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Chapter 1: Burst Pipes & Pink-Haired Temptation


The first warning was the stench.

A damp, musty reek, like old gym socks rotting in a locker. I’d shrugged it off as Pelican Hall’s shitty plumbing. College dorms weren’t exactly floral havens, right?

Then came the drip.




A maddening

 

plink, plink, plink


 
from above my bunk. I’d tried to block it out, smashing a pillow over my head. Probably some dumbass upstairs flooding his sink. Again.







But that

 

plink


 
morphed into a

 

splash


 
.




I bolted upright, heart pounding like a drum. Water. Not just a trickle. A relentless stream poured from the ceiling tiles right over my desk. My laptop. My textbooks. Fuck me.

I stumbled out of bed, bare feet slapping into icy, wet sludge. My room was a goddamn pond.

“What the actual hell?”

My roommate, Dave, a gangly dude with a permanent deer-in-the-headlights look, stood knee-deep in the mess, water lapping at his shins. “Pipe burst, bro,” he muttered, voice caught between awe and doom. “Upstairs. Whole floor’s screwed.”

He wasn’t kidding. The hallway was a freaking river. Water surged from under doors, fire alarms screeched, and a chorus of pissed-off shouts bounced off the cinder block walls. Pure chaos. Move-in week, and my life was already a disaster.

Some baby-faced resident advisor, barely old enough to shave, barked about evacuation. “Grab essentials! Quad now! Facilities got this!”

Essentials. Yeah, right. My essentials were drowning. I waded back in, snatching my backpack, phone, and wallet. My duffel of clothes? Half-submerged. Swim team gear? Toast. My scholarship felt like it was melting with the cheap-ass furniture.


This is a fucking nightmare.


Forty-eight hours. That’s all they gave us. Two days to find a new place before Pelican Hall turned into a moldy death trap. The university’s big solution? Cots in the gym. Like I’d sleep on a sweaty mat with a hundred other losers. I needed a room. A real one. Yesterday.

Which dragged me here. Standing at the campus housing board, stapler in one hand, a desperate-ass flyer in the other. “ROOM WANTED – WILL WORK,” it screamed in thick black marker. My name and number scrawled below. Pathetic, but necessary.

I’d spent all morning dialing every rental ad, every sublet. Zilch. Bright Cove was a tiny coastal dump, and between the community college and the nearby state uni, every spare bed vanished before term even started. My last shot was a miracle. Some sweet granny with a spare flat, or a family needing a handyman. I’m built, a former high-school swimmer with broad shoulders and calloused hands. If fixing pipes or hauling trash got me a roof, I’d do it in a heartbeat.




I spotted a gap between a “Lost Cat” poster and some Christian club flyer.

 

Screw it.


 
I lined up my sad little plea, pressed the stapler, and—




“Snapping a pic for the memory books?”

The voice hit me like a shockwave—female, playful, and way too damn close. I flinched, the stapler slipping from my grip. It clattered to the linoleum with a pathetic thud.




A girl stood there, phone aimed at my flyer. No, at

 

me


 
. A wild cloud of bubble-gum pink hair framed her face, cut short and messy, highlighting wide, hungry blue eyes and a smirk that could stop traffic. Her cutoff denim shorts hugged long, tanned legs that went on for miles, and a flimsy white tank top clung to her perky tits, nipples stiff and teasing through the fabric like they were daring me to stare.





Holy shit.


My brain flatlined. My breath hitched. A sudden, sharp awareness pulsed low, an ache I couldn’t ignore. All I could choke out was a lame, “Uh…”

She giggled, a bright, bubbly sound that sent heat racing down my spine. Lowering her phone, she stepped closer, and a sweet whiff of strawberries hit me. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to spook you. Just figured my mom might get a kick out of this… hustle.” Her eyes danced with mischief, pinning me in place. Fuck, she was gorgeous.

“Your mom?” I croaked, voice rough. I bent to grab the stapler, feeling her gaze burn into me. My face flamed. I’m supposed to be cocky, confident, but right now? I felt like a broke idiot broadcasting my failure. Girls like her—hot, bold, untouchable—were way out of my league.

“Yeah,” she purred, rocking back on her heels. Her tank shifted, flashing a sliver of side-boob that made my mouth go dry. “She’s a realtor. Always sniffing out… opportunities.” She tapped her chin with a pink-painted nail, matching her hair, her lips curling. “So, ‘Will Work,’ huh? What kind of work we talking, Alex Parker?” My name rolled off her tongue like a tease, her voice dipping low, making my blood quicken.




I straightened, trying to scrape together some dignity. “Anything. Yard stuff, repairs, cleaning. I’m good with my hands.”

 

And fucking desperate.





“Handy Alex,” she mused, her smirk widening into a killer smile that could melt steel. It hit me right in the chest—and lower. “I like that vibe.” She tilted her head, pink strands brushing her cheek. “You a student here?”

“Yeah. Trying to be. If I can find somewhere to crash.” My eyes kept darting to her curves, her tight little body begging to be noticed. I forced them back to her face. Barely.

“Pelican Hall casualty?” she asked, eyebrow quirking.

“You heard?”

“Heard? Babe, the whole campus is gossiping. ‘The Great Flood of Pelican Hall.’ Legendary.” She stepped even closer, her presence a hot invasion of my space. Thrilling. Dangerous. Her eyes raked me from head to toe, slow and deliberate, like she was sizing up a prize. My skin prickled, a tell-tale heat rising, the pressure in my jeans intensifying. “Swimmer, right? Saw you at pool tryouts last spring. You were… impressive.” Her voice dropped on that last word, loaded with suggestion.

My face burned, but a spark of pride flared too. She remembered me? “Uh, yeah. That’s me.”

“Lucy Greene,” she said, offering her hand. Her grip was firm, her skin soft and warm, sending a raw current straight through me as her thumb grazed my knuckles. “And I might have a little proposition for Handy Alex.” Her smile was pure trouble, her touch lingering just a second too long.

Hope stabbed through my gloom, sharp and desperate. “Really?”




“Maybe,” she teased, eyes sparkling like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “Depends. Mom’s the boss. But she

 

has


 
been bitching about needing help around the house. And one of her listings is a total nightmare.” She leaned in, her whisper hot against my ear, breath tickling my skin. “You’d have to wow her, though. She’s picky. But…” Her gaze flicked to my lips, then back up, a split-second move that made my heart slam. “I’ve got a hunch you’re exactly her type.”







A deep thrum resonated through me, a tell-tale dampness spreading in my boxers.

 

Get a grip, man.


 
This was about a room, not the pink-haired vixen who smelled like summer and looked at me like I was a snack she couldn’t wait to devour. But fuck, I wanted her. Not just her body—though those tits, that ass, were killing me—but that spark in her eyes, that playful edge. I wanted to know her.




“I’m a very impressive guy,” I shot back, aiming for cocky. My voice wavered, but her grin told me she bought it.

“We’ll see, hotshot. Come on.” She tugged my hand, her touch electric. “Let’s go face the dragon.”

Lucy didn’t let go of my hand.




She dragged me out of the student center into the blazing late-August sun, her pink hair a neon beacon screaming

 

stare at me


 
. Her pace was quick, full of that bubbly energy that made my blood pump faster. I had to stretch my legs to match her, my eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her hips in those cutoff shorts. Her plump ass jiggled with every step, teasing me, making an insistent pressure build in my jeans.





Focus, Parker. This is about a damn room.


But focusing was a losing battle when she kept glancing back, flashing that wicked grin, her blue eyes glinting like she was letting me in on a filthy little secret. Her hand in mine? It felt too fucking good. Warm. Soft. A jolt of electricity with every squeeze. I wanted to pull her close, taste that strawberry scent on her skin, but I held back. Barely.

“So, Pelican Hall, huh?” she chirped, her voice cutting through the campus noise, bright and teasing. “Heard it was a complete shitshow. Like a cheap action flick.”

“Pretty much,” I grunted, still distracted by the way her tank top clung to her perky tits. “My stuff’s probably growing mold as we speak.”

She squeezed my hand, her touch sending a sharp warmth radiating through my core. “Tragic. But hey, maybe it’s destiny. If your dorm hadn’t turned into a swamp, Handy Alex wouldn’t be strolling with me to save my mom from a real estate clusterfuck.”

“Real estate clusterfuck?” I asked, dragging my eyes up to her face.

“Oh, hell yeah.” She rolled her eyes with a dramatic flair, pink hair bouncing. “This one listing. Fancy-ass clifftop place on Sandpiper Lane. Million-dollar views, million-dollar headaches. Mom’s been losing her mind. Needs it flawless for some VIP showing this weekend.”

We veered off campus into a quieter, tree-lined neighborhood. The houses here screamed money—sprawling lawns, sleek cars glinting in driveways. Not a dorm in sight. My stomach twisted. This wasn’t my world.

“Your mom sells places like that?” I asked, genuinely impressed, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Veronica Greene,” Lucy said, pride lacing her tone. “Best damn realtor in Bright Cove. Moves properties like a chess grandmaster.” She flashed me a grin that made my chest tighten. “And she’s a total sweetheart, despite the killer suits. Most of the time.”

That “most of the time” lingered like a warning.

We turned onto Ocean View Drive, and the name wasn’t bullshit. Through gaps in the massive estates, I caught flashes of the Pacific, blue and endless. These weren’t houses—they were fucking palaces.

Lucy stopped at a pair of badass wrought-iron gates, framed by stone walls draped in flowering vines. Beyond them, a sweeping driveway led to a Mediterranean-style mansion. Terracotta roof, arched windows, a balcony that screamed luxury. It looked ripped from a damn magazine.

“This is it,” she said, a little breathless, her hand still in mine. “Home sweet, slightly chaotic, home.”

She jabbed a button on an intercom, and the gates slid open with a silent hum. As we walked up the driveway, a wave of intimidation slammed me. This wasn’t just a room over a garage. This was a different fucking planet. These people were loaded. What the hell was I, a broke swimmer with waterlogged gear, doing here?


They’re way out of your league, dumbass. All of them.


The thought knotted my gut, cold and heavy. But Lucy’s hand was still in mine, a warm tether keeping me grounded.

“Don’t look like you’re about to bolt,” she teased, bumping her shoulder into mine. The brief contact sent a shiver through me, her scent wrapping around my senses. “It’s just a house. And Mom’s mostly bark, hardly any bite. Unless you screw with her deals.”

She hesitated, then added, “Oh, and ignore my sister if she glares daggers at you. Helen is… full of withering sarcasm.”

“Sister?”

“Twin, technically. But you’ll see what I mean.” She smirked, flicking a strand of pink hair over her shoulder. “We don’t exactly shop at the same stores.”

We reached a heavy, carved wooden door. Before Lucy could knock, it swung open.

And there she was. The dragon.

Veronica Greene was a goddamn goddess. Statuesque, with curves that could stop a fucking heart. Her loose, cream-colored linen dress couldn’t hide shit—her full, heavy tits strained against the fabric, her narrow waist begged to be gripped, and her toned, tanned legs went on forever. Her glossy brunette hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders, framing a face that was pure power and beauty. Honey-colored eyes locked onto mine, sharp and piercing, making my skin burn under her gaze.

I forgot how to breathe. She oozed authority, the kind of woman who owned every room she walked into. But there was warmth there too, in the slight curve of her lips, in the faint crinkles at her eyes. A powerful ache centered low, a betraying warmth spreading as I stared at her. Fuck, I wanted her. Not just to screw—though that image was searing my brain—but to know her, to feel that warmth up close.

“Lucy, darling,” Veronica said, her voice smooth as silk, rich like aged whiskey. “And you must be… the young man from the flyer?” Her gaze raked over me, lingering on my damp jeans and rumpled tee. I felt like a scruffy kid under that stare, but her eyes held a flicker of amusement that made my pulse race.

“Alex Parker, ma’am,” I said, forcing confidence into my tone. My hand felt empty without Lucy’s, aching for her touch again.

“Mom, this is Alex,” Lucy bubbled, bouncing on her toes, her perky chest jiggling just enough to draw my eye. “The one I texted you about? From Pelican Hall? He needs a room, and he’s super handy!”

Veronica’s lips tilted into a knowing smile. She glanced from Lucy to me, then back, a spark of something playful in her expression. “Is he now?” Her voice dipped on “is,” a subtle tease that made me feel like I was the punchline to a private joke.

Her honey eyes met mine again. They were kind, but fuck, they saw everything. Right through my cocky front to the desperate, broke guy underneath. “Well, Alex Parker. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Lucy mentioned you’re in quite the predicament.”

“Yes, ma’am. My dorm… got an unplanned water feature,” I said, aiming for a smirk. My heart was pounding, her presence overwhelming.

A real smile broke through then, softening her powerful features, making her even more stunning. “I heard. It’s the talk of Bright Cove.” She stepped aside, gesturing us in with a graceful wave. “Come in, come in. Let’s not hash out your housing crisis on the doorstep.”

The inside of the house was a fucking dream. Cool marble floors, soaring ceilings, art on the walls that probably cost more than my life. A grand staircase curved up to a second floor. It smelled of beeswax and something floral, intoxicating, just like her.




Lucy led the way into a bright, airy living room with plush cream sofas and dark wood antiques. Sunlight poured through French doors opening onto a patio with a sparkling blue pool. My jaw damn near dropped. This wasn’t just rich. This was

 

obscene


 
.




“Have a seat, Alex,” Veronica said, sinking onto a sofa with effortless grace. She crossed her long legs, the dress riding up just enough to flash more of those toned, tanned thighs. My eyes lingered a second too long, heat flooding my face. When I looked up, her gaze was on me, unreadable but intense, like she’d caught every dirty thought in my head.





She saw that.


 
A familiar tension tightened in my jeans, an insistent ache.




This interview was gonna be a goddamn gauntlet.


Chapter 2: The Interview from Heaven and Hell


Veronica Greene gestured to the sofa across from her, those honey-colored eyes pinning me with a glint of amusement that made my skin burn. “Please, Alex. Make yourself comfortable.”

Comfortable. Yeah, right. In a room that screamed wealth—probably worth more than my entire damn life—with a woman who was a walking wet dream, and her pink-haired daughter perched on the armrest beside her, grinning at me like I was a shiny new toy she couldn’t wait to unwrap. I felt like a broke-ass nobody, my damp jeans sticking to my thighs, but Veronica’s gaze sent a current of heat racing through me, a familiar stirring already beginning just from her voice.

I perched on the edge of the plush cushion, feeling like a trespasser at some billionaire’s gala. My soggy jeans were probably staining the fancy fabric, but I couldn’t tear my eyes off her.

“So,” Veronica started, her voice a smooth, sultry melody with a steel edge that made my pulse hammer. “Pelican Hall. A disaster, I hear.”

“Understatement of the year, ma’am,” I said, trying to keep my cool despite the way her lips curved.

“Please, call me Veronica.” That small, teasing smile played on her mouth, full and glossy, begging to be kissed. “Ma’am makes me feel ancient, and I’m quite determined to avoid that for as long as possible.”

Lucy giggled, the sound bright and infectious, drawing my gaze to her. “Mom, you’re timeless.”

Veronica shot her daughter a playful, warning glance, then turned those piercing eyes back to me. They saw everything, stripping me bare.

“Lucy tells me you’re looking for a room. And you’re… handy.”

The slight pause before “handy” hit like a spark, her tone dipping just enough to make my stomach flip and a jolt of awareness shoot through me.

“Yes, Ve-Veronica.” I cleared my throat, fighting the urge to stare at the way her dress hugged her heavy tits. “I am. I can handle basic repairs, yard work, painting, whatever. I learn fast.”

I had to sell myself. This wasn’t just a room—it was my goddamn lifeline.

“My ex-husband used to handle most of that,” she said, a flicker of something passing through her eyes. Not quite sadness. Not quite nostalgia. Maybe just exhaustion. “But Martin’s… long gone in more ways than one.”

That landed like a strange echo—bitter, final. She didn’t elaborate. I didn’t ask.

“I’m sorry,” I said, meaning it, my voice softer.

“Don’t be.” Her tone was light, but there was a sharp edge beneath it. “The girls and I manage. But the house… it’s a lot. Things always need fixing.” She leaned forward just a bit, her gaze locking mine with an intensity that made my breath catch. “And as Lucy mentioned, I have a rather… problematic listing right now. A stunning property on Sandpiper Lane, but it needs serious TLC before a crucial showing this weekend. My usual handyman is out with a broken leg.”

“Problematic how?” I asked, aiming for professional, competent, anything to impress her.




“Cosmetic issues, mostly. A loose railing on the ocean-view balcony—a major safety hazard. Tricky light fixtures. The garden’s a mess. Staging. Small things that snowball into a massive pain when you’re on a tight deadline.” She sighed, running a manicured hand through her glossy brunette hair, the motion pulling her dress tight across her lush chest. My eyes darted there, drinking in the swell of her tits, then snapped away.

 

Fuck, Parker, get it together.





Her lips twitched. She knew. Of course, she knew. That tiny smirk sent a wave of heat straight to my core.

