
​THE TASTE

​OF

​HIS BEST FRIEND



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE TASTE OF HIS BEST FRIEND

    

    
      First edition. October 23, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Romwell Dennis.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231298211

    

    
    
      Written by Romwell Dennis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Part 1 - Illusions of Craving

Part 2 - Testing The Friend

Part 3 - Lost In The Tears

Sign up for Romwell Dennis's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Vacation Swap

Also By Romwell Dennis

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Part 1 - Illusions of Craving
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The light in Elena Marlow's kitchen had a softness to it that was golden and forgiving. It lingered across the marble counters, danced on the steam rising from the kettle, and bathed everything it touched in a honeyed calm. From the outside, this was what perfection looked like. A two-story house with white shutters, a climbing rose bush along the porch, and a garden that smelled faintly of lavender and rain.

Inside, the silence was heavy, broken only by the sound of water simmering and the faint tick of the wall clock. Elena stood by the window, hands wrapped around a mug she didn't drink from. The world beyond the glass glowed with the neighbor's children playing on the street, a dog barking in the distance, the rhythmic hum of a life she was supposed to love.

Her reflection caught in the pane of her soft hair, calm eyes, the delicate curve of a woman who had everything. Everything except feeling.

Nathan had left that morning before sunrise, like he always did. A kiss on her forehead, a murmur of love half-lost to his rushing breath, and then the door closing behind him. She had smiled, even then. Because that's what she did, she smiled for him, for the neighbors and for the mirror.

But the truth was quieter. The truth lived in the space between his footsteps and the emptiness they left behind.

She moved through the house the way one might trace the edge of a dream, tidying cushions that didn't need straightening, wiping already-clean counters, lighting a candle just to watch the flame. Her routines had become a kind of anesthesia. Familiar. Soothing. But numb.

Sometimes, at night, when Nathan came home exhausted and distracted, she would study his face as he read through his work emails, the blue light from his laptop reflecting in his eyes. There had been a time when those eyes devoured her, when his touch made her tremble with anticipation. But lately, their touches had become polite, a kiss on the cheek, a hand on her shoulder that carried warmth without fire.

She still reached for him, sometimes. In bed, in the soft dark. Her hand trailing down his arm, searching for something more. But his response was always the same—gentle, affectionate, but absent. As if his mind was already elsewhere.

And so, she learned to silence her longing. To fold it neatly, like a secret letter, and tuck it away.

Outside, the sky deepened into shades of peach and rose. Elena set her mug down, untouched, and walked to the living room. The space smelled faintly of cedar and jasmine, the remnants of the candle she'd lit that morning. She paused before the piano of her mother's old upright and brushed her fingers over the keys without pressing them. It had been years since she'd played. Nathan always said he loved the sound, but there never seemed to be time for it anymore.

She sat anyway, her dress falling softly around her knees, and let her fingers find a melody that was slow, wistful and familiar. Each note hung in the air, trembling before it faded, filling the house with something like a memory.

For a moment, she closed her eyes. In that stillness, she could almost feel what she had lost, the thrill of being wanted and the hunger of being seen.

When the song ended, she stayed there, hands resting on the keys, a tear tracing its way down her cheek. It wasn't sadness exactly. It was something deeper. A craving she didn't have a name for.

The front door opened quietly. Nathan's voice echoed faintly from the hallway, warm and worn. "Elena? I'm home."

She wiped her face quickly, smoothing her hair, schooling her features into the calm smile she always wore. "Dinner's almost ready," she called softly, her voice steady and gentle.

He appeared in the doorway, tie loosened, eyes tired but kind. "Smells good," he said, pressing a brief kiss to her temple.

She smiled again. "It's your favorite."

He didn't notice the way her hand lingered against his chest after he moved away. He didn't see the ache in her eyes as he vanished into the study, already pulling out his laptop.

Elena turned back to the window as twilight settled. The garden lights blinked on one by one, and for a heartbeat, the world looked as perfect as it was supposed to be.

But beneath that calm surface, desire stirred, quietly, dangerously like a storm gathering far beyond the horizon.

And though she didn't know it yet, that storm was already on its way.
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The sound of tires crunching against the gravel drive broke the evening calm. Elena looked up from the kitchen window, her hands still dusted with flour. Outside, a dark blue truck gleamed under the fading sun, its engine humming low before it stilled. The front door opened, and Nathan's laughter spilled inside like a rare, full sound that seemed to fill the house with life.

