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Chapter 1: The Empty House

The sun hung high in the cloudless summer sky as I pulled my beat-up Honda Civic into the driveway of Lily's father’s home. The address was etched into my memory from countless sleepovers and birthday parties over the years—123 Willow Lane, a sprawling suburban mansion that screamed old money and quiet luxury. At 19, I was still navigating the chaos of college dorm life, with its shared bathrooms, noisy neighbors, and endless ramen noodles. So when Lily texted me last week, begging me to house-sit while her dad was away, it felt like winning the lottery. "Please, Emma? Dad's off closing some big deal in London. Just keep the plants alive and feed Whiskers. You can have the run of the place—pool, home theater, the works!"

I couldn't say no. Lily and I had been inseparable since kindergarten, sharing secrets, crushes, and heartbreaks. She was the bold one, always dragging me into adventures, while I was the quiet observer, content with my books and daydreams. This gig was a rare chance for solitude, a break from the grind of lectures and part-time shifts at the campus coffee shop. I grabbed my duffel bag from the trunk, slung it over my shoulder, and approached the front door. The key was right where Lily said it would be—tucked under a potted fern on the porch. As I turned it in the lock, a faint click echoed, and the heavy oak door swung open with a soft creak.

Stepping inside, I was immediately enveloped by the cool, hushed luxury of the house. The air conditioning hummed faintly in the background, a gentle whisper that chased away the sticky humidity of the afternoon. The foyer was grand, with polished hardwood floors that gleamed under the chandelier's soft light, casting prismatic rainbows across the walls. To my left, a sweeping staircase curved upward, its banister smooth and cool to the touch as I trailed my fingers along it. But what hit me first was the scent—a subtle blend of lemon polish from the recent cleaning service, mixed with something more personal: Harlan's cologne. It was expensive, woody, with undertones of sandalwood and a sharp hint of citrus that made my pulse flutter unexpectedly. He was supposed to be thousands of miles away, sipping tea in some posh London boardroom, but his presence lingered in the air like a ghost.

I kicked off my sandals, feeling the plush cream carpet sink beneath my bare feet as I wandered into the open-plan living room. The space was massive, easily twice the size of my entire dorm room. Floor-to-ceiling windows flooded the area with natural light, overlooking the manicured backyard and the sparkling pool beyond. I paused by the sectional sofa, its leather soft and supple under my palm, and imagined the family gatherings that had taken place here—Lily's laughter echoing, her mom bustling with trays of hors d'oeuvres, and Harlan at the center, his charismatic smile drawing everyone in. Her parents had divorced some years earlier, and now her dad had he house to himself. I'd always admired him from afar during those visits. At 45, he was the epitome of a silver fox: tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that he kept neatly trimmed, and piercing blue eyes that seemed to see right through you. He was divorced now, had been for a couple of years, but he carried himself with the quiet confidence of a man who'd built an empire in tech startups. Not that I'd ever admit my silly crush to Lily. He was her dad—off-limits, ancient in my young eyes, and way, way out of my league.

Shaking off the thought, I continued my self-guided tour. The kitchen was a chef's dream: granite countertops veined with gray, stainless steel appliances that hummed quietly, and an island big enough to seat a small army. I ran my fingers over the cool marble surface, feeling the faint chill seep into my skin. The fridge was stocked, just as Lily promised—fresh fruits, gourmet cheeses, and bottles of sparkling water lined the shelves. I grabbed a cold bottle, twisting off the cap with a satisfying hiss, and took a long sip, the bubbles fizzing on my tongue. The water was crisp, almost sweet, a far cry from the tepid tap stuff back at school. Setting it down, I spotted the wine rack in the corner, filled with labels I couldn't pronounce. Lily's teasing words echoed in my mind: "Dad's got that fancy wine collection, but don't tell him I said that." I smiled to myself, tempted but deciding to save that for later.

Curiosity pulled me toward the family photos scattered on the mantel above the fireplace. There was Lily at her high school graduation, beaming in her cap and gown; a shot of her mom on a beach somewhere tropical, wind tousling her hair; and then Harlan, in a tailored suit, shaking hands with some business mogul at an award ceremony. His smile in that photo was magnetic, the kind that made you feel seen, valued. I lingered on it a moment too long, a warmth blooming in my chest that I quickly dismissed as nostalgia.

Upstairs, I claimed the guest room at the end of the hall—the one with the best view of the pool. The door opened with a soft whoosh, revealing a space that felt like a high-end hotel suite. The king-sized bed was piled with fluffy white pillows and a down comforter that looked impossibly inviting. Sunlight poured through the gauzy white curtains, casting a golden glow on the hardwood floors and warming my skin as I dropped my bag by the foot of the bed. I stripped out of my sundress, the cotton fabric whispering against my body as it fell to the floor in a puddle. Standing there in my underwear, I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror mounted on the closet door. My skin was pale from too many hours indoors studying, but the light softened everything, highlighting the gentle curve of my hips, the swell of my breasts, and the way my long brown hair cascaded over my shoulders. I wasn't model-thin like some of the girls on campus, but in this moment, I felt... attractive. Sensual, even. A forbidden thrill zipped through me as I reached for my tiniest red bikini from the bag. The fabric was thin, almost silky against my fingertips, and as I tied the strings behind my neck and back, it hugged my body snugly. My nipples peaked against the material from the cool air, visible points that made me blush. I adjusted the bottoms, feeling the high-cut legs expose more skin than I was used to. Why had I packed this one? Maybe subconsciously hoping for a confidence boost, or perhaps something more daring.

The backyard called to me like a siren. I descended the stairs, each step creaking faintly under my weight, and pushed open the French doors to the patio. The heat hit me immediately—a wave of warm, dry air scented with freshly cut grass and blooming jasmine from the trellis along the fence. The pool was a shimmering rectangle of turquoise, its surface rippling gently in the breeze. Lounge chairs lined the edge, their cushions plump and inviting, with a stack of fluffy towels on a nearby table. I unfolded one, draping it over a chair, and dipped a toe into the water. It was perfect—not too cold, not too warm, just refreshing enough to promise relief from the sun's rays.

Taking a deep breath, I dove in headfirst. The pool water hit me like liquid ice, shocking a gasp from my lips as it enveloped my body. Bubbles rushed past my face, tickling my skin, and the chlorine-sharp scent filled my nostrils, sharp and chemical but oddly invigorating. I kicked hard, propelling myself through the cool depths, feeling the water slide over my limbs like silk. When I surfaced at the far end, I slicked my hair back, water streaming down my face and neck in cold rivulets. The sun baked the droplets on my exposed skin almost immediately, turning them into tiny prisms that sparkled like diamonds. I floated on my back, arms outstretched, the gentle lap of water against my ears muffling the world. Birds chirped distantly in the trees, and a faint hum of traffic from the street beyond the fence reminded me I wasn't entirely isolated. But in this moment, it felt like I was.