“The studio over the garage,” she continued, as if I hadn’t just ogled her like a horny idiot. “It’s not much. Bare bones, really. Bed, desk, a tiny bathroom. But it’s private. And it’s available.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. This was it. A shot.

“I’d be incredibly grateful,” I started, but she raised a hand, stopping me, her elegant fingers making me imagine them wrapped around something else.

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, Alex. I’m a businesswoman. I believe in fair exchange.” Her eyes narrowed slightly, not cruelly, but with a sharp cunning that reminded me she was a top realtor who didn’t mess around. “I’m prepared to offer you the studio, rent-free, for a one-week trial.”

“A trial?” I echoed, hanging on her every word.

“Yes. You help me get the Sandpiper Lane property into shape. You prove you’re as handy as Lucy claims.” Her gaze flicked to her daughter, who was practically buzzing with excitement, her perky tits bouncing slightly as she shifted. “If you can do that, if you can solve my problems there, then we can discuss a more permanent arrangement for the studio. Perhaps a reduced rent in exchange for ongoing maintenance work around here.”

It was beyond fair. It was a fucking miracle. “I can do that,” I said, voice steady with determination. “I won’t let you down.”

Veronica studied me for a long, heavy moment, her expression unreadable. Then, a slow smile spread across her face. It was real this time, warm and inviting, transforming her from powerful realtor to something softer, nurturing. My chest ached, a corresponding warmth stirring low in my belly. “I hope not, Alex. I have a good feeling about you.”

“He’s awesome, Mom! I told you!” Lucy chirped, her grin lighting up the room, making me want to pull her close and taste that bubbly energy.

Just as I started to relax, thinking maybe I could handle this, a new voice sliced through the air, sharp and cold as a blade.

“So, this is the stray Lucy dragged home.”

I turned.

Standing in the arched doorway was another girl. Same heart-shaped face. Same knockout curves. But everything else? Night and day.

She stood taller than Lucy—partly thanks to the massive black platform boots that added a good couple inches—and leaned against the frame like she owned the place. Her long, jet-black hair fell straight as a blade, heavy fringe cutting across her brows. Those eyes—rimmed in thick black liner—looked almost too dark to be real. Lenses, maybe? They glinted like obsidian glass, unreadable and sharp.

She wore a high-collared black dress that clung tight, hiding skin but not curves. Her tits were just as perky as Lucy’s, hips flaring under the fabric like a promise. Thigh-high tights framed her pale legs, leading down to those platform boots that made her look like a gothic goddess ready to step on someone.

Her arms were crossed. Her expression? Pure disdain, with a twist of something hotter underneath.

Helen Greene. The goth twin.

Lucy had warned me about her “withering sarcasm.”

Understatement of the century.

“Helen, don’t be rude,” Veronica said, her voice cooling, a thread of maternal exasperation slipping in.

Helen ignored her mother, her icy gaze raking me up and down, slow and deliberate, like I was filth she’d scraped off her boot. But fuck, even her scorn was hot—those black-painted lips, that piercing stare. “Heard you flooded your dorm. Real smooth.”

“It was a pipe burst,” I said, keeping my tone even, though her hostility stung. My eyes lingered on her, drawn to the pale skin of her neck against the black fabric, imagining how it’d feel under my lips.

“Sure, it was.” A cynical smirk touched her mouth, matte black lipstick making it look like a forbidden fruit. “And I suppose you’re just here out of the goodness of your heart, looking for a place to crash.”

“Helen,” Veronica warned, sharper now.

“What?” Helen’s gaze flicked to her mother, then snapped back to me, dark and unrelenting. “Just trying to understand the situation. We don’t usually take in… charity cases. Especially ones who look like they just stumbled out of a frat party.”

That cut deep. I knew I looked like shit, but ‘charity case’? Fuck that. Still, there was something in her stare, a flicker beneath the ice, that made me wonder if she was testing me, pushing to see if I’d break. I wanted to push back, to show her I wasn’t some punk—and yeah, to see if I could crack that cold exterior.

Lucy leapt off the armrest, her energy crackling. “He’s not a charity case, Helen! He’s gonna help Mom with the Sandpiper house! And he’s staying in the studio!”

Helen’s sculpted black eyebrow arched, her smirk sharpening. “Is he now? Mom, are you serious?”

Veronica sighed, her tone firm, brooking no argument. “Yes, Helen, I’m serious. Alex is here on a trial basis. He’ll be helping me out, and in exchange, he’ll have use of the studio.” But Helen didn’t look convinced. She looked… dangerous, like a predator sizing up prey.

Her dark eyes narrowed as she leaned closer, her voice dropping to a low, venomous hiss just for me. “One wrong move,” she murmured, her breath close enough to feel, sending an unexpected shiver down my spine. “One wrong move, and you’re gone. I’ll make sure of it.”

Fuck, even her threat was laced with something electric. I hated her attitude, but damn, I couldn’t look away from those eyes, that fierce beauty. This was gonna be a battle—and part of me was already itching for the fight.

Helen’s threat hung in the air like a storm cloud, heavy and dark, making my gut twist. This was gonna be a war. One twin was dead-set on getting me into her mom’s good graces—and maybe her bed—while the other stared at me like a predator, ready to rip me to shreds.

Veronica sighed, the sound laced with a weary, parental edge that made me want to ease her burden. “Helen, that’s enough. Alex is our guest. And potentially, a valuable asset.” She gave me a look that mixed apology with sharp assessment, her honey eyes piercing through me, sending a shiver down my spine. “You’ll have to forgive Helen. She’s… protective.”

“Protective is one word for it,” Lucy muttered, rolling her eyes at her sister. Helen shot her a glare that could freeze hell over, but fuck, even that icy stare was hot in its own twisted way.

“I understand,” I said, forcing a calm I didn’t feel, looking straight at Helen. “I get it. You don’t know me. You’re looking out for your family. I respect that.” Might as well try to defuse the bomb before it exploded, though part of me wanted to challenge her, to see if I could melt that frost.

Helen’s expression didn’t shift, but a flicker of something—surprise? grudging respect?—flashed in her dark, intense eyes. She didn’t speak, just kept glaring, her black lips a tight line that I couldn’t help but imagine softening under mine.

“Well,” Veronica said, clapping her hands lightly, the motion making her full tits bounce just enough under her dress to draw my eye, a sudden warmth rushing to my groin. Her voice cut through the tension. “Now that the introductions are out of the way… Alex, are you agreeable to the trial period? One week, you help me with Sandpiper Lane, and you have the studio. We can assess from there.”




“Absolutely,” I said, relief crashing over me like a wave. A week. I could make this work for a week. I

 

had


 
to. “When do I start?”




“Tomorrow morning, bright and early. I’ll drive you over to the property. It’s about twenty minutes from here.” Veronica stood, her movement graceful and commanding, a signal the interview was done. “Lucy, dear, perhaps you could show Alex to the studio? And maybe find him something to eat? He looks like he could use it.”

Her gaze softened as it landed on me, that maternal warmth seeping back in, making my chest ache as much as the heat in my loins. “I trust you haven’t eaten since the… flood?”

My stomach growled right on cue, loud and embarrassing. “Not really, no.”

“Thought so.” She smiled, a curve of her lips that was pure kindness, making me want to pull her close, to feel that softness against me. “Lucy, raid the fridge. And Alex?” Her eyes held mine, a playful, challenging glint sparking in them. “Welcome to the Greene household. For a week, at least.”

“Thank you, Veronica. I appreciate the chance,” I said, voice rough with gratitude and something hotter.

“Earn it,” she replied, her tone soft but firm. Then she turned and swept out of the room, all elegant power, probably off to seal another million-dollar deal, leaving me with the scent of her floral perfume lingering like a tease.

As soon as Veronica was gone, Lucy bounced over, her pink hair a wild flare, her energy electric. “See? Told you Mom’s mostly bark!” She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a sultry purr, her breast brushing my arm. “Don’t mind Helen. She’s just jealous.”

“Jealous of what?” I asked, voice hoarse, my eyes dipping to the way her tank top clung to her perky tits, nipples stiff and begging for attention.

Lucy just winked, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “Come on, Handy Alex. Let’s get you settled. And fed. You look like you’re about to keel over.”

Helen, still brooding in the doorway like a dark specter, finally spoke, her voice a low, cutting hiss. “Don’t get too comfortable, frat boy. I’ll be watching.”


Charming.


And with that, she turned on her heel and vanished down the hall, a silent, deadly wraith. Even her exit was hot, the sway of her hips in that tight black dress drawing my eye despite her venom.

Lucy grabbed my hand, her fingers lacing with mine in a possessive grip that sent heat racing up my arm. “Ignore her. She’s always like that.” Her eyes danced with trouble, her smile promising sin. “Studio tour time!”

The studio was, as Veronica described, basic as hell. A decent-sized room above a detached three-car garage, reached by a narrow wooden staircase outside. Inside, there was a bed with a plain blue comforter in one corner, a beat-up wooden desk and chair, a small, empty bookshelf, and a door to what I assumed was the bathroom. Two windows overlooked the pristine backyard and the sparkling pool, glinting like a damn invitation. It wasn’t a penthouse, but it was clean, dry, and free of waterfalls. Paradise.

“Told you it was bare bones,” Lucy said, watching me with a smirk, her body close enough that I could smell her strawberry gloss. “But it’s got potential, right? We can fix it up. Make it cozy.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, meaning every damn word. After the shitshow of Pelican Hall, this quiet, private space was a goddamn sanctuary. “Thank you, Lucy. Seriously.”

“Hey, what are friends for?” Her grin softened, but then her expression shifted, a flicker of something deeper in her eyes as she stepped closer, her hand brushing my chest. “Look, about my mom… and Helen. Mom really does need the help. That Sandpiper house is stressing her out big time. If you can fix things, make it shine for the showing, she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“And Helen?” I asked, my voice low, distracted by the heat of her touch.

Lucy sighed, her fingers lingering, sending sparks through me. “Helen’s… complicated. She’s been through some shit. Just… try not to piss her off too much, okay? She means well, deep down. Somewhere. Probably.”

I wasn’t sold on the ‘means well’ bit, but I nodded, my eyes on her lips, so close. “I’ll do my best.”

“Good.” She brightened, her hand dropping but her energy still buzzing. “Now, food! Mom always keeps the fridge loaded. Let’s see what goodies we can find.”

She led me back to the main house, through a utility room, and into a kitchen bigger than my entire flooded dorm. Stainless steel appliances gleamed, granite countertops sparkled, and an island the size of a fucking car dominated the space. Lucy rummaged through a fridge that could feed a damn army, emerging with a plate stacked with leftover roast chicken, fancy pasta salad, and artisanal cheese. Her eyes never left mine, a flirty glint dancing in them, a familiar tension building in my lower body.

“Dig in,” she said, setting it on the massive island, leaning forward just enough to give me a view down her tank top, her perky tits teasing me. “You need your strength if you’re gonna survive my family.”

I ate like a starved man, which I was. Lucy chattered on about Bright Cove, the college, her art classes, her mom’s real estate empire. She was easy to talk to, her bubbly vibe infectious. And she wasn’t shy about letting her gaze linger on me, or finding excuses to touch my arm, my shoulder. Each brush of her fingers was an electric current, a reminder of the raw, hungry energy humming between us. I wanted her bad—not just her tight little body, but that bright, wild spirit. She was getting under my skin.

Later that evening, after grabbing my few salvageable belongings from the disaster zone of Pelican Hall (my backpack, thankfully, had been on my bed and mostly dry), I was back in the quiet of the garage studio. I’d taken a quick, hot shower in the tiny bathroom—the water pressure was unreal—and changed into a dry t-shirt and shorts.

The bed was surprisingly comfortable. As I lay there, listening to the distant chirp of crickets and the faint murmur of the ocean, a sense of unreality hit me hard. Twenty-four hours ago, I’d been a regular college freshman, stressing over classes and swim practice. Now, I was crashing above the garage of a millionaire realtor, with a one-week deadline to prove myself, a pink-haired vixen flirting with me, and her goth twin sister probably plotting my downfall.


Life comes at you fast as fuck.


I thought about Veronica, her warm smile and shrewd eyes. The way she’d looked at me, like she saw something worth betting on beyond just a broke kid. A responsive thrum echoed in my veins at the memory of her curves, but my heart ached too, wanting to earn that trust. I thought about Lucy, her playful teasing, the way her body pulsed with vibrant, needy energy, begging for my attention. And I thought about Helen, her icy glares and venomous warnings, that fierce beauty hiding something I wanted to uncover, even if it burned me.

It was a lot to process. But as I drifted off, one thought cut through the haze.

I was gonna make this work. I had to. This was my only shot.

And maybe, just maybe, it’d be more than survival.


Chapter 3: Fireworks Under the Table


The next morning, Veronica was all business.

She stood by a sleek Porsche as I stumbled out of the garage studio, squinting into the harsh morning sun. She was a vision in a sharply tailored navy pantsuit that clung to her every curve like a second skin, accentuating her full, heavy tits and the flare of her hips. Her brunette hair was swept into an elegant chignon, exposing the smooth, tanned line of her neck that I ached to taste. Sunglasses hid her eyes, but her jaw was set with raw, commanding determination. Yesterday, she’d shown glimmers of a nurturing mom; today, she was pure, unyielding power, making my blood boil and a distinct stirring begin in my jeans.

“Morning, Alex,” she said, her voice crisp and smooth, like a shot of expensive whiskey, sending a wave of warmth straight to my core. “Sleep well?”

“Like a rock, thanks.” Best sleep I’d had in weeks, no gushing water or blaring alarms, just dreams of her curves and Lucy’s teasing smile.

“Good. Coffee’s in the travel mug. We need to get to Sandpiper Lane. I have a pre-showing walk-through with the stagers at nine, and I want you to have a good look at that balcony railing before they arrive.” Her tone was all business, but the way her lips curved as she handed me the mug made my pulse hammer. Our fingers brushed, a fleeting spark that had me imagining those hands elsewhere.

The drive to Sandpiper Lane was about twenty minutes, the road hugging the coast with jaw-dropping views of the ocean on one side and sprawling, multi-million-dollar estates perched on cliffs on the other. Veronica pointed out landmarks, her voice a steady, professional stream of local knowledge, but I was distracted, stealing glances at the way her suit jacket strained over her chest with each breath. She didn’t mention the twins or my living situation, nothing personal. It was all property, market, deals—but fuck, her presence alone was personal, filling the car with a tension I could feel in my bones.

Sandpiper Lane was less a lane and more a private, gated driveway servicing just a handful of elite properties. The house Veronica was listing sat at the very end, a stunning modern beast of glass, steel, and stone, cantilevered over the cliff edge like it defied gravity. It screamed wealth, power, and a maintenance nightmare.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” Veronica said, parking the Porsche in the circular driveway, her voice carrying a hint of pride as she removed her sunglasses, revealing those honey eyes that pinned me with a look that made a familiar tension build low.

“It’s… a lot,” I admitted, the scale of it hitting me hard. Intimidating as hell.

“The owner’s a tech billionaire from Silicon Valley. Used it as a weekend getaway. Now he wants it sold, fast.” She handed me a key, her fingers brushing mine again, lingering just a second too long, sending a current up my arm. “Front door. I’ve got a list of tasks on the kitchen counter. The balcony railing is priority one. Tools should be in the garage. My usual guy left his kit there.”

She glanced at her watch, the motion making her jacket shift, offering a glimpse of cleavage that dried my mouth. “I need to make some calls. Stagers will be here in an hour. Let me know if you run into any immediate problems.” And with that, she was on her phone, pacing the driveway, her hips swaying with each step, already deep in negotiation mode. I couldn’t tear my eyes off her ass in those tight pants, a perfect curve begging to be gripped.

I let myself into the house, the interior even more starkly modern than the exterior. Minimalist furniture, endless glass, and a view that punched the breath from my lungs. The entire back was a wall of windows overlooking the Pacific, stretching forever. Fucking unreal.

The list on the polished concrete kitchen counter was long and detailed. Balcony railing, flickering lights in the master bath, a sticky sliding door to the patio, weeding the zen garden, cleaning the infinity pool. A shitload for one guy to tackle in a few days.


Okay, Parker. Time to earn that room.


I found the garage, cleaner than my dorm had ever been, even pre-flood. A professional-grade toolkit was laid out neatly on a workbench—saws, drills, levels, wrenches. Everything a handyman could dream of.

First, the balcony. It wrapped around the main living area, a sheet of glass suspended over the cliff. The view was insane, but Veronica was right. One section of the stainless-steel railing was loose as hell. I gave it a tug, and it wobbled dangerously. If someone leaned on that, they’d be taking a one-way dive to the rocks below. Not good for a VIP showing—or my chances of staying.

The railing was secured with specialized screws. Torx heads. No issue, the toolkit looked like it had every bit known to man. I grabbed the Torx set, a neat plastic case with a dozen sizes, picked the one that looked right, T25, slotted it into the screwdriver handle, and went for the first loose screw.

