this kiss wasn’t just a kiss—it was a goodbye, a prayer, a plea.
And for a second—just one fucking second—
He almost asked.
She almost stayed.
But then—
She pulled back.
Her lips parted, like she wanted to say something.
But she didn’t.
They were still so close, breathing heavy, lips just shy of touching again, neither moving, nor willing to be the first to step away. They just stood there, drowning in it, in each other, in this thing neither of them had a name for, but felt too deeply to deny.
The air between them crackled, tension still sizzling under their skin, unrelenting.
His eyes burned into hers, wrecked, desperate, hungry. Her pulse pounded in her throat, her fingers still curled in his shirt, like she couldn’t quite bring herself to let go.
Zayn lifted a hand, his thumb brushing over her swollen lips, his breathing uneven, his gaze flickering between her mouth and her eyes, searching, staring into her fucking soul.
His voice came out wrecked, low, almost hoarse. "You're the worst fucking thing that happened to me. I almost wish I hadn't met you."
Her breath stuttered, her chest tightening like he had just punched the air out of her.
Her fingers curled into fists at her sides, determined. She needed to move, to step back, to put any distance between them or she would never be able to leave. But when she did, it felt like she was ripping herself apart.
Her voice came out smooth, but there was something raw at the edges, something breaking beneath it.
"You’re the worst and the best thing that ever happened to me."
And fuck, she meant it.
She tilted her head, pretending it doesn’t sink straight into her fucking bones. "You’re the worst and the best thing that ever happened to me."
Zayn exhaled, a slow, tired chuckle slipping past his lips, but there was no amusement in it. Just exhaustion, just disbelief at the insanity of this whole fucking situation. 
At the fact that she was standing there, still holding him in the palm of her hand, still owning him, and there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about it. His eyes stayed locked on hers, dark and unreadable, like he was searching for something—anything—to hold onto before she was gone.
His voice dropped lower, rougher. "You ruined me. I hope you’re pleased with yourself."
She tilted her head, a lazy smirk curling at her lips like she wasn’t fucking wreckage herself, like she wasn’t barely holding herself together. Like her heart wasn’t hammering, her throat wasn’t tight, like she wasn’t seconds away from shattering under the weight of what she refused to think.
But her voice? Smooth. Effortless. A perfect fucking lie.
"Ecstatic, actually."
And yet, she could feel it—the ache clawing at her ribs, the way her own words rang hollow even as she forced them out. She was ruined, even more than him, and the worst part?
He knew it.
Silence..
A pause too long.
And then—
Zayn exhaled sharply through his nose, laughing but not really. Then, voice low, something unreadable behind his eyes— "You’re like fucking Vader."
She blinked, brows lifting. "That one from Star Wars?"
He scoffed. "No, the one from fucking The Notebook. Yes, that Star Wars."
She hummed, considering. "Trust Malik to throw the nerdiest insult possible as a goodbye." She cocked an eyebrow, crossing her arms. "And what does that make you in this destruction?"
Zayn flicked the cigarette between his fingers, exhaling slowly, gaze flicking back to hers, caught off guard for just a second, like he wasn’t expecting that question. But somehow the only right answer seemed to be—
"Padmé, I guess."
She blinked. "Oh, Padmé? Right, totally. Love her. Iconic."
Zayn groaned, dragging a hand down his face. "By the Force, I can't fucking do this."
"Oh don’t pout, Malik," she teased, tilting her head "Explain what you meant."
"You don’t just fight—you consume. You think you’re winning, you think you’re in control, but in the end?" His jaw clenched slightly, voice dropping lower. "You spend everything, risk everything, just to have me. And it works."
His gaze burned into hers, sharp, unrelenting. "But that’s not enough, is it? Because the moment you have me, the moment you finally get everything you wanted—you destroy me. Destroy it. And in the process?"
His voice dipped even lower, the space between them tightening like a vice. "You burn with it too. You think you walk away untouched, but you don’t. You don’t fucking survive it either."
"Tell me, Vader—was that your plan all along?"
She blinked, lips parting, fingers gripping the strap of her bag just a little too tightly. It hit her—hard. His words, his meaning, the weight of it settling somewhere deep, like she had already thought about it, but buried it like everything else. For a second, she felt it crack through her, but couldn’t let it.
So she did what she always did. Deflected. Built the walls back up.
She shattered the moment. Dropped the bomb.
She tilted her head, smirking. "I wouldn’t know. I never watched it."
Zayn fucking froze.
His mouth opened slightly, staring at her like she just confessed to a federal crime. "Excuse me?"
She smirked, enjoying this far too much. "Never really cared for space wizards."
"Are you—are you fucking kidding me?" Zayn pushed off the doorframe, genuinely outraged now. "You just let me stand here, monologuing like a dumbass, thinking you understood the weight of this metaphor—"
"I understood just fine," she cut in, shrugging.
Zayn blinked at her. Stared. Then exhaled a sharp laugh, shaking his head like he could not fucking believe her. His tongue swiped over his bottom lip, like he was thinking, like he was calculating something.
He stepped forward, just enough to close some of the space between them. "Alright. Then you’re watching it with me."
She paused.
