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I pull into my parents' driveway, my old Civic coughing to a stop. It’s Valentine’s Day, and I’m in the middle of my sophomore year of college. I'm excited to be back home for the first time in weeks. The highlight of my visit? Aaron, my brother’s best friend, is moving back after years abroad. He’s staying with my parents temporarily while the escrow closes on the house he bought, and I can’t wait to catch up with him after all this time. It’s been probably seven or eight years since I last saw him.

When I enter the house, it smells like simmering tomatoes and garlic. Dad's at it again with his Valentine's Day cooking. I smile, recalling all the celebrations filled with laughter while my dad prepared special meals for my mom to show his love. Many times, Aaron was part of those moments—he always seemed to be around—although he’s 13 years older than me. Back then, he was the quintessential smart kid, more focused on science fair projects and comic books than on anything else. I had fun pestering him and my brother. By the time I hit middle school, he was busy living his own life.

I drop my bag in the living room and head straight to the kitchen. As I round the corner, I freeze. There's a guy at the stove, stirring a pot, his back to me. He's tall, with brown hair, broad, muscular shoulders that stretch his fitted shirt. His well-defined arms flex as he stirs, and his jeans hug his ass and highlight his toned legs. My mouth goes dry. Who is this hottie, and why is he in my parents' kitchen? Ooooh, maybe they're trying to set me up with some sexy neighbor for Valentine's Day.

The guy turns around, and holy shit. It's Aaron. The geeky charm is gone, replaced by a raw masculinity that makes my pulse skyrocket. His jaw is scruffy, and those green eyes pierce right through me, igniting a fire I've never felt before. My entire body zings alive and all thoughts drain from my head.

"Elizabeth?" His deep voice sends shivers down my spine. My nipples harden, and I'm suddenly very aware of the silky red top and short black skirt I put on for Valentine's Day.

"Aaron," I breathe. "You're...you're back."

Oh fuck, he's so hot he's fried my brain and I'm saying stupid things.

He looks me over from head to toe. “And you’ve grown up.”

Normally, I might be offended by the way he's checking me out, but the wetness between my thighs says otherwise. This is Aaron—the guy I shouldn't be drooling over, yet he’s making me feel utterly desirable. I’m a woman ready to unleash every filthy thought racing through my mind.
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