It wouldn’t turn.

I frowned, tried again, more pressure. Nothing. The bit just spun uselessly in the screw head.


What the hell?


I inspected the screw closer. It was slightly mangled, the star-shaped recess chewed up. I tried the next size down, T20. Too small. T27? Too big.




Back to T25. It

 

should


 
fit. Unless…







A nasty suspicion clawed at me. I checked the other screws on the loose section. Same shit. All slightly damaged, just enough so the standard T25 bit couldn’t grip. The screws on the

 

secure


 
sections? Perfect, pristine T25 heads.




Someone had deliberately fucked with these screws. Sabotaged them.

And I had a damn good idea who.


Helen.


Her parting shot from yesterday echoed in my head. “One wrong move, and you’re gone. I’ll make sure of it.” This was her making sure. No tools, no repair. No repair, no room. Simple. Devious. Infuriating.

My blood boiled, a mix of rage and something hotter. That little… I took a deep breath. Getting pissed wouldn’t fix the railing. I needed a solution. Fast. The stagers were coming. Veronica was counting on me. I couldn’t let Helen win, couldn’t let her cold, gorgeous face smirk in victory. Fuck, even hating her, I pictured those black lips, that pale skin, and felt a twisted pull.

I rummaged through the Torx bit case again. Maybe a slightly oversized T25, or a T26? Nope. Just the standard set. I scoured the rest of the toolkit. Pliers? They’d strip the heads worse. A drill bit to drill them out? Too risky, I could fuck the railing itself. And I didn’t have replacement screws of this specific type.

I was screwed. Literally.

I slumped against the railing, the cool ocean breeze doing jack to cool my frustration. Helen had played me. She knew I wouldn’t have my own tools. She knew I’d be relying on this kit. That calculating, dark-eyed bitch.





Think, Parker, think.


 
There had to be a way.




My hand slid to my pocket, to the familiar weight of my multitool. The one my dad gave me when I left for college. “Never know when you’ll need it,” he’d said. It wasn’t much, just a basic Leatherman knock-off, but it had a few screwdriver bits, a knife, pliers.

I pulled it out, flicking through the attachments. The screwdriver bits were standard flathead and Phillips. No Torx. Of course not.

But then I eyed the small flathead bit. It was narrow. Narrow enough, maybe, to jam into two opposing points of the star-shaped Torx recess. If I could get enough torque…

It was a long shot. I could mangle the screw heads worse, making them impossible to remove. But what other choice did I have? Admit defeat on day one? Let Helen gloat with that icy, beautiful stare?


No fucking way.


I selected the smallest flathead bit on the multitool. Took a deep breath. And carefully, painstakingly, inserted the tip into the damaged T25 screw head, angling it to wedge into two points. I pressed down hard, keeping it from slipping, and slowly, carefully, began to turn.

For a moment, nothing. Then, a tiny, almost imperceptible give.

My heart leapt.

I applied more pressure, knuckles white, sweat beading on my brow. The metal groaned. The bit slipped. I swore under my breath, repositioned it, tried again. Sweat trickled down my forehead, stinging my eyes.


Come on, you bastard.


And then, with a final, reluctant screech of metal on metal, the screw began to turn.

It was slow, agonizing work. Each screw took minutes of careful pressure and maneuvering. My fingers ached. The cheap metal of the multitool bit was probably getting chewed up as much as the screw heads. But one by one, the sabotaged screws came out.

I had just removed the last one when Veronica’s voice cut through from inside the house. “Alex? How’s it going out there? The stagers are here.”

My shirt was soaked with sweat, my hands raw, but the loose section of railing was detached. I quickly re-tightened the screws on the still-secure sections—they turned smoothly with the proper T25 bit, confirming my suspicions about the sabotage. Then, using the same screws I’d painstakingly removed (ugly, but functional), I re-secured the loose section, torquing them down as best I could with my jury-rigged multitool setup. It wasn’t perfect, but it was solid. Rock fucking solid.

I wiped my forehead with the back of my hand just as Veronica stepped out onto the balcony, followed by two women laden with cushions and art prints. Her presence hit me like a wave, her suit still hugging every curve, her scent—jasmine and power—wrapping around me.

“Alex, these are Maria and Chloe, from ‘Coastal Staging’,” Veronica said, her voice smooth, but her eyes raked over me, lingering on my sweat-soaked shirt, a flicker of something hot in her gaze. “Ladies, this is Alex, he’s helping me out with a few… last-minute adjustments.”

Maria, a sharp-looking woman with an assessing stare, eyed the railing, then me. “Everything secure here? Last thing we need is a lawsuit.”

“All tight,” I said, aiming for casual, like I hadn’t just spent an hour battling stripped screws with a pocket tool. I gave the railing a confident shake. It didn’t budge.

Veronica’s eyes narrowed as she inspected the railing, then flicked to me, a tiny frown creasing her forehead. Did she see the mangled screw heads? Did she sense foul play? My pulse raced under her scrutiny, a responsive thrum echoing in my veins at the intensity of her gaze.

But then her expression cleared, replaced by a warm, approving smile that made my chest tighten and a pleasant warmth spread through me. “Excellent work, Alex. See, ladies? I told you he was handy.” She gave me a subtle wink, a quick, conspiratorial flash that sent heat flooding through me, a promise of something more. “Now, about those light fixtures in the master bath…”

The rest of the day was a blur of grind.

While Maria and Chloe buzzed around the house, turning the sterile modern box into something that screamed luxurious excess, I tackled Veronica’s list with everything I had. The flickering lights in the master bath were just a loose wire—an easy fix. The sticky sliding door needed its track cleaned and lubed, no big deal. The zen garden took hours of brutal weeding under the scorching California sun, sweat pouring down my back, but by mid-afternoon, it looked… well, zen.

Veronica checked in often, her words of praise and quiet, sultry smiles igniting a fire in my gut. “You’re doing wonders, Alex,” she’d purr, her honey eyes lingering on my sweat-slicked arms, making me feel like a goddamn hero even as I wrestled with stubborn bolts, dirt streaking my skin. Her warmth, that raw appreciation, cut deeper than any boss’s nod—it felt personal, intimate. Or maybe I was just desperate for it to be, aching to close the distance and taste that approval on her lips.

Lucy and Helen were nowhere in sight. Lucy texted me around lunchtime—“How’s it going, Handy Alex? Surviving Mom’s slave-driving? 😉 Need moral support? Or snacks?”—but I was too slammed to reply with more than a quick thumbs-up. Helen, I figured, was probably lurking somewhere, plotting her next sabotage after the railing stunt. The thought pissed me off, but also lit a strange, determined heat in me. I wasn’t gonna let her win, not with those dark, piercing eyes haunting my thoughts, taunting me to break through her ice.

By late afternoon, I was beat, sweaty as hell, but weirdly satisfied. The Sandpiper Lane house was starting to look unreal. The stagers had worked their magic, and my repairs, though small, made a difference. The place felt solid. Ready.

Veronica found me cleaning the infinity pool, skimming leaves from its mirror-like surface. She’d ditched the power suit for casual clothes—tailored white linen pants that hugged her lush hips and a soft, pale blue cashmere sweater clinging to her heavy tits in all the right ways. Her hair was down, glossy brunette waves catching the golden afternoon light, framing a face that was softer, more approachable. More like the nurturing mom, less like the cutthroat boss, but still so fucking hot a familiar tension stirred just looking at her.

“Alex, you’ve been a lifesaver today,” she said, her voice warm, dripping with gratitude that made my chest tighten. “The place looks wonderful. I don’t know how you managed it all.”

“Just doing my job,” I said, trying not to stare at how the setting sun made her skin glow, her curves a goddamn masterpiece against the ocean backdrop.

“You’ve done more than your job.” She stepped to the edge of the pool, gazing out at the water, her ass a perfect curve in those pants, begging to be grabbed. “I was really in a bind. This showing… it’s important.” She turned back, her honey-colored eyes serious, locking with mine, sending a wave of heat straight through me. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I rasped, voice rough with more than just exhaustion.

A comfortable silence settled between us, filled only by the gentle lapping of the pool and the distant cry of gulls. But the air crackled, charged with something unspoken, my body aching to step closer, to feel her heat.

“Listen,” she said finally, her tone shifting, a playful edge creeping in. “I’m having a small dinner party here tonight. Just a few close friends, potential clients. To celebrate the house being ready. I’d like you to join us.”

I was caught off guard. “Me? But I’m just the handyman.”

“Nonsense.” She waved a dismissive hand, the motion making her sweater shift, teasing more of her shape. “You’re the reason this place looks as good as it does. Besides,” a flirty smile touched her full lips, “I need someone to make sure none of my guests accidentally lean on that newly-repaired balcony railing after too much champagne.”

I grinned, her warmth wrapping around me. “In that case, I accept.”

“Excellent.” Her smile widened, eyes lingering on me with a heat that made my pulse race. “Seven-thirty. Casual. And Alex?” She paused, her gaze raking over me, slow and deliberate. “You clean up nice. I’m sure you’ll fit right in.”

Her words, and the way she said them, sent a blaze through my chest that had nothing to do with the sun, a distinct pressure building in my jeans just from her look.

I got back to the Greene house with just enough time to shower and change. My wardrobe was shit, but I managed a clean pair of chinos and a relatively unwrinkled polo shirt. Not black-tie, but hopefully ‘casual dinner party’ enough.

When I walked back over to the Sandpiper Lane property, it was already buzzing. Soft music drifted from hidden speakers, candles flickered on every surface, and the air smelled of expensive perfume and something mouthwatering cooking. Veronica, looking like a goddess in a simple black dress that showcased every curve—tits straining the fabric, hips flaring, legs endless—greeted me at the door with a warm smile and a glass of white wine, her eyes lighting up as they met mine.

“Alex! Glad you could make it. Come, meet everyone.” Her hand brushed my arm, a fleeting touch that sent sparks through me.

The ‘few close friends’ turned out to be about a dozen people, all dressed to kill, oozing casual wealth and sophistication. I felt like a fish out of water, but Veronica smoothly introduced me around, not as ‘the handyman,’ but as “Alex Parker, a bright young man who’s been an immense help getting the house ready.” It was a small thing, but it hit deep, her pride in me making my chest swell.

Lucy cornered me by the appetizer table, a pink-haired siren in a short, sparkly dress that barely covered shit, every curve on fucking display—tits perky, ass round, thighs begging to be spread. Her blue eyes flared with raw hunger when she saw me.

“Handy Alex! You made it! And you clean up pretty damn good.” She looped her arm through mine, her bare skin hot against me, pressing her breast into my side. “Come on, I’ll get you a real drink. Mom’s wine is okay, but I know where she hides the good stuff.”

Helen was there too, of course, lurking in a corner, dressed head-to-toe in black lace that hugged her identical curves, a dark mirror to Lucy’s brightness. Her tits and hips were just as tempting, but untouchable, her vibe pure venom. She shot me a look that could freeze fire, lips curled in disdain, but didn’t say a word. Progress, maybe? Or just biding her time to strike, those dark eyes still burning into me, making me want to challenge her, to see if I could turn that hate into something else.

Dinner was served on the vast patio overlooking the ocean, the sunset painting the sky in fiery shades of orange and pink. The food was unreal, the wine flowed like water, and the conversation was lively, if out of my league. I mostly listened, soaking in the easy confidence these people threw around, feeling Veronica’s occasional glance, her small, reassuring smiles from the head of the table where she played the captivating hostess, her black dress making her look like a queen I’d kneel for.

It was under the heavy linen tablecloth that the real action started.

Lucy, who’d been unusually quiet during the main course, suddenly shifted in her seat. I felt something brush against my leg. I glanced down, thinking she’d dropped her napkin.

Her foot. Her bare fucking foot, small and perfectly pedicured, was slowly, deliberately sliding up the inside of my thigh.

My breath hitched hard. I looked at her. Her face was a mask of innocence, attention seemingly fixed on Veronica’s talk about interest rates. But her eyes, when they flicked to mine for a split second, were pure mischief. And something else. Something raw, hot, and knowing.

Her toes reached the hem of my chinos, then slipped underneath, creeping higher. My lower body, which had been behaving all evening, gave a violent throb, instantly alert. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to subtly dislodge her foot without drawing eyes. No luck. Her foot was strong, persistent, a fucking tease.

Her toes danced higher, teasing, exploring. I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric of my boxers. My heart slammed against my ribs. This was insane. We were at a dinner party. Her mother was right there. Her sister, the one who wanted me dead, was across the table, her dark eyes narrowed in suspicion, like she could smell the lust rolling off me.

Lucy’s foot found what it was hunting for. Her toes curled around my hardening length, stroking, squeezing through the fabric. A low groan rumbled in my chest. I bit the inside of my cheek, hard, to keep it in.

I risked another glance at her. She was biting her lower lip, cheeks flushed, eyes half-closed. She looked… completely wrecked. And completely thrilled.




Her toes curled tighter around my shaft, her pedicured nails glinting under the tablecloth’s shadow. Each stroke was slow, deliberate, her warm foot sliding along my length, the thin cotton of my boxers no match for the heat of her skin. My erection pulsed, rock-hard, straining, a wet spot spreading where moisture leaked.

 

Fuck, she’s gonna kill me.


 
Her foot flexed, toes teasing the sensitive head, circling it with maddening precision. I gripped the table’s edge, knuckles white, breath shallow and ragged.







She looked so damn innocent above the table, twirling a pink strand of hair, nodding at some bullshit about mortgage rates. But her eyes—those glossy, half-lidded eyes—flicked to mine, sparking with dirty glee. Her lips parted, just enough to show a flash of teeth, and I pictured them wrapped around my length, sucking me dry while her tongue swirled.

 

God, I’d fuck her mouth right here.


 
My hips twitched, chasing her foot’s rhythm. The linen hid everything, but every nerve screamed:

 

We’re gonna get caught.








Her toes squeezed harder, stroking faster, the ball of her foot grinding against my base. My balls tightened, heat coiling low in my gut. I could feel it building, that white-hot edge where I’d lose it, spurt right there under Veronica’s fancy table.

 

Lucy bent over this table, ass up, my hands spreading her cheeks—fuck, focus, Alex.


 
I bit my lip, tasting blood, trying to stay quiet. The chatter around us—Veronica’s husky laugh, the clink of wine glasses—felt miles away. All I knew was Lucy’s foot, her warm, soft arch pumping me, toes curling to milk every inch.







Helen’s glare burned from across the table. Her dark eyes locked on me, lips a tight line, like she could smell my arousal.

 

She knows. She fucking knows.


 
Her black lace dress hugged her tits, identical to Lucy’s but untouchable, a cruel mirror. I couldn’t help it—my eyes dropped to her chest, imagining those full curves bouncing as I fucked her against a wall, hate turning to heat.

 

Shit, no, don’t think that.


 
Lucy’s foot slowed, teasing, dragging me back. Her toes grazed my tip, smearing the evidence of my arousal, and I nearly groaned aloud.







Lucy leaned forward, pretending to reach for her wine, her sparkly dress riding up to flash more thigh. Her foot pressed harder, stroking in short, tight bursts. My erection pulsed, leaking steadily, the wet spot on my boxers growing. I was so close, teetering on the edge, body trembling.

 

I’m gonna cum, right here, with her mom ten feet away.


 
Her toes clamped around my head, squeezing, and my vision blurred, pleasure spiking. I pictured her straddling me, tight ass bouncing, whispering, “Cum for me, Alex.”







Then—nothing. Her foot vanished, leaving my erection throbbing, twitching, abandoned. A bead of moisture oozed out, soaking my boxers, but the release didn’t come. I choked back a whimper, balls aching, body screaming for her to finish. Lucy’s lips curved into a smug little smirk. She mouthed two words, slow and deliberate:

 

“Down-payment.”





My heart hammered. I was a fucking mess—sweaty, shaking, erection still hard, leaking, begging for her touch. Helen’s eyes narrowed, her snarl sharper, like she’d gut me if she could. Lucy just sipped her wine, all innocence, bare foot tucked back under her chair, leaving me to suffer.

My whole body was trembling. My wine glass rattled as I set it down. I felt dazed, disoriented, like I’d just run a goddamn marathon.

Across the table, Helen’s eyes were chips of black ice, boring into me. She knew. I don’t know how, but she knew. Her lip curled in a silent snarl, and yet, fuck, there was a flicker in her gaze, a challenge that made me want to drag her close, turn that hate into something raw and wild.

Lucy, meanwhile, looked utterly pleased with herself. Her cheeks were still flushed, eyes bright and triumphant. She gave me a tiny, almost imperceptible wink, a promise of more to come.

The rest of the dinner passed in a haze. I have no clue what anyone talked about. My mind was reeling, body thrumming with the aftershocks of what just happened.

A down-payment. That’s what she’d called it.

What the fuck had I gotten myself into?


Chapter 4: Rumor Bomb


The next morning, the world decided to explode.