For the first time in this whole conversation, she actually faltered.
Because it sounded like a joke. It should be a joke.
But fuck—it didn’t feel like one.
She scoffed, folding her arms tighter. "Oh, am I?"
Zayn nodded, exhaling like it was already decided. "Yeah. I won’t let you live in ignorance."
She rolled her eyes, playing unimpressed, but there was something else behind it, something neither of them wanted to acknowledge.
Because it was just a joke.
Because they both knew she was leaving.
Because there was no fucking way this happens.
Right?
Right?
She sighed dramatically, pretending to consider. "I don’t know. You’re not really selling it. And you already spoiled the ending."
"You don’t get a choice."
She clicked her tongue, stepping back toward the elevator and he followed. 
She pressed the button.
The doors slid open.
But she hesitated. Just for a second before stepping inside and finally turning to face him.
Her fingers flexed on the strap of her bag, her throat tight, her breath uneven for a fraction of a second before she forced it back under control. 
Their eyes locked again. 
And as always it felt like a first time.
"Hope it’s worth the hype." she teased.
His voice low. "Oh, it is."
They just stood there, staring at each other.
And right before the doors closed, she smirked.
"Try not to miss me too much, Malik."
Zayn watched her disappear.
Let out a slow breath.
Shook his head.
And smirked right back—because fuck it, this wasn’t the end of this game.
"No fucking promises."
**
He exhaled sharply, turning back into the room, pushing the door shut behind him with more force than necessary. The thud echoed, cutting through the silence like a knife.
His fingers reached into his pocket. He needed a cigarette. Now.
He paced toward the nightstand, hand searching for his lighter—
He paused.
It was missing.
A breathless, humorless laugh slipped past his lips. Of course.
Taryn watched from the couch, one leg crossed over the other, coffee cup balanced in her hand, utterly unimpressed. "Trouble in paradise?"
Zayn ignored her, dropping the cigarette onto the nightstand. He dragged a hand through his hair, shaking off the frustration, walking toward the bed.
And then—
He saw it.
Her Nirvana shirt. Neatly folded.
Like she wanted to leave it behind.
Like she didn’t want to take any piece of him with her.
His jaw clenched, fingers hovering over the fabric like it might burn him. And then his gaze flicked just to the side—
Her fucking knickers.
He swallowed.
His fingers brushed over the lace, still faintly scented with her, with last night, with possession.
Taryn exhaled loudly from across the room, watching him with a knowing smirk, shaking her head. She took another slow sip of coffee, savoring it.
And then—
"Oh, you are so fucked."
**
The black car pulled up to the curb, engine humming low as the driver shifted into park. The ride had been mostly silent, the city slipping past in a blur of neon signs and busy streets, the weight of last night pressing into her ribs with every mile that took her further away from him.
As the car idled, the driver—Ruben, a middle-aged man with an easy smirk and thick accent —glanced at her through the rearview mirror. "You alright, love? You’ve got that look."
She blinked, meeting his gaze in the reflection. "What look?"
"The one people have when they’re leggin’ it from somethin’ they’re not ready to leave behind." He shrugged, taking a slow sip of his coffee. 
She swallowed, fingers tightening slightly on the strap of her bag. "I’m fine."
Ruben snorted, shaking his head. "Yeah, yeah, ‘course you are.." He tapped his fingers on the wheel. "But I’ll tell ya what, airports make things feel final—but nothin’s ever really final, innit?"
She exhaled, forcing a smirk as she pushed open the door. "You’re wasted as a driver, Ruben. You should be giving life advice on some overpriced podcast."
He chuckled. "And you should be better at lyin’ to yourself, love. Safe flight."
Finally, she stepped out, adjusting the strap of her bag, rolling her shoulders back. Normal. She had to look normal. No one here knew what she just did, who she just left. No one here cared.
She checked the time. Just enough to board. Perfect.
The gate was already opened. She exhaled slowly, slipping into the line, her heartbeat settling into the dull, predictable rhythm. She moved through the jet bridge, the artificial chill brushing against her skin as she stepped onto the plane. 
Sliding into her seat by the window, she buckled in, pressing her forehead lightly against the cool glass. 
“I made it,” she texted her boyfriend.
The plane felt unnaturally still, like it hadn’t yet committed to leaving, like it was waiting for something, someone, to pull her back.
She watched in silence, fingers twitching on her lap, the restless energy crawling under her skin. She should feel happy. She made it. Everything according to plan.
Her phone vibrated.
Zayn.
Her breath hitched, thumb hovering over the notification before she opened it.
"Still thinking about you. Safe flight, love. Don’t be a stranger."
A sharp exhale. The kind that almost sounded like a laugh, but wasn’t. Her lips curved before she could stop them. A small, secret smile. A contradiction to everything she had just convinced herself was true.
She didn’t reply. Didn’t let herself think about what it meant—that he texted first, that he was still thinking about her, that he called her love like it wasn’t a mistake, like it wasn’t just a night.
Her thumb hovered. One reply. That’s all it would take.
But instead—
She turned on airplane mode.
The screen went black. The message disappeared into nothing.
She exhaled.
She leaned back.
The plane took off.
And just like that—
Fin.