Chapter 2: Settling In

My mind began to wander as I bobbed gently on the surface. College had been a whirlwind so far—freshman year blurring into sophomore with a string of awkward dates and half-hearted hookups. The boys my age were enthusiastic but clueless, fumbling in the dark like they were assembling IKEA furniture without instructions. I'd kissed a few, let hands wander under shirts and over jeans, but I'd never gone all the way. Virginity wasn't a big deal to me in theory; I just hadn't found someone who made my heart race, who knew how to touch me with confidence and care. Floating there, eyes closed against the bright sky, my thoughts drifted to dangerous places—places where strong, experienced hands pinned me down, where a deep voice whispered commands that sent shivers racing across my skin. Unbidden, Harlan's face flashed in my mind: those blue eyes darkening with desire, his broad hands gripping my waist, pulling me close. I felt a flush creep up my neck, heat pooling between my thighs despite the cool water. What was wrong with me? He was Lily's dad, for God's sake. A man twice my age, with a life full of responsibilities and ex-wives. But the fantasy lingered, teasing at the edges of my consciousness, making my nipples harden further against the bikini top.

I shook my head, diving under again to clear the thoughts. When I resurfaced, I swam lazy laps, the rhythmic stroke of my arms cutting through the water, muscles burning pleasantly after a few lengths. The pool's filter hummed softly, a constant background noise that lulled me into a meditative state. After about twenty minutes, I hauled myself out, water sluicing off my body in sheets. The patio tiles were warm under my feet, almost hot from the sun, and I padded over to the lounge chair, collapsing onto the towel with a sigh. The fabric was soft, absorbing the moisture from my skin as I reached for my phone. No new messages—just a playlist I'd queued up earlier. I hit play, soft indie tunes filling the air from the Bluetooth speaker on the table. Closing my eyes, I let the music wash over me, the bass vibrating faintly through the chair.

As the afternoon wore on, the sun dipped lower, casting long shadows across the yard. My skin tingled from the exposure, a light pink hue developing on my shoulders. I applied more sunscreen, the coconut scent thick and tropical, mingling with the chlorine on my skin. It was sticky at first, but as I rubbed it in, it smoothed out, leaving me glistening. Hunger gnawed at me eventually, so I wrapped the towel around my waist and headed back inside. The transition from heat to cool air raised goosebumps on my arms, and I shivered slightly as I raided the fridge again. A quick sandwich—turkey on whole grain, with crisp lettuce and tangy mustard—satisfied the immediate need. I ate at the island, perched on a barstool, the cool leather sticking slightly to my damp thighs.

With lunch done, I explored more of the house. The home office caught my eye—Harlan's domain. The door was ajar, and I pushed it open cautiously, feeling like I was trespassing. The room smelled strongly of him: leather from the desk chair, faint cigar smoke from a hidden humidor, and that ever-present cologne. Bookshelves lined the walls, filled with tomes on business strategy, biographies of tech giants, and a few well-worn novels—classics like Hemingway and Fitzgerald. His desk was organized, a sleek laptop closed in the center, surrounded by neatly stacked papers. A photo frame sat to one side: him and Lily on a ski trip, both bundled in jackets, cheeks rosy from the cold. He looked rugged there, stubble shadowing his jaw, a far cry from the polished executive.

I sat in his chair tentatively, the leather creaking under me. It was oversized, swallowing my frame, and I spun slowly, imagining him here late at night, poring over spreadsheets. The thought sent another illicit thrill through me. What would it be like to be in this room with him? To have him lean over me, explaining something in that deep, authoritative voice? I pressed my thighs together, feeling the ache build again. This was ridiculous. I needed a distraction.

Back in the guest room, I unpacked my bag properly—hanging clothes in the closet, setting my toiletries on the en-suite bathroom counter. The bathroom was spa-like: marble tiles, a rainfall showerhead, and fluffy robes hanging on the door. I considered a shower but decided against it; the pool water still clung to me, a refreshing reminder of the day. Instead, I flopped onto the bed, the mattress sinking luxuriously under my weight. The sheets were high-thread-count, smooth as silk against my skin. I scrolled through social media aimlessly, liking Lily's vacation posts from her mom's trip—yoga poses at sunrise, green smoothies that looked too healthy to be enjoyable.

As evening approached, the house grew quieter, the light shifting to a warm orange hue. I ventured downstairs to feed Whiskers, the family's tabby cat. He meowed insistently as I poured kibble into his bowl, the dry clatter echoing in the kitchen. He rubbed against my legs, his fur soft and warm, purring like a motor. "Hey, buddy," I murmured, scratching behind his ears. He butted his head into my hand, demanding more attention. It was comforting, this small routine, making the empty house feel less vast.

Dinner was simple: pasta from the pantry, tossed with olive oil, garlic, and some cherry tomatoes I'd found in the fridge. The sizzle of the garlic in the pan filled the kitchen with a savory aroma, making my mouth water. I ate on the patio, watching the sun set behind the trees, painting the sky in pinks and purples. Crickets began their nightly chorus, a soothing soundtrack to the solitude. With a glass of that forbidden wine in hand—rich and full-bodied, tasting of dark berries and oak—I felt utterly content. The alcohol warmed me from the inside, loosening the tension in my shoulders.

But as night fell, the house took on a different feel. Shadows lengthened in the corners, and every creak of the settling foundation made me jump. I turned on lamps as I moved through the rooms, their golden light chasing away the darkness. Back in the guest room, I changed into pajamas—soft cotton shorts and a tank top—and slid under the covers. The bed was heavenly, cradling my body like a cloud. I tried to read a book on my phone, but my mind kept wandering back to Harlan. What was he doing right now? Jet-lagged in a hotel room, perhaps, or out at a fancy dinner? The image of him in a suit, tie loosened, glass in hand, stirred something deep within me.

Eventually, sleep tugged at me, but not before I indulged in a private moment. Lying there in the dark, the sheets cool against my heated skin, I let my hand slip under the waistband of my shorts. My fingers found the slick heat between my legs, circling slowly as fantasies unfolded. Harlan's voice in my ear, his hands exploring, his body pressing me into the mattress. The build was slow, delicious, tension coiling tighter until release washed over me in waves, leaving me breathless and sated.

Little did I know, the real temptation was just beginning. Harlan's business trip would end early, and the empty house wouldn't stay empty for long.


Chapter 3: The Unexpected Return

I must have dozed off on the lounge chair, because the next thing I knew, the sun had shifted, casting long golden shadows across the pool deck. My skin felt warm and slightly tight from the hours of exposure, the coconut scent of sunscreen still clinging to me like a second skin. The indie playlist had looped back to the beginning, soft guitar strums floating through the humid air. I stretched lazily, arching my back against the cushioned towel, feeling the faint grit of dried chlorine on my arms. My red bikini had dried hours ago, the fabric now stiff and salty against my body. I reached for my water bottle, condensation cool against my palm, and took a long drink, the icy liquid sliding down my throat and settling in my empty stomach.