I woke up in the garage studio feeling damn good, despite the under-the-table madness last night. The memory of Lucy’s bare foot, her flushed cheeks, those glossy blue eyes burning with raw heat… a warmth instantly spread through my lower body under the thin sheet. It was insane. It was reckless. And fuck, I’d loved every second, craving more of her teasing touch, her tight little body pressed against me, begging to be taken. I wanted to pin her down, taste that bubbly energy, make her moan my name.

I had a full day of classes, then swim practice. Veronica had given me the day off from Sandpiper Lane, saying I’d earned it with that sultry smile of hers, her honey eyes lingering on me, making my chest ache to earn more than just a day off. I was actually looking forward to a bit of normalcy, to the familiar burn of chlorine and the rhythm of laps, a chance to clear my head of Lucy’s toes on my shaft and Veronica’s curves haunting my dreams.

Normalcy, however, had other plans.

It started subtly. A few weird looks in the hallway at college. People whispering as I walked by, then quickly looking away when I met their gaze. I brushed it off. College campuses were rumor mills. Probably something about the Pelican Hall flood still making the rounds.

Then came Psych 101. I sat in my usual spot in the back, and the girl next to me, Sarah, who usually gave me a friendly nod, edged her chair away, her face a mask of… was that disgust?


Okay, this is fucking weird.


During the lecture, my phone buzzed in my pocket. A text from Dave, my ex-roommate.


“Dude. WTF? Check CoveConfessions.”


CoveConfessions. It was a local gossip app, anonymous posts about people in Bright Cove, mostly students. Usually, it was harmless shit—crushes, complaints about professors, party invites. I rarely looked at it.

My stomach clenched hard. This couldn’t be good.

I discreetly pulled out my phone under the lecture hall desk, fingers fumbling as I opened the app. The top post, liked and commented on hundreds of times, hit me like a fucking punch to the gut.

It was a picture. Of me.

Shirtless. Sweaty. Taken from above, looking down. I was leaning on the Sandpiper Lane balcony railing, back to the camera, but it was clearly me. My swimmer’s build, sun-streaked brown hair. The photo wasn’t awful—grainy, taken from afar—but the caption turned my blood to ice.


“MILF realtor’s new cub toy? 😉 Seen getting verrry cozy with Veronica G. in the evening at her cliffside listing. Wonder if he’s ‘handling’ more than just repairs… #HotForTeacher #GarageBoy #Scandal”


My heart stopped. Cub toy. Garage Boy. Veronica G. There was no mistaking who they were talking about.

And the picture. Taken yesterday. While I was working. From an angle… an angle that could only have come from inside the house. Or from a window overlooking the balcony.


Helen.


It had to be her. That vicious little bitch. She’d snapped a picture, twisted it into filth, and thrown it to the wolves on CoveConfessions. This wasn’t just a prank. This was character assassination. Mine and Veronica’s. My rage boiled, but fuck, even through the anger, I pictured her dark eyes, that black lace clinging to her curves last night, a twisted part of me wanting to confront her, to turn that hate into something raw and primal.

My hands were shaking. I could feel the blood draining from my face. People were looking at me. Whispering. Pointing at their phones. They knew. Everyone fucking knew.

I wanted to disappear. To run. But where?

The lecture ended. I practically bolted from the room, ignoring the stares, the snickers. I needed to find Lucy. Or Veronica. I needed to… fuck, I didn’t even know what I needed to do. My mind spun with Veronica’s warm smile, the trust in her eyes—would she believe this garbage? Would she think I’d betrayed her? The thought of losing her faith gutted me more than the rumors.

My phone buzzed again. This time, it was Coach Diaz. My swim coach.


“Parker. My office. NOW.”


The tone was not friendly.





Oh, this is just great.


 
My scholarship. My spot on the team. Everything was hanging by a thread.




Coach Diaz’s office was a small, cluttered room smelling of chlorine and old sweat socks. He was a broad-shouldered man with a buzz cut and eyes that could drill through steel. He didn’t mince words.

“Parker,” he said, voice tight with disapproval. He gestured to his computer screen. The CoveConfessions post was displayed in all its toxic glory. “Care to explain this… situation?”

“Coach, it’s not what it looks like,” I stammered, throat dry as sand. “I was working. Mrs. Greene hired me to do repairs at that house. That picture… it’s taken completely out of context.”

“Out of context?” Coach Diaz raised an eyebrow. “Shirtless, sweaty, at a private residence with a woman who is not your mother, and who happens to be a prominent local figure. The optics, Parker, are terrible.”

“But I wasn’t… we weren’t…”




“I don’t care what you were or weren’t doing,” he cut me off, voice sharp as a blade. “What I care about is the reputation of this team. And this…” he jabbed a finger at the screen, “this makes us look bad. It makes

 

you


 
look unprofessional. Irresponsible.”




I felt a surge of anger, hot and bitter. “But it’s a lie! Someone’s trying to cause trouble.” Helen. Her smug, hateful face flashed in my mind, those black lips I wanted to crush under mine in a fucked-up mix of rage and desire.

“Maybe so,” Coach Diaz conceded, expression softening just a fraction. “But the damage is done. The rumors are out there. And until this blows over, until I can be sure this isn’t going to reflect poorly on the team or the college, I’m afraid I have to take action.”

My heart sank like a stone. I knew what was coming.

“You’re benched, Parker,” he said, voice flat. “Effective immediately. No practice, no meets. Pending a full conduct review by the athletic department.”

Benched. My scholarship. My future. All because of a stupid, malicious gossip post by that dark-eyed witch.

“Coach, please,” I begged, desperation clawing at me. “Swimming is everything to me. Don’t do this.”

“My hands are tied, son.” His voice was firm, but there was a hint of regret in his eyes. “Go home. Keep your head down. And pray this whole thing disappears fast.”

I walked out of his office in a daze. Benched. It felt like the end of the world. All my hard work, all my dreams, up in smoke because of Helen Greene. I hated her, wanted to scream at her, but fuck, even now, I couldn’t shake the image of her in that black lace, the challenge in her glare, a sick part of me wanting to break her down, make her moan instead of snarl.

I didn’t know where to go. I couldn’t face anyone on campus. The thought of going back to the Greene house, to face Veronica after this… it was unbearable. What would she think? Would she believe the gossip? Would she kick me out, her warm smile turning cold? My chest ached at the thought, needing her trust, her heat, more than I could stand.

My phone buzzed again. Lucy.


“Alex! Oh my god, I just saw that horrible post! Are you okay? Where are you?”


Before I could reply, another text came through.


“Don’t listen to them! It’s all lies! Helen is a psycho! Meet me at the campus coffee shop? Please? I’ll buy you a giant muffin. We can figure this out.”


A tiny spark of hope ignited in the darkness. Lucy. She believed me. She was on my side. Her bubbly energy, that flirty fire from last night, it was a lifeline—her tight body in that sparkly dress, her foot on my length, promising more. Maybe I could still salvage something from this shitstorm.

Maybe this wasn’t over yet.

The campus coffee shop, “The Daily Grind,” was usually a hive of activity, loud with chatter and the hiss of the espresso machine. But when I walked in, a fucking hush fell over the place. Every eye seemed to turn towards me, burning with judgment. I could feel the weight of their stares, the whispers starting up again, slicing through me like knives. It was like walking through a minefield of scorn.

Lucy was already there, tucked into a corner booth, a giant blueberry muffin and steaming latte before her. Her pink hair blazed like a neon flame in the coffee shop’s dull tones, a beacon in my shitstorm. She waved urgently when she saw me, her face a storm of worry and fierce anger, her blue eyes wide with a heat that made my chest tighten.

“Alex! Over here!” Her voice cut through the murmurs, drawing more eyes, but fuck, I didn’t care when I saw her—tight jeans hugging her legs, a low-cut top teasing the swell of her perky tits, every curve screaming for my hands.

I navigated the gauntlet of curious onlookers, face burning, and slid into the booth opposite her, close enough to catch the sweet scent of her perfume, a familiar tension stirring despite the mess I was in.

“Are you okay?” she asked immediately, her blue eyes earnest, searching mine with a raw concern that hit me deep. “That post… it’s disgusting. Helen is such a vindictive little troll.”

“I’ve been better,” I admitted, voice flat, trying not to let the memory of her foot on me last night flood my mind. “Coach Diaz benched me.”

Lucy gasped, hand flying to her mouth, lips I ached to kiss parting in shock. “No! He can’t do that! It’s not even true!”

“Tell him that.” I slumped against the booth, feeling utterly defeated. “He said it’s about optics. Reputation. The usual bullshit.”

“That’s so unfair!” Lucy’s eyes flashed, a fire in them that made my blood heat. “I’m going to talk to him. I’ll tell him Helen’s a known liar and a drama queen. I’ll tell him…”

“No, Lucy, don’t.” I appreciated her fire, her loyalty, a warmth spreading in my chest, but I didn’t want her dragged deeper into this cesspool. “It’ll just make things worse. This is my mess.”

“Our mess,” she corrected, reaching across the table and taking my hand. Her fingers were warm, grip surprisingly strong, sending a current up my arm, straight to my core. “Helen did this to hurt you, yeah, but she did it to stir up trouble for Mom too. She hates it when Mom’s happy, or successful.”

“Why would she do that? To her own mother?” I asked, voice rough, distracted by the softness of her skin against mine, imagining those hands elsewhere.

Lucy sighed, shoulders slumping, her top shifting to flash more cleavage, drying my mouth. “It’s complicated. Dad… when he left, it hit Helen really hard. Harder than me, I think. She kind of blames Mom. Thinks Mom pushed him away, or didn’t try hard enough, or something. It’s stupid, but Helen holds grudges like nobody else.” She squeezed my hand, eyes locking with mine, a spark there. “The point is, this isn’t just about you being a ‘cub toy.’ This is Helen trying to sabotage Mom’s open house this weekend. That Sandpiper listing? It’s a huge deal for Mom. A lot is riding on it.”

The weight of it all pressed down on me. Not only was my reputation in tatters, my swimming career on hold, but I was now at the center of some twisted family drama, potentially ruining Veronica’s crucial sale. The thought of her hurt, those honey eyes dimmed, gutted me.

“What’s Veronica… what’s your mom saying about all this?” I asked, dreading the answer, needing to know if she still trusted me, if I still had a chance to feel her warmth.

Lucy bit her lip, a gesture so fucking sexy it nearly derailed me. “She’s… upset. Really upset. Mortified, mostly. She saw the post this morning. She almost called off the open house.”

My stomach plummeted. “Oh god.”

“Hey.” Lucy’s grip on my hand tightened, her touch a lifeline, her eyes fierce. “It’s not your fault, Alex. She knows that. She knows Helen. She’s just… stressed. And worried about how this will look to her clients, to the community.” She offered a small, encouraging smile, lips I wanted to claim curling up. “But she didn’t cancel it. Not yet. She’s a fighter, my mom. She’s not going to let Helen win that easily.”

The giant blueberry muffin sat untouched between us. My appetite had vanished, replaced by a hunger for something else, for Lucy’s fire, for Veronica’s trust.

“I should leave,” I said, words tasting like ash. “I’m just causing problems for you, for your mom.”

“Don’t you dare,” Lucy snapped, voice fierce, eyes blazing with a passion that made a responsive heat stir in me. “That’s exactly what Helen wants. You can’t let her chase you away. We need you, Alex. Mom needs you. That house isn’t going to fix itself.”

“But the rumors… everyone on campus thinks…”

“Screw them!” Lucy exclaimed, a little too loudly, drawing more curious glances. She lowered her voice, leaning closer across the table, her scent wrapping around me, her top dipping to show more skin. “Who cares what a bunch of bored, gossipy idiots think? We know the truth. Mom knows the truth. That’s all that matters.”

Her conviction was a lifeline. I clung to it, her nearness making my pulse race, wanting to pull her across the table, kiss that fire right out of her.

“You really think your mom doesn’t blame me?” I asked, voice rough with need for reassurance, for her.




“I know she doesn’t.” Lucy’s expression softened, a tenderness there that hit deep. “She’s more worried about

 

you


 
, I think. And about how to handle Helen.” She sighed, pink hair brushing her shoulder, a strand I wanted to wrap around my finger. “This isn’t the first time Helen’s pulled a stunt like this when Mom has a big deal on the line. It’s like she can’t stand to see her succeed.”




We sat in silence for a few minutes, Lucy’s hand still holding mine, her presence a small comfort in the storm of my anxiety. She didn’t push me to talk, just sat with me, a silent, supportive heat, her thumb brushing my skin, sending shivers through me.

“So, what do we do?” I asked finally, voice barely a whisper, lost in her touch.

Lucy’s eyes lit up, that mischievous spark returning, making my blood pound. “We fight back.”

“Fight back how? Post a denial on CoveConfessions? No one will believe it.”

“No, not like that.” She grinned, a sly, conspiratorial expression that made me want to fuck her right there in the booth. “We make that Sandpiper house so damn perfect, so irresistible, that it sells for a record price this weekend. We make Mom so successful and happy that Helen’s stupid little gossip bomb fizzles out into nothing.”

It was a crazy plan. A long shot. But it was better than sitting here, wallowing in misery, when I could be near her, near Veronica, fighting for them.

“You think we can do that?” I asked, voice low, caught in her gaze.




“

 

We


 
can do anything, Handy Alex,” Lucy said, voice full of a confidence I desperately wished I shared, her flirty tone sending a wave of warmth straight to my groin. She squeezed my hand one last time, then released it, picking up the giant muffin, her fingers delicate, lips I ached to taste curling into a smirk. “Now, eat this. You look like you haven’t eaten in days. You need your strength if you’re going to be my mom’s knight in shining armor.”




She broke off a piece of the muffin and held it out to me, eyes bright, smile infectious, a tease in her gesture that made me imagine feeding her something else. For the first time since seeing that horrible post, I felt a flicker of hope, a tiny spark of defiance, fueled by her fire, her body so close.




Maybe Lucy was right. Maybe we

 

could


 
fight back.




I took the piece of muffin. It tasted surprisingly good, but all I could think of was tasting her instead.

The rest of the day was a strange mix of anxiety and determination. The whispers and stares followed me around campus, but with Lucy’s words echoing in my mind, they seemed to have less power. I still felt humiliated, angry, scared. But I wasn’t going to let Helen Greene, or a bunch of anonymous gossipers, destroy everything I’d worked for. Even if I hated her, that dark beauty lingered in my thoughts, a fucked-up challenge I couldn’t shake, wanting to turn her venom into moans.

When I got back to the Greene house late that afternoon, the atmosphere was tense as fuck. Veronica was in her home office, door closed. I could hear her voice, low and strained, on the phone, probably dealing with the fallout from the CoveConfessions post, her stress cutting me deep.

Lucy met me in the kitchen, expression worried, her tight top still teasing, making my hands itch to pull her close. “Mom’s been on the phone all day. With her broker, with some of her clients. She’s trying to do damage control.”

“Is she… is she going to kick me out?” I asked, the question I’d been dreading all day, needing to know if I’d lost her warmth.

Lucy shook her head, pink hair swaying, a relief that hit hard. “No. I don’t think so. She’s angry at Helen, not at you. But she’s… fragile right now. This whole thing has really shaken her.”

Just then, the office door opened, and Veronica emerged. She looked exhausted, face pale, eyes shadowed, a vulnerability that tore at me. The powerful realtor from yesterday was gone, replaced by a woman carrying the weight of the world, yet still so fucking beautiful—her curves soft in a loose blouse and skirt, brunette waves messy, making me ache to hold her, ease her burden.

She saw me standing there with Lucy, and for a moment, her expression was unreadable. Then, she gave me a small, tired smile, a flicker of warmth that nearly broke me.

“Alex,” she said, voice quiet, husky with strain, sending a shiver down my spine. “I’m glad you’re here.”

Relief, so potent it almost made my knees buckle, washed over me. She wasn’t going to kick me out. I still had a chance to be near her, to feel that heat again.

“I… I heard about the post,” she continued, gaze dropping to the floor, a pain there I wanted to erase. “I’m so sorry, Alex. That you’ve been dragged into this… this ugliness.”

“It’s not your fault, Veronica,” I said, voice rough with need to comfort her, to pull her close, feel her softness against me.

“Isn’t it?” She looked up, eyes filled with a mix of pain and frustration, honey depths I wanted to drown in. “Helen is my daughter. This is… this is my family’s drama spilling over onto you. It’s not fair.”




“We’ll fix it, Mom,” Lucy said, stepping forward and putting an arm around Veronica’s shoulders, her touch on her mom a strange mirror of what I craved. “Alex and I. We’ll make that Sandpiper house shine. It’ll be the talk of the town for all the

 

right


 
reasons.”




Veronica looked at Lucy, then at me, a flicker of her usual strength returning to her eyes, a fire I wanted to stoke. “You think so?”

“I know so,” Lucy said, voice firm, her confidence a turn-on.

Veronica took a deep breath, chest rising, drawing my eyes to the swell under her blouse, a hunger I couldn’t fight. “Okay. Okay. The open house is still on. We’re not going to let her win.” She looked at me, a new resolve hardening her gaze, a strength that made a familiar tension coil in my gut. “Alex, I need you at Sandpiper Lane tomorrow morning, first thing. There’s still a lot to do. Can I count on you?”

