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Discovering his Dirty Diary

Holly languidly dipped her toast into the runny yellow of her egg as she watching Ethan rushing frantically around their shared kitchen, his dark hair still damp from the shower.

"Late again?" she asked, hiding her smile behind her mug of tea.

"Dr. Wilson will actually murder me this time," Ethan replied, stuffing papers into his backpack while simultaneously trying to button his shirt. He'd missed one, leaving the whole thing askew, but Holly didn't mention it. There was something endearing about his morning chaos.

"I'm putting a wash on later," she said, rising to pour him some coffee in his travel mug. "Need anything done from your room?"

Ethan paused, glancing up at her with those deep brown eyes that always seemed to see a bit more than she intended to show. "Actually, yeah. There are some towels by my bed if you wouldn't mind adding them?"

"No problem," she replied, handing him the coffee.

His fingers brushed against hers for just a moment, and Holly felt that familiar flutter in her stomach. Three years of friendship, six months of living together, and still those accidental touches made her breath catch.

"You're a lifesaver," he said, already heading for the door. "See you tonight!"

And then he was gone, leaving behind the faint scent of his cologne and the sudden quiet of their flat.

After finishing her breakfast, Holly set about her chores, tidying the kitchen before grabbing the laundry basket. She hesitated outside Ethan's bedroom door. Despite sharing the flat for months, his room had remained a private space she rarely entered.

She pushed the door open, inhaling the distinctly masculine scent that was purely Ethan. The room was surprisingly tidy except for the promised towels crumpled beside his bed. Holly knelt down to collect them, tugging at one that seemed caught on something.

As she pulled, something slid out from beneath the bed. It was a book—a small notebook with a plain white cover. She turned it over in her hands, her eyes widening at the word "PRIVATE" emblazoned across the front in slightly faded red letters.

Holly chuckled softly. Bit childish for a twenty-one-year-old, she thought, running her fingers over the dramatic lettering.

The sensible part of her was already placing it back where she'd found it, but curiosity prickled under her skin. What secrets could quiet, kind Ethan possibly have that needed hiding away? Was it even really a diary? It could just as easily be a sketchbook. He had mentioned once that he used to draw.

"I shouldn't," she whispered to the empty room, even as her thumb slid beneath the cover. The binding creaked slightly as it opened, revealing a page filled with Ethan's neat handwriting.

Holly’s pulse quickened as her eyes caught her own name near the top of the page, and suddenly putting the book back unread no longer seemed a viable option. But she couldn’t quite bring herself to focus her eyes on the text either—it felt like a betrayal. Instead, she slammed the covers closed, dropping the diary on top of the laundry waiting in the basket. She’d need to properly think about this.

Back in the kitchen, Holly carefully extracted the notebook from the laundry basket and placed it on the counter before sorting the clothes. She went about her chores, filling the washing machine with Ethan's towels and her own jumpers, adding detergent, all with mechanical movements, all while her eyes kept drifting back to that tempting white cover.

"This is ridiculous," she muttered, turning her back on it and wiping down the countertops with much more vigour than necessary.

But each time she circled back to that part of the kitchen, the diary seemed to grow more prominent, more insistent. She paused, dishcloth in hand, and stared at it. Her name was in there. Her name, in Ethan's private thoughts. What could he possibly have written about her?

Something flattering? Something awful? Her stomach twisted with both guilt and anticipation.

She moved to the living room, dusting shelves that didn't need dusting, but the knowledge of the diary's presence in the apartment hovered at the edges of her consciousness like a persistent shadow.

It's a massive invasion of privacy, she told herself firmly, plumping the sofa cushions. You wouldn't want someone reading your diary…

But she didn't keep a diary, and the thought that Ethan had been secretly recording thoughts about her made her skin prickle with a strange heat. Had he been analysing her all this time, watching her when she wasn't looking?

By the time she'd finished hoovering, the washing machine was beeping. She transferred the damp clothes to the dryer, her movements slow and distracted. The diary still sat on the counter, untouched but impossible to ignore.

"Just a peek," she whispered, trailing her fingers along its edge. Just to see what he's written about me, she added silently

But that was the problem, wasn't it? It wouldn't be “just a peek”. Once she started reading, she knew she wouldn't be able to stop.

Holly chewed her lower lip, guilt and curiosity warring within her. She'd never betrayed Ethan's trust before. Not once in three years. Not once in six months of living together. They'd maintained a respectful distance despite sharing the small flat, their friendship comfortable but carefully bounded. She'd seen him padding to the bathroom in just his boxers, had accidentally brushed against him in their narrow kitchen, but this—this felt very different. This felt… forbidden. But the temptation was overwhelming, like an itch she couldn't reach, growing more maddening by the minute.

With a small sound of frustration, she snatched up the notebook and hurried down the hallway to her bedroom, closing the door behind her as if someone might catch her. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she sat cross-legged on her bed, the diary resting in her lap like a confession.

"I'm sorry, Ethan," she whispered, and opened the cover.

The pages fluttered beneath her thumb as she skimmed through the diary, not allowing her eyes to focus on any particular passage. Even in this cursory examination, one thing became immediately apparent—her name leapt from nearly every page like a recurring melody in a familiar song. Holly. Holly. Holly. Again and again, her name punctuated Ethan's private thoughts.

Some entries sprawled across multiple pages, the handwriting growing more urgent and cramped as they progressed. Others were brief—just a line or two, as if Ethan had needed to quickly capture a fleeting thought before it disappeared. But each one bore a date at the top, a meticulous chronicle of… whatever this was.

Holly's mouth went dry. Her fingers trembled slightly as she turned back to the beginning, her chest rising and falling in shallow, rapid breaths. The first entry was dated around six months ago, and it was a date she remembered. It was the day she'd moved into the flat with him.

September 15th

Holly moved in today. I've known her for years, but watching her settling in, arranging her books on the shelf and humming away to herself when she thought I wasn't listening… it was different. I noticed her tuck her hair behind her ear the way she always does when she's concentrating and I don’t know what came over me, but I just had to leave the room.

I'm not sure I can do this. Living with her means seeing her every day and already my mind’s running wild. Will I see her in her pyjamas, sleepy-eyed in the morning… fresh from the shower? It's torture. But I couldn't say no when she needed a place. I've wanted this for too long. Too long now to ever admit it to anyone. Especially her.

She caught me staring at dinner and asked if I was okay. I told her I was just tired. What the hell was I supposed to say? ”Oh, sorry Hol, just distracted by the way the light is playing in your beautiful eyes”? I’m screwed. She’s bound to find me out.

I guess that’s why I’m writing this. Maybe I’ll stand a chance of acting normal around her if I have some outlet for these dumb intrusive thoughts.

Holly's heart thundered in her ears. She read the passage through again, and then a third time, her fingers pressing so hard against the page that they left small indentations in the paper.

This wasn't anything like what she’d expected. This wasn’t the mundane diary of a flatmate or even just a friend. This was… something else entirely.

She turned the page with unsteady hands.

September 18th

Well, it didn’t take long for something to happen… so here I am again, getting it out so I don’t burst.

Holly left her bedroom door open while she changed today. I only saw her as I walked past… but that was enough. The curve of her bare back, the strap of her bra digging slightly into her shoulder.

I know I should have looked away immediately. But I didn't. Christ, I stood there for three full heartbeats before forcing myself to move on. I hate myself for it. She trusts me for fuck’s sake! She thinks I'm safe.

Holly closed the diary with a snap, her fingertips tingling as if she'd touched something electric. She pressed her hand against her mouth, breath coming in short, warm puffs against her palm.

God, she thought. Oh god.

She stared at the innocent-looking notebook resting in her lap. Was this entire thing about her? Page after page of Ethan's private thoughts—about her? His flatmate. His friend. The girl he'd known for years.

The implications crashed through her mind like waves against rocks. Every casual interaction they'd ever had suddenly reframed itself in this new, startling context. All those times she'd caught him looking away quickly when she entered a room. The way he sometimes seemed to hold himself at a careful distance, even in their small kitchen. She'd always assumed he was just naturally reserved, perhaps even a bit awkward.

