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Before You Start

She needed a room for three days.

He had never had anyone in the apartment.

Heat level: explicit. On the page, start to finish, no fade to black.

Tropes: forced proximity · only one bed (nearly) · roommate · his first time · older-by-a-year heroine · she's in control until he isn't · three-day timeline · slow burn to filth

Content notes: explicit sex; masturbation; voyeurism (accidental, then not); dirty talk; no violence, no non-consent, no cheating. Everyone is over eighteen and everyone means it.

Turn the page. The knock is on the next one.
Prologue

The text came in the afternoon, while Marcus was at the laptop with a plate he had already forgotten.

Need a favour. Girl from the other building. Lease is up today, new unit not ready until Monday — floors. Three nights. You’ve got the spare room. She’s quiet. Name’s Elena.

He looked at it longer than the words required.

He lived alone. He had always lived alone in this apartment, which was two bedrooms because the last tenant had been a couple and the landlord had not bothered to re-list it as a one. The second room held a narrow bed and a dresser he had stained in March and a window onto the alley. No one had slept in it. No one had stood in the doorway of it except him, with a laundry basket, using the bed as a surface for folding.

He typed ok because he did not have a reason ready that was not I live alone on purpose.

The landlord sent a second message. I’ll tell her. She’ll come by this evening. Don’t make it weird.

Marcus put the phone face down.

He went into the guest room and stood there. The outlet on the far wall was dead. He knew that. He had been meaning to fix it since winter. He put a clean sheet on the narrow bed and a towel on the dresser and tested the outlet anyway, as if the sheet might have changed the wiring. Nothing. He thought: Monday. He would fix it Monday. She would be gone Monday. For three nights she could charge a phone in the kitchen.

He did not know what you did with a person in the house. He had never had to know. The building knew him as the one who did not have company. The landlord knew him as the one who paid on time and did not ask for things. His own body knew him as the only person who ever touched it. He slept naked because there was no one to sleep otherwise for. He walked to the bathroom in whatever he had woken up in. He had a life arranged around the fact of an empty second room, and he had just told a man he could fill it.

He stood in the doorway and looked at the sheet. He thought about a girl named Elena putting a bag on that dresser. He thought about the sound of someone else in the kitchen. Something in his stomach went tight and unhelpful.

He went back to the laptop. He did not work. He listened to the building. He waited for a knock he had agreed to without knowing what it would do to the rooms.

—

Elena left the keys on the counter of a place that was no longer hers.

The landlord had called while she was sitting on the last box. He did not waste the call on sympathy. The new unit was not ready. The floors had gone wrong. Monday, he said, and meant it, and in the meantime he had a tenant with a spare room who did not have people and would not mind, or would mind quietly, which was the same thing for three days.

“Marcus,” he said. “Second floor, other building. I’ll text him. He’s quiet. You be quiet. It’s a favour.”

“I can get a hotel.”

“You can also take the spare room I’m offering you for nothing. Don’t be proud at six o’clock on a Friday. If it doesn’t sit right, he’s got a friend who rents. Joel. Ask him for the number. I’m not putting you on a street.”

She said thank you. She said it the way she said most things. Soft. As if the air might bruise.

She packed a duffel because a duffel was three days and a suitcase was a claim. The white shirt. The jeans. Underwear that was just underwear. At the bottom, without looking too long at them, the things she wore when she was not trying to be a person a landlord would send to a quiet man: a skirt that was too short, a top that was too thin, a dress that barely qualified. She told herself she packed them because they took no space. She told herself a lot of things that were the polite version.

Four months ago there had been Brandon, and then there had not. The not was a cleaner life. The not was also a body that had learned, too late, that a decent dick in a selfish man was a kind of hunger you carried out of the apartment with the boxes. She had been sleeping in an empty bed in an empty lease, and her cunt had opinions her manners did not, and she had been handling those opinions the way she handled everything: alone, quietly, without making it anyone else’s problem.

She was not going to a stranger named Marcus to make it his.

She ate standing up in a shop on the way because showing up hungry felt like asking for something. She walked. The other building was the same ugly brick as the one she had just left. Same landlord, same paint in the stairwell. Second floor. She found the door.