“Absolutely,” I said without hesitation, voice thick with promise, wanting to be her rock, her everything. “I won’t let you down.”

A real smile, the first I’d seen all day, curved Veronica’s lips, full and tempting, a warmth that hit deep. “Thank you, Alex. That means… more than you can imagine.” Her voice held a raw edge, a vulnerability mixed with heat that stirred something primal in me, a need to protect her, to claim her.

The tension in the room eased, just a little. We weren’t out of the woods yet, not by a long shot. But for the first time all day, I felt like maybe, just maybe, we had a fighting chance.

And as Lucy gave me another one of her bright, conspiratorial winks over her mother’s shoulder, a flirty promise in her eyes, I knew one thing for sure.

I wasn’t in this alone.


Chapter 5: Champagne Kneel


The next day at Sandpiper Lane was a marathon from hell.

Fueled by a potent mix of blueberry muffins, righteous indignation, and a desperate need to prove myself, I threw myself into the work. Lucy was there too, a whirlwind of pink-haired energy, a goddamn distraction in tight shorts and a tank top that clung to her perky tits and tight ass like a second skin. She wasn’t much for heavy lifting, but she had an amazing eye for detail and an uncanny ability to make even the most tedious tasks feel… fun, her flirty giggles sending a pleasant warmth through my core.

We started with the garden. While I wrestled with overgrown bushes and stubborn weeds, sweat pouring down my back, Lucy flitted around, arranging potted flowers, artfully scattering decorative stones, and generally making the place look like a Zen master’s wet dream. She hummed as she worked, occasionally breaking into snippets of pop songs, her voice surprisingly good, a sweet sound that made me want to pin her against a tree, taste that melody on her lips.

“You know,” she said, pausing to wipe a smudge of dirt from her cheek with the back of her hand, leaving a streak of pink glitter in its place, looking so fucking cute and dirty I nearly dropped my shovel. “For a broody, silent type, you’re actually pretty good company, Handy Alex.”

I grunted, yanking out a particularly tenacious root, trying not to stare at her thighs as she bent over a pot. “Just trying to earn my keep.”

“Oh, I think you’re earning way more than your keep,” she purred, voice a low, teasing growl that hit me like a punch to the gut. Her blue eyes raked over my sweat-soaked t-shirt and dirt-stained jeans, slow and hungry, lingering on my crotch like she could see the insistent pressure I was fighting. “So much more.”

I ignored the blatant invitation, focusing on the task at hand, but fuck, her words, her presence, buzzed under my skin, a constant, throbbing distraction, a familiar tension building just from her nearness, imagining bending her over right there in the dirt.




Inside, the stagers had left a detailed plan, and Veronica had added her own notes. Furniture needed to be rearranged, artwork hung, accessories placed

 

just so


 
. It was like assembling a giant, incredibly expensive jigsaw puzzle, and every time Lucy brushed past me, her hip grazing mine, it was a piece I wanted to fit somewhere else.




Lucy, surprisingly, was a natural at it. She had an intuitive sense of balance and flow, transforming sterile rooms into inviting spaces with a few deft touches. She’d stand back, head tilted, humming thoughtfully, her ass a perfect curve in those shorts, then dart forward to adjust a cushion by an inch, or swap a vase from one table to another, and suddenly, the whole room would click into place, just like I wanted to click into her.

“My mom says I get my eye for design from her,” she said, carefully positioning a bowl of decorative orbs on a coffee table, bending over just enough to flash cleavage that made my mouth dry. “Though she mostly uses her powers for good. I prefer to use mine for… creative chaos.” She winked at me, a flirty promise that made my balls tighten.

We worked side-by-side, a surprisingly effective team, though every brush of her skin against mine was torture. I handled the heavy lifting, the picture hanging, the minor repairs the stagers uncovered, my muscles straining under her appreciative gaze. Lucy directed, tweaked, and provided a running commentary that was equal parts encouragement, teasing, and surprisingly insightful design advice, her voice a constant tease, making me ache to shut her up with my mouth on hers.

The day flew by in a blur of activity. We barely stopped for lunch, wolfing down sandwiches Veronica had packed for us while perched on a stack of packing crates in the garage. The CoveConfessions scandal, my benching from the swim team, Helen’s glowering presence—it all seemed to fade into the background, replaced by the immediate, tangible goal of getting this house ready, and the less tangible but fucking insistent goal of not grabbing Lucy and fucking her right there on the crates.

As afternoon bled into evening, the house began to transform. The stark, modern shell was now filled with warmth, with personality. It looked less like a billionaire’s sterile weekend pad and more like a home. A very, very expensive home, but a home nonetheless, a place I could imagine taking Lucy or Veronica in every damn room.

The stagers returned for a final walk-through, nodding approvingly. “You two work fast,” Maria commented, her sharp eyes missing nothing. “Place looks a million bucks. Or, well, several million, in this case.”

Veronica arrived as the stagers were packing up, her expression anxious, but fuck, she was a vision—tailored skirt hugging her lush hips, a blouse that teased the swell of her heavy tits, brunette waves cascading over her shoulders. She walked through the house slowly, room by room, her keen realtor’s eye taking in every detail, her ass swaying with each step, making my hands itch to grab her. I held my breath, waiting for her verdict, needing her approval more than air.

She ended up in the main living room, standing before the wall of windows, looking out at the ocean as the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in breathtaking hues, her silhouette a goddamn masterpiece against the light.

“It’s…” she said, voice quiet, almost awestruck, sending a shiver down my spine. “It’s perfect.”

She turned to us, eyes shining, not with tears exactly, but with an emotion so intense it made my throat tighten, my chest ache to pull her close. “Alex. Lucy. I… I don’t know what to say. You’ve performed a miracle.”

“Teamwork,” Lucy said, beaming and giving me a playful nudge, her touch sparking heat even through my shirt.

“It’s more than teamwork,” Veronica said, gaze fixed on me, honey eyes burning with something that made a responsive current flow through me. “It’s… dedication. Alex, you’ve gone above and beyond. After everything that happened yesterday… I wouldn’t have blamed you if you’d walked away.”

“I said I wouldn’t let you down,” I replied, voice rough with need to prove myself to her, to be everything she needed.

A slow smile spread across her face, full lips curving with genuine warmth, gratitude, and something else… something that made my heart pound, my blood rush south. “No,” she said softly, voice a caress. “No, you certainly didn’t.”

The stagers left, Lucy went home to “crash and burn” after a day of “manual labor,” winking at me with a promise of more teasing later, and I stayed behind with Veronica to do a final sweep, making sure every light worked, every surface gleamed, my body hyper-aware of her nearness in the quiet house.

We moved through the silent space, a comfortable quiet settling between us, but the air crackled with unspoken heat. The earlier tension, the anxiety over the scandal, seemed to have dissipated, replaced by a shared sense of accomplishment, and a growing hunger I couldn’t ignore, not with her so close, her scent wrapping around me.

“The VIP tour is at eight a.m. sharp tomorrow,” Veronica said, as we stood in the now immaculate kitchen, her voice low, intimate. “Some big-shot tech investor from Japan. If he likes what he sees…” She didn’t need to finish the sentence, her eyes flicking to mine, a weight there I wanted to lift.

“It’ll be fine,” I said, with more confidence than I felt, caught in her gaze. “The place looks amazing.”

“Thanks to you.” She leaned against the polished concrete island, gaze smoldering as it locked on me, the cashmere of her sweater clinging to her in the dim kitchen light, tracing the lush curve of her breasts, the tempting swell of her hips. She was breathtaking. And right now, in this charged, intimate moment, she wasn’t just the powerful realtor or Lucy and Helen’s mom. She was… Veronica, a woman I ached to touch, to claim.

“I should probably head back,” I said, suddenly feeling a little awkward, a lot overwhelmed by the intensity of her gaze, a familiar pressure building in my jeans. “Get some sleep before the big day.”

“Actually,” she said, voice a low murmur, dripping with something dangerous, something I craved. “I was hoping you might stay a little longer.”

My breath caught hard. “Stay?”

She pushed herself off the island, taking a step closer, standing so close I could smell the faint, expensive scent of her perfume, see the tiny gold flecks in her honey-colored eyes, feel the heat radiating from her curves.

“I brought something,” she said, voice barely a whisper, husky with intent. She gestured towards a silver ice bucket on the counter, a bottle of champagne nestled within. Veuve Clicquot. The good stuff. “To celebrate. And to… thank you. Properly.”

My mind went blank. Champagne. Her. Alone. In this ridiculously expensive, empty house.

This was not happening.

But fuck, it was.

Veronica’s eyes held mine, a silent question burning in their warm, honeyed depths, an inferno that seared through me. The air in the kitchen crackled with unspoken energy, thick with heat. My heart was slamming against my ribs, a frantic rhythm of need and disbelief.

“Champagne sounds… nice,” I managed, voice unsteady, rough with the hunger clawing at me.

A slow, wicked smile curved her full lips, equal parts nurturing warmth and pure, raw seduction, a look that made a powerful tension coil low in my gut. “I figured you would.”

She turned to the ice bucket, movements fluid and graceful, a goddamn siren in cashmere. The way her sweater clung to her back, outlining the gentle curve of her spine, the lush swell of her hips… I had to physically force myself to look away, to focus on a ridiculously expensive-looking toaster, anything to stop the flood of filthy thoughts—her bent over that counter, skirt hiked up, moaning my name.


Get a grip, Parker. She’s your boss. She’s Lucy and Helen’s mom. This is… Complicated.





But the part of me that wasn’t currently having a moral panic was hyper-aware of the woman standing a few feet away, the soft clink of glass as she retrieved two champagne flutes, the almost silent

 

pop


 
as she expertly opened the bottle, every sound a tease, a promise of what I craved.




She poured two glasses, the pale gold liquid fizzing invitingly, her fingers delicate on the bottle, making me imagine them on me instead. She handed one to me, her touch brushing mine, a brief contact that sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core, my erection straining harder against my zipper.

“To a successful open house,” she said, voice a low, husky murmur, dripping with intent, her eyes locked on mine like she could see every dirty thought in my head.

“To a successful open house,” I echoed, voice rougher than I intended, raw with need. We clinked glasses, the crystal chiming softly, a sound that echoed in the charged silence between us.

The champagne was cold, crisp, and delicious, sliding down my throat, a welcome coolness after a long, hot day. But it did fuck-all to quell the heat building inside me, a fire stoked by her gaze, her nearness, her goddamn curves.

We stood there for a moment, sipping our champagne in a silence that was no longer awkward, but loaded, heavy with unspoken desire. Veronica’s eyes never left mine, and under their warm, appraising heat, I felt… exposed, raw, like she could see every fantasy rampaging through my head—her on her knees, those lips around me, her tits bouncing as I fucked her against the counter.

And the terrifying part? She didn’t look disapproving. She looked… intrigued, a hunger in her gaze that matched mine, a pull I couldn’t resist.

“You know, Alex,” she said softly, taking another sip of her champagne, her lips glistening with it, tempting me to lick it off. “When Lucy first brought you home, I wasn’t sure what to think.”

“I can imagine,” I rasped, throat tight, mind spinning with how close she was, how much I wanted her.

A small smile played on her lips, a curve I ached to trace with my tongue. “A boy who floods his dorm and then staples ‘Will Work’ flyers all over campus… it doesn’t exactly scream ‘reliable employee.’”

“Desperate times,” I said, shrugging, trying to play it cool while a deep thrum resonated through me, begging for her touch.

“Indeed.” She took a step closer, her perfume—a subtle blend of vanilla and something musky, expensive—wrapping around me, intoxicating, making my head swim. “But then I saw how you handled Helen. With calm. With respect. Even when she was being… Helen.”

I remembered the goth twin’s venomous glare, her muttered threats, a dark beauty I hated but couldn’t shake, a twisted want even now. “She finds it hard to trust people.”

“She does.” Veronica’s gaze softened, a warmth there that hit deep, maternal yet burning. “But you didn’t rise to the bait. You didn’t get defensive. You just… understood.” She took another step, so fucking close now I could feel the heat radiating from her body, her curves a breath away. “And then today. The way you worked. The way you solved problems. The way you… took charge.”




Her voice sank to a whisper, eyes dark and glowing in the dim light, a look that made my breath catch, my lower body pulsing with agonizing need, a tell-tale dampness forming in my boxers.

 

Fuck, she’s killing me.





“I… I just did what needed to be done,” I stammered, mind racing, body screaming to close the distance, to take her right there. What was happening here? Was this really fucking happening?

“You did more than that, Alex.” Her free hand came up, fingers gently tracing the line of my jaw, a feather-light touch that sent shivers down my spine, straight to my balls. “You impressed me.”

Her eyes flickered down to my lips, then back up to meet mine, the air between us thick, heavy with raw, unspoken desire. I could see the pulse beating in the delicate skin of her throat, fast, matching mine, a sign she felt this too.

“Veronica…” I started, not even sure what I was going to say—protest, question, beg?

“Shhh,” she whispered, fingers moving from my jaw to my lips, pressing gently, a touch that burned, her eyes commanding. “Don’t talk.”

And then, she leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a fucking explosion of hunger, of pent-up desire, her lips soft, warm, tasting of champagne and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Veronica. Her body pressed against mine, the generous curves of her heavy tits, the soft swell of her belly, the firm line of her thighs melding to me, overwhelming, incredible. My mind went blank, all thought, all hesitation, all moral panic dissolving in the face of that kiss. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer, deepening it, my own hunger roaring to meet hers, tongue tangling with hers, tasting her need.

Her hand slid from my lips, down my chest, fingers splaying against my racing heart, her touch branding me through my shirt. She made a small sound in the back of her throat, a soft, needy moan that sent a fresh wave of heat crashing through me, my erection throbbing painfully, begging for her.

When the kiss finally broke, we were both breathless, chests heaving, her eyes dark, pupils dilated, lips swollen and glistening, looking so ravaged and beautiful it hurt. My hands stayed on her hips, gripping tight, not wanting to let go.

“The master bedroom,” she whispered, voice husky, ragged with want, a promise in her tone. “It’s… staged perfectly.”

She took my hand, fingers lacing through mine, a possessive heat in her grip, and led me from the kitchen through the silent, darkened house towards the master suite. My champagne flute sat forgotten on the counter, my mind on nothing but her, the sway of her ass in that skirt, the need to bury myself in her.

The master bedroom was vast, dominated by a king-sized bed draped in luxurious linens, moonlight streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long, dancing shadows across the room. It was a space designed for seduction, and fuck, it was working.

Veronica led me to the edge of the bed, then turned to face me, eyes blazing with an intensity that stole my breath, a fire I wanted to burn in.

“You’ve worked so hard, Alex,” she murmured, hands coming up to frame my face, her touch tender yet searing. “You’re tired. Sweaty.” Her thumbs gently brushed grime from my temples, a maternal care that twisted into something filthy with her gaze. “Let me… take care of you.”

Her words, the way she said them, the raw hunger in her eyes… it was an invitation I couldn’t refuse, didn’t want to refuse, my body screaming for her.

She slowly, deliberately began to unbutton my polo shirt, fingers deft, sure, knuckles brushing my skin, sending shivers of anticipation through me, moisture steadily gathering in my boxers now. When the last button was undone, she pushed the shirt off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, her gaze roaming over my bare chest, my abs, lingering on the waistband of my chinos with a slow, appreciative smile that made my blood pound.

“All that swimming… it’s certainly paid off,” she purred, voice dripping with heat, her approval a drug I craved more of.

Her hands moved to my belt buckle, my breath hitching as she unfastened it, then slowly, agonizingly unzipped my fly, fingers brushing my straining erection through the fabric, drawing a groan from deep in my chest.

She knelt before me, eyes never leaving mine, the look in them a potent mix of nurturing tenderness and raw, unadulterated hunger, a combination that undid me, a responsive tension gripping my lower body as she settled on her knees.

“Relax, Alex,” she whispered, voice a silken caress, wrapping around me like her lips soon would. “Let me make you feel good. You’ve earned it.”

She reached for the bottle of champagne, somehow brought with us from the kitchen, her movements graceful even now. With a small, wicked smile, she uncorked it, the sound echoing softly in the quiet room, a prelude to what was coming.

She took a small sip, eyes still locked on mine, a tease in her gaze, then leaned forward, and fuck, what happened next was beyond anything I could’ve dreamed.

She dribbled the cold champagne down my chest, over my abs, the icy liquid a shocking contrast to the heat consuming me, making me gasp, muscles tensing. Her tongue followed the path, licking, tasting, warm breath ghosting over my skin, chasing the chill with wet heat, her lips sucking lightly where the champagne pooled above my waistband, sending jolts through me, my balls tightening, breath ragged.