Awkward, yes, but… comfortable. He'd always seemed comfortable with her. Hadn't he?

Now she wasn't sure of anything.

She reopened the diary, skimming the words again. The guilt of his confession pierced her. Yes, he'd looked at her when she was changing. Yes, he'd admitted to thinking about her in ways that went beyond friendship. But there was something almost… agonised in his writing. Like he was battling himself. Trying desperately not to feel what he was feeling.

“I hate myself for it,” Holly read in a whisper. "She trusts me…"

She swallowed hard. She knew she should close the diary. Should return it to its hiding place beneath his bed and pretend she'd never seen it. Some things weren't meant to be known.

And yet…

Her fingers were already leafing forward, unable to resist. Maybe these were just fleeting thoughts. The adjustment period of living with someone new. Perhaps he'd written those entries and then moved on, his feelings fading into the background of their everyday friendship.

She needed to know.

The next several entries were short. Just these next few, she thought. Just to be sure he got over it.

September 21st

She wore that blue dress today. The one that brings out the gold flecks in her eyes. I told her she looked nice. Just “nice”. As if that even begins to cover it. She smiled and I swear my heart stopped. This is pathetic. I'm pathetic.

Holly's cheeks burned. She remembered that dress. Remembered his compliment. She'd thought nothing of it at the time.

She turned the page.

September 23rd

Holly asked if I wanted to watch a film tonight. I said yes because what else could I say? So we sat on the sofa with her just inches away, and all I could think about was putting my arm around her. Pulling her close. Telling her everything.

I didn't, of course. I sat there like a statue while she fell asleep against my shoulder. Her hair smelled like strawberries.

I'm such a coward.

Holly's breath caught. That night. They’d watched some romantic comedy she'd chosen. She remembered drifting off, waking to find herself under a blanket, alone. He’d just… gone to bed. She’d assumed he'd gotten bored with the film.

She flipped ahead, her pulse quickening with each page.

September 25th

I think Holly might be seeing someone. She got dressed up tonight and said she was going out with friends, but there was something different about the way she looked. That black dress that hugs her curves, the careful way she'd done her makeup. She looked stunning. Absolutely stunning.

I wanted to ask where she was going, who she was meeting, but what right did I have? I'm just her flatmate. Her friend. Nothing more.

She came home around midnight, a bit tipsy, and knocked on my door to tell me about her evening. She sat on the edge of my bed in that dress, excited about some story I couldn't even follow because I was too distracted by her thighs. Her dress had ridden up. I didn’t mean to look. I never mean to look. But how could I not? God, she looked so hot.

Anyway, there was no one special, she said. Just dancing with the girls. I felt pathetic for how relieved that made me.

Holly's cheeks burned as she remembered that night. She'd been slightly drunk, happy from an evening out, and had wanted to share her good mood with Ethan. He'd seemed pleased to see her, listening to her rambling stories with that quiet smile of his.

She'd had no idea at the time that he'd been distracted. She'd been too caught up in her own evening, too tipsy and happy to notice the way his eyes must have kept dropping to her legs.

A strange heat bloomed in her chest. Not anger, not disgust at having been objectified—something else entirely. Something she wasn't quite ready to name.

Holly felt awful now, but not for the reasons that Ethan might have feared. He clearly thought he'd violated some unspoken boundary between them. He’d berated himself repeatedly for his attraction to her. But she didn't feel violated. She didn’t feel betrayed. Not at all.

No, she felt guilty for this—for reading his most private thoughts, for peeling back the layers of his carefully maintained composure without his knowledge or consent. This was the real betrayal.

But she couldn't stop. Her fingers trembled as she turned another page, and then another. "I really should put this back," she whispered to herself, but made no move to actually do so.

Instead, she flicked forward several pages, skipping weeks of entries. Surely by now his feelings would have settled. He would have adjusted to living together. These intense, confessional entries would have given way to mundane observations about their shared life. That would be the sensible progression.

She landed on an entry from late October. It was longer than the others she’d read, the handwriting more frantic, less controlled.

October 27th

I'm going to hell for this. I know I am. But I can't stop noticing her.

Holly's been getting more comfortable around the flat lately. She walks around in her pyjamas now—those tiny silk shorts that barely cover anything and that thin vest top. I’ve tried not to look. I swear I’ve tried. But this morning…

She was in the kitchen making coffee. And I don’t think she knows how thin that top is. But I couldn't tear my eyes away. Just sat there at the table, staring like some pervert while she hummed to herself, completely unaware.

And then she bent down to get something from the bottom cupboard and I nearly lost my mind. Her ass cheeks were literally hanging out of those shorts. Round and perfect and RIGHT THERE in front of me. I had to sit there for ten more minutes after she left, pretending to read something on my phone until I could stand up without embarrassing myself.

I'm such a bastard. She trusts me as a friend and here I am practically drooling over her while she's just trying to make breakfast.

But I can't get the image out of my head. The way that silk clung to her curves. Her smooth legs, her toned thighs. I keep replaying it, over and over.

I took the coldest shower of my life this morning. I’m worried I’m going to start seeking out these moments. I can’t do that to her. She deserves better.

Holly's heart was pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. This was different from the earlier entries, more extreme, more visceral. Had he really gotten hard just watching her make coffee? Just from seeing her in her pyjamas? The thought made her stomach flip in a way that wasn't entirely unpleasant.

She pressed her palm against her hot cheek, mortified at the realisation that all those mornings when she'd wandered sleepily around their kitchen, Ethan had been… noticing her. Really noticing her. Those shorts she wore just because they were comfortable suddenly seemed provocative in this new light. Had she been unknowingly teasing him all this time?

She was shocked. He'd been watching her, studying her, fantasising about her in those little silk shorts she lounged around in without a second thought. The knowledge that Ethan had been mentally undressing her made her face burn with embarrassment.

But beneath that initial wave of mortification, Holly felt something else stirring—something warm and secret that coiled low in her belly. She'd never thought of herself as particularly desirable. Men had found her attractive before, sure, but no one had ever wanted her with this kind of raw, desperate intensity. No one had ever written pages about her. No one had ever needed cold showers because of her.

She hugged the diary to her chest as she tried to process her thoughts, feeling her heartbeat quicken against its hard cover. She should have been appalled. She should have been planning how to move out, how to salvage their friendship despite this uncomfortable revelation.

Instead, she found herself turning to the next entry with trembling fingers, no longer hoping to find evidence that his attraction had faded. Now, she just wanted to know more. Wanted to dive deeper into Ethan's hidden desire for her.

November 3rd

I'm not even going to pretend to have self-control anymore. Not in these pages at least. Fuck it. What’s the point?

Today it happened again. Holly called out from the shower asking if we had any more shampoo. I found the spare bottle in the cupboard and walked down the hall, thinking I'd just leave it outside the bathroom door.

But then she opened it.

Christ, she was just standing there, dripping wet with nothing but a towel wrapped around her. Her skin was glistening. Her hair was plastered to her shoulders, her neck, her collarbone. I was close enough to see the little droplets of water clinging to her eyelashes… and she just stood there, innocent. She had no idea what she was doing to me.

I couldn't help myself. My eyes followed this one perfect droplet as it slid down her throat, tracing the hollow between her collarbones, and then disappearing between her breasts where she had the towel clutched to her body.

For one mad, desperate second, I prayed for that towel to slip. Just an inch. Just enough to show me what I've been obsessing about for months now. The curve of her breast, the colour of her nipple. Anything!

But of course it didn't happen. She just smiled, took the bottle with those delicate fingers of hers, said "Thanks, you're a lifesaver," and closed the door in my face.

I stood there like an idiot, completely frozen. I could hear the shower running again, hear her moving around behind that thin door. And I pictured her dropping that towel, stepping back under the spray. The water coursing down her naked body, her hands working the shampoo into her hair, then sliding down to soap up her breasts, her flat stomach, that perfect ass she’s teased me with so often… and maybe then dipping between her legs… Because I can’t be the only one in this apartment in need of release, can I?

I had to grip the doorframe to steady myself. My cock was so hard it hurt. It would have been so easy to slide my hand into my joggers, to get myself off right there in the hallway while listening to her shower.