She stood in the hallway with the duffel and the thank-you already forming in her mouth. She pulled the white shirt straight. It did not help. It never helped. The cotton went thin over her chest anyway, and the jeans sat low anyway, and she knew what she looked like when she was only trying to look like she needed a room. She had been told. She had watched men forget the rest of a sentence. She had watched Brandon forget she was in the room, which was worse.

She was going to be polite. She was going to stay out of the way. She was going to sleep in a spare room for three nights and go to a unit with new floors on Monday, and she was not going to think about the fact that she had not been touched since winter, or about the dress at the bottom of the bag, or about a man the landlord had described with one word, as if quiet were a lock.

She lifted her hand.
Chapter One

The knock was light enough that he almost missed it.

Marcus opened the door on a girl with a duffel bag and a thank-you already forming in her mouth. Dark hair past her shoulders. A full mouth. A white shirt that had no business being ordinary.

“Hi. I’m Elena. The landlord said—”

“Yeah. He texted.” He stepped aside. “Come in.”

She did. The bag bumped her thigh. The shirt pulled across her chest when she turned to look at the apartment, and he saw the weight of her breasts shift under the cotton, the faint shape of her nipples where the fabric had gone thin from wear. She wasn’t dressed for him. That was the problem. She was dressed like a person who needed a spare room for three days, and her body was doing the rest without permission.

“Thank you for this,” she said. Soft. Polite. “I know it’s last minute. My lease ended and the new place isn’t ready until Monday. He said you had a guest room and that you were—” She searched for a word that wouldn’t insult him. “Quiet.”

“That’s one word for it.”

He showed her the guest room. Narrow bed, a window onto the alley, a dresser that still smelled like the wood stain he’d used in March. She set the duffel down and the shirt lifted at the small of her back. He looked away, then didn’t. The waist of her jeans sat low. The curve under it was round, heavy, the kind of ass that made leaning over a bed look like a decision.

“It’s perfect,” she said. “Really. I’ll stay out of your way.”

He doubted that. Not because she would try. Because she had walked six feet into his apartment and he could already feel the shape of her in the rooms.

They ended up in his bedroom because that was where the only decent chairs weren’t, and because she asked if she could charge her phone, and the outlet in the guest room was dead. He knew that. He had been meaning to fix it. She sat on the edge of his bed with her legs folded to one side and her phone in her lap, the cable running to the wall behind his nightstand, and he sat in the desk chair because sitting next to her felt like a mistake he would make with his whole body.

She talked the way some people poured tea. Careful. Warm. She asked about the building, about the landlord, about whether he worked from home. He answered. He watched her mouth. He watched the way she tucked hair behind her ear and the shirt tightened again, one breast pressing a round, obvious shape against the cotton, the nipple a small dark suggestion. She wasn’t wearing a thick bra. He could see that now. He could see the soft hang of her, the way they moved when she laughed at something small he’d said.

“Do you always live alone?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“No roommate. No—” She tilted her head. “Girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Huh.” Not unkind. Interested, maybe. She looked at the room the way a guest looks at a life. Unmade bed. A laptop. A glass of water gone warm. “I had one. A boyfriend. Past tense.”

He should have let it sit. He didn’t.

“Recent?”

“Four months. Brandon.” She said the name like a stain she had already scrubbed at. “He was… not good. In general. And not good at the rest of it either, which I didn’t admit to myself until after, because admitting it while you’re still sleeping next to someone feels like a kind of meanness.”

Marcus’s ears had gone hot. She was on his bed. She was talking about sex in a voice she might have used to ask for a towel.

“The rest of it,” he said.

“Sex.” She smiled, small, almost apologetic. “Sorry. I can talk about the weather if you want.”

“It’s fine.”

It was not fine. It was the opposite of fine. She shifted on the mattress and her jeans creased between her thighs, a tight worn line right up the center, and he thought about what that fabric was covering and hated himself for thinking it in the first ten minutes of knowing her name.

“He thought he was good because he was big enough,” she said. She wasn’t looking at him. She was looking at her own knee. “Decent size. Not stupid about it. But he fucked like he was the only one in the room. Didn’t last. Didn’t ask. Got annoyed if I wanted it a certain way. You can have a perfectly reasonable dick and still be bad at using it. That’s what I learned.”