She tugged my chinos and boxers down in one smooth motion, my erection springing free, thick and slick, aching for her. Her eyes widened, a low hum of approval vibrating in her throat, a sound that made me harder. “Oh, Alex,” she purred, voice all motherly care laced with filthy need, fingers wrapping around my base, firm but gentle, like she was soothing a wound. “Look at you.” My hips bucked, desperate, fucking starving for more.

She smirked, reading my mind, and dribbled champagne over my shaft, cold liquid streaming down its length, dripping off my balls, the shock making me gasp, my length twitching hard. Her tongue flicked out, catching a bead at my tip, mixing it with my own moisture, the sensation—icy, then warm—making my knees buckle. She licked slowly, tongue flat and broad, tracing every vein, savoring me like I was her favorite fucking dessert, her hand pumping my base, slow and steady, while her mouth worked the head, lips sealing tight, sucking with a wet, greedy pop that had me groaning, hands fisting in the linens.

Veronica moaned, the sound vibrating through my erection, sending sparks up my spine, her enthusiasm unreal—she wasn’t just sucking me off; she was worshipping me, tongue swirling, lips stretching, cheeks hollowing with every pull. “You taste so good, sweetie,” she murmured, voice husky, maternal, like she was praising me for fixing her house, her free hand cupping my balls, rolling them gently, nails grazing just enough to make me shudder. My hips thrust, involuntary, and she took it, throat relaxing, swallowing half my length, a goddess on her knees.




She pulled back, lips glossy with spit and champagne, a string of my own fluid connecting her mouth to my tip, eyes burning into mine, fierce and proud, knowing exactly how close I was. “Let go, Alex,” she whispered, breath hot against my shaft, a command wrapped in care. She dove back in, sucking harder, tongue flicking the sensitive underside, hand stroking faster, my balls drawing up, pleasure coiling tight, ready to snap. I pictured her riding me, those massive tits bouncing, her pussy clenching—

 

fuck, I’m there.





My erection pulsed, a raw groan tearing from me, loud and desperate, as the first wave hit. Veronica didn’t flinch, lips locked around me, sucking, swallowing every spurt, throat working as she drank me down, eyes never leaving mine, that maternal warmth now pure, filthy satisfaction. My body shook, vision blurring, pleasure ripping through me like a tidal wave, her mouth milking me dry until I was spent, gasping, my length twitching weakly between her lips.

She pulled off slowly, lips smacking, a final lick cleaning my tip, her smile radiant, a mix of nurturing and naughty, like she’d just baked me cookies and fucked my soul out. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, elegant even now, and stood, curves brushing me as she rose, her heat a lingering tease.

When it was over, I was trembling, gasping for breath, mind a complete blank, body rewired, every nerve singing with aftershocks. Veronica stood before me, hair slightly disheveled, lips glistening, a look of profound satisfaction on her face, a goddess who’d just claimed me.

She leaned in close, breath warm against my ear, sending a fresh shiver through me. “Earn the rest tomorrow,” she whispered, voice a husky promise, dripping with intent, a challenge I was already responding to again.

And then, just like that, she turned and walked out of the master bedroom, leaving me standing there, dazed, disbelieving, aching for more, my erection still half-firm, mind reeling with what just happened.

I eventually found my way back to the garage studio, legs unsteady, thoughts a chaotic mess. Sleep was impossible. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Veronica’s face, felt her lips, her tongue, that warmth swallowing me whole…


Earn the rest tomorrow.


What the hell did that even mean? My lower body stirred at the thought, already craving more, needing her again, needing to bury myself in her, feel her come apart under me.

One thing was for sure. My life had just taken a very, very unexpected turn. And I had a feeling the rollercoaster was just getting started.


Chapter 6: HOA Grenade





I was running on fucking empty, my mind trapped in a relentless loop of last night’s scorching details with Veronica.

 

Earn the rest tomorrow.


 
Her words burned in my skull, a seductive, dangerous promise that kept a low fire lit in my veins all damn day. How the hell was I supposed to think of anything else when I could still feel her lips on me, her tongue tracing champagne down my abs, her warm mouth swallowing me whole? Every memory was a jolt, a craving for more, to bury myself in her lush curves, hear her moan my name again.







Somehow, I managed to keep it together, barely. I stayed polite, professional, hovering in the background while Veronica, back in her power-realtor mode, expertly guided the Japanese tech investor and his entourage through the Sandpiper Lane masterpiece. She was incredible to watch—charming, knowledgeable, effortlessly confident, a fucking goddess in a tailored blazer and skirt that hugged her heavy tits and round hips like a lover’s hands. There was no hint of the passionate, hungry woman who’d brought me to my knees just hours before. It was like she had a switch. Business Veronica. Mom Veronica. And then…

 

that


 
Veronica, the one who’d sucked my soul out through my shaft, her honey eyes blazing with filthy intent.




The investor seemed impressed. He asked a lot of questions, nodded thoughtfully, and spent a long time on the balcony, gazing out at the ocean. The infamous railing held firm, thank fuck, because all I could think about was bending Veronica over it, her skirt hiked up, her moans mixing with the waves below.

After they left, Veronica was electric with excitement, her energy a goddamn aphrodisiac. “He loved it! I can feel it! He’s making an offer, I’m sure!” She gripped my arm, her touch searing through my shirt, eyes blazing with triumph, sending a rush of heat straight to my core. “Alex, you were incredible. So professional. So… here.” Her fingers lingered, a slow caress that made my chest ache, a familiar tension coiling low, a silent promise of more in her gaze.




If she only knew what was

 

really


 
present in my mind—her on her knees again, those full lips wrapped around me, her tits bouncing as I fucked her against the wall.




“Just glad I could help,” I mumbled, cheeks flushing, trying not to let the evidence of my arousal show through my jeans.

“Help?” She laughed, a bright, genuine sound that made my blood pound, her hand still on me, a tease I couldn’t shake. “You saved the day. Again.” She gave my arm a squeeze that lingered too fucking long, sending a familiar current through me, her scent—vanilla and musk—wrapping around me, making me ache to pull her close, taste that laugh on her lips. “We make a good team, Alex Parker.”





We certainly do,


 
I thought, mind flashing back to the master bedroom, her tongue on my skin, her moans vibrating through me, a team I wanted to fuck into oblivion.




The rest of the day was relatively calm, a cruel contrast to the storm in my head. I had classes, which I barely registered, my notes a mess of doodles and half-thoughts about Veronica’s curves, her husky whispers. Swim practice was still off the table, mercifully, because there was no way I could focus with a persistent ache in my groin every time I thought of her. I spent the afternoon at the campus library, trying to catch up on readings, but my concentration was shot. Every time I tried to focus on microeconomics, Veronica’s face, her touch, her taste intruded, a wet dream on repeat, making me shift in my seat, adjust my jeans.

When I got back to the Greene house late that afternoon, I found a crisp white envelope taped to the door of my garage studio. My name was typed neatly on the front, a cold, impersonal jab that made my gut twist.

Not another gossip bomb, I hoped, my mind already raw from Helen’s last attack, that dark beauty haunting me with her venom and a fucked-up allure I couldn’t shake.

I tore it open. It wasn’t from CoveConfessions. It was worse.

It was an official-looking letter, on heavy cardstock, with an embossed logo at the top: “Bright Cove Homeowners Association.”

My blood ran cold. HOAs were notorious. Petty tyrants, clipboard warriors, enforcing ridiculous rules with an iron fist, a bureaucratic nightmare I didn’t need on top of craving Veronica’s touch.

The letter was short, brutal, and to the point.





“Dear Resident,”


 
it began, not even bothering with my name, a slap in the face.





“It has come to the attention of the Bright Cove Homeowners Association that an unauthorized individual is currently residing in an auxiliary dwelling unit (garage apartment) at the property located at 12 Ocean View Drive. As per Article IV, Section 3, Paragraph B of the Bright Cove HOA Covenants, Conditions & Restrictions (CC&Rs), long-term occupancy of auxiliary dwelling units by non-family members or non-domestic staff is strictly prohibited without prior written approval from the Architectural Review Committee and a formal lease agreement submitted to the HOA board.”


My heart sank. Unauthorized individual. That was me, a target again.





“Furthermore,”


 
the letter continued, tone growing increasingly ominous,

 

“we have received reports of potentially disruptive behavior and an increase in unfamiliar vehicular traffic associated with this unauthorized occupancy. Such activities are in direct violation of community standards outlined in Article VI.”





Disruptive behavior? Unfamiliar vehicular traffic? What the hell were they talking about? My beat-up ten-year-old Civic was hardly a traffic nuisance. And the only disruptive behavior I could think of was Helen’s constant glaring, her dark eyes piercing me with hate and a twisted heat I hated myself for noticing.

Then, the hammer blow.


“You are hereby notified that this constitutes a formal violation of HOA regulations. The unauthorized boarder must vacate the premises within seventy-two (72) hours of the date of this notice. Failure to comply will result in escalating fines, commencing at $500 per day, and potential legal action to enforce community covenants.”


Seventy-two hours. Three fucking days. I was being evicted. Again.

My hands were shaking. I read the letter again, hoping I’d misunderstood. But the language was clear. Unmistakable. Get out, or face the consequences, a gut punch that made my vision blur with rage.

And then, at the bottom, a small, almost casual postscript, a final twist of the knife.


“P.S. The HOA appreciates residents who proactively report concerns regarding neighborhood standards. We recently received an inquiry from a Ms. H. Greene regarding the presence of ‘strange men’ at this address. We thank her for her vigilance in maintaining our community’s quality of life.”





Ms. H. Greene.

 

Helen.





That conniving, manipulative, black-clad little viper. She’d done this. She’d reported me. She’d sicced the HOA on me. This was her nuclear option. If she couldn’t get Veronica to kick me out, she’d get the entire neighborhood to do it. Her dark beauty flashed in my mind, that pale skin, those piercing eyes, a rage-fueled fantasy of pinning her against a wall, turning her venom into moans, hating myself for even thinking it.

Rage, cold and sharp, surged through me, a fire that burned hotter than my need for Veronica. I wanted to storm into the main house, find Helen, and… and what? Yell at her? She’d probably just smirk with those full lips, file another complaint, her gothic allure a taunt I couldn’t escape.

I crumpled the letter in my fist, knuckles white, fury mixing with a fucked-up desire I couldn’t control. This wasn’t just about a room anymore. This was war, a battle against a dark angel who haunted me as much as I hated her.

But how do you fight an HOA? They were a bureaucratic hydra, all rules and regulations and committees. And Helen had played them perfectly, a chess master with a cruel, sexy sneer.

I paced the small studio, mind racing, a dull ache still present from thoughts of Veronica, now tangled with anger at Helen. Seventy-two hours. It wasn’t enough time to find another place, not in Bright Cove, not with my non-existent budget. Cots in the gym were looking like a distinct possibility again, a shitty fallback I couldn’t stomach.

Unless…

An idea, faint and improbable, began to form in my mind, a desperate grasp at hope. Covenants, Conditions & Restrictions. CC&Rs. It was a legal document. And legal documents, as my pre-law dad had always said, were full of loopholes. If you knew where to look, you could turn the game around.




I smoothed out the crumpled HOA letter, eyes scanning for a lifeline. Article IV, Section 3, Paragraph B. That was the rule I was supposedly violating.

 

“Long-term occupancy of auxiliary dwelling units by non-family members or non-domestic staff is strictly prohibited…”





Non-domestic staff.

What if I wasn’t just a boarder? What if I was… staff?

Veronica had joked about me being her handyman. Lucy called me Handy Alex, her flirty tone echoing in my head. The HOA letter itself mentioned “non-domestic staff” as an exception, a crack in their armor.

It was a long shot. A really, really long shot. But it was the only shot I had, a chance to stay near Veronica, to feel her heat again, to fight Helen’s dark schemes.

I needed to see those CC&Rs. I needed to find that loophole, nail it down like I wanted to nail Veronica, with precision and raw determination.

The Bright Cove Public Library wasn’t exactly a hotbed of legal research, but it was quiet, and it had free internet. I spent the next few hours hunched over a computer, navigating the labyrinthine Bright Cove HOA website, finally unearthing a PDF of the full Covenants, Conditions & Restrictions, my mind half on Veronica’s curves, half on beating Helen at her own game.

It was a dense, mind-numbing document, full of legalese and bureaucratic jargon, but I waded through it, section by section, eyes scanning for anything related to auxiliary dwellings, occupancy, and, most importantly, staff, fueled by a need to win, to stay, to claim more of Veronica’s heat.

And then, buried deep in Article VII (“Property Use and Maintenance Standards”), I found it, a golden ticket.


“Section 7, Paragraph D: Maintenance and Service Personnel. Homeowners may employ or contract with individuals for the purpose of property maintenance, repair, security, or other domestic services. Such personnel, if residing on the property in an auxiliary dwelling unit, must be formally designated as such in a written agreement, a copy of which must be provided to the HOA Board upon request. This agreement must outline the scope of duties, compensation (if any, beyond lodging), and duration of service. The presence of such designated personnel shall not be deemed a violation of Article IV, Section 3, Paragraph B, provided all other community standards are upheld.”


A grin spread across my face, a surge of triumph mixing with lingering lust. A maintenance assistant. A live-in handyman. That was it. That was my loophole, my way to stay close to Veronica, to fight off Helen’s dark machinations.

If Veronica was willing to formally designate me as her “maintenance assistant,” if she was willing to draft a written agreement outlining my duties… then the HOA couldn’t touch me. Helen’s little scheme would be foiled, her gothic smirk wiped clean, even if part of me ached to see it turn into something else.

But it was a big ‘if.’ Would Veronica be willing to go that far? To put her own standing with the HOA on the line for a kid she’d known for less than a week? A kid who was currently the subject of a campus-wide scandal, yet one she’d claimed so intimately last night? A familiar warmth stirred at the memory, the risk, the need to ask her, to see her honey eyes burn for me again.

It was a huge ask. But what other choice did I have? I needed her help, her heat, her agreement to keep me here, to fight this war together.




I printed out the relevant sections of the CC&Rs, heart pounding with a mix of hope and trepidation, body still humming from last night’s release, mind torn between Veronica’s warmth and Helen’s dark challenge. This could work. This

 

had


 
to work.




Now, I just needed to convince Veronica, to feel her close again, to turn this crisis into another chance to drown in her.

Armed with my printouts and a surge of desperate hope, I headed back to the Greene mansion, my mind a mess of strategy and raw need. The sun was setting, casting long shadows across the perfectly manicured lawn, the house looming like a fortress I needed to breach, a place where Veronica’s heat waited, a sanctuary I couldn’t lose to Helen’s dark schemes. A low thrum of anticipation echoed in my veins at the thought of seeing her again, of earning more of her whispered promises.

I found Veronica in the kitchen, a glass of white wine in her hand, staring out the window at the darkening garden. She looked tired, the lines of stress around her honey eyes more pronounced, yet still a goddamn vision—silk blouse clinging to her heavy tits, skirt hugging her lush hips, brunette waves cascading over her shoulders. The CoveConfessions scandal, the pressure of the Sandpiper Lane sale, and now this HOA mess… it was a lot for one person to handle, and fuck, I wanted to ease that burden, to pull her close, make her forget it all with my hands, my mouth.

“Veronica?” I said softly, not wanting to startle her, voice rough with the hunger I couldn’t shake.

She turned, a faint, tired smile curving her full lips when she saw me, a warmth that hit straight to my core. “Alex. I was just thinking about you. Wondering where you’d slipped off to.” Her voice held a sultry edge, a caress that stirred me, making me ache to show her exactly where I wanted to be—buried in her.

“Library,” I said, holding up the sheaf of papers, trying to focus past the way her blouse teased the swell of her breasts. “I, uh, I got a letter today. From the HOA.”

Her smile vanished, eyes narrowing, a flash of protective fire that made my chest tighten. “Oh no. Don’t tell me. Helen?”

“The postscript kindly thanked a ‘Ms. H. Greene’ for her vigilance,” I said, voice tight with rage, mind flashing to Helen’s dark beauty, that pale skin, those piercing eyes, a fucked-up urge to turn her venom into something else warring with my anger. “They’ve given me seventy-two hours to vacate the studio. Apparently, I’m an ‘unauthorized boarder’ causing ‘disruptive behavior.’”

Veronica closed her eyes for a moment, a muscle twitching in her jaw, her frustration a mirror to mine. When she opened them, they burned with a mix of fury and exhaustion, a heat I wanted to soothe. “That girl,” she whispered, more to herself than to me. “She will be the death of me.” She took a long sip of her wine, lips glistening, tempting me to lick the taste off them. “I am so, so sorry, Alex. This is… unacceptable. I’ll call Mrs. Yates first thing in the morning. I’ll sort this out.”




Mrs. Yates. The name rang a bell from the character snapshots.

 

“Silver bob, coral blazer, petty, clipboard tyrant.”


 
Dealing with her sounded like a nightmare, a battle I didn’t want Veronica fighting alone.




“Actually,” I said, taking a deep breath, forcing my mind off her curves and onto the plan. “I think I might have found a way. A loophole.”