That’s when I heard it—the unmistakable thud of the front door closing, followed by the roll of suitcase wheels on hardwood.

My heart slammed into my ribs so hard I felt it in my throat.

No. It couldn’t be.

Lily had sworn her dad wouldn’t be back for at least five more days. London deal, red-eye flights, the whole story. I sat up too fast, the world tilting for a second, and scrambled for the oversized beach towel. Water from my earlier swim had long since evaporated, but I still felt exposed—hyper-aware of how little the bikini covered, how the thin triangles barely contained my breasts, how the high-cut bottoms rode low on my hips. I wrapped the towel around my waist like a sarong, knotting it tightly, and padded barefoot across the warm stone patio toward the French doors.

The house felt different now. No longer silent and mine alone, but charged, alive with another presence. I could hear him moving in the kitchen—cabinet doors opening and closing, the soft clink of glass, the low murmur of a frustrated sigh. My pulse raced as I stepped inside, the cool tile shocking against my sun-heated soles. Goosebumps prickled up my legs despite the warmth still radiating from my skin.

And then I saw him.

Harlan Reed stood in the middle of the kitchen, one hand braced on the marble island, the other loosening his tie. He looked travel-worn in the most unfairly attractive way possible. His white dress shirt was wrinkled from hours on a plane, sleeves rolled to the elbow, revealing strong forearms dusted with dark hair. The top two buttons were undone, exposing the hollow of his throat and a hint of tanned chest. His salt-and-pepper hair was slightly disheveled, as if he’d run his fingers through it a dozen times during the flight. Fatigue shadowed his blue eyes, but even exhausted, he radiated that quiet authority that had always made my stomach flip.

He hadn’t noticed me yet. His suitcase stood open beside him, a sleek black carry-on with a battered leather tag. A navy suit jacket was draped over one of the barstools. The faint scent of airport coffee lingered around him, mixed with something deeper—his cologne, the same woody citrus note that permeated the entire house, now intensified by his actual presence. It hit me like a drug, making my knees feel unsteady.

Then his head lifted, and those piercing eyes locked onto mine.

“Emma?”

His voice was deeper than I remembered, roughened by jet lag and surprise. The way he said my name sent a shiver racing down my spine, pooling low in my belly.

I clutched the towel tighter, suddenly hyper-aware of how little I was wearing. Water from my hair had begun dripping again in the air-conditioned chill, cold trails sliding between my shoulder blades and over the curve of my lower back. My nipples tightened painfully against the bikini top, and I prayed the thick towel hid it.

“Hi—um—Mr. Reed. Harlan,” I stammered, heat flooding my cheeks. “Lily asked me to house-sit. She said you’d be in Europe all week.”

He exhaled slowly, running a hand over his jaw. The faint rasp of stubble against his palm made something clench deep inside me. “Yeah, well… the deal fell apart at the last minute. Investors got cold feet.” He shrugged, a tired but still devastating half-smile tugging at his lips. “Caught the first flight back. Didn’t expect company.”

His gaze drifted over me then—slow, deliberate, starting at my bare feet and traveling upward. I felt it like a physical touch: over my sun-kissed legs, the knot of the towel at my hip, the way the bikini straps cut into my shoulders, the damp strands of hair clinging to my collarbone. When his eyes lingered on the swell of my breasts—just a fraction of a second too long—my breath caught. The air between us thickened, humming with something I didn’t dare name.

He cleared his throat and looked away, reaching for a glass from the cabinet. “You don’t have to cut your stay short. Stay the whole week if you want. Mi casa es su casa.” The Spanish rolled off his tongue effortlessly, that charismatic grin finally breaking through the fatigue. “Just… maybe warn a guy before he walks in on a bikini-clad house-sitter.”

I laughed, but it came out breathless. “I thought I had the place to myself.”

He poured himself water from the fridge dispenser, the ice clinking sharply. “Clearly.” He took a long drink, throat working as he swallowed, and I couldn’t look away. When he lowered the glass, a single droplet clung to his lower lip before his tongue swept it away. My mouth went dry.

We stood there for a beat too long, the silence stretching taut. Then he gestured toward the living room. “I’m going to attempt to stay awake long enough to eat something that isn’t airline food. You hungry?”

I nodded, grateful for something to do with my hands. “Starving, actually.”

He ordered pizza—two larges, one pepperoni for him, one veggie for me, remembering my preference from years of sleepovers without even asking. While we waited, he disappeared upstairs to shower and change. I heard the water running through the pipes, imagined steam filling the master bathroom, his broad shoulders under the spray, soap sliding over hard muscle. I pressed my thighs together beneath the towel, trying to ignore the ache building there.


Chapter 4: The Fantasy

When he came back down, he looked devastatingly casual: faded gray sweatpants that hung low on his hips and a soft black T-shirt that stretched across his chest. His hair was still damp, curling slightly at the ends, and he smelled like clean soap and warm skin. Barefoot, he padded into the living room carrying two plates just as the doorbell rang with delivery.

We ate cross-legged on the massive sectional, the pizza box open between us. Grease scented the air, rich tomato sauce and melted cheese making my stomach growl audibly. He laughed at that—a low, genuine sound that vibrated through the cushions and into my body.

“So,” he said, wiping his mouth with a napkin, “how’s college treating you? Lily says you’re killing it in your lit classes.”

I shrugged, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “It’s good. Challenging, but I love it. I’m thinking about grad school eventually—maybe creative writing.”

His eyes lit with interest. “You always were the writer. I remember those stories you used to read to Lily when you were—what—ten? Eleven?”

I groaned, hiding my face behind my slice. “Oh God, don’t remind me. They were terrible.”

“They were charming,” he countered, voice warm. “You had talent even then.”

The compliment settled over me like a blanket, soft and heavy. We talked for hours—about books, his work, the divorce (he skimmed over it lightly, but I caught the flicker of old pain), my lackluster dating life (I downplayed it, but he read between the lines anyway). He poured me a glass of red wine—“You’re old enough now, right?”—and the black-cherry richness coated my tongue, warming me from the inside out. Every time he leaned forward to refill my glass, his forearm brushed mine: warm skin, faint rasp of hair, the subtle flex of muscle beneath. Electricity crackled along my nerves.

At some point, I kicked off the towel, forgetting my state of undress. The bikini felt like nothing and everything at once. His gaze flicked to my legs when I crossed them, lingering on the smooth expanse of thigh before returning to my face. The room grew warmer despite the AC. I caught him watching my mouth when I laughed, saw his fingers tighten around his wine glass when I licked a bit of sauce from my thumb.