The word dick in that soft voice did something to the air.

Marcus laughed once, under his breath, because he had to do something with his face.

“That’s a hell of a thing to learn.”

“Better than not learning it.” She glanced up. Her eyes were dark. Direct, for a second, then polite again. “What about you? You said no girlfriend. Is that a recent thing too, or…”

“Never.” He said it too fast. “I mean. Not recently. Not— I haven’t really dated.”

She waited. She was good at waiting. The phone screen lit in her lap and she ignored it.

“Haven’t dated,” she said. “Or haven’t…?”

He could have lied. He lived alone. No one would have known. She would be gone in three days.

“Haven’t,” he said.

Elena’s mouth opened a little. Not shock. Something quieter. She looked at him the way she had looked at the guest room: taking the fact in, fitting it to the furniture.

“Okay,” she said. Soft. No joke in it. “That’s not a crime.”

“Feels like one in this economy.”

That got a real laugh. Her breasts moved with it. He saw the undersides press the shirt out, the nipples catch, and his cock twitched in his jeans with a heat that made him shift in the chair and hope she hadn’t noticed. She might have. She had the kind of face that noticed and filed it.

“So you’ve never—” She stopped. “Sorry. That’s none of my business.”

“You already asked.”

“I know.” She bit the inside of her cheek. He watched her do it. “I’m nosy when I’m nervous. New apartment. New person. I talk.”

“It’s okay.” He heard himself keep going, because the silence was worse. “No. I haven’t. Done any of it.”

Elena nodded once. Her throat moved. She looked at his mouth and then away, at the cable, at the nightstand, at anything that wasn’t the fact sitting between them like a third person on the bed.

“Brandon used to say virgins were a lot of work,” she said. Then she winced. “God. I don’t know why I said that. He also used to say a lot of stupid things. Ignore that.”

“Ignored.”

They sat with it. The building made its evening noises. A pipe. Someone’s TV through the wall. She uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other way, and the denim pulled tight across her pussy — he could see the plump shape of it, the way her lips sat together under the seam, a soft fat mound that the jeans were doing nothing to hide if you were looking, and he was looking. He had been looking since she sat down. He thought about what she had said. Decent size. Not stupid about it. He thought about his own cock, which he had never put anywhere that wasn’t his hand, and which was currently thickening against his thigh because a girl on his bed had said dick and fucked and virgins in a voice like warm milk.

She had to know. Some part of her. She kept talking anyway.

“For what it’s worth,” she said, “the work thing is a myth. Or it’s a myth people tell so they don’t have to be patient. If someone actually wants you, it’s not work. It’s the point.”

He didn’t know what to do with that. He stored it next to her nipples in the shirt and the crease in her jeans and the way she said wants you like it was a simple machine.

“You hungry?” he asked. Cowardice, dressed as hospitality.

“I ate. Thank you.” She smiled again. The full mouth. “I should let you have your room back. I’ve talked at you for an hour.”

“It’s fine.”

“You’re polite.” She stood. The shirt hung. Her breasts settled, heavy, and he saw the side-curve of one where the armhole gaped, pale skin, the start of the underside. “I’m going to try to sleep. Three days. I really will stay out of your way.”

“You don’t have to.”

She paused in the doorway. Hair over one shoulder. The jeans doing that thing to her ass that jeans did, the round split of it, the high back of the waistband failing to cover the top of her crack if you had the angle, and he had the angle because he had not stood up. He could not stand up.

“Good night, Marcus.”

“Night.”

She left. He sat in the chair until his cock stopped insisting. It took a while. He could still smell whatever cheap sweet thing she had on her skin. He could still see the denim seam. He got up, stripped, got into his own bed, and stared at the ceiling with a hard-on he did not take care of because taking care of it while she slept fifteen feet away felt like crossing a line he could still see.

On the nightstand, her phone sat in the dark, still plugged in, screen down.

He noticed it. He thought: she’ll come back for it.

He did not get up and take it to her.

He turned over, cock trapped against the sheet, and listened to the guest room go quiet.
End of Sample

That was the prologue and Chapter One of Three Days.

Five more chapters, ~14,000 words, explicit start to finish — and Elena has not decided anything yet.

The full uncut edition is available now.
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