And then she saw him.

Liam Weston.

He stepped out of the truck with a casual confidence that didn't belong in their quiet suburban street. Tall, sun-bronzed from his time working on projects overseas, and with that lively smile that could undo a woman if she wasn't careful. His shirt clung to his chest in a way that made Elena's breath catch, sleeves rolled up over his forearms, a few days' worth of stubble shading his jaw.

Nathan pulled him into a hug, clapping him on the back. "About time you showed up, man. You look like you wrestled a hurricane."

"Feels like it," Liam replied, his voice low and rough-edged. Then his gaze drifted past Nathan and to her.

Elena froze, one hand resting against the counter. The world seemed to slow, sound dissolving until it was just that look. His eyes were steady with a glint of amusement, and impossibly direct. A flicker of surprise crossed his face, followed by something she couldn't name.

"Elena," Nathan said, his voice light. "You remember Liam."

"Of course." Her voice was soft and polite. "Welcome back."

Liam smiled, with a smile that seemed to linger a second too long. "It's been a while. You look..." He hesitated, a half-grin tugging at his mouth. "...different. Better."

The warmth that rose to her cheeks startled her. She brushed it off with a small laugh, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "I'll take that as a compliment."

"Oh, it was," he said easily, eyes still holding hers.

Nathan didn't notice. He was too busy talking about dinner, about how good it was to have Liam staying for the summer while his new job transition took shape. But Elena noticed. Every glance and his every pause. Every pulse of awareness that rippled beneath her skin.

That night, as they sat around the table, the conversation was effortless. Nathan talked business, Liam teased him about his routine, and Elena found herself laughing more than she had in months. There was a liveliness in the room again, an energy she hadn't realized she missed. Liam's laughter was deep and unrestrained, the kind that filled spaces and left warmth in its wake.

But every time her gaze met his, the air shifted. It was subtle like an extra beat of silence, the flicker of heat behind a smile. She told herself she was imagining it. That she was just lonely, craving attention that wasn't really there. But then his foot brushed hers under the table, barely, accidentally and her breath caught.

He didn't move it away immediately.

She looked up, and he was already watching her, the corner of his mouth lifting in a way that said everything and nothing.

Nathan rose to grab another bottle of wine, oblivious. The moment fractured, leaving a spark in its wake.

After dinner, the men went to the patio with their glasses. Elena lingered by the sink, pretending to clean, but her attention was drawn to their voices drifting in from the open door and Liam's voice was low and amused, Nathan's steady and familiar. She leaned against the counter, staring at their silhouettes framed by the golden glow of the garden lights.

When Nathan went inside to take a call, Liam turned, catching her watching.

He smiled slowly, walking back to the doorway. "Why aren't you joining us, it seems like you're always somewhere else," he said, his tone softer now, laced with curiosity.

Elena's pulse quickened. "Maybe I am, I'm just giving you boys some space."

He stepped closer, resting his shoulder against the doorframe. "I get that. It's easy to get lost here. It's too quiet sometimes."

She laughed faintly with a nervous voice. "It's peaceful."

"Peaceful," he repeated, tasting the word. "Or empty?"

Her eyes flicked up to his, startled. There it was again, that uncanny way he seemed to see straight through her. "You shouldn't be saying such things," she murmured.

"Why not?" His voice lowered, smooth and deliberate. "It's true, isn't it?"

She wanted to deny it and step back so that she could defuse the charge building between them. But her body rooted her there as her breath shortened with her fingers tightening around the edge of the counter.

"Liam..." she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

He leaned in, just enough for her to feel the warmth radiating off him. "Relax. I'm only teasing."

But there was nothing playful in the way he looked at her. His gaze traced the line of her collarbone, lingered at her throat. The air between them thickened.

Before she could find words, Nathan's voice carried from down the hall, breaking the moment. Liam straightened, his easy grin returning. "You've still got that look," he said quietly.

"What look?"

"The one that says you don't even know what you want yet." He stepped away, his laugh almost inaudible. "Goodnight, Elena."

She stood there long after he left, her heart pounding as her hands trembled against the counter.

The house was quiet again. Nathan would return soon, tired and distracted, kiss her goodnight, and never notice the way her pulse still raced.

And for the first time in a long while, Elena didn't feel numb. She felt really active.
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