By the time the second bottle was half-empty, conversation had slowed into comfortable silence. The only sounds were the soft tick of the grandfather clock in the hall and our breathing. He stretched, arms overhead, shirt riding up to reveal a strip of toned stomach and the dark trail of hair disappearing beneath his waistband. I looked away too late—he caught me.

“Long day,” he murmured, voice husky. “I should try to sleep off this jet lag.”

I nodded, throat tight. “Yeah. Me too.”

He stood, gathering the plates. I followed him to the kitchen, hips swaying more than usual, hyper-aware of his eyes on me. At the sink, he rinsed while I loaded the dishwasher, our bodies moving in close proximity. The scent of pizza lingered, mixed now with wine and his clean warmth. When he handed me a glass, our fingers brushed—deliberately this time?—and I felt the spark shoot straight to my core.

He turned off the light, leaving only the under-cabinet glow illuminating the marble in soft gold. “Guest room still good?”

“Yeah. It’s perfect.”

We climbed the stairs slowly, side by side. The hallway felt narrower than before. At my door, he paused. Moonlight spilled through the window at the end of the hall, silvering the edges of his face.

“Goodnight, Emma,” he said softly, voice rough around the edges.

“Goodnight, Harlan.”

He hesitated another second, eyes searching mine in the dim light. Then he turned and walked to the master suite, door closing with a quiet click.

I stood there long after, heart pounding so loudly I was sure he could hear it through the walls.

Inside my room, I didn’t bother with pajamas. I peeled off the bikini, the fabric rasping over sensitive skin, and slid naked between cool, crisp sheets. The cotton was heaven against my overheated body. My nipples were still hard, aching. I could smell him on my skin from proximity—soap, wine, man. My hand drifted down my stomach almost of its own accord, fingers slipping between slick folds. I was soaked, embarrassingly so. I circled my clit slowly, biting my lip to stay quiet, imagining his large hands instead of mine, his deep voice telling me what to do.

The fantasy built fast: him catching me like this, spreading my legs wider, licking into me with that confident tongue. I came quickly, thighs clamping around my hand, a soft whimper escaping despite my efforts. Pleasure rolled through me in waves, leaving me trembling and breathless.

But even after, sleep didn’t come easily. I lay staring at the ceiling, listening to the house settle around us, every creak and sigh amplified. Knowing he was just down the hall—awake or asleep, shirtless in bed, maybe thinking of me too—made my body hum with restless energy.

Tomorrow, I told myself. Tomorrow I’d be good. I’d keep distance. I’d remember he was Lily’s dad.

But deep down, I already knew I was lying.

The temptation had arrived home early, and it had a name.

Harlan.


Chapter 5: The Spark Ignites

The morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains of the guest room, painting soft golden stripes across the bed. I woke slowly, body heavy with the kind of deep, dreamless sleep that only comes after too much wine and too many forbidden thoughts. For a moment, I forgot where I was—then the faint scent of Harlan’s cologne lingering on the pillow beside me brought everything rushing back. Not on the pillow, I realized with a flush; on my own skin. From sitting close on the couch, from the brush of his arm against mine, from the way he’d leaned in when he laughed. I buried my face in the sheets, inhaling deeply, and felt a fresh wave of heat pool between my thighs.

I stayed in bed longer than I should have, replaying every second of the night before. The way his sweatpants had clung to his thighs when he stretched. The low rumble of his voice when he said my name. The brief, electric brush of his fingers against mine. My body responded to the memories like it had a mind of its own—nipples tightening, skin prickling, a slow throb starting deep in my core. Eventually, I forced myself up, padding barefoot to the en-suite bathroom. The mirror showed a girl I barely recognized: cheeks flushed, lips swollen from biting them in secret, eyes bright with something that looked dangerously like anticipation.

I showered slowly, letting the hot water pound against my shoulders. Steam filled the marble enclosure, thick with the scent of the luxurious body wash I’d found—something expensive and subtly masculine that only made my thoughts worse. I lathered it over my breasts, down my stomach, between my legs, imagining his hands instead of mine. My fingers lingered, circling my clit with feather-light touches, but I stopped myself before I went too far. Not yet. Not when he was somewhere downstairs, real and solid and dangerously close.

I chose my outfit deliberately that morning. Not the modest sundress I’d packed for “house-sitting,” but the same red bikini from yesterday, now dry and soft from the laundry cycle I’d run late last night. Over it, I threw on a sheer white cover-up that did absolutely nothing to hide what was underneath—the thin fabric clung to damp skin, turning translucent where water from my hair dripped down my back. I told myself it was practical. It was hot outside. I was going to the pool. Totally innocent.

Downstairs, the house was quiet except for the soft clink of a spoon against ceramic. Harlan was in the kitchen, standing at the island with a mug of coffee in one hand and his phone in the other. He’d clearly been up for hours—hair still slightly damp from his own shower, dressed in a fitted gray T-shirt and black athletic shorts that showed off the powerful lines of his legs. The morning light slanted through the windows, catching on the silver threads in his hair and the faint stubble along his jaw. He looked up when I entered, and his eyes darkened instantly, tracking the way the cover-up shifted against my body.

“Morning,” he said, voice rough with sleep or something else. “Coffee?”

“Please.” I slid onto a barstool, hyper-aware of how the marble was cold against the backs of my thighs. He poured me a mug—black, no sugar, just how I liked it—and slid it across the island. Our fingers brushed again, longer this time, and neither of us pulled away immediately. The heat of the ceramic seeped into my palms, but it was nothing compared to the warmth spreading through me from that single point of contact.

He leaned against the opposite counter, sipping his own coffee, watching me over the rim. “Sleep okay?”

“Like the dead,” I lied, taking a careful sip. The coffee was rich, dark, with a hint of hazelnut that coated my tongue. “Jet lag didn’t keep you up?”

He gave a low chuckle. “I’m too old for jet lag to win. But I did some work. Trying to salvage what’s left of that London deal.” His gaze flicked down to my cover-up, lingering where the wet fabric clung to my breasts. “You heading out to the pool again?”

I nodded, setting my mug down. “It’s too nice to waste inside.”

“Good plan.” He pushed off the counter, moving toward the hallway. “I’ve got calls until noon, but after that… mind if I join you for a swim?”

My heart stuttered. “Not at all.”

He paused at the doorway, looking back at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read—something intense and restrained. “Save me a lounge chair.”

Then he was gone, and I was left gripping my coffee mug like a lifeline, pulse racing.

