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The moment Brent steps into the beach house, the air thickens and an electric current runs through me. It's been almost two years since I last saw my brother's best friend and the star of my forbidden fantasies, and now, I’m going to spend the week alone with him at my parent's beach house. My brother was supposed to be here, too, but had to cancel at the last minute and assured Brent I wouldn't mind sharing the house. I'm torn between thanking my brother and cursing him for this unexpected turn of events.

He moves with a natural confidence, owning the space around him just as he owns that forbidden corner in my brain. "Hey, Mia. It's been a while," he says, his deep, velvety voice making my name sound like a caress. 

His legendary smile sends my heart racing, butterflies swirling in my stomach. His blonde hair, now slightly longer and tousled, frames a face that has only grown more handsome with time. His piercing, blue eyes hold my gaze a second longer than comfortable, and I can't help but notice the muscles sculpted by years of professional surfing straining against his shirt, showcasing his raw and powerful presence.

"Yeah. How's life been treating you?"" I reply, trying in vain to keep my voice steady, as if the past few days haven't been a whirlwind of thoughts about this very moment. I need to keep my cool.

"Good," he says, casually leaning against the arm of the couch I'm sitting on. "Just finished a competition in Brazil. Thought I'd drop by before heading back to the west coast."

The way he talks so nonchalantly, as if he isn't the personification of my deepest desires, only adds to the exquisite torture of wanting what I can't have.

"Do you want to go for a walk on the beach?" he suggests, offering me his hand. "Catch up a little?"

The touch of his fingertips against my palm sends a shiver down my spine, and in that moment, I would follow him anywhere. My mind flashes back to the last time I saw him, at my 19th birthday party. Since then, my body has been in overdrive, thoughts of him consuming me.

He's ten years older than I am, and the last person I should want, but because of him, I've never been satisfied with anyone I've dated. They all seem dumb and childish in comparison, leaving me still a virgin. I had hoped this visit might show me how foolish I've been to pin over him this long, but my body's response to him proves it's still very much a problem.

As we walk along the edge of the ocean, the setting sun casts a warm, golden light over everything. It’s a beautiful night, but I can’t focus on anything but him.

"Are you dating anyone?" Brent asks, breaking the silence. There’s something in his tone that makes me think he genuinely cares about the answer.

"No. I've been too focused on school." And too busy thinking about rubbing my body all over his, I add silently.

"That's a shame," he says, his gaze sweeping over me like a physical touch. "Because you're not just beautiful, Mia – you're captivating."

Oh, wow. His words fry my brain, and I suddenly feel like I'm standing too close to a fire. Surely, he didn't mean that how it sounded. I shake my head to clear the naughty thoughts and giggle. "Well, I'm sure you've got tons of women drooling over you at the competitions."

Brent laughs, but there's a darkness in his eyes that hints at something more. "There's a few, but that grows old after a bit."

Unsure how to respond, I focus on putting one foot in front of the other to avoid tripping. The prolonged silence makes me nervous, and before I can stop myself, I blurt out, "You're hot."

Immediately regretting my words, I cringe inwardly as Brent laughs again. "Is that so?"

When I’m flustered, my mouth seems to have a mind of its own. "Yep, definitely." 

We both stop walking and face each other. The space between us seems to shrink, and Brent's voice drops to a low, husky whisper. "Mia, whatever is going on has to stop."

"I know," I reply, though I'm not sure I do. Feeling reckless, I take a step closer, aching to touch him.

I look up at him, my eyes silently begging him to ignore the fact that my brother might get angry. At this moment, all that matters is that I want him like I've never wanted anyone else. I want to give everything I have to him, even if it's only for one night.

He leans down, his lips inches from mine. I can feel his warm breath on my skin, and I close my eyes in anticipation. Just when I think he's going to kiss me, he steps back. "We can't do this."

Disappointment washes over me, and I try to pretend it doesn't matter. "If you say so." 

I take a step back as my body protests. I tell myself it's for the better. It would be wrong for us to hook up, given my brother's protective nature and his view of Brent as a ladies' man. But the desire burning inside me makes it hard to care. It's not like I want to marry him; what's so wrong with one night together?

Brent's gaze softens, and he reaches out to gently tuck a stray red lock of hair behind my ear. "We should go back. It's getting late."

His touch makes me long for more, so I nod, unable to trust my voice. We turn to walk back to the beach house.

As I climb the stairs to my bedroom, I can feel his eyes on me, burning into my back like a brand. The sensation is maddening. Why does the universe hate me? Why does the sexiest guy on Earth have to be my brother's best friend?

Once I’m in my room, I change into my nightshirt and slide under the covers. The sheets feel cool against my heated skin, but I toss and turn, unable to find a comfortable position. My mind is a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions, all centered around Brent.

I can't help but imagine the line of women at his competitions, desperate to be with him. Why would he even want me? I'm being foolish. There's no way I can compete with all the sexy women in bikinis. My own body image issues surface as I think about my small breasts, which I'd always hoped would grow. At twenty-one, I'm starting to accept that I'll always be a member of the itty-bitty-titty committee.

The ghost of his touch lingers on my skin, and I imagine what it would be like to feel his hands exploring every inch of my body. The thought is thrilling, and the forbidden nature of it only intensifies my desire. God dammit, why does life have to be so complicated?
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I can’t fall asleep as the hours tick by slowly. Every sound echoes through the quiet house, amplifying my restlessness. The maddening rhythm of the waves outside seems to mock me, mirroring my turbulent emotions.

The later it gets, the line between right and wrong blurs until I finally snap. Fuck it. I want him, and I’m going to see if he wants me.

I climb out of bed and tiptoe down the hall to his room. Right as I reach to turn the doorknob, it opens. He’s standing there, his eyes locking with mine. I see the fire in them that mirrors my own.

“Are you sure, Mia? There’s no going back.”

I sway towards him, my entire body vibrating with lust. “I don’t care. I want you.”

I don't mention that I've never had sex before. There’s no way I’m going to take the risk that he’ll change his mind if he knows.

He groans, his hands snaking around my waist, pulling me closer to him. The heat radiates off him, and my pussy aches to be filled in a way it never has before.

"Fuck," he growls, his lips brushing against my ear. "You have no idea what you do to me. I thought I’d stop thinking about you, but I haven’t."

Ohhh, he was thinking about me too? His teeth graze my earlobe, sending a jolt of pleasure down my spine. I moan softly, my body melting into his as he captures my lips for a kiss. This is it. This is what I've been waiting for.

Brent's lips are firm and insistent against mine, and my heart races as he cups my face gently, his thumbs caressing my cheeks as he deepens the kiss. I breathe in his scent – a heady mix of cologne and something uniquely him – and it makes me dizzy with desire.

My fingers thread through his hair, marveling at its silky texture. I've imagined this moment countless times, but nothing compares to the reality of Brent's mouth moving against mine. I whimper as his tongue traces my lower lip, seeking entrance. I part my lips, welcoming him in, and the minty taste floods my senses.

Time seems to stand still as we explore each other’s body. The world around us fades away until there's nothing but the sound of our quickened breaths and the soft, wet noises of our lips meeting again and again. I feel lightheaded, and I'm grateful for Brent's strong arms holding me steady.

When we finally break apart, I open my eyes to meet Brent's intense gaze. His pupils are dilated, his cheeks flushed, and I know I must look the same. 

He smiles slowly. "Wow.” He looks at my lips again, and his eyes fill will hunger. "I need to be inside you."

I nod. God, if he doesn’t fuck me soon, I might start begging.

He pulls me into his bedroom and turns
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