I spread the printed CC&R sections on the granite countertop, pointing to Article VII, Paragraph D, my hand brushing hers as I did, a jolt of heat even now. “It says here that homeowners can employ personnel for property maintenance, and if they reside in an auxiliary unit, they just need a written agreement outlining their duties and compensation, if any, beyond lodging. And it specifically states that such designated personnel are

 

not


 
in violation of the rule about unauthorized boarders.”




Veronica leaned closer, brow furrowed in concentration as she read the highlighted passage, her hair brushing against my arm, smelling of that expensive vanilla-musk perfume that drove me wild. For a moment, I was intensely aware of her proximity, the warmth of her body, the soft curve of her breast pressing lightly against my side as she leaned over the papers, making my lower body tense, my breath catch.





Focus, Parker. This is about saving your ass, not fucking hers right here on the counter.


 
Though fuck, I wanted to, to hike that skirt up, feel her wet heat around me.




She read it through twice, lips moving silently, a sight that made me ache to kiss her, to taste that focus. Then she looked up at me, a flicker of something—surprise, respect, raw heat—in her honey-colored eyes. “A maintenance assistant,” she murmured, voice a low caress. “You’re suggesting I formally hire you?”

“It seems like the cleanest way around it,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady, body humming with awareness. “If we draft an agreement, specify my duties—helping with Sandpiper Lane, general upkeep around here—and state that my compensation is lodging in the studio… according to their own rules, they can’t kick me out.”

Veronica was silent for a long moment, gaze distant as she considered it, her sharp, realtor mind weighing the pros and cons, a mind I admired as much as I craved her body. On one hand, it solved the immediate problem of my eviction, thumbed her nose at Helen and the overzealous HOA. On the other hand, it tied her to me, formally, made me an official part of her household, her business. After the ‘cub toy’ scandal, was that a risk she was willing to take? A deep thrum of anticipation resonated through me at the thought of being tied to her, in any fucking way.

“This agreement,” she said finally, voice carefully neutral, but her eyes betrayed a spark of intrigue. “It would need to look legitimate. Detailed. Something that would satisfy Mrs. Yates and her clipboard.”

“I can draft something,” I offered quickly, eager to prove myself, to stay near her heat. “I’m not a lawyer, but I can put together the basics. Scope of work, duration—maybe tied to the trial period, to start? We can say compensation is lodging plus a nominal fee, just to make it look official.”

“A nominal fee you wouldn’t actually collect, of course,” she said, a tiny, teasing smile playing on her lips, a curve I wanted to devour.

“Of course,” I grinned, caught in her gaze, a shared secret already forming.

She tapped a perfectly manicured fingernail against the granite countertop, gaze still fixed on the CC&Rs, the sound a subtle tease, making me imagine those nails on my skin. “Helen will be furious.”

“Probably,” I agreed, an understatement, mind flashing to Helen’s dark smirk, a twisted want mixing with my rage.

“And Mrs. Yates… she’s not going to like being outmaneuvered.”

“Probably not,” I said, but fuck, I’d take on a hundred clipboard tyrants for a chance to stay near her.

Another long silence, the tension in the kitchen thick enough to cut with a knife, charged with more than just the HOA fight. My entire future in Bright Cove, my chance to escape the cots in the gym, my tentative, burning connection with this woman… it all hung on her decision, my body aching for her to say yes, to keep me close.

Then, she looked up at me, weariness replaced by a spark of that familiar, determined fire, the Veronica who closed deals and faced down challenges, a goddess I’d worship with every inch of me. “Alright, Alex Parker,” she said, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face, a smile of a woman who enjoyed a good fight, especially when the odds were stacked against her, a smile that made my erection respond. “Let’s do it. Let’s give Mrs. Yates and my darling daughter something to really complain about.”

Relief, so potent it almost buckled my knees, washed through me, mixed with raw desire. “You mean it?”

“I mean it.” Her smile softened, became more genuine, a warmth that hit deep. “You found the loophole, Alex. You did the work. The least I can do is sign the damn paper.” She picked up her wine glass, eyes never leaving mine. “Now, how about we draft this ‘maintenance assistant’ agreement? And then, perhaps, we can discuss your… ongoing compensation.”

Her voice was a low, husky purr on the last few words, gaze holding mine with an intensity that made my breath catch, my erection straining against my jeans. The air in the kitchen, already charged, suddenly crackled with a new, personal kind of electricity, a heat I couldn’t ignore.




The memory of the previous night, of champagne and soft skin and whispered promises, flooded back, making me ache.

 

Earn the rest tomorrow.


 
Was this… was this part of ‘earning the rest’? My body screamed yes, needing her touch, her heat, now.




We spent the next hour at the kitchen island, a laptop open between us, drafting the “Agreement for Maintenance and Domestic Services,” but fuck, every second was torture with her so close. Veronica, it turned out, was a whiz at contractual language, her mind as sharp as her curves were lush. She took my basic outline and transformed it into a document that sounded impressively official, full of “therefores” and “whereases” and “scope of services rendered,” her voice a sultry murmur as she read clauses aloud, making even legalese sound like foreplay.

We detailed my duties: ongoing repairs and upkeep at 12 Ocean View Drive, assistance with property preparation and staging for Veronica Greene Realty, emergency on-call availability for property-related issues—fuck, I’d be on call for her any damn time. We set the duration as “commencing immediately and continuing on a week-to-week trial basis, renewable upon mutual agreement,” a trial I wanted to pass with every inch of me. For compensation, we stated: “Lodging in the auxiliary dwelling unit located at 12 Ocean View Drive, plus a weekly stipend of one dollar ($1.00) for ancillary expenses,” a joke that made her laugh, a sound I wanted to swallow.

“The dollar is a nice touch,” Veronica said, a mischievous glint in her eyes, a flirty edge that made my blood pound. “Makes it look like a real, binding contract.”

“Can’t be too careful when dealing with clipboard tyrants,” I agreed, caught in her gaze, wanting to bind myself to her in ways that had nothing to do with paper.

As we worked, the atmosphere between us shifted, the earlier tension, the formality, dissolving into something hotter, rawer. We were a team again, partners in a slightly subversive, bureaucratic caper, but fuck, it was more than that. We laughed as we debated the wording of certain clauses, shoulders brushing, hands occasionally touching as we pointed to the screen, each touch a jolt of awareness, a spark that made me ache to grab her, kiss her, fuck her right there on the island, her skirt hiked up, her moans filling the kitchen.

Veronica was… intoxicating, a goddamn drug. Smart, funny, beautiful, with an undercurrent of sensual energy that was impossible to ignore, her every move a tease—leaning over to type, her blouse dipping to show cleavage I wanted to bury my face in, her scent wrapping around me, vanilla and musk, making my erection respond. The more time I spent with her, the more I found myself drawn to her, not just as a boss, or a lifeline, but as a woman I needed, craved, burned for.

It was dangerous territory. She was my employer. She was Lucy and Helen’s mother. She was older, more sophisticated, part of a world I could barely imagine. And yet… there was that kiss, that night in the master bedroom, the way she looked at me sometimes, like she saw something in me no one else did, a hunger that matched mine, a pull I couldn’t resist.

When the agreement was finally drafted to her satisfaction, she printed out two copies, movements crisp and decisive, a power I wanted to feel under me. “We’ll both sign,” she said, voice firm but laced with heat. “And I’ll have Lucy run a copy over to Mrs. Yates’s house tomorrow morning. With a polite, but firm, cover letter from me.” She grinned, a flash of pure, unadulterated triumph in her eyes, a look that made me want to claim her victory as mine. “Let’s see Helen try to wriggle out of this one.”




She picked up a pen, then paused, gaze locking with mine across the island, the playful, conspiratorial realtor gone, replaced by…

 

that


 
Veronica, the one who’d whispered, “Earn the rest tomorrow,” her eyes burning with intent, a promise that made my heart hammer.




“Now, about that ongoing compensation…” Her voice was a low purr again, dripping with heat, a husky whisper that sent my blood rushing south, the kitchen suddenly feeling very small, very warm. “I believe we’ve got unfinished business from last night.”

Her words ignited a fire in me, my erection straining hard against my jeans, body screaming to close the distance, to take what she was offering, to earn every fucking inch of her. The air crackled, charged with raw, unspoken desire, her gaze a challenge, a lure, a need I couldn’t wait to answer.


Chapter 7: Standoff on the Patio





Veronica’s words, “unfinished business,” lingered in my head, heavy with promise, a heat that burned through me. My mind, still spinning from the HOA mess and legal maneuvers, now roared with a raw, electric need. This woman… she knew exactly how to unravel me, her honey eyes and lush curves a constant ache, her husky purr echoing—

 

earn the rest.


 
A familiar tension stirred at the thought, a distinct hardening just imagining her lips on me again, her body under mine, a craving I couldn’t shake.




But before any “unfinished business” could be attended to, there was another piece of bullshit I needed to handle. Helen. That dark, venomous beauty who haunted me with her hate and a fucked-up allure I couldn’t ignore, her pale skin and piercing eyes a taunt in my dreams, a war I had to fight even as part of me wanted to claim her in ways I hated myself for.

The maintenance agreement was a clever workaround, a way to neutralize the HOA threat, a victory with Veronica that made me ache to celebrate buried in her heat. But it didn’t address the root of the problem. Helen was still out there, a simmering cauldron of resentment and suspicion, ready to stir up trouble at any moment. I couldn’t keep playing defense, waiting for her next attack, her gothic smirk a challenge I needed to face. I had to confront her, understand why she was so determined to get rid of me, and maybe, just maybe, find a way to call a truce, turn that venom into something else, a twisted fantasy I couldn’t suppress.

It was a long shot. She wasn’t exactly the reasonable type, all sharp edges and dark heat. But I had to try, had to see if I could break through, even as my body burned with conflicting needs—Veronica’s warmth, Helen’s danger.

The next evening, after a long day of classes and a surprisingly productive session at the library (the HOA scare had actually motivated me to get ahead on my coursework, a distraction from the constant thrum of desire for Veronica), I found my opportunity.

I’d seen Helen heading towards the pool area earlier, a towel slung over her shoulder, her usual black attire swapped for a surprisingly normal-looking dark blue swimsuit that still hugged her curves—identical to Lucy’s, a body I couldn’t unsee. It was dusk, the sky streaked with purple and orange, the air cooling after the heat of the day, a perfect setting for a showdown. The pool lights cast a shimmering, ethereal glow on the water, a stage for whatever the hell this would be.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself, and headed out to the patio.

She was there, as I’d expected. Not in the pool, but sitting on the edge of one of the lounge chairs, her long, dark hair damp, her pale skin almost luminous in the twilight. She was staring out at the ocean, her expression unreadable. For a moment, without the heavy makeup and the defensive posture, she looked… almost vulnerable. Almost like Lucy.

Almost.

Then she heard me approach, and the mask slammed back into place. Her eyes, when she turned to me, were cold, guarded. “What do you want, frat boy?”

Her voice was flat, devoid of its usual venom, but the hostility was still there, simmering just beneath the surface.

“Can we talk?” I asked, trying to keep my own voice calm, reasonable.

A humorless smile touched her black-painted lips. “Talk? What’s there to talk about? Did Mommy finally kick you out? Took her long enough.”

“Actually,” I said, enjoying this moment just a little, “your mom and I drafted a maintenance agreement. I’m officially her live-in handyman now. The HOA can’t touch me.”

Helen’s eyes narrowed. For a split second, I saw a flash of surprise, of frustration, before her expression smoothed back into its usual icy disdain. “Clever,” she conceded, her voice tight. “Guess you’re not as dumb as you look.”

“Guess not.” I pulled up another lounge chair, positioning it so I was facing her, but not too close. I didn’t want her to feel cornered. “Look, Helen,” I began, “I don’t want to fight with you.”




“Could have fooled me,” she sneered. “You and my mother seem to be getting along

 

very


 
well. Real cozy.”




There it was. The jealousy. Lucy had been right.

“Your mom hired me to do a job,” I said, keeping my voice even. “I’m doing it. That’s all.”

“Is it?” Helen’s gaze was sharp, probing. “Because from where I’m standing, it looks like you’re doing a lot more than just fixing leaky faucets. It looks like you’re trying to worm your way into this family.”

“That’s not true.”

“Isn’t it?” She stood up, pacing restlessly along the edge of the pool. The blue swimsuit, surprisingly modest, clung to her identical-to-Lucy curves, a stark contrast to her usual concealing black attire. She was, undeniably, a beautiful girl. If she wasn’t so determined to be a bitch. “First my sister, now my mother. You’re working fast, I’ll give you that.”

“I’m not ‘working’ anyone,” I said, my own anger starting to rise. “Lucy’s a friend. Your mom’s my employer. And a very generous one, considering she took me in when I had nowhere else to go.”

“Oh, please.” Helen scoffed, rolling her eyes. “My mother has a weakness for strays. And for young, strapping boys who look at her with big, grateful puppy-dog eyes. Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way you stare at her.”

My face flushed. Had I been that obvious?

“She’s an attractive woman,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. “It’s hard not to notice.”




“She’s my

 

mother


 
,” Helen snapped, her voice suddenly raw, emotional. “And she’s been through enough. She doesn’t need some… some college kid taking advantage of her vulnerability.”




Vulnerability? Veronica Greene? The woman who had faced down a multi-million dollar property crisis, a campus-wide scandal, and an HOA witch-hunt with unwavering strength and determination? Vulnerable was not the word I would have used.

But looking at Helen, at the fierce, protective fire in her eyes, I started to understand. This wasn’t just about me. This was about her fear of losing her mother, of seeing her hurt again. The way she’d been hurt when her father left.

“I’m not trying to take advantage of anyone, Helen,” I said, my voice softer now. “I wouldn’t do that. To your mom, or to Lucy.”

She stopped pacing, her gaze fixed on me, searching, skeptical. “Why should I believe you?”

“Because,” I said, choosing my words carefully, “despite what you might think, I actually respect your mom. A lot. She’s strong, she’s smart, and she’s given me a chance when no one else would. I wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize that. Or to hurt her.”

I paused, then added, “And I respect you too, Helen.”

That got her attention. Her eyes widened slightly, a flicker of surprise in their dark depths. “You… respect me?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I do. You’re fierce. You’re loyal. You’re protective as hell of your family. Even if you go about it in a way that makes you seem like a… well, never mind.”

A tiny, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips. “A bitch?” she supplied.

“I was going to say ‘a slightly misguided avenging angel,’” I said, trying for a bit of levity.

The smile widened, just a fraction. “Avenging angel. I like that.” She tilted her head, studying me. The hostility in her gaze was still there, but it was… lessened. Tempered with a reluctant curiosity. “You’re not what I expected, frat boy.”

“You’re not what I expected either, goth girl.”

We stood there for a moment, a strange, unspoken truce hanging in the air. The setting sun had dipped below the horizon, and the sky was a deep, velvety purple. The only sounds were the gentle lapping of the pool water and the distant chirp of crickets.




Then, Helen caught me off guard. She strode to a sleek, built-in firepit at the patio’s edge, something I hadn’t even noticed. Kneeling, she twisted a knob, and with a soft

 

whoosh


 
, flames roared to life, bathing her face in a warm, dancing glow that softened her sharp edges.




She looked up at me, her expression unreadable in the dancing firelight. “You know,” she said, her voice quiet, almost reflective. “That picture I posted on CoveConfessions… it wasn’t just about causing trouble.”

I waited, saying nothing.




“It was a test,” she continued, her gaze fixed on the flames. “I wanted to see how you’d react. How

 

she’d


 
react.” She looked at me then, her eyes dark and serious. “Most guys, they would have run. Or gotten defensive. Or tried to deny it. But you… you just kept working. You kept your head down. You didn’t let it break you.”




“I didn’t have much choice,” I said, shrugging. “I needed the room.”

“Maybe.” She poked at the fire with a long, metal poker. “Or maybe… maybe you’re stronger than you look.”

Was that… a compliment? From Helen Greene? The world truly was full of surprises.

“So, the picture,” I said, deciding to press my advantage, however small. “The one on CoveConfessions. You still have the original, I assume?”

She didn’t look at me, just continued to poke at the flames, sending a shower of sparks into the darkening sky. “Maybe.”

“And I’m guessing it’s a hi-res file. Clearer than the grainy crap they posted online. Probably with a timestamp.”

Her hand stilled on the poker. She slowly turned her head, her eyes narrowed, suspicious again. “What are you getting at, frat boy?”

“Just thinking out loud,” I said, trying to sound casual, unconcerned. “That timestamp… it would prove I was at Sandpiper Lane during the day, working. Not, as the caption so charmingly put it, being a ‘cub toy’ in the evening.”

A muscle twitched in her jaw. She knew where I was going with this. That picture, the one she’d intended as a weapon against me, could actually be my salvation. It could clear my name with Coach Diaz, get me back on the swim team. It could even help Veronica, proving the rumors were baseless.

“You want me to give it to you?” she asked, her voice laced with disbelief. “After I went to all the trouble of taking it? Of posting it?”