I didn't. Somehow I didn't. But I wanted to. God, I wanted to.

I'm not sure how much longer I can keep this up. Living with her, wanting her, pretending that I don't.

Holly slammed the diary shut again, her breathing shallow and rapid. Her entire body felt flushed, a warm tingling sensation spreading across her skin. The most shocking thing wasn't what Ethan had written—it was her reaction to it.

She remembered that day perfectly. She'd run out of shampoo mid-shower and called for help. When Ethan had appeared with the bottle, she'd been grateful, nothing more. She hadn't noticed anything unusual in his expression, hadn't caught him staring at her body. He'd seemed his usual self—perhaps a bit quieter than normal, but nothing that had registered as significant.

But now… now she knew. While she'd been innocently showering, he'd been standing outside the door, practically trembling with want. The idea that she'd been so close to him, so vulnerable, while he'd been fighting not to touch himself... it made her stomach clench with a mixture of shock and something dangerously close to… arousal.

What was wrong with her? She should be horrified, shouldn't she? Ethan had been fantasising about her, imagining her naked, getting hard just from seeing her in a towel. He'd written about wanting to watch her touch herself in the shower, for God's sake!

But instead of disgust, she felt… What? Flattered? Excited? The thought that quiet, reserved Ethan had been consumed with desire for her all this time… It sent a strange thrill through her body. She'd never inspired such desperate longing in anyone before.

She flicked to the next page, her hands no longer trembling with nerves but with anticipation. How far did this go?

The next entry was dated just a week later.

November 10th

I've started timing my movements around the flat to avoid her. It's pathetic, but I can't trust myself anymore. This morning I heard her alarm go off and waited an extra ten minutes before leaving my room, just to make sure she'd be dressed. But then I got to the kitchen and she was there in that oversized jumper that slips off her shoulder, and I was right back where I started.

She was eating cereal, and I watched her lips close around the spoon. Watched her tongue dart out to catch a drop of milk. Such an innocent gesture. It was nothing really. But all I could think about was those lips wrapped around my cock. Her tongue teasing me, tasting me.

I'm sick. I know I'm sick. She's my friend, my flatmate, and here I am mentally fucking her mouth while she eats breakfast.

But I can't stop. Every night I lie in bed and think about her, lying just metres away from me. Is she wearing those tiny shorts? That thin vest? Nothing at all? I picture myself walking into her room, sliding into bed beside her. She'd be so warm and soft, and she’d be waiting, wanting me, ready wriggle her ass against my hard cock to get things going…

I've started having to take care of myself just to fall asleep. And it's always her I'm thinking about when I come now. Always Holly.

Holly's breath caught. He'd been masturbating while thinking about her? Night after night, just on the other side of their shared wall…

The knowledge sent a bolt of heat straight through her core. She squeezed her thighs together, shocked by her body's immediate response. This was so wrong—reading his private thoughts, getting aroused by his fantasies about her. But she couldn't deny the liquid warmth pooling between her legs, or the way her nipples had hardened against… only then did she realise it. She was wearing the thin tank top he’d written about.

She glanced down at her chest, suddenly hyperaware of her body in a way she never had been before. The thin cotton stretched taut across her breasts, her nipples visible as two distinct points pressing against the fabric, each quite clearly surrounded by the shadow of an areola. All this time, she'd been walking around like this, completely oblivious to how she must have looked to him.

"God," she whispered, one hand rising to cup her breast, feeling the hardened peak against her palm. Had she really been teasing him unknowingly all these months? Parading around half-dressed, bending over in those tiny shorts, asking him for shampoo while dripping wet?

Her breathing quickened as she flipped through the diary, her curiosity now a burning need. The entries became shorter as the months progressed, almost like desperate confessions hastily scribbled down. She stopped at the most recent one, dated just three days ago.

March 10th

Holly wore that sundress today. The yellow one with the tiny flowers. It's so fucking short. She doesn't even realise what she's doing to me. When she sat on the sofa and crossed her legs, I saw them. Pink knickers. Just a flash, but enough. I had to leave the room.

I can't stop thinking about bending her over our kitchen table. Pushing that dress up over her hips. Tearing those little pink knickers aside. God, I'd fuck her so hard she'd feel me for days. I want to hear her beg for it. Want to feel her tight little cunt gripping my cock as I pound into her. Want to hear her gasping, pleading for me to fill her up.

I came so hard thinking about it just now. My hand's still shaking as I write this.

Holly's eyes widened at the crude language, so different from his usual careful speech. This wasn't the shy, reserved Ethan she thought she knew. This was raw, unfiltered desire—and it was all for her.

Only then did she become aware of her own body's response. Without even realising it, her left hand had slipped between her thighs as she read, pressing firmly against the seam of her leggings. The pressure against her throbbing centre already sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her.

She should have been shocked at herself. Should have been appalled by her reaction. But all she felt was a heady rush of power and desire. All this time, she'd had no idea of the effect she had on him. No idea of the torment he'd been suffering, the fantasies he'd been harbouring.

And suddenly, she wanted to see it. Wanted to witness that carefully maintained control crumble in real time. Wanted to be the cause of it.

An idea bloomed in her mind fully formed, wicked and thrilling. If she had been the muse for all these entries, all his explicit writings… then she could direct them too. The thought struck her with such force that she nearly gasped aloud. She could be more than just the unwitting object of his desire—she could be its architect.

Her fingers traced the edge of the diary, a slow smile spreading across her face. She'd never considered herself particularly seductive before, but apparently she'd been driving Ethan to distraction without even trying. What might happen if she actually put some effort into it?

"I'll give him something to write about," she whispered to the empty room, a delicious shiver running down her spine.

Holly carefully returned to Ethan's bedroom, sliding the diary back beneath his bed exactly as she'd found it. Her heart raced as she imagined him writing a new entry tonight—one inspired by whatever she might do next.

∞∞∞

Throughout her afternoon lectures, Holly couldn't focus on a single word. Her professor's voice faded to a distant drone as her mind spun with possibilities. She'd catch herself chewing her pen, staring blankly at her notebook, her thoughts filled with Ethan's desperate confessions.

“You alright, Holly?" her classmate Mia asked as they packed up their things. "You seem out of it today."

"Fine," Holly replied, flashing a quick smile. "Just… thinking about a project."

And she wasn’t exactly lying. It was a project… of sorts. By the time she left campus, Holly had formulated a plan that made her cheeks burn with anticipation.

Back at the flat, she rushed to her bedroom, tossing her backpack aside and flinging open her wardrobe. She needed something enticing but not obvious—something that would push Ethan to the edge without revealing that she knew anything.

After several outfit changes, Holly settled on the soft, oversized jumper Ethan had written about, the one that slipped tantalisingly off one shoulder. She paired it with the tiniest cotton shorts she owned. Innocent enough to be believable as loungewear, revealing enough to torture him.

She was brushing her hair when she heard his key in the lock. Her stomach flipped, her palms suddenly damp with nervous sweat. Would she be able to act normal? Would he somehow know what she'd discovered?

"Holly?" Ethan called from the hallway. "You home?"

"In here," she replied, her voice impressively steady despite the thundering of her heart. "Just changing. Be out in a sec."

She took a deep breath, examining herself in the mirror one last time. The shorts barely covered her cheeks, and if she bent over even slightly… well, she knew exactly what effect that would have on him now.

Holly padded barefoot into the living room, where Ethan was shrugging off his jacket. When he turned to look at her, she saw it—the momentary widening of his eyes, the quick dart of his gaze down her body before snapping back up to her face. It lasted less than a second, but she caught it this time. That flash of naked want, quickly concealed behind his usual friendly smile.

How many times had she missed him doing that before? The thought sent a pleasant shiver through her. All those months of casual glances that weren't casual at all. All those times she'd caught him looking away quickly when she entered a room. It hadn't been awkwardness—it had been desire.

"Hey," he said, his voice perfectly normal. "Good day?"

"Not bad," she replied, stretching her arms above her head, knowing it would make the jumper ride up to expose a sliver of her midriff. "Lectures were boring, though. You?"

