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Chapter One
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I slouch on the couch, my legs draped over the armrest as I watch Joanne, my roommate, get ready for yet another night out. Her wild curls frame her face as she expertly applies a coat of mascara to her already long lashes. The envy gnaws at me, a desperate longing for more excitement and romance in my life. My own days feel monotonous, a never-ending cycle of work, sleep, and the occasional binge-watch session.

“Come on, Misty,” Joanne says, catching my gaze in the mirror. “You should come out with us tonight.”

I shake my head. “No, thanks. You know clubs aren't really my scene.”

“Then what is your scene?” Joanne asks, turning to face me. She places her hands on her hips, her sparkling blue eyes full of concern. “All you do is work and stay home. It's not healthy. You need some romance and excitement in your life.”

“Trust me, I know,” I sigh. “But going out and getting drunk isn't going to help.”

“Alright, fine.” Joanne purses her lips, thinking for a moment. “What about a vacation? You haven't taken one in ages!”

“A vacation?” The idea intrigues me, but anxiety immediately sets in. “I don't know, Joanne. What if something goes wrong at work while I'm gone?”

“Misty, stop worrying so much! You deserve a break. Besides, the world won't end if you take a few days off,” she insists, her voice firm but gentle.

“Okay, okay,” I relent, smiling slightly. “Any suggestions on where I should go?”

“Actually, yes!” Joanne's face lights up, her enthusiasm is infectious. “My Dad recently bought this amazing beach house along an isolated coastline. It's remote and private, perfect for someone looking to escape the city and unwind. I'm sure he won't mind if you stay there for a week or two.”

A beach house? It sounds perfect, like something straight out of a romance novel. The thought of being far away from the chaos of my everyday life, breathing in the salty sea air and listening to the waves crash against the shore, excites me.

“Are you sure your Dad wouldn't mind?” I ask, already picturing myself lounging on a sun-kissed beach, the sun warming my skin as I read one of my favorite novels.

“Positive,” Joanne assures me with a grin. “He hardly ever uses it...only when he’s taking a vacation. I'll call him tomorrow and make all the arrangements. It's settled then...you're going on vacation!"

“Thanks, Joanne,” I smile, feeling a spark of hope ignite within me. Maybe this is exactly what I need to break free from the mundane routine that has consumed my life.

“I just want you to be happy,” she replies, giving me a quick hug before returning to her makeup. “Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a party to attend.”

As Joanne leaves the apartment, I can’t help but smile. A vacation in a remote beach house...it sounds like the perfect opportunity to find the excitement and romance I've been craving.
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Chapter Two
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The excitement of my upcoming vacation consumes me as I spend the next few days daydreaming about the adventures that might await me on the isolated coastline. I can hardly concentrate at work, my mind constantly drifting to the image of a wild, sexy woman who will sweep me off my feet and fill my life with the passion I'd been craving. Unlike Joanne, I don’t seem to be able to attract the females like she does. I’ve only ever had one girlfriend and that was back in my college days and even then, it only went as far as a quick fumble on the back seat of her car. I’m sad to say that at the ripe old age of twenty-two, I’m still a virgin.

“Misty!” My boss's voice snaps me back to reality as I realize I've been staring blankly at my computer screen for who knows how long.

“Sorry, Mr. Bark,” I stammer, my cheeks flushing with embarrassment. “I'll finish up this report right away.”

“See that you do,” he replies gruffly, walking away with an air of disapproval.

After work, as I walk through the busy streets of the city, the noise of honking horns and bustling crowds feels suffocating. It only fuels my longing for the tranquillity I hope to find at the beach house.

“By this time tomorrow I’ll be there,” I whisper to myself.

When I arrive home, I throw myself onto my bed, allowing my thoughts to drift once more towards the ocean. In my mind's eye, I see the waves crashing against the shore, white foam sparkling under the moonlight. And there, standing at the edge of the water, is a woman—wild, mysterious, and utterly captivating.

“Misty?” Joanne's voice pulls me from my daydreams as she pokes her head into my room. “You're not packing yet? We need to get you ready for your trip!”

“Right,” I smile, still thinking of the fantasy woman I'd conjured. 

As we begin organizing my clothes and essentials, I can’t shake the feeling that my upcoming trip has something special in store for me.

“Maybe you'll meet a hot stranger or a beautiful lifeguard,” Joanne teases as she folds my swimsuits. “Or maybe even a sexy mermaid!”

“Very funny,” I laugh, but secretly, I hope she’s right. I want to experience a love that will set my soul on fire—an adventure that will leave me breathless and wanting more.

“Whatever happens, Misty, just remember to be open to the possibilities,” Joanne says, giving me a knowing smile. “You never know what fate has planned for you.”

“Thanks, Joanne,” I smile, hugging her tightly. “I promise I will.”
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Chapter Three
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The moment my car pulls up to the beach house, I know I've found the sanctuary I need. Perched atop a rocky cliff, the quaint thatched-roof cottage stands alone, overlooking the vast expanse of the ocean. There are no other houses or buildings in sight, just the endless horizon and the rhythmic sound of waves crashing against the shore.

“Talk about a room with a view,” I murmur to myself as I step out of my car and breathe in the salty air. The thrill of solitude courses through me for once, and I won’t have to worry about overhearing the wild moans and groans coming from Joanne’s bedroom back in the city as she gets fucked hard by her latest girlfriend.

“Alright Misty,” I tell myself as I grab my bags from the trunk, “time to make this place your own.”

I waste no time in exploring the cottage, feeling giddy at the thought of spending two tranquil weeks here. The interior is cozy, decorated in shades of blue and white that echo the colors of the sea outside. Each room seems to invite me to relax and forget the stress of city life.

“Joanne wasn't kidding when she said this place was perfect,” I say, smiling at my friend's—her father’s—generosity. If I ever meet him one day, I’ll have to make sure to thank him.

As I unpack my belongings, I can’t help but daydream about all the things I'll do
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