The next few hours were torture. I floated in the pool, letting the cool water soothe my overheated skin, but every splash, every ripple, made me imagine him diving in beside me. I rubbed coconut oil into my skin until it gleamed, the thick tropical scent rising in the heat, mixing with chlorine and the faint jasmine from the trellis. I lay on my stomach on the lounger, untying the bikini top strings so I wouldn’t get tan lines, feeling deliciously exposed even though I knew he could see me from the study window if he looked.

And he did look. More than once.

I caught glimpses of him through the glass—standing at his desk, phone to his ear, but his head turned toward the pool. Once, he stepped closer to the window, hands braced on the frame, watching openly as I stretched and rolled onto my back. The knowledge that his eyes were on me sent liquid heat rushing to my core. I arched slightly, letting the sun warm my bare breasts, nipples pebbling in the breeze. I pretended I didn’t know he was there, but my body knew. Every nerve ending was alive, waiting.

When he finally emerged just after noon, the sight of him stole my breath completely.

He’d changed into swim trunks—black, low on his hips, clinging just enough to hint at the heavy bulge beneath. Shirtless, he was even more devastating in full daylight: broad chest dusted with dark hair that tapered into a mouthwatering trail down sculpted abs, powerful arms flexing as he carried a bottle of water, skin already lightly tanned from years of discipline and outdoor runs. He smelled like fresh soap and warm male skin as he approached, the sun glinting off droplets of sweat at his collarbone.

“Mind if I take this one?” he asked, gesturing to the chair beside mine.

“Not at all.” My voice came out huskier than intended.

He spread a towel, sat, and took a long drink from the bottle. I watched his throat work, the way a bead of water escaped the corner of his mouth and trailed down his jaw. He caught me staring and smiled—slow, knowing.

“Race you to the deep end?” he challenged suddenly.

I laughed, nerves bubbling up. “You’ll destroy me.”

“Probably. But I’ll give you a head start.”

I retied my bikini top quickly, heart pounding, and we both dove in.

The water was shockingly cold after hours in the sun, raising goosebumps all over my body. I surfaced gasping, hair streaming, and he was already there—treading water effortlessly, grinning. We raced anyway. I gave it everything, arms slicing through the water, legs kicking hard, but he overtook me halfway, his powerful strokes cutting past me like I was standing still. When I reached the wall, breathless and laughing, he was waiting, one arm braced on the edge, the other reaching out to steady me as I grabbed for purchase.

His palm settled on my waist—large, warm, slightly rough from years of carrying briefcases and shaking hands in boardrooms. The contact burned through the thin wet fabric. I sucked in a breath, meeting his eyes. They were darker now, pupils blown wide despite the bright sun.

“Good effort, sweetheart,” he murmured, thumb stroking once—just once—along my ribcage.

The endearment hit me low in the belly. I couldn’t speak. We stayed like that, bodies close in the water, the gentle lap of waves the only sound. His hand didn’t move away. If anything, it tightened slightly, pulling me a fraction closer. I felt the heat of him even through the cool water, felt the brush of his leg against mine under the surface.

Then he released me and swam away, leaving me trembling.


Chapter 6: First Touch

We spent the afternoon like that—swimming, lounging, talking. He told me about the London trip, the investors who’d backed out, the frustration of building something from nothing only to watch it slip away. I told him about my favorite professor, the novel I was secretly writing, the way college sometimes felt both exhilarating and terrifying. Every topic felt charged, every laugh lingered a beat too long, every accidental brush of skin sent sparks skittering across my nerves.

By late afternoon, the sun was lower, the heat thicker. I lay on my front again, top untied, head pillowed on my arms. I heard him shift beside me, felt the faint breeze as he moved closer. Then his shadow fell over me, blocking the sun.

“Need more sunscreen?” he asked, voice low.

I turned my head, meeting his gaze. He was kneeling beside my chair, bottle in hand, expression unreadable.

“I—yeah. Thanks.”

He squeezed coconut oil into his palm, rubbing his hands together to warm it. The scent bloomed between us, sweet and heavy. Then his hands settled on my shoulders—firm, confident, thumbs pressing into tight muscles with perfect pressure. I couldn’t hold back the soft moan that escaped as he worked down my back, kneading along my spine, fingers grazing the sides of my breasts where they pressed against the towel. Every touch was professional and not professional at all. Heat pooled low in my belly, spreading outward until I was aching, shifting restlessly.

He moved lower, palms gliding over the curve of my waist, thumbs tracing the dimples above my bikini bottoms. When he reached the backs of my thighs, I parted them slightly without thinking. His breath hitched—just barely—and his hands stilled for a moment before continuing, massaging up the sensitive inner skin, stopping just short of where I desperately wanted him.

By the time he finished, I was trembling, breath shallow, skin hypersensitive. He capped the bottle and sat back, voice rough. “All set.”

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded, pressing my face into my arms to hide how flushed I was.

Dinner was quiet at first. We grilled steaks on the patio—him at the barbecue, me making a salad inside. The scent of charred meat and smoke filled the air, mingling with jasmine as dusk fell. We ate at the outdoor table, fairy lights twinkling on overhead, wine flowing freely again. Conversation turned personal—his divorce, how lonely the house felt sometimes, how proud he was of Lily but how much he missed having someone to come home to. I told him about my parents’ constant fighting, how I’d learned early to be the good girl, the quiet one, the one who didn’t make waves.

His eyes never left mine. When I laughed at something he said, he reached across the table, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. His thumb lingered against my skin.

Later, inside, doing dishes side by side, the tension finally snapped.

I was at the sink, sleeves pushed up, suds to my elbows. He moved behind me to put something away, and suddenly his chest was against my back—heat and hard muscle and the intoxicating scent of him surrounding me. His hand settled on my hip, thumb stroking slow circles through the thin fabric of my cover-up.

“Emma,” he said, voice a low growl against my ear.

I turned in the circle of his arms, heart hammering. We were inches apart, breathing the same air. His eyes searched mine, dark and hungry.

Then his mouth crashed down on mine.

The kiss was everything I’d imagined and more—hungry, commanding, devastating. He tasted like wine and smoke and pure want. His tongue swept in, claiming, coaxing mine to respond. I melted against him, hands fisting in his shirt, feeling the rapid beat of his heart under my palms. Large hands slid down to cup my ass, lifting me effortlessly onto the counter. The marble was shockingly cold against my bare thighs, making me gasp into his mouth.

He stepped between my legs, spreading them wide, pressing the hard length of his erection against my core. Even through layers of fabric, I felt him—thick, heavy, pulsing. A rush of slick arousal soaked my bikini bottoms instantly. His fingers hooked into my cover-up, yanking it over my head in one smooth motion, leaving me in just the red bikini.

“Fuck,” he breathed, eyes raking over me. “You’re perfect.”