His eyes flickered down to her stomach for the briefest moment before he turned away, busying himself with arranging his textbooks on the kitchen table.

"Fine," he said, his back to her now. "Dr. Wilson's still a nightmare."

Holly couldn't help but examine him differently now, noticing the tension in his shoulders, the careful way he was avoiding looking directly at her. She felt a heady mixture of power and anticipation bubbling up inside her. He had no idea that she knew. No clue that she'd discovered his secret obsession with her.

"I thought we could order takeaway tonight?" she suggested, deliberately moving into his line of sight. "I'm starving."

"Sounds good," he agreed, his eyes fixed firmly on his phone as he scrolled through the delivery app. "Chinese?"

"Perfect."

Over dinner, Holly maintained her usual demeanour, chatting about her day, laughing at his jokes, all while acutely aware of every subtle shift in his expression. She noticed how carefully he avoided looking at her bare legs under the table, how he flinched slightly when their hands brushed as they reached for the soy sauce simultaneously.

After they'd eaten, they moved to the sofa to watch some mindless reality TV show, Holly deliberately sitting closer to him than usual. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, could sense his awareness of her proximity. When she laughed at something on screen, she let her shoulder bump against his, lingering just a fraction longer than necessary.

By the time the credits rolled, the air between them felt charged with something electric and unspoken. Holly knew it was time.

"Fancy a board game before bed?" she asked, turning to face him. "Just a quick one."

Ethan looked surprised, glancing at his watch. "Now? It's getting late."

"Oh, just something quick," she insisted, already standing up. "Backgammon, maybe?"

He hesitated, then shrugged. "Sure, why not?”

"Great! I'll grab the game," Holly said, her heart racing as she padded to her bedroom.

She located the backgammon set in her wardrobe, but paused before returning to the living room. Her reflection caught her eye in the mirror—the jumper hanging loosely, revealing one shoulder entirely, revealing her lack of a bra. She tugged at the neckline deliberately, ensuring it would fall open just enough when she leaned forward.

Back in the living room, Ethan had cleared some space on the coffee table.

"Actually," Holly said, sinking to her knees on the carpet, "let's play down here."

Ethan hesitated. "On the floor? We could just use the table."

"It's cosier this way," she replied, already unpacking the board. "Come on, it'll be fun."

With a slight frown, Ethan lowered himself onto the carpet opposite her, crossing his legs. Holly arranged the pieces, acutely aware of his eyes on her hands. She leaned forward, letting her jumper gape open just enough to reveal the swell of her breasts. A tease for now, but more to come.

"Your move first," she said softly.

As they played, Holly shifted positions, gradually moving from sitting cross-legged to kneeling with her bottom slightly raised. She pretended to concentrate intensely on the game, bending forward over the board as she moved her pieces, knowing exactly what view she was offering.

"I think I'm winning," she said with a grin, reaching across the board, deliberately arching her back as she did so.

Ethan's responses grew more clipped, his movements stiffer. He missed an obvious move, then cursed under his breath. She nearly had him beaten, and not just in the game.

"You okay?" Holly asked innocently, tilting her head. "You seem distracted."

"Fine," he muttered, his eyes darting away from her cleavage. "Just tired."

She watched him shift uncomfortably, his hands suddenly busy with the dice, rolling them over and over between his fingers. When she leaned forward again, deliberately exposing more of her chest, she saw his throat work as he swallowed hard.

"Actually," Ethan said abruptly, setting down his pieces and standing up, "I should probably get to bed. Early lecture tomorrow."

Holly felt a momentary flash of disappointment. Was he really going to walk away? But then she saw it—the slight bulge in his jeans that he was trying to conceal by angling away from her.

Instead of standing, Holly moved toward him on her hands and knees, closing the distance between them with a fluid, feline grace. She knelt at his feet, looking up at him through her lashes, her lips slightly parted in a pout. She chose her next words carefully, her tone one of mock-complaint and absolute innocence, but the alternate meaning unmissable.

Instead of standing, Holly moved toward him on her hands and knees, closing the distance between them with a fluid, feline grace. She knelt at his feet, looking up at him through her lashes, her lips slightly parted in a pout. She chose her next words carefully, her tone one of mock-complaint and absolute innocence, but the alternate meaning unmissable.

"Oh please, Ethan," she said, her voice soft. “Don't stop now." She placed one hand on his ankle, her touch feather-light. "Not when I’m so close!”

She watched his eyes widen, pupils dilating as her words registered. His jaw clenched, fingers curling into fists at his sides as he clearly battled with himself. The tension between them was palpable, a living thing that seemed to vibrate in the scant space separating their bodies.

"I really do need to get some sleep, Holly," he said, his voice strained. He took a deliberate step back, creating distance between them. "I forfeit. You win. Good game."

Before she could respond, he was gone, disappearing into his bedroom and closing the door with a decisive click that seemed to echo in the suddenly quiet apartment.

Holly remained kneeling on the carpet, her heart hammering against her ribs. Had she gone too far? Not far enough? She rose slowly to her feet, gathering the abandoned game pieces with trembling fingers.

As she padded back to her own room, she couldn't help but pause outside his door. No light showed beneath it, but she could sense movement inside—restless, agitated. What exactly was he doing in there?

The thought sent a delicious heat running through her. If her plan had worked, she'd find out in the morning.

∞∞∞

Holly woke early, anticipation thrumming through her veins. Soon she would find out what he really thought of last night’s game.

When she entered the kitchen, Ethan was already there, hunched over a bowl of cereal, his dark hair still damp from the shower.

"Morning," she said brightly.

He startled, milk sloshing over the rim of his bowl. "Morning," he muttered, not quite meeting her eyes.

The awkwardness was delicious, confirmation that her actions had had the desired effect. He moved around the kitchen with unusual haste, rinsing his bowl, gathering his books, checking his pockets twice for his keys.

"You're in a rush," Holly observed, sipping her tea.

"Yeah, um, group project meeting," he said, still avoiding her gaze. "Probably be late tonight too."

"Oh? That's new."

"Last minute thing," he replied, already heading for the door. "See you later."

The door closed behind him with a finality that made Holly smile. He was running from her—from what she’d brought out in him—she was sure of it. But he couldn't run from his own thoughts.

Holly waited precisely fifteen minutes, just to be certain he wouldn't return for something forgotten. Then she made her way to his bedroom. The door opened with a soft creak, revealing the familiar masculine space. Morning sunlight spilled across his unmade bed, highlighting the rumpled sheets.

Holly knelt beside the bed, reaching underneath to extract the diary. It felt heavier somehow, more significant now that she knew its contents. She carried it reverently back to her own room, closing the door behind her even though she was alone in the apartment now.

She sat cross-legged on her bed, the diary cradled in her lap. Despite the morning chill, despite her lack of layers—she still wore her usual pyjamas, the ones she now viewed as scanty—her skin felt feverish, a thin sheen of perspiration gathering at the nape of her neck, between her breasts. Her heart thundered in her chest, each beat sending a pulse of nervous energy radiating out through her limbs.

"What if there's nothing?" she whispered to the empty room. The thought sent a chill through her. Worse still was the nagging worry that somehow Ethan might have discovered her snooping. Had she left some telltale sign yesterday? Had the diary been positioned differently when she'd returned it? Or that he might have seen through her last night. Had she been too obvious?

Holly's fingers trembled slightly as they traced the edge of the cover. She realised with a jolt that this anxious anticipation, this guilty thrill, this fear and arousal blending together—this must be how Ethan felt every time he caught a glimpse of her. His secret observations of her body; her secret exploration of his mind. Two sides of the same forbidden coin.

"I'm no better than him," she murmured, but the thought didn't disgust her. Instead, it created a strange sense of connection, as if they were sharing an intimate secret without either acknowledging it aloud.

With a deep breath, Holly opened the diary, flipping quickly to where she'd left off yesterday. And there it was—a new entry, the ink still looking fresh against the page, the handwriting more hurried and jagged than usual.

The date at the top confirmed it. Last night. He'd written this after their game. Heat flooded her core at the mere sight of his words, her body responding before her mind had even processed a single sentence. She could see that entry was long. She prayed that that meant it was detailed.

