
	 	
		 	[image: Book cover]
		 

	 
		
			
				Between One Moment and the Next

				    
 
				Branch

			

			
			
				Ink Burns

				[image: Ink Burns publishing logo]
			

		

	
		
			This is a work of fiction.  All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

			This is a work of fanfiction, produced according to the principles of transformative fair use as put forward in US copyright law, and abiding by the custom and practice of fan-produced work in Japan, where the source texts were created. No author is in any way affiliated with any of the creators of the source texts, nor with the companies who distribute their products, nor any other rights holder, and these stories were not authorized by either the creators or the producers. Ink Burns is a fan site and the material here is freely provided for the enjoyment of fellow fan-community members; there is no commercial infringement.

			[image: Creative Commons license image]

			This work is licensed under the Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 US license at the Ink Burns fanfiction archive (http://alltrees.org/archive/).

			Published on 2010-02-06 17:29:15.
 
			Attributions can be made by author's name and a link to the archive.

			This ebook edition was published on May 14, 2012 by the Ink Burns fanfiction archive.

			
		

	
		
			Between One Moment and the Next

			Inspired by iss. 388 of the manga. What if that moment between Aizen and Ichigo had taken a darker and more personal turn? Written for the Porn Battle prompt: Aizen/Ichigo, touch. Porn with Mindgames, I-4



			"My hand is at your heart."

The fingers resting so casually on his chest froze him for half a breath, and maybe that was what made the difference.  When his muscles unlocked and he slashed at Aizen, sure and fast as he was Aizen didn't even dodge this time.  His hand caught Ichigo's wrist and held it easily over his head.  The world blurred and Ichigo's back slammed into a wall, and those  fingers on his breastbone held him there.  The world sharpened around him as he struggled against them, breath coming faster.

"Don't be foolish," Aizen murmured, and Ichigo stiffened as Aizen's leg slid between his thighs and pressed up.

Ichigo choked on a curse, eyes wide at the twist of heat low in his stomach.

Aizen smiled faintly.  "Don't worry; the others don't see us.  Not for the moment."  His hand lifted from Ichigo's chest to catch his jaw instead and he completed Ichigo's shock by kissing him, deep and intent.

Confusion spun through his mind, but when Aizen's hand slid slowly, firmly, down his throat, only one response sang through Ichigo's body; his hips jerked helplessly against Aizen's thigh.

"You see," Aizen murmured against his mouth, "you need this." He took Ichigo's other wrist and pulled it up to join his sword hand, pinning them both against the wall over his head.  "You fear your own power."  Long fingers tugged loose Ichigo's hakama and slid under to wrap around his cock.  Aizen's eyes held his like chain wrapped around his will.  

"You need to feel a greater power control yours."

The weight of that power was locked around him, hard and hot as Aizen's fist around his cock, and Ichigo bucked into them both and moaned with dark, tempting pleasure when he couldn't break either grip.

"I'll let you feel it," Aizen told him, cool and even as he held Ichigo easily against the wall and jerked him off hard and slow.  "And then we will fight.  Feel free to use every iota of your power.  I will subdue it."  Pleasure pulled at Ichigo's nerves, answering Aizen's perfect assurance, his promise.  Aizen leaned in closer and finished, softly, "And then, only then, I will bring you back to this wall and turn you around and let you feel the rest.  Look forward to it."

He caught the low, harsh sound Ichigo made under his mouth, pinning Ichigo firmly in place as he shuddered with orgasm.  When Ichigo hung limp in his grasp he drew back a bit and smiled.  "Tie your hakama again before I break the illusion."  And he was standing back where they'd started.

Ichigo pressed back against the roughness of the wall and stared at the sky and tried not to think about what had just happened.

Or why he had let it.
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