His mouth found my neck, sucking and biting, stubble scraping deliciously against sensitive skin. I arched, moaning, as his hands roamed—cupping my breasts, thumbs circling nipples through thin fabric until they ached. Then he tugged the triangles aside, exposing me to the cool kitchen air. His head dipped, tongue flicking one stiff peak, then drawing it into his hot mouth. Pleasure shot straight to my clit, sharp and electric.

I clutched his hair, hips rocking against him shamelessly. He growled, switching to the other breast, teeth grazing just hard enough to make me cry out.

Then his hand slid down my stomach, fingers slipping beneath my bikini bottoms. The first touch on my bare pussy made us both groan—he found me drenched, swollen, desperate. His thumb settled on my clit, rubbing slow, firm circles while one thick finger traced my entrance.

“So wet for me,” he muttered against my skin, voice reverent and filthy at once.

He pushed one finger inside—slow, deliberate. The stretch was exquisite, a sweet burn that made me clench around him. He curled it, stroking that secret spot inside, and my hips jerked. A second finger joined the first, pumping steadily, thumb never stopping its torture on my clit. Wet sounds filled the kitchen—obscene and intoxicating—mingling with my breathless moans and his ragged breathing.

Pressure built fast, coiling tight and hot in my core. When I came, it was sudden and overwhelming—pleasure exploding outward in waves, thighs trembling, pussy pulsing around his fingers. I felt the hot rush of my release coat his hand, heard my broken cry echo off the cabinets.

He kissed me through it, swallowing every sound, fingers still moving gently until the last aftershock faded.

When he finally pulled back, eyes blazing, lips swollen, he rested his forehead against mine.

“That’s just the beginning, little girl.”

And I knew, without a doubt, that I was already lost.


Chapter 7: Surrender

His words hung in the air between us—“That’s just the beginning, little girl”—rough and laced with promise. They sank into my skin like heat from a flame, making every nerve ending flare to life. I was still perched on the kitchen counter, thighs spread wide around his hips, bikini top askew, breasts exposed and glistening from his mouth. My pussy throbbed with aftershocks, slick and swollen from the orgasm he’d just pulled from me with nothing more than his fingers and that devastating voice. The scent of sex—my arousal, sharp and sweet—mingled with lemon dish soap and the lingering smoke from the grill outside. It was heady, overwhelming.

Harlan’s eyes were almost black now, pupils blown wide with lust. His chest rose and fell heavily, the muscles in his arms flexing as he gripped my hips to keep me steady. I could feel the hard ridge of his cock straining against his shorts, pressing insistently against my soaked bikini bottoms. Every tiny shift of his body sent a fresh spark through my clit, making me whimper softly.

He leaned in, lips brushing my ear, stubble scraping deliciously along my jaw. “Bedroom. Now.”

The single word was a command, not a request. My body responded before my brain caught up—legs tightening around his waist, arms looping around his neck. He lifted me effortlessly, my weight nothing to him, and I wrapped myself around him like a vine. The walk to the stairs felt endless and instantaneous at once. With every step, his cock ground against my core, the friction maddening through thin layers of fabric. I buried my face in his neck, inhaling the clean, warm scent of his skin mixed with faint sweat and that ever-present cologne. My tongue darted out without permission, tasting the salt at his pulse point. He groaned, low and guttural, hands tightening on my ass.

The hallway blurred—moonlight spilling through the window at the end, silvering the edges of picture frames, casting long shadows across the hardwood. His bedroom door stood ajar, and he shouldered it open with a soft thud. The room enveloped us in darkness broken only by that same moonlight filtering through half-closed blinds, striping the massive king bed in pale bars of light. The air smelled strongly of him here—cedar from the paneled walls, the faint trace of his cologne on the sheets, something darker and more primal that made my mouth water.

He didn’t bother with the light. He carried me straight to the bed and dropped me onto the comforter. I bounced once, the downy softness swallowing me, cool cotton shocking against my overheated skin. Before I could catch my breath, he was on me—kneeling between my legs, hands hooking into the sides of my bikini bottoms. He peeled them down slowly, deliberately, eyes locked on the reveal of my bare pussy. Cool air kissed my slick folds, making me shiver. When the fabric caught on my ankles, he tugged it free and tossed it aside.

I lay there completely exposed, heart hammering so loudly I was sure he could hear it. His gaze raked over me—breasts heaving, nipples tight and begging, stomach quivering, thighs already trembling in anticipation. He looked like a predator deciding where to bite first.

“Touch yourself for me,” he ordered, voice gravel-rough. “Show me how you do it when you think about me.”

Heat flooded my cheeks, but the command in his tone made obedience inevitable. I slid a tentative hand down my body, fingers gliding over my clit. I was so sensitive from the earlier orgasm that the first light circle drew a sharp gasp from my lips. My hips lifted involuntarily, chasing more pressure. I spread my legs wider, giving him the full view—glistening pink folds, the way my fingers slipped easily through wetness.

His breath hitched. “Fuck, that’s beautiful.”

He stripped while I touched myself—shirt yanked over his head in one fluid motion, revealing the full expanse of his chest, the dark hair, the ridges of muscle that flexed with every movement. Then his shorts and boxer briefs came down together. His cock sprang free, and I forgot how to breathe.

It was bigger than I’d imagined—long, thick, curved slightly upward, the broad head flushed deep red and already slick with pre-cum. Veins stood out along the shaft, pulsing visibly. The sight made my mouth water and my pussy clench around nothing. He wrapped a fist around himself, stroking once, twice, eyes never leaving my fingers working between my legs.

“Keep going,” he growled. “But don’t come. Not until I’m inside you.”

The warning sent a fresh gush of arousal dripping down to the sheets. I slowed my circles, teasing myself mercilessly, thighs shaking with the effort of holding back.

He crawled onto the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. Moonlight caught on the sheen of sweat along his collarbone, the flex of his abs as he moved over me. He settled between my thighs, nudging them wider with his knees. The heat of his body enveloped me, the coarse hair on his chest rasping against my nipples as he leaned down to claim my mouth again.

This kiss was slower, deeper—tongue stroking mine in a rhythm that promised what was coming. He tasted like wine and raw desire. One hand tangled in my hair, angling my head for better access, while the other slid down my side, thumb tracing the curve of my breast, the dip of my waist, the flare of my hip. When he reached my hand still circling my clit, he covered it with his own, guiding my fingers faster for a moment—just long enough to make me whimper—before moving them away.

“My turn.”




Chapter 8: Taking It All

He dragged his cock through my folds, coating himself in my wetness. The broad head nudged my clit, then slid lower, pressing at my entrance. The stretch started immediately—slow, relentless pressure as he began to push inside. My body resisted at first, virgin muscles fluttering around the intrusion. It burned, a sharp sting that made me gasp and clutch his shoulders.

He froze, muscles trembling with restraint. Sweat beaded on his brow. “Breathe, sweetheart. Relax for me.”