Almost unconsciously, her left hand slid beneath the waistband of her shorts, seeking out the slick heat gathering between her thighs. She was already wet, already aching with need.

March 13th

I don't even know where to begin. Tonight was torture. Pure, exquisite torture.

Holly suggested backgammon before bed. Innocent enough, right? But then she insisted we play on the floor instead of at the table. I should have known then, should have made some excuse and gone straight to my room. But I didn't. Because I'm weak when it comes to her. I just can’t fucking help myself.

So there we were, sitting on the carpet, and I swear to God she was dressed to drive me insane. Those ridiculous little shorts she was wearing barely covered anything, riding up so high. I kept pretending to focus on the game, but my eyes kept drifting to her legs, her thighs…

And then she shifted position. Started kneeling instead of sitting cross-legged. Her back arched slightly as she played, pushing that perfect ass up in the air. I nearly swallowed my tongue. Those shorts were so tight I could see the outline of her knickers underneath. Pink, I think. Christ.

I tried not to stare. I tried so fucking hard. But then she started reaching across the board for her pieces, and that oversized jumper kept hanging forward. It was like watching a slow-motion car crash—I knew I shouldn't look, but I couldn't tear my eyes away. Every time she leaned forward, it would just gape open, and I could see straight down her top. No bra. Nothing. Just smooth, bare skin and the soft curves of her breasts swaying slightly with her movements.

I missed obvious moves. Forgot whose turn it was. All I could think about was how easy it would be to reach out and slide my hand up her thigh, to push those tiny shorts aside and feel how wet she was. Because she had to be wet, didn't she? No one dresses like that, moves like that, unless they want something.

Or maybe that's just my twisted mind. Maybe she really was just playing a bloody board game, completely oblivious to what she was doing to me.

But then came the moment that nearly broke me. She was reaching for a piece on my side of the board, stretching forward, and that damn jumper gaped open so wide I saw everything. Her left breast completely exposed, her nipple pink and perfect and right there in front of me. Just for a second, but it was enough. I memorised it instantly—the exact shade, the way it puckered slightly in the cool air of the flat.

I had to leave. Had to get out of there before I did something unforgivable. My cock was so hard, I could feel it straining against my jeans, kept adjusting my position to try to hide it. But if she’d looked down then, there would’ve been no way she wouldn't notice. I made some excuse about an early lecture, started to stand up.

And then… God, then she crawled toward me. Actually crawled, on her hands and knees right in front of me. I nearly lost my mind. I've fantasised about her in that position so many times. Dreamed of her looking up at me, just like that, her big brown eyes wide and pleading.

"Oh please, Ethan," she said, her voice so soft and breathy. "Don't stop now. Not when I'm so close!" How could she not know how that sounded to me?!

I swear my heart stopped. The way she was looking at me—Jesus Christ. On her knees, lips parted, her hair falling around her face. It was everything I'd ever imagined. Everything I'd ever wanted.

All I could think about was how those lips would look wrapped around my cock. How she'd sound begging for it, pleading with me to let her taste it. I pictured her voice, that innocent, breathless voice saying "Please, Ethan, please let me suck your cock." My brain short-circuited. I couldn't breathe.

I had to get out of there. Had to escape before I did something stupid like drop to my knees and kiss her. Or worse, grab her by that silky hair and pull her face toward my crotch. I mumbled some bullshit excuse and practically ran to my room.

The second I closed the door, I was undoing my jeans. I couldn't even make it to the bed. Just stood there, leaning against the door, my cock in my hand. I was so hard it hurt. I closed my eyes and saw her again—Holly on her knees, looking up at me with those wide, innocent eyes. But there was no stupid backgammon board between us. It was just her, kneeling at my feet, her hands on my thighs, begging to taste me.

I came so fucking hard. Harder than I ever have before. In my mind, I was painting her pretty face with my cum, watching it drip down her cheeks, onto those perfect lips. Watching her lick it off, telling me how good I tasted.

Afterward, I felt like shit. The guilt was suffocating. She's my friend. Not some porn star in my sick fantasies. She trusts me, for fuck's sake. And here I am, jerking off to the thought of coming on her face. What the hell is wrong with me?

But I can't stop. I know I should move out. Find somewhere else to live. But the thought of not seeing her every day is worse than the torture of wanting her and not having her.

I'm completely fucked.

Holly's hand had slipped deeper into her shorts as she read, her fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles over her swollen clit. She wasn't even thinking about it—her body responding automatically to the raw desire in Ethan's words.

She'd never been the object of such intense, explicit fantasy before. She flipped back a page, finding the part where he described her crawling toward him, the way he'd imagined her begging.

"Oh god," she whispered, pressing harder against her clit, imagining herself exactly as he'd described—on her knees before him, looking up with pleading eyes. But in her mind, she wasn't innocent at all. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Her free hand clutched the diary tighter as she returned to his fantasy, drinking in every crude detail. The way he'd pictured her lips around his cock, the desperate sound of her voice begging to taste him.

"Please, Ethan," she murmured to the empty room, her fingers moving faster now, circling her swollen bud with increasing urgency. "Please let me suck your cock."

The words felt foreign on her tongue—she'd never been one for dirty talk—but now they sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core. She wanted this. Wanted to be exactly what he'd fantasised about.

Her eyes fixed on the passage where he described his release, how he'd imagined painting her face with his cum, watching it drip down her cheeks, onto her lips. How he'd pictured her licking it off, telling him how good he tasted.

"Yes," she gasped, her hips rocking against her hand. Her guilt had evaporated completely, replaced by a raw, primal need that matched his own. She wanted to taste him, to feel his hot release on her skin, in her mouth. Wanted to show him just how much she'd enjoy it.

Holly's fingers moved frantically now, her breathing ragged as she read his words one final time: "I came so fucking hard. Harder than I ever have before."

Her back arched as the first wave of her orgasm crashed through her. "Oh fuck, Ethan,” she whimpered, “me too!"

Her body convulsed with pleasure, her inner walls clenching around nothing as she imagined him there with her, imagined tasting him, swallowing him, being marked by him. She came with a strangled cry, her vision blurring as ecstasy radiated outward from her core, leaving her trembling and gasping for breath.

As the waves subsided, Holly collapsed back against her pillows, the diary still clutched to her chest. Her body felt boneless, satisfied in a way she'd never experienced before. Not just physically, but emotionally—as if she'd discovered a part of herself she hadn't known existed.

"Bloody hell," she whispered, staring at the ceiling in wonder.

She'd always thought of herself as relatively vanilla when it came to sex. Her previous boyfriends had been sweet but unmemorable, their lovemaking gentle and predictable. None of them had ever inspired this kind of desperate desire. None of them had ever made her feel so utterly consumed—so desperately, achingly wanted.

Holly's fingers traced the edge of the diary, her mind racing with possibilities. Reading about his desire was intoxicating, but suddenly it wasn't enough. She wanted more than just his words on a page. She wanted his hands on her body, his lips against her skin. She wanted reality.

I'm done with this game, she thought, closing the diary with a decisive snap.

She'd already spent enough time in this liminal space between knowledge and action. If they both wanted the same thing—and clearly they did—then what was stopping them? Just fear and misplaced guilt. Well, she wasn’t going to wait as long as he had. No more pretending, no more tension, no more wasted time.

Tonight, when Ethan returned home, she would end this charade once and for all. She would make his most explicit fantasies—and hers—come true. No more teasing, no more hesitation, no more secrets. Just the two of them, finally honest with each other.

She spent the day preparing, her nerves mingling with excitement. She shaved her legs meticulously, moisturised every inch of skin, and selected underwear she'd been saving for a special occasion—black lace, barely there, the exact opposite of the practical cotton she usually wore—though she chose to go without a bra entirely.

Over this, she wore that yellow sundress he'd written about—the one with the tiny flowers that had driven him to distraction just days ago. She left her hair loose, the way he seemed to prefer it, and applied just a touch of makeup to enhance her features.

She was ready.

At 8:15, she heard his key in the lock. Her heart leapt into her throat, her palms suddenly damp. This was it. No going back now.

"Holly?" Ethan called, his voice echoing through the flat. "You home?"