“Not give it to me,” I said. “Though that would be nice. But maybe… consider what it proves. You said you were testing me. Testing my mom. Well, the test results are in. I didn’t run. Your mom didn’t fire me. We’re still here. Still working. Still trying to make the best of a bad situation that

 

you


 
created.”




I let that sink in for a moment. The only sound was the crackle of the fire and the distant roar of the ocean.

Helen was silent, her gaze fixed on the flames. I could see the conflict in her eyes, the warring emotions. Her loyalty to her family, her suspicion of me, her ingrained need to cause trouble… and maybe, just maybe, a grudging respect for the fact that I hadn’t crumbled under pressure.

“You think you’re so smart, don’t you?” she said finally, her voice low, almost a whisper.

“No,” I said. “I just think I deserve a fair shot. And so does your mom. That CoveConfessions post… it hurt her, Helen. More than it hurt me.”

That seemed to hit a nerve. Her face softened, just for a fraction of a second, a flicker of guilt, of regret, in her dark eyes. Then, the mask was back in place, but it was… thinner now. More fragile.

She reached into the pocket of the robe she’d thrown on over her swimsuit, and pulled out her phone. Her thumb moved across the screen, her expression unreadable.

Was she going to delete it? Send it to me? Post something even worse?

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was it. The moment of truth.

Then, without a word, she stood up, walked to the edge of the firepit, and tossed the phone onto the flames.

My jaw dropped. “Helen! What are you doing? Your phone!”

She just shrugged, a small, almost indifferent gesture. “It’s just a phone. I can get a new one.” She looked at me, her eyes reflecting the dancing firelight. “Consider the evidence… disposed of.”

I stared at her, speechless. The phone lay amongst the burning logs, the screen flickering, then going dark as the plastic casing began to melt and curl. It was a dramatic gesture. A final gesture. And a surprisingly… honorable one.

She’d destroyed the proof. The proof that could have cleared my name. But also, the proof that could have further implicated her, or caused more trouble. It was a clean slate. A reset.

“Why?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

She turned back to the fire, her silhouette stark against the flames. “Because,” she said, her voice so low I could barely hear it over the crackle of the fire, “you were right. About Mom. She… she didn’t deserve that.” She paused, then added, even more quietly, “And maybe… maybe you’re not a total scumbag.”

High praise, coming from Helen Greene.

“So,” I said, after a moment. “Does this mean… truce?”

She didn’t answer immediately. She just stared into the fire, her expression thoughtful, almost melancholy. The flames cast dancing shadows on her face, softening her sharp features, making her look younger, more vulnerable than I’d ever seen her.

“It means,” she said finally, turning to face me, her eyes clear and direct in the firelight, “that I’m still watching you, frat boy. Every move you make.” There was no venom in her voice now, just a quiet, unwavering intensity. “But maybe… maybe I won’t be actively trying to trip you up anymore.”

It wasn’t exactly an apology. It wasn’t exactly friendship. But it was something. A shift. A grudging acceptance.

Respect earned.

“I can live with that,” I said. And for the first time since meeting Helen Greene, I actually meant it.

We stood there in silence for a few more minutes, watching the flames consume her phone, a strange, unspoken understanding passing between us. The tension that had always crackled in the air around Helen seemed to have… dissipated. Replaced by something quieter. Something more… neutral.

It was a start.

Later that night, as I lay in bed in the garage studio, I replayed the scene by the firepit over and over in my mind. Helen’s admission. Her surprising sacrifice. Her reluctant truce.

It didn’t solve all my problems. I was still benched from the swim team. The campus was still buzzing with rumors. And Veronica… Veronica was still a beautiful, intoxicating, and incredibly complicated woman who had somehow become entangled in my messy life.

But something had shifted. A small victory, maybe. A tiny step forward.

And as I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help but feel a flicker of something I hadn’t felt in days.

Hope.

Maybe, just maybe, things were starting to look up.

The next morning, the atmosphere in the Greene house was noticeably lighter. Veronica seemed less stressed, more like her usual vibrant self. Even Lucy, who had been walking on eggshells around her sister, seemed more relaxed, her bubbly energy returning.

Helen was… Helen. Still quiet, still watchful. But the open hostility, the simmering resentment, was gone. When I passed her in the hallway, she didn’t glower or make a sarcastic comment. She just… nodded. A small, almost imperceptible nod. But it was enough.

The maintenance agreement, signed and sealed, had been delivered to Mrs. Yates at the HOA. There had been no immediate explosions, no angry phone calls. For now, at least, my residency in the garage studio was secure.

The Sandpiper Lane open house was scheduled for the following afternoon. Veronica was a whirlwind of activity, finalizing details, coordinating with caterers, and exuding an air of calm, professional confidence that was truly impressive to watch.

She asked me to be there, “just in case.” To handle any last-minute emergencies, to make sure everything ran smoothly. I was happy to oblige. After everything she’d done for me, it was the least I could do.

Besides, a part of me was curious to see her in action, to witness the magic that made her Bright Cove’s top realtor.

And maybe, just maybe, there was another reason I ached to be there. A reason that had nothing to do with leaky faucets or HOA rules, and everything to do with honey-colored eyes, a sultry smile, and the searing memory of champagne on her lips.

Unfinished business. The words seared through my mind, a provocative, perilous promise.

The rollercoaster was definitely still climbing. And I had a feeling the view from the top was going to be incredible.


Chapter 8: Sale Day Triumph


The Sandpiper Lane open house was a finely orchestrated symphony of wealth, taste, and subtle salesmanship, with Veronica Greene as the virtuoso conductor, a goddess commanding every inch of the scene, making a familiar tension stir just watching her.

From the second the first gleaming Range Rover rolled into the driveway, she owned it, wrapped in a sleek, cream-colored power dress that clung to her lush curves like a lover’s desperate touch, accentuating her heavy tits and round hips, her hair pinned in an elegant twist that bared her neck, a neck I ached to mark. She radiated a magnetic blend of warmth, professionalism, and quiet allure, a heat that burned through me, her stunning smile and confident handshake welcoming each potential buyer, her masterful grasp of every detail, every finish, every inch of the breathtaking estate a turn-on, her voice a sultry melody I couldn’t ignore.

I hovered in the background, a silent, watchful presence, ready to troubleshoot any last-minute glitches, but fuck, my eyes were glued to her, her every move a tease, body screaming to close the distance, to feel her heat under that dress. Thankfully, there were no issues—the house performed flawlessly, lights gleaming, sliding doors gliding, infinity pool sparkling, the infamous balcony railing steadfastly secure, even the zen garden looking impeccably… zen, a perfection that mirrored her, a woman I burned to claim.

Lucy was there too, playing the role of charming hostess to perfection, flitting amongst the guests, offering champagne and canapés, her pink hair a vibrant splash of color against the muted tones of the house, her tight little outfit a distraction, curves bouncing as she moved. She’d occasionally catch my eye and give me a conspiratorial wink, a silent acknowledgment of our shared efforts, a flirty edge that added to the heat, a fucked-up web of want. Helen, predictably, was nowhere to be seen, probably holed up in her room, plotting new ways to make my life miserable, truce notwithstanding, her dark beauty still a lingering ache, a twisted pull I couldn’t shake.

The afternoon wore on, a steady stream of affluent-looking couples and serious-faced investors touring the property, but fuck, all I saw was Veronica working her magic, effortlessly building rapport, highlighting the unique selling points, subtly stoking the fires of desire for this cliffside palace, her every gesture a seduction, her laugh a caress that hit straight to my core. She was a master at her craft, a goddess I wanted to worship with every inch of me, her power an aphrodisiac.

And then, he arrived. The Japanese tech investor from the VIP tour. Mr. Tanaka. A small, impeccably dressed man with an air of quiet authority, he didn’t say much, just moved through the house with focused intensity, keen eyes taking in every detail, but my focus was on Veronica staying close by his side, answering his occasional questions in a low, respectful tone, her body language a subtle dance of deference and confidence, her curves a distraction even now, making my erection respond as I watched her lean in, her dress hugging her ass, a vision I ached to grab.

They spent a long time in the master suite, then on the balcony, gazing out at the panoramic ocean view, a spot burned in my memory with her heat, her whispered promises, and I saw Mr. Tanaka nod slowly, a thoughtful expression on his face, my heart giving a hopeful leap, not just for the sale, but for what it meant—Veronica’s triumph, a victory I wanted to celebrate buried in her.

Finally, as the last of the other guests were departing, Mr. Tanaka approached Veronica in the main living room, his entourage hovering discreetly in the background, and I held my breath, body tense, eyes on her, her beauty a beacon.

“Mrs. Greene,” he said, English precise, accented, “a most impressive property. And your presentation… equally impressive.”

Veronica inclined her head graciously, a move that bared more of her neck, a spot I ached to kiss, to bite. “Thank you, Mr. Tanaka. It’s a truly special place,” her voice a sultry purr, even in business, making my blood pound.

“Indeed.” He paused, then said, words hanging in the air like a perfectly struck chord, “I would like to make an offer.”

A collective intake of breath seemed to go through the room, even Lucy, who’d been expertly refilling champagne flutes, froze mid-pour, but fuck, all I felt was a surge of triumph for Veronica, a need to see her win, to feel her joy against me.

Veronica’s smile didn’t falter, but I saw a flicker of triumph, of relief, in her honey-colored eyes, a heat that made my lower body respond, a victory I burned to share. “I’d be delighted to discuss it with you, Mr. Tanaka,” she said, voice steady, but laced with a joy that hit deep.

They retreated to the sleek, glass-walled home office at the far end of the living room, closing the door behind them, leaving the rest of us—me, Lucy, the remaining catering staff—in a state of suspended animation, waiting, hoping, but fuck, my mind was on her, imagining her in that office, her curves close, a need to be there, to feel her heat as she sealed this deal.

Lucy came over to where I was standing by the French doors, eyes wide with excitement, her tight top a distraction, cleavage teasing as she bounced. “Oh my god, Alex! I think this is it! I think Mom’s going to sell it!” Her voice was a chirp, a flirty edge that added to the heat.

“Looks promising,” I admitted, trying to keep my own excitement in check, but it was hard, not just for the sale, but for Veronica—if she sold this house, especially after all the drama, it would be a huge victory, for her, and in a small way, for me too, a chance to celebrate with her body under mine, her moans a reward I craved.

We waited, minutes stretching out, feeling like hours, low murmur of voices from the office, but nothing clear, Lucy pacing restlessly, occasionally peeking through the glass door, only to be met by the impassive backs of Mr. Tanaka’s associates, my eyes on that door, body tense, a low thrum of anticipation in my veins just thinking of her triumph, her heat.

And then, the office door opened, Veronica emerging, face flushed, eyes shining, a goddess of victory, Mr. Tanaka beside her, a small, satisfied smile on his lips, but all I saw was her, her curves in that dress, her joy a heat I burned to feel.

“Well, everyone,” Veronica announced, voice ringing with a joy that was impossible to miss, a melody that hit straight to my core, “it seems Mr. Tanaka has just made a very generous offer on Sandpiper Lane. An offer I was more than happy to accept.”

A cheer went up from Lucy and the catering staff, I felt a grin spread across my own face, she’d done it, against all odds, she’d pulled it off, a triumph that made my chest swell, my erection insistent, a need to claim her victory as mine, to feel her heat in celebration.

Mr. Tanaka and his entourage departed soon after, leaving a palpable buzz of excitement in their wake, caterers beginning to pack up, Lucy on the phone, presumably spreading the good news, and Veronica… fuck, Veronica walked over to me, eyes sparkling like the champagne she was still holding, a vision I burned for. “We did it, Alex,” she said, voice a little breathless, a sultry edge that made my blood pound. “We actually did it.”




“

 

You


 
did it, Veronica,” I corrected, voice rough with heat, eyes on her lips, her curves, a need to close the distance. “You’re an amazing realtor.”




“I had a little help.” She reached out, squeezed my arm, touch searing through my shirt, sending a current straight to my groin, gaze warm, intense, full of an emotion I couldn’t quite decipher—gratitude, yes, relief, definitely, but something else, deeper, a heat that made my heart race, my body ache. “A lot of help, actually.”

“The maintenance agreement,” she said, voice dropping to a more intimate tone as the last of the caterers disappeared out the front door, leaving us alone now, in the vast, silent house, scent of success and expensive champagne hanging in the air, a charged moment. “The one we drafted. I signed my copy this morning.”

“Oh. Good.” My mind, still buzzing from the excitement of the sale, struggled to switch gears, HOA, Helen, all distant memories now, all I saw was her, her honey eyes burning into mine, her body so close, a need overtaking everything.

“I also took the liberty,” she continued, a playful smile touching her full lips, a curve I ached to devour, “of amending the duration. It’s no longer ‘week-to-week.’ It’s… indefinite. Or, at least, for as long as your services are required. And appreciated.”

My breath caught, indefinite, that meant… I wasn’t going to be kicked out, I had a place to stay, a real place, tied to her, a bond I burned to deepen, to feel her heat as my reward. “Veronica, I… I don’t know what to say,” voice hoarse, body screaming to show her my gratitude, to bury myself in her.

“Say you’ll stay,” she said softly, eyes searching mine, a depth there that hit hard, a need matching my own. “Say you’ll continue to be my indispensable handyman. My… problem solver.” The way she said ‘problem solver,’ the look in her eyes… it sent a shiver of raw anticipation down my spine, my erection straining hard against my jeans, a promise I burned to fulfill.

“I’ll stay,” I said, voice rough with heat, with need, eyes locked on hers, seeing the fire, the want. “As long as you need me.”




“Good.” Her smile widened, became more… predatory, the successful realtor receding, replaced by

 

that


 
Veronica, the one who’d whispered, “Earn the rest tomorrow,” a goddess I ached to worship, her gaze a lure, body stepping closer, heat radiating, making my blood pound.




She placed her champagne flute on a nearby table, eyes never breaking from mine as she turned back to me, a move that bared more of her cleavage, a tease I couldn’t ignore. “Speaking of services rendered,” she purred, stepping even closer, voice a sultry whisper, dripping with intent, “and compensation owed…” Her nearness sent raw heat coursing through me, my erection throbbing painfully, body screaming to take her, to earn every inch of her right here, right now, in this house of her triumph, her heat a drug I couldn’t resist.

Her words, laced with raw seduction, lingered in the suddenly tight, hushed Sandpiper Lane house, a charged silence that wrapped around us. My heart slammed against my ribs, a wild rhythm echoing the distant ocean’s roar, body already burning for her, a need I couldn’t control.

“Compensation?” I managed, voice barely a whisper, rough with heat, mind racing to catch up with the sudden shift in her demeanor. One minute she was the triumphant realtor, the next… this, a smoldering, predatory goddess whose honey-colored eyes promised things that made my blood boil, my erection aching painfully in my jeans, a hunger I’d been aching to sate since her first whispered tease.

“Mm-hmm.” She edged closer, erasing the scant space between us, her scent—a heady mix of vanilla and musk—consuming me, drowning my senses, her body pressing near, heat of her skin searing through the thin fabric of her dress, the faint graze against my jeans igniting every nerve. “For services rendered. Far beyond the call of duty,” she purred, voice a silken caress, dripping with intent, sending shivers down my spine, my erection straining harder, a need to feel her, to claim her, overwhelming.

Her hand came up, fingers tracing the line of my jaw, just as they had in the kitchen that night, a touch that burned, the memory of that kiss, of what followed, slamming into me with the force of a rogue wave, her lips, her heat, a drug I craved more of. “I believe,” she murmured, voice a velvet stroke that made my breath hitch, “that I promised you… the rest.”

Her eyes, those incredible honey-colored pools, locked on mine, blazing with an intensity both terrifying and exhilarating, no pretense now, no subtlety, just raw, undisguised hunger, a mirror to my own, all directed at me, a lure I couldn’t resist, body screaming to dive in, to take everything she offered.

“The office,” she whispered, lips brushing against my ear, hot breath sending a jolt of pure electricity through my system, my erection throbbing harder, a need so sharp it hurt. “It’s… private.”

She didn’t wait for an answer, took my hand, fingers lacing through mine with a possessive heat, leading me towards the glass-walled home office where, just moments before, she’d closed the biggest deal of her career, her hips swaying with every step, dress clinging to her lush curves, a tease I burned to unwrap.

The office was sleek, modern, minimalist, a large mahogany desk dominating the center, polished surface reflecting the soft glow of recessed lighting, floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the now dark, star-dusted ocean, a room designed for power, for control, a perfect stage for what I knew was coming, my blood pounding with anticipation.

Veronica closed the door behind us, the soft click of the latch echoing in the sudden silence, a sound that sealed us in, just her and me, the air thick with raw need. Then, she turned to face me, a slow, deliberate smile spreading across her full lips, a smile promising pleasure, maybe a little pain—the good kind—a look that made my erection respond, body tense with want.

“That maintenance agreement,” she said, voice a low, husky purr, dripping with heat, each word a caress that hit straight to my core. “It’s on my desk. Needs your signature too.”

She walked over to the desk, hips swaying with a subtle, intoxicating rhