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The heat of the Italian sun clung to Elena’s skin as she stepped out of the sleek black car. Her heels clicked softly against the smooth stone path leading to Villa Notte—an exclusive luxury resort nestled high on a cliff overlooking the Mediterranean. Jasmine climbed the walls, the breeze carried the scent of salt and citrus, and everything about this place whispered indulgence.

She adjusted her sunglasses, shielding more than just her eyes. She wasn’t here to be seen. She was here to disappear.

Her heart was still bruised from betrayal—a fiancé who couldn’t keep it in his pants, and a life in New York that no longer felt like hers. A week in paradise, alone. No calls. No expectations. No men.

At least, that was the plan.

Until she stepped through the carved oak doors and saw him.

He stood behind the check-in counter, though he looked like he owned the world. Midnight hair, swept back effortlessly. A crisp white shirt, open at the collar, revealing just enough skin to make her mouth dry. He didn’t look at her like a guest.

He looked at her like a temptation.


“Signorina Moretti,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like aged wine. “Welcome to Villa Notte. I’m Luca. I trust your journey was… tolerable?”




His accent wrapped around her name like velvet. Elena blinked, heat rushing to her cheeks—and lower.


“It was… long,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Then let me be the first to help you forget it.” His smile was slow, knowing. Dangerous.




Something in his gaze made her stomach flip. She reminded herself why she was here. No drama. No entanglements. Just peace.

But Luca’s eyes told her peace might not be on the menu.
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Elena’s suite was a dream carved out of fantasy—arched windows opening to a sea of blue, silk sheets the color of cream, and a terrace that seemed to float above the cliffs. But even with all its beauty, she couldn’t stop thinking about him.

Luca.

There was something in his voice, his eyes, the way he spoke to her like they shared a secret already.

She tried to distract herself—unpacked, showered, changed into a soft linen dress. But the silence only made her more aware of the thrum of heat inside her, coiling tighter with every breath.

She needed air.

The sun was dipping into the water when she wandered down toward the private beach, toes brushing soft sand. No one else was around—just the waves, the breeze… and footsteps behind her.

She turned. He was there.

Luca.


“Couldn’t sleep?” he asked, his voice rougher now, as if the night stripped him of formality.

“Didn’t try,” she replied, holding his gaze. “The sea is louder than my thoughts.”




He stepped closer. “Thoughts can be dangerous. Especially here.”

She didn’t step back.


“Are you dangerous, Luca?”




A pause. His eyes dropped to her lips, then back up—dark, unreadable.


“Only if you want me to be.”




Her breath caught.

He reached out, slowly, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. His fingers lingered—warm, electric.


“You came here to escape,” he murmured. “But what if what you’re running from… finds you in other ways?”




Their faces were inches apart now. The pull between them was magnetic, undeniable. She could smell him—salt, spice, and something purely male.

Elena’s voice came out as a whisper. “And what if I’m tired of running?”

He didn’t answer with words.

He leaned in—close, lips grazing the edge of her jaw, not kissing, just teasing, just enough to make her knees weaken.


“Then stop,” he whispered against her skin. “Stay. Feel.”




And then he was gone.

Just like that.

She stood alone on the sand, breathless, her skin still tingling from where he touched her.

This wasn’t part of the plan.

But maybe… the plan was never meant to hold.
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Elena couldn’t sleep.

The sheets clung to her skin as if her body still remembered Luca’s voice, his fingers, the ghost of his breath on her neck. She stared at the ceiling fan, willing her thoughts to quiet, but her mind kept returning to him.

Who was he?

She tried to look him up earlier on her phone, but there was no mention of a “Luca” on the resort’s staff page. No surname. No LinkedIn. Nothing.

It only made him more dangerous.

The next morning, she slipped into a simple black swimsuit and a flowing white cover-up. She didn’t plan to see him. She just needed the sea.

The path to the private infinity pool curved along the cliffside. Elena followed it slowly, letting the sun kiss her skin, the wind tease her thighs. The pool was empty—silent and shimmering like liquid glass.

Until she saw the ripple.

He was already there.

Luca.

His back was to her, glistening with water, muscles flexing as he swam a slow, deliberate lap. He moved like he owned the ocean.

Elena froze.

He turned—and stopped when he saw her.


“I didn’t mean to interrupt,” she said, her voice lower than usual, thick with something she didn’t want to name.

“You didn’t,” he replied, pushing out of the pool in one fluid, effortless motion. Water slid down his chest, over hard lines and tanned skin.




She swallowed.


“I thought you might come here,” he said, walking toward her, not bothering to towel off. “You strike me as the kind of woman who needs water when her mind is on fire.”

“And you strike me as the kind of man who enjoys being watched,” she countered, folding her arms—trying to hold some control.




He chuckled softly.


“Only when the woman watching is beautiful… and curious.”




He stood in front of her now, so close she could smell the sun on his skin. Drops of water clung to his collarbone, and she had the insane urge to trace them with her tongue.


“Why are you here, Luca?” she asked, quietly. “Really.”




He didn’t answer right away.


“Because I own this place,” he finally said. “And because, from the moment you arrived, I knew I wouldn’t sleep until I touched you.”




Her breath caught.


“You’re bold.”

“I’m honest.”




Silence hung between them, thick and charged.

He leaned in slowly—not to kiss her, but to whisper in her ear:


“Tell me to walk away… and I will. But if you don’t—”

his hand ghosted down her bare arm, “—I won’t stop until you know exactly how much I want you.”




She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t breathe.

But inside, something broke.

And something else… ignited
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The door shut behind her with a soft click.

Elena stood in the middle of Luca’s private suite—larger than hers, darker, more dangerous. Like him.

The invitation had been unspoken. He hadn’t kissed her at the pool. He hadn’t needed to.

One look was enough.

Now she was here. Her breath shallow, her skin flushed, her body buzzing like a wire pulled too tight.

Luca moved toward her, slow and deliberate. The air between them snapped with tension, thick with the unsaid.


“You didn’t tell me to walk away,” he murmured.

“No,” she whispered. “I didn’t.”




He reached her, his hand brushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear, then trailing down her neck—light, teasing, claiming.


“Say stop,” he said again. “And I will.”




She lifted her eyes to his. Her voice trembled, but it was sure.


“Don’t stop.”




That was all it took.

His mouth was on hers, hot and hungry, lips crashing against her with a need that stole her breath. She kissed him back harder, her fingers threading into his wet hair, pulling him closer like she wanted to crawl inside him.

He groaned low in his throat, and it made her knees go weak.

He lifted her easily, carrying her toward the bed as if she weighed nothing. Her dress fell away like it had been waiting to drop. She was bare beneath it. Vulnerable. Exposed.

But not afraid.

His eyes drank her in.


“Dio, Elena…”




His voice was reverent, rough.

He kissed her neck, her collarbone, lower, tasting every inch like a man starving. His hands roamed her body slowly—learning, memorizing, teasing.

She gasped when his mouth reached her breast, his tongue circling, flicking, devouring.

Her hands clawed at his shirt, desperate. He pulled it off, and for a heartbeat, she just stared.

His body was made of heat and tension—sculpted muscle, a trail of dark hair leading downward. Her fingers traced the lines, trembling with need.


“I’ve thought about this since the moment I saw you,” he said, voice rough with hunger. “Thought about how you’d sound… when I make you come.”




She whimpered at the words.

Then there were no more words.

Only heat.

Only skin.

Only Luca—everywhere, inside her, around her, coaxing cries from her lips, her back arching, her nails digging into his shoulders as pleasure consumed her in waves.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t careful.

It was raw, honest, and utterly consuming.

When it was over, she lay tangled in his sheets, in his arms, in something she didn’t dare name.

And for the first time in months… she didn’t want to run.
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