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  Chapter one
Doorstep Debt


The porch light flickered above, buzzing like a dying insect, casting ugly shadows over the cracked steps as Konstantinos pulled in. He shut off the engine and slumped in the seat, the ache of eighteen hours hauling boxes grinding into his spine. He stank of diesel and sweat, his shirt glued to his skin. All he wanted was a cold beer, Hera’s tits pressed against his back in bed, and a night without anyone needing anything from him. 
Then he saw the figure on the porch.
Haris was there, back to the door, duffel bag dumped at his feet like a dead dog. Broad shoulders, that same arrogant tilt to his head that used to make Konstantinos’s balls crawl up into his gut in the locker room. The streetlamp caught his profile—knife-edge jaw, three days of stubble, the kind of face that made women wet without even trying.
Konstantinos’s keys bit into his palm. He considered reversing out of the driveway, driving around the block until the man got bored and left. But Hera’s car was already in the garage. She’d seen the headlights. She’d be watching.
He got out.
Haris turned at the sound of the car door. That same slow, knowing smirk crawled across his mouth.
“Konstantinos. Been a while.”
The voice hadn’t changed either—low, rough around the edges, carrying the lazy confidence of someone who’d never had to ask twice for anything.
“What are you doing here?” Konstantinos asked. He kept his tone flat. Neutral. The way you talk to a stray dog you don’t want to encourage.
Haris lifted one shoulder. “Girlfriend kicked me out. Caught me with her best friend. Or maybe it was the other way around. Details are fuzzy.” He dragged a hand through his dark hair. “Need a couch for a few nights. Just till I figure shit out.”
Konstantinos stared, the words hitting like a punch to the balls. A few nights. In his house. On his couch. With Hera upstairs, probably naked under his sheets.
“No,” he said automatically.
Haris’s smirk didn’t falter. “Come on, man. Old times’ sake. You always were the soft one.”
The old insult hit home. Konstantinos felt that same hot shame crawl up his neck—the same humiliation from when Haris used to pin him against the lockers after gym, laughing while the other guys watched, his face burning as he tried not to get hard from the rough attention.
Before he could answer, the front door opened.
Hera stood in the doorway, barefoot, wearing nothing but one of Konstantinos’s old gray T-shirts, the hem barely covering her ass. The hallway light behind her made the thin cotton almost see-through. Her nipples poked through the fabric, dark and hard, the curve of her hips and the shadow between her thighs on full display. Her long black hair spilled over one shoulder, looking like something out of a wet dream.
Her green eyes flicked from Konstantinos to Haris and back again. She tilted her head, curious rather than alarmed.
“Who’s this?” she asked, voice warm, almost amused.
Konstantinos opened his mouth, but Haris beat him to it.
“Haris. Old friend from school.” He stepped forward, offering his hand. “You must be the wife.”
Hera smiled—small, private, the smile she usually saved for Konstantinos when they were alone. She took Haris’s hand. Held it a beat longer than necessary.
“Hera,” she said. “Come in. You look like you could use a drink.”
Konstantinos felt the air go thick, heavy with something ugly. Hera’s fingers lingered on Haris’s hand, and Haris’s eyes dropped straight to the bottom of her T-shirt, staring at her bare thighs like he was already undressing her with his eyes.
He wanted to say no again. Wanted to grab Hera’s wrist and pull her back inside, lock the door, tell Haris to fuck off. But the words wouldn’t come.
Hera stepped aside, letting Haris in. As he passed, his arm brushed right across her tit—just a graze, but enough to make the T-shirt shift and her breath hitch, nipples hardening under the thin fabric.
Konstantinos followed them inside like a man walking to his own execution.
The living room stank of Hera’s lavender candle and the sharp, cocky stink of Haris’s cologne—expensive, loud, the kind that said fuck you before he even opened his mouth. Haris dropped onto the couch like he owned the place, legs spread wide, arm thrown over the backrest, taking up as much space as possible.
Hera disappeared into the kitchen. Konstantinos stood in the doorway, arms crossed, trying to look casual.
“You can’t stay,” he said quietly.
Haris raised an eyebrow. “Your wife seems to disagree.”
“She’s being polite.”
“Is she?” Haris leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Because from where I’m sitting, she looked pretty fucking interested.”
Konstantinos’s jaw clenched. “Watch it.”
Haris laughed—short, rough. “Still the same Konstantinos. All bark, no bite.” He glanced toward the kitchen, where Hera was humming softly, pouring whiskey into three glasses. “She’s hot, though. You did good there. Better than you deserve.”
The words were a knife, twisting. Konstantinos felt his face burn.
Hera came back with the drinks. She gave Haris his first, her fingers sliding over his knuckles, slow and deliberate. Then she handed Konstantinos his, her touch on his wrist soft, almost like she was sorry for something. Almost.
She sat down next to Haris, not quite touching, but close enough their thighs were nearly pressed together. Konstantinos could see the heat between them from across the room.
“So,” she said, sipping her whiskey, “tell us about this breakup.”
Haris leaned back, glass resting on his stomach. The movement pulled his shirt tight across his chest, outlining muscle that hadn’t softened since high school.
“Long story short? She found texts. Some pictures. Didn’t like sharing.” He shrugged. “Her loss.”
Hera laughed—low, throaty. “Sounds like you’re a lot to handle.”
Haris’s eyes flicked to her mouth. “Some women like that.”
Konstantinos stood in the doorway, frozen. The room felt like it was shrinking, getting hotter by the second. The whiskey scorched his throat, but his heart still hammered in his chest, loud and useless.
Hera crossed her legs. The T-shirt rode higher. She didn’t adjust it.
Haris noticed.
Of course he noticed.
“Anyway,” Haris continued, voice dropping lower, “I figured Konstantinos owed me one. After all the times I covered for him back in the day.”
Konstantinos’s stomach dropped. “I never asked you to—”
“Bullshit,” Haris cut in, casual, like they were discussing the weather. “You remember junior year? That party at Jake’s? You were so drunk you couldn’t stand. I carried your ass home, made sure nobody posted the pictures.” He looked at Hera. “Your husband used to be a lightweight.”
Hera’s eyes slid to Konstantinos. There was something new in them—curiosity, maybe. Or amusement.
“Is that true?” she asked softly.
Konstantinos swallowed. “It was a long time ago.”
Haris smirked. “Some things don’t change.”
Silence stretched, thick and heavy.
Hera drained her drink and set the glass down. When she leaned forward, the neck of her T-shirt fell open, giving a full view of her tits, nipples barely hidden in the shadows. Haris stared openly, not even pretending to look away.
“I think we can make the couch work,” she said. Her voice was calm, almost gentle. “For a few nights.”
Konstantinos felt the floor tilt beneath him.
“Hera—”
She looked at him then. Really looked. And whatever she saw in his face—anger, fear, something darker—made her lips curve into the smallest, most dangerous smile.
“He’s got nowhere else to go,” she said. “It’s just temporary.”
Haris stretched, arms up, shirt riding high to show off a hard stomach and a dark line of hair running down into his pants, like he was daring Hera to look.
“Appreciate it,” he said. His eyes were on Hera. “Really.”
She stood. “I’ll get you some blankets.”
As she walked past Konstantinos, she touched his arm, soft and reassuring, but her fingers shook, just a little, like she was nervous or excited or both.
Upstairs, after Haris had stripped down to nothing but black boxers and sprawled out on the couch like he owned it, Hera slid into bed next to Konstantinos. Her skin was hot, flushed, her body pressed tight against his, tits squashed against his side as she curled up with her head on his chest.
“He seems… lonely,” she murmured.
Konstantinos stared at the ceiling. “He’s an asshole.”
“Maybe.” She traced lazy circles on his stomach. “But he’s hurting.”
Her hand drifted lower. Konstantinos caught her wrist.
“Hera.”
She lifted her head. In the dark, her eyes were unreadable.
“Just go to sleep,” she whispered.
He tried.
He really tried.
But sometime after two, when the house had gone quiet, he heard it.
A soft rustle of blankets.
A low masculine groan.
The faint, unmistakable sound of a woman’s breath hitching, the kind of sound Hera made when she was about to come.
Konstantinos lay perfectly still, heart slamming against his ribs.
And listened.