I forced air into my lungs, willing my body to open. He kissed me softly—lips, jaw, the sensitive spot below my ear—murmuring praise against my skin. “Good girl. Just like that.”

Inch by inch, he sank deeper. The burn morphed into a deep, aching fullness that bordered on pain and pleasure at once. Every ridge and vein dragged along my sensitive walls, lighting up nerves I didn’t know existed. When he finally bottomed out—balls pressed tight against my ass, his pelvis flush against mine—we both groaned. I felt impossibly stretched, claimed, owned.

He held still, letting me adjust, forehead resting against mine. Our breaths mingled, ragged and hot. I could feel his cock pulsing inside me, the way my walls fluttered around him in tiny spasms.

“Move,” I whispered, nails digging into his back. “Please.”

He drew back slowly—agonizingly slowly—until only the head remained, then thrust forward again. The glide was smoother now, slick with my arousal. Pleasure sparked sharp and bright along every inch he touched. He set a steady rhythm, deep and measured, each stroke dragging over that secret spot inside that made my vision blur at the edges.

The room filled with the sounds of us—wet slap of skin on skin, my breathless moans, his low grunts of effort. The bed creaked beneath us, headboard tapping softly against the wall. Moonlight painted moving shadows across his back as muscles flexed and released. The scent of sex grew thicker—sweat, arousal, the faint metallic tang of my lost virginity.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, urging him deeper. He obliged, angling his hips until every thrust bumped my cervix in a way that made me see stars. Pressure coiled low in my belly, tighter and tighter, a molten heat ready to erupt.

He shifted suddenly, sitting back on his heels and pulling me with him so I straddled his lap without breaking our connection. Gravity drove him even deeper, and I cried out, head falling back. His hands gripped my ass, guiding me up and down his length. My breasts bounced with every movement, nipples grazing the coarse hair on his chest, sending sparks straight to my clit.

“Look at me,” he demanded.

I forced my eyes open, meeting his gaze. The intensity there undid me—raw possession, awe, hunger. He looked at me like I was everything.

One hand slid between us, thumb finding my clit with unerring accuracy. He rubbed tight circles in time with my rising and falling. The dual sensation—his cock stretching me impossibly full, his thumb merciless on my swollen bundle of nerves—shattered me.

My orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Pleasure exploded outward from my core, crashing through every limb in violent pulses. My pussy spasmed wildly around him, milking his length in rhythmic clenches. I felt the hot flood of my release, heard the obscene wet sounds as he kept thrusting through it. My vision whited out, a silent scream tearing from my throat as my body convulsed in his arms.

He didn’t stop. He flipped me onto my stomach in one smooth motion, pulling my hips up until I was on my knees. The new angle felt deeper, almost too much. He drove back in with a single hard thrust that forced the air from my lungs. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to leave marks, holding me exactly where he wanted.

From behind, he was relentless—long, punishing strokes that slapped against my ass, the sound echoing in the quiet room. One hand snaked around to cup my breast, pinching the nipple sharply. The sting blended into pleasure, heightening everything. His other hand came down on my ass in a sharp spank—heat blooming instantly across my skin. I pushed back into him, begging without words.

Another orgasm built faster this time, fueled by the raw dominance. When it broke, I buried my face in the pillow to muffle my scream, body shaking uncontrollably as fresh waves rolled through me.

Harlan’s rhythm faltered. His thrusts grew erratic, deeper, harder. “Fuck—Emma—”

With a guttural roar, he slammed home one last time and came. I felt every pulse—his cock swelling impossibly thicker, then the hot, thick spurts of his release flooding me deep inside. He jerked again and again, grinding against my ass as he emptied himself. Warmth spread through me, his cum coating my walls, leaking out around his shaft as he stayed buried.

We collapsed sideways, still joined, his chest to my back. His arms wrapped around me possessively, one hand cupping my breast, the other splayed over my stomach. Our breathing slowed together, ragged gasps evening out. Sweat cooled on our skin; the room smelled overwhelmingly of sex and satisfaction.

After a long moment, he pressed a kiss to my shoulder, voice hoarse. “You okay?”

I nodded, throat too raw for words. Every muscle felt liquid, used in the best way. The ache between my legs was deep and delicious, a reminder of everything we’d done.

He pulled out slowly, and I whimpered at the loss. Warm fluid followed, trickling down my thigh—his cum mixed with faint traces of my virginity. He disappeared briefly to the bathroom, returning with a warm cloth. The gentleness as he cleaned me—tender strokes between my legs, careful around swollen folds—made my chest tighten.

When he slid back into bed, he pulled me against him, my back to his chest, legs tangled. His hand rested possessively on my hip.

“Sleep,” he murmured against my hair. “We’ve got time.”

I drifted off surrounded by him—his warmth, his scent, the steady thump of his heartbeat against my spine.

Tomorrow, consequences might come. Lily would return eventually. The world outside this bed would demand answers.

But tonight, I was his.

Completely surrendered.

And I didn’t want to be anywhere else.


Chapter 9: The Secret

I woke to sunlight pouring through the half-open blinds, warm stripes of gold painting Harlan’s bedroom in soft morning light. For a disoriented second, I didn’t know where I was—then the ache between my thighs, the delicious soreness in muscles I didn’t know I had, and the heavy weight of his arm across my waist brought everything flooding back. His chest was pressed to my back, skin hot and slightly damp with sleep-sweat, the coarse hair on his forearm tickling my stomach where his hand splayed possessively. His breathing was slow and deep against my neck, each exhale stirring the fine hairs there.

I shifted carefully, feeling the sticky remnants of last night between my legs—his cum dried on my inner thighs, my own arousal still faintly slick. The scent of sex lingered in the sheets, rich and musky, mixed with his cologne and the faint cedar of the room. Every small movement reminded me how thoroughly he’d claimed me: the tender swell of my pussy, the faint bruises on my hips where his fingers had gripped, the pleasant sting on my ass from his palm. I’d never felt so used, so satisfied, so completely owned.

Harlan stirred behind me, arm tightening reflexively. His lips brushed the curve of my shoulder in a sleepy kiss. “Morning,” he murmured, voice gravel-rough and intimate.

“Morning,” I whispered back, throat dry. I turned in his arms to face him. His hair was tousled, stubble darker along his jaw, blue eyes soft with sleep and something deeper—satisfaction, maybe possession. He looked younger like this, less the untouchable CEO and more the man who’d spent hours inside me, coaxing scream after scream from my body.

He leaned in, kissing me slow and lazy, tongue stroking mine with unhurried confidence. There was no rush this morning; we had days still before Lily returned. His hand slid down my side, thumb tracing the dip of my waist, the flare of my hip, before cupping my ass and pulling me flush against him. I felt him already half-hard against my belly, thick and heavy, and a fresh wave of heat bloomed low in my core.