She took a deep breath, steadying herself. "In the kitchen," she replied, leaning against the counter in a pose she hoped appeared casual despite the storm of butterflies in her stomach.

Ethan appeared in the doorway, his dark hair slightly dishevelled from the wind outside. He looked tired, his shoulders tense beneath his jacket, but his eyes widened slightly when he saw her, taking in the sundress, her bare legs, the careful way she'd styled her hair.

"Oh," he said, his eyes lingering on her dress before flicking back to her face. "Are you heading out?"

"No," Holly replied, her voice steady despite the thundering of her heart. "I just wanted to look nice for you."

Ethan's brow furrowed, confusion replacing the brief flash of appreciation in his eyes. He set his backpack down slowly, as if buying time to process her words.

"What do you mean?" he asked, his voice careful, measured.

Holly had rehearsed this moment countless times throughout the day, considering every possible approach. She could have explained everything—finding the diary, how reading his private thoughts had awakened something primal within her, how she'd deliberately tested and teased him the night before. She could have laid out the whole twisted trail that had led them to this moment.

But all that could wait. Explanations, confessions, the moral complexities of what she'd done—none of it mattered right now. For now, she would simply give him exactly what he had fantasised about. She would be his porn star, his fantasy made flesh. And she would relieve him of the guilt that had been tormenting him for months.

"I wanted to look good for you," she repeated, her voice lower now, "so that you might consider giving me what I want."

Ethan swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing nervously. "And… what's that?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper, a mixture of confusion and apprehension clouding his features.

"You," Holly said simply.

She walked towards him slowly, deliberately, her bare feet silent against the kitchen tiles. His eyes widened with each step she took, his breath visibly quickening as she closed the distance between them. When she was mere inches away, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from his body, she dropped gracefully to her knees.

"I want you, Ethan," she said, looking up at him through her lashes, exactly as he'd described in his diary.

For a moment, Ethan stood frozen, his expression a battlefield of shock, disbelief, and naked desire. His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides, his chest rising and falling with rapid, shallow breaths.

"Holly," he whispered, his voice cracking on her name. "What are you doing?"

"What I should have done months ago," she replied, her hands moving to rest lightly on his thighs, feeling the muscles tense beneath her touch. "What we both want."

His eyes darkened, pupils dilating until only a thin ring of brown remained. "How did you…" he began, then shook his head as if clearing it. "We can't. You don't understand."

Holly's fingers trailed higher, stopping just short of the growing bulge in his jeans. "I understand perfectly," she murmured. "I understand that you want me. That you've wanted me for months. That you've been torturing yourself over it."

The air between them seemed to crackle with electricity as Holly gazed up at him, her hands still resting on his thighs. She could see him wavering, his resolve weakening with each passing second. Heat pooled low in her belly, a molten warmth that spread through her limbs, making her dizzy with want. This was it—the moment everything would change between them.

She took a deep breath and summoned the courage to say the words she'd read in his diary, the fantasy that had consumed him. Despite her newfound boldness, she felt her cheeks flush as she prepared to speak.

"Please, Ethan," she whispered, her voice husky with desire, "please let me suck your cock."

The crude phrase felt foreign on her tongue, but the effect was immediate. Ethan's eyes widened, his lips parting in shock. For a moment, he looked utterly stunned, as though he couldn't quite believe what was happening, as if his most private fantasy had somehow manifested before him—because it had.

"Holly," he breathed, her name half question, half prayer. "What's gotten into you?"

But even as confusion clouded his features, she could see his resistance crumbling. His hands trembled slightly as they moved to his belt, hesitating only briefly before unfastening the buckle.

Holly reached up, her fingers brushing against his as she undid the button of his jeans. She heard his breath hitch at her touch, felt the slight tremor that ran through him. Her own breath caught in her throat as her palm pressed against the hard length of him through the fabric of his boxers.

"I want to taste you, Ethan," she murmured, no longer playing a part, the words coming naturally now.

With newfound confidence, she tugged his jeans and boxers down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free, jutting proudly before her, already fully hard. Holly couldn't help but smile as she looked up at him, her tongue darting out to wet her lips instinctively.

The sight of him—thick and straining, a bead of moisture glistening at the tip—sent a fresh wave of arousal washing through her. This was no longer just about fulfilling his fantasy; it was about satisfying her own newly discovered desires.

"Holly," Ethan groaned, his voice strained, "you don't have to—"

"I want to," she interrupted, wrapping her fingers around his shaft, marvelling at the contrast between the silky skin and the hardness beneath. "I've been thinking about this all day."

Before he could respond, she leaned forward and ran her tongue experimentally along the underside of his cock, from base to tip. The taste of him—clean, musky, uniquely male—was intoxicating. Ethan's hips jerked involuntarily, a strangled sound escaping his throat.

"Fuck," he gasped, one hand moving to tangle in her hair. "You're so beautiful." His fingers traced her cheek with reverence, as if he couldn't quite believe she was real. "You have no idea how much I've wanted this. How long I've—"

"I do have an idea… actually," Holly interrupted, her lips curving into a knowing smile. The confession hovered on her tongue—the diary, her discovery, everything—but she pushed it aside. "But that can wait. Right now, I want to suck you properly, and then…" She paused, emboldened by the naked desire in his eyes. "I want you to bend me over the kitchen table and fuck me."

Ethan's jaw slackened, his expression a mixture of shock and desperate want. He opened his mouth, then closed it again, clearly flustered, words failing him completely.

Holly didn't give him time to recover. She leaned forward, running her tongue along the underside of his shaft again, this time with more confidence. Her hand tightened around him, angling his proud erection downward toward her waiting lips. The weight of him felt perfect in her palm, hot and heavy.

She took him into her mouth slowly, reverently, savouring the soft groan that escaped him as her lips stretched around his girth. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking gently as her tongue swirled around his sensitive head.

Her movements were deliberate, unhurried, alternating between taking him deep and pulling back to lap at his length with long, teasing strokes of her tongue. She explored him thoroughly, learning what made his breath hitch, what made his fingers tighten in her hair.

Then she released him from her mouth, his cock glistened with her saliva, and maintained eye contact as she lowered her head further, taking one of his balls into her mouth while her hand worked his shaft in firm, steady strokes.

"Christ, Holly," Ethan moaned, his voice ragged. His hand tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as if he might collapse without the anchor. His head was thrown back, eyes half-closed in ecstasy. "That feels… fuck… so good."

Holly could see he was in heaven, lost in sensation, his usual reserved demeanour completely shattered. The knowledge that she—shy, sweet Holly—had reduced him to this quivering, moaning mess filled her with a fierce, primal satisfaction.

She released him again, looking up through her lashes, her lips wet. The words came to her easily now, no longer foreign or embarrassing but powerful, liberating.

"I want you to fuck my mouth," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. "Don't hold back. I want to feel you lose control."

Something dark and primal flashed in Ethan's eyes—a look she'd never seen before but instantly recognised. His gentle hesitation vanished, replaced by raw need as his hands framed her face.

"Open," he commanded softly.

Holly parted her lips obediently, a thrill running through her at his tone. He guided himself between her waiting lips, pushing forward with careful restraint. His fingers threaded through her hair, cradling the back of her head as he began to move.

The initial thrusts were shallow, considerate—Ethan watching her face with an intensity that made her skin tingle. But as Holly relaxed her throat and took him deeper, his careful rhythm began to falter. His fingers tightened in her hair, his breathing growing ragged.

"God, Holly," he groaned, hips moving with increasing urgency. "You're perfect. So fucking perfect."

She surrendered completely, letting him set the pace, use her mouth as he needed. Each thrust sent sparks of arousal shooting through her body, her knickers soaked through now as she moaned around his length. The vibration of her voice against his sensitive flesh made him curse, his control slipping further.

Her eyes began to water as he pressed deeper, saliva dripping down her chin. The sounds filling the kitchen were obscene—wet, desperate noises that should have embarrassed her but instead only heightened her arousal. Her hands gripped his thighs for balance as he found a rhythm that had him panting, his eyes never leaving her face.

"Look at me, Holly" he commanded hoarsely. "Show me your eyes while I fuck your pretty mouth."

Holly obeyed, gazing up at him through tear-spiked lashes. The connection between them was electric, intimate in a way she'd never experienced before. She was giving herself to him completely, and the power of that submission made her dizzy with want.

Her core throbbed with each thrust, her body responding to being used so thoroughly by the man who had wanted her for so long. She moaned again, louder this time, the sound muffled by his cock but unmistakable in its pleasure.

"Fuck," Ethan gasped, his rhythm faltering. "Holly, I'm going to—"

She shook her head around his cock, her eyes still locked with his. Not a rejection, but a postponement. Not yet.

Ethan froze immediately, his hands loosening in her hair. "Sorry, I—" he began, but she was already pulling back, releasing him with a wet sound that echoed in the kitchen.

A thin strand of saliva connected her lips to his cock before breaking, dripping onto the yellow fabric of her sundress. She gasped for air, her chest heaving as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Later," she panted, her voice hoarse from taking him so deeply. "Later, I want you to cover me in your cum." She rose slightly on her knees, her hands sliding up his thighs. "But first, Ethan, please fuck me."

His features softened at her words, desire mingling with something like wonder. He extended his hand, helping her to her feet with surprising gentleness considering what they'd just been doing. But before turning her around, he pulled her close against his chest, one hand cradling her face.

"I still don't understand why you're doing this," he murmured, his thumb tracing her swollen bottom lip. "But… thank you."

Holly answered him not with words, but by pressing her lips to his in a kiss that contained everything she couldn't yet say. It was hungry and deep, her tongue seeking his, tasting him anew as she explored. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, his back, anywhere she could reach, as if she might absorb him through her fingertips.

When they finally broke apart, both breathless, Ethan's eyes had darkened to nearly black, his expression transformed by a newfound confidence.

"Holly," he said, his voice low and tentative but with an undercurrent of authority that made her shiver, "I'm going to fuck you now. Put your hands on the table."

A smile curved her lips as she turned away from him, bending at the waist to place her palms flat against the wooden surface. She arched her back slightly, pushing her bottom out toward him in shameless invitation.

Behind her, she heard his sharp intake of breath, then felt his hands on her hips, warm and sure. He flipped her skirt up, exposing her black lace knickers, so different from the practical cotton he’d caught glimpses of before and must have been expecting.

"Christ," he muttered, his fingers tracing the edge of the delicate fabric where it cut across her cheeks. "Were you planning this all along?"

Holly glanced over her shoulder, catching his eye with a coy smile. "Maybe," she admitted. "Does that bother you?"

His response was to hook his fingers into the waistband of her knickers and drag them down her thighs in one swift motion. The cool air of the kitchen kissed her exposed flesh, making her gasp.

"Fuck, you're soaking," Ethan growled, his fingers tracing her slick folds.

Holly shuddered as his fingertips explored her, teasing but not penetrating. "Of course I am," she said, breathless with anticipation. "I need you." She lowered her head to the table, pushing her ass further towards him, seeking more contact. The cool wood against her cheek was a stark contrast to the throbbing heat between her legs.

Ethan’s hands were everywhere then, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh of her bottom, spreading her cheeks to examine her most intimate places. She felt herself opening to him, exposed and vulnerable in a way that should have been mortifying but instead sent thrills of excitement racing through her veins. He was inspecting her in ways he'd only dreamed of before, and she revelled in his attention.

She felt him lean over her, his breath hot against her skin before his lips pressed against the curve of her ass. The tender kiss was followed by a sharp, unexpected bite that made her yelp—not in pain but in surprised pleasure.

"Too much?" he murmured, soothing the spot with his tongue.

"No," she breathed. "Do it again."

He obliged, alternating between gentle kisses and sharper nips that left her gasping, each bite sending delicious sparks straight to her core. His hand slid between her legs, spreading them slightly wider as his fingers found her centre, stroking her aching pussy with deliberate precision.

"You're dripping," he marvelled, his fingers gliding effortlessly through her slickness. The contact sent jolts of pleasure through her, making her moan and push back against his hand, silently begging for more.

She felt him spreading her lips gently, exploring her with a reverence that made her tremble. And then she felt it—the hot, blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. The initial contact made her gasp, her body tensing in anticipation.

But he paused, the pressure steady but unmoving. The wait was agonising, her body crying out for completion, for the fulfilment that hovered just out of reach.

"Is this really what you want, Holly?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of his restraint.

The question touched something deep within her. Even now, with her bent over their kitchen table, wet and ready for him—his fantasy made flesh—he was still checking, still making sure. It made her want him even more.

"Yes, Ethan," she said, her voice clear and certain despite her ragged breathing. "I want you to fuck me right here, right now."

And so he pressed forward, slowly, stretching her around him, the contact hot and wet and filling and perfect. His hands came to her hips, pulling her towards him until he was fully sheathed inside her.

"Oh god," Holly gasped, the sensation of fullness overwhelming her. He was bigger than she'd expected, bigger than she was used to, and she felt compelled to tell him. Another way to please him. "Fuck, Ethan, you're so big."

He groaned in response, his cock twitching inside her, evidently enraptured by her words. "You feel amazing," he murmured, his voice strained with the effort of holding still, giving her time to adjust.

And then he began to move, long slow thrusts, using his full length. The drag of him inside her sent waves of pleasure radiating through her body. It felt so good, so right, as if they'd been made for this exact moment.

"Ethan," Holly moaned, his name falling from her lips like a prayer. The sound seemed to encourage him, his pace quickening, his grip on her hips tightening.

He started pounding her harder, the wet sound of their bodies meeting filling the kitchen, skin slapping against skin. Holly gripped the edge of the table, panting, moaning, her cheeks burning with exertion and arousal.

"Yes," she gasped, lost in sensation as Ethan's movements grew increasingly urgent. "Harder!"

He responded immediately, adjusting his angle and driving into her with renewed vigour, just as he'd described in his diary—bending her over their kitchen table, her dress pushed up over her hips, taking her with an intensity that bordered on desperation. The reality was even better than his written fantasy. Each powerful thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her body, her breasts bouncing beneath her sundress as he pounded into her.

"Is this what you wanted?" he growled, his voice rough with exertion. "To be fucked like this? Hard and deep?"

"God, yes," Holly moaned, her fingers clutching desperately at the smooth wood of the table. "Just like you imagined it."

The words slipped out before she could stop them, but in her pleasure-addled state, she hardly noticed the potential revelation. All she could focus on was the exquisite sensation of him filling her completely, stretching her in ways she'd never experienced before. His cock hit spots inside her that made her vision blur, each thrust bringing her closer to the edge.

Ethan's rhythm faltered for just a moment at her words, but then he redoubled his efforts, one hand sliding up her back to tangle in her hair, pulling just hard enough to arch her spine and change the angle of his penetration.

Holly met his thrusts with equal fervour, her body instinctively finding his rhythm. She pushed back against him with each forward drive, her buttocks colliding with his pelvis in a desperate dance of flesh. The impact resonated through the kitchen, their bodies creating a primal percussion.

"Fuck, yes," she cried out, grinding herself against him, ensuring he penetrated her to the absolute limit of what her body could take.

Ethan's free hand came down to grip her ass cheek, fingers digging into the soft flesh with bruising intensity. The slight pain only heightened her pleasure, making her gasp and push back even harder.

"Holly," he groaned, the sound guttural and raw. His voice had transformed completely from the quiet, reserved friend she'd known for years into something animalistic and unrestrained.

She matched his vocalisation with her own uninhibited moans, no longer caring how she sounded or who might hear. The table creaked beneath them, dishes rattling dangerously near the edge as their bodies slammed together repeatedly.

"I'm so close," she panted, feeling the familiar tightening deep within her core. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

Ethan leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back as he maintained his relentless pace. His breath was hot against her ear, each exhale punctuated by a grunt as he drove into her.

"Yes, Ethan, yes!" she cried, all inhibition gone now. "Fuck me! Don't stop!"

She was begging him now, not to stroke his ego but to ensure her own completion, which she felt rising rapidly, a tidal wave of pleasure building at her core. Each thrust pushed her closer to the edge, the angle perfect for hitting that spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids.

"I'm going to come," she gasped, her voice breaking. "Oh god, Ethan, I'm coming!"

And then she did, hard, her inner walls clenching around his length, her legs spasming as ecstasy crashed through her. Her body dropped to the table, her cheek pressed against the cool wood as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

Ethan continued to pound into her, drawing out her pleasure, relentless in his rhythm. Each thrust sent aftershocks through her sensitised body, making her whimper and gasp.

"That's it," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. "Come for me, Holly."

As her orgasm began to subside, Holly became aware of Ethan's increasingly erratic movements. His breathing was harsh and ragged, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips hard enough to leave marks—marks she would secretly treasure tomorrow.

"Where do you want me to finish?" he asked, his voice strained, urgent.

Holly pushed herself up on trembling arms, glancing over her shoulder at him. His face was transformed by pleasure, a thin sheen of sweat making his skin gleam in the dim evening light. His dark eyes were focused on her with an intensity that made her heart skip a beat.

"You know where," she told him, her voice husky and raw from screaming his name.

A slow, wicked smile spread across Ethan's face. He gripped her hips one final time before pulling back, his cock sliding out of her with one final drag of pleasure.

Holly turned, her movements fluid despite her trembling legs. She sank to her knees before him once more, her fingers finding the thin straps of her sundress. With deliberate slowness, she pulled them down her arms, letting the fabric pool around her waist.

Ethan's breath caught audibly as her breasts were revealed to him—no longer glimpses stolen in passing or through gaping necklines, but fully exposed for his pleasure, her rosy nipples still hard from her orgasm. She hoped they were just as he'd imagined.

"Fucking hell, Holly," he whispered, reaching down instinctively.

His hands cupped her breasts, fingers kneading the soft flesh with reverent hunger. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, drawing a soft gasp from her lips as pleasure sparked through her oversensitive body.

She leaned into his touch, arching her back to press herself more firmly into his palms. Then, without breaking eye contact, she took his cock in her hand and enveloped him with her lips again. She sucked deeply, tasting herself on him—the flavour of her own arousal now mingled with the salt of his skin, a heady combination that made her moan around his length.

"Fuck," Ethan gasped, his hips jerking towards her instinctively.

Holly relaxed her throat, taking him even deeper than before, her eyes never leaving his face. She wanted to watch him lose control, wanted to see his expression when he finally let go. She gave him everything she could, swallowing around him, her tongue working the sensitive underside of his shaft.

She could feel him hardening even more in her mouth, his cock twitching against her tongue, his veins standing out prominently beneath his silky skin.

"Holly," he groaned, his voice strained, desperate. "I'm going to come."

She knew exactly what he wanted, what he needed. She'd read it in his private thoughts, had seen his most intimate fantasies laid bare on the page. Without hesitation, she pulled back, releasing him with a wet gasp that echoed around the kitchen.

She looked up at him with wide eyes, her lips swollen and glistening. Deliberately, she stuck out her tongue, presenting herself as the perfect canvas for his release. She didn't need to say a word—her pose said everything.

It was all he needed. His control shattered completely at the sight of her kneeling before him, bare-breasted and waiting. Holly gripped him hard, her hand working him in quick, firm strokes.

It didn’t take many.

With a guttural groan that seemed torn from the depths of his soul, Ethan came. The first hot splash landed across her cheek, the second painting a stripe across her parted lips. She continued to pump him through his release, angling his cock to ensure his seed covered her face, her bare chest, her waiting tongue.

Holly closed her eyes briefly as rope after rope of Ethan’s hot cum decorated her skin, marking her as his. When she felt the pulsing begin to subside, she opened her eyes again, meeting his gaze with a small, satisfied smile.

Ethan stared down at her, his chest heaving, his expression a mixture of awe and disbelief. His cum glistened on her flushed skin, dripping slowly down her cheek, pooling in the hollow of her collarbone, sliding between her breasts.

"Jesus Christ, Holly" he breathed, his voice barely audible. "You're fucking perfect."

Holly's tongue darted out, licking his seed from her lips with deliberate slowness. The taste was unfamiliar but not unpleasant—slightly bitter, slightly sweet, unmistakably Ethan. She made a show of swallowing what she'd gathered, watching his eyes darken further at the sight.

She leaned forward, taking just his sensitive head between her lips one final time. Her tongue swirled around him, gathering the last pearly drops that lingered there before milking the last of him into her mouth. Ethan hissed, his body jerking slightly at the contact, oversensitive after his explosive climax.

Holly held his gaze as she pulled back, opening her mouth to display his essence pooled on her tongue. The sight of his cum, white and thick against the pink of her tongue, made him groan. She closed her mouth, swallowing with deliberate slowness, her throat working visibly before she opened her lips again to show him she'd consumed every drop.

"You taste so good, Ethan," she murmured, her voice husky and satisfied. "Thank you."

"Fucking hell," he breathed, reaching down to stroke her cum-splattered cheek with trembling fingers. "Thank you, Holly."

She leaned into his touch, her eyes closing briefly as his thumb traced the curve of her lower lip. When she looked up at him again, his expression had shifted from raw desire to something more tender, more questioning.

"Come here," he said softly, helping her to her feet and pulling her against his chest, seemingly unconcerned about the mess transferring from her skin to his. His arms wrapped around her, strong and secure, as if he feared she might disappear if he didn't hold her tight enough.

For a long moment, they simply stood there in their kitchen, breathing together, Ethan's heartbeat gradually slowing beneath her cheek. The intensity of what they'd just shared hung in the air between them, too significant to simply brush aside with casual conversation.

"Holly," Ethan finally murmured against her hair, his voice hesitant. "What… what was that? I mean, not that I'm complaining, but—"

"I found your diary," she interrupted, the confession tumbling from her lips before she could reconsider. She felt him stiffen against her, his arms loosening their hold slightly. "Yesterday, when I was collecting your towels. It was under your bed."

Ethan pulled back, his expression stricken, colour draining from his face. "You… you read it?" His voice was barely audible, a mixture of horror and embarrassment washing over his features.

Holly nodded, refusing to look away despite the heat rising in her cheeks. "I did."

"Christ," he whispered, taking a step back, his hands falling away from her body. "Holly, I—I don't know what to say. I'm so sorry. Those things I wrote, the way I—"

"Don't," she said firmly, reaching for his hands, refusing to let him retreat. "Don't apologise. Not for wanting me. Not for any of it."

Confusion clouded his features as he stared at her, clearly struggling to reconcile her words with the situation. "But… I invaded your privacy. In my thoughts, in my fantasies…”

"And you never let any of that get in the way of being a good friend," Holly said softly, her fingers tightening around his. "That's what amazes me, Ethan. You had all these feelings, all these desires, and yet you never once made me uncomfortable. You never pushed boundaries or made me feel unsafe."

Ethan's expression softened slightly, though confusion still lingered in his eyes. "I would never—"

"I know," she interrupted. "That's my point. You have nothing to be sorry for. I'm the one who invaded your privacy. I shouldn't have read it."

His thumb traced circles on the back of her hand as he considered her words. A small, hesitant smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. "I'm… pretty glad you did," he admitted, his voice low and intimate.

Holly felt something warm unfurl in her chest at his words. "And I'm pretty glad you wrote it," she replied, a matching smile spreading across her face despite the drying mess on her skin.

"I’m glad I wrote it too… now," he said, his voice growing stronger, more certain.

They both shared a chuckle, the tension finally breaking between them. Holly leaned against him, unconcerned about the state of her appearance or the absurdity of having this conversation half-dressed in their kitchen.

"You know," she said wryly, trailing her fingers down his chest, "I've only read some of it… I'm sure there's more in there that we could try to recreate together."

Ethan's eyes widened, his lips parting in surprise before a slow, incredulous grin spread across his face. "Holly," he said, shaking his head in wonder, "you are the best fucking housemate ever."

She giggled at his naked enthusiasm. "You're not too bad yourself," she replied with a smirk. "So how about you clean this cum off my face and we go find a dirty bedtime story to read together?"
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