  
  Chapter two
First Comfort


The red numbers on the cheap digital clock screamed 2:17 a.m. at Konstantinos, who woke up with a start, his brain refusing to shut the fuck up. The house was dead quiet, except for the unmistakable sound of blankets moving and voices—low, intimate, definitely not innocent—coming from downstairs. His heart hammered in his chest, loud enough he thought it might give him away. He stared at the ceiling, trying to convince himself it was just the wind or the house creaking, but the noises kept coming, dragging him out of bed whether he wanted it or not. 
Hera was gone. Her side of the bed was cold, the shape of her ass barely left in the sheets. Konstantinos shivered, sitting up, the mattress groaning under him. He didn't bother with a shirt, just stood there in his boxers, his cock half-hard from some stupid dream he couldn't remember. The room still smelled like her lavender lotion and the leftover stink of their failed attempt at sex earlier.
He crept to the door and cracked it open. The hallway was dark, shadows everywhere, but the sounds were louder now—a woman's whisper, a man's voice, and then Hera's laugh. That laugh she used when she was about to fuck someone. Konstantinos's stomach twisted, a sick mix of dread and the kind of arousal that made his cock twitch.
He snuck down the stairs, careful to skip the step that always squeaked. Through the banister, he saw the living room lit up by a slice of moonlight. Haris's duffel bag was dumped by the wall, but all Konstantinos could see was Hera, kneeling on the floor in her slutty little nightgown, the silk bunched up around her thighs so her legs were on full display. Her hand was already on Haris's thigh, fingers spread wide, almost daring Konstantinos to watch. Haris lounged back, shirtless, his chest rising slow, one hand playing with Hera's strap, his thumb rubbing her tit through the thin fabric.
The air downstairs was cold, but it stank of sex—Hera's sweet, needy smell mixed with Haris's sweat and something raw. The scent hit Konstantinos hard, making his cock twitch even as his chest tightened with humiliation. He stood frozen in the shadows, just watching, like he always did. Just like in high school, when Haris would show off his latest fuck in the locker room, making sure Konstantinos saw everything and couldn't do a damn thing about it.
Hera leaned in closer, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder, brushing Haris's arm. "You poor thing," she whispered, her voice a sultry murmur that carried up to Konstantinos. "All alone down here. Can't sleep?"
Haris's smirk was visible even in the dim light, his eyes heavy-lidded as he gazed down at her. "Not with you upstairs, thinking about me." His hand slid up, cupping her cheek, thumb tracing her lower lip. She parted her mouth slightly, letting him press inside, just the tip, a teasing invasion.
Konstantinos
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