We didn’t speak much at first. Words felt unnecessary when our bodies were already communicating so clearly. He rolled me onto my back, settling between my thighs with the ease of someone who now knew exactly how perfectly we fit. The head of his cock nudged my entrance, sliding through slick folds—he groaned at how wet I still was, how ready.

This time was slower than last night. He entered me inch by inch, eyes locked on mine, watching every flicker of expression as he stretched me open again. The soreness made it intense, a sweet burn that quickly melted into pleasure as he bottomed out. We moved together languidly, hips rolling in a rhythm that built gradually, like a tide coming in. His mouth found my breasts, tongue swirling around one nipple then the other, teeth grazing just hard enough to make me arch. I wrapped my legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, urging him deeper.

When I came, it was a long, rolling wave—pleasure spreading outward in warm pulses, my walls fluttering around him softly. He followed moments later, burying his face in my neck with a muffled groan, pumping another load deep inside me. We stayed joined, breathing together, until he finally slipped out and rolled to his side, pulling me with him.

“Breakfast?” he asked eventually, lips brushing my temple.

I laughed softly. “Eventually.”

That set the tone for the days that followed—time measured not in hours but in touches, in the slow discovery of each other’s bodies, in the building addiction neither of us wanted to name.

The shower became our first playground that morning. Steam filled the master bath, thick with eucalyptus from his body wash. Water pounded hot against my back as he pressed me face-first to the cool marble tile, the contrast making me gasp. His hands were everywhere—soaping my breasts until my nipples ached, sliding between my legs to wash away the evidence of our morning lovemaking only to replace it with fresh arousal. He dropped to his knees, mouth finding my pussy from behind, tongue spearing deep while water cascaded over us. The sensation was overwhelming: hot water, his hot mouth, the cold tile against my palms and breasts. When he slipped two fingers into my ass—slow, slick with conditioner—the forbidden stretch sent me over the edge hard, legs shaking so badly he had to hold me up as I came against his tongue.

Later, on the living room couch at midnight, moonlight silvered our skin through the massive windows. I straddled him reverse, sinking down onto his cock inch by torturous inch. The leather was cool and slightly sticky beneath my knees. I could feel every ridge of him splitting me open, the broad head nudging my cervix on each downward grind. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me, thumbs tracing the dimples above my ass. I rode him slowly at first, savoring the stretch, then faster, chasing the friction on my clit against his balls. When I came, it was explosive—I felt the hot rush of liquid squirting out, soaking his thighs and the leather beneath us. He growled my name, thrusting up hard, filling me again with pulse after thick pulse.

In the pool under a canopy of stars, chlorine and night-blooming jasmine thick in the air, he held me afloat with one arm while his mouth devoured me beneath the water. Bubbles tickled my skin as his tongue fucked into me, nose bumping my clit rhythmically. The muffled silence underwater amplified every sensation—the cool liquid against my heated flesh, the burn in my lungs as I held my breath, the building pressure until I shattered, thighs clamping around his head as pleasure tore through me in silent waves.




Chapter 10: Is It Over?

Each encounter layered new sensory memories: the taste of his skin—salt and faint chlorine—the rasp of his stubble against my inner thighs, the wet sounds of our bodies joining, the slap of skin echoing in empty rooms. He taught me things I’d only read about in secret: how to take him in my mouth until he hit the back of my throat, how to relax when he pressed a slick finger into my ass, how to ride his face until I saw stars. And always, always, the overwhelming stretch and heat of his cock inside me, claiming me in ways I hadn’t known were possible.

But beneath the constant pleasure ran a current of something more dangerous—tenderness. The way he kissed my forehead after I came apart in his arms. The quiet conversations in the dark, tangled in sheets, about dreams and fears and futures. The possessive way he pulled me close even in sleep, as if afraid I’d vanish. I caught myself watching him when he worked—focused on his laptop at the kitchen island, brow furrowed, sleeves rolled up—and feeling an ache in my chest that had nothing to do with lust.

We both knew it couldn’t last forever. Lily’s return loomed like a storm on the horizon. Every time my phone buzzed with a text from her—“Miss you! Home in three days!”—guilt twisted in my stomach. But then Harlan would touch me, just a brush of fingers along my spine or a kiss pressed to the hollow of my throat, and the guilt dissolved under fresh waves of want.

On our last full night together, we didn’t sleep. We moved from room to room like we were trying to imprint ourselves on the house itself. In the kitchen, he bent me over the island where we’d first kissed, fucking me hard and deep while the marble chilled my breasts. In the home theater, he laid me across the wide leather recliner, eating me slowly until I begged, then filling me again while the unused screen glowed faintly behind us. Back in his bed, we went slow—missionary, face to face, eyes locked as he moved inside me with deliberate strokes that felt like more than just sex.

Afterward, we lay tangled, sweat cooling on our skin. Moonlight striped the bed again, silver on his shoulder where my head rested. His fingers traced lazy patterns on my back.

“What happens when she comes home?” I finally asked, voice small.

He was quiet for a long moment. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “But I know I’m not ready to let this—let you—go.”

I pressed closer, breathing him in. “Me neither.”

We fell asleep eventually, limbs entwined, his cum still warm inside me, slowly dripping down my thighs onto the sheets that smelled overwhelmingly of us.

Morning came too soon. I woke to the distant sound of a car door slamming—Lily’s Uber from the airport. Panic surged through me like ice water. Harlan was already awake, expression grim as he pulled on sweatpants. He kissed me once—hard, desperate—before slipping out to meet her downstairs.

I lay frozen in his bed, heart pounding, listening to their voices float up the stairs. Lily’s bright laughter, Harlan’s deeper rumble. The normalcy of it made what we’d done feel even more unreal, more forbidden.

I waited until I heard them move toward the kitchen before sneaking back to the guest room, legs shaky, his seed still leaking from me with every step. I showered quickly, scrubbing away the evidence, but nothing could wash away the memories branded into my skin.

When I finally went downstairs, Lily enveloped me in a hug that smelled like airport and vanilla perfume. “I missed you so much!” she squealed. “Thank you for taking care of everything!”

Harlan stood behind her, leaning against the counter, expression carefully neutral. But his eyes met mine over her shoulder—dark, heated, full of everything we couldn’t say.

“No problem,” I managed, voice steady only through sheer will. “Happy to help.”

Later, as Lily chattered about her trip and unpacked in her room, Harlan caught me alone in the hallway. His hand brushed mine—just a fleeting touch—but it sent electricity crackling up my arm.

“We’ll figure it out,” he whispered, so low I barely heard. “You’re mine, Emma. No matter what.”

I believed him.

Because even with Lily home, even with the secret burning between us like a live wire, I knew I’d never be able to stay away.

I was addicted.

Tempted beyond salvation.

And I didn’t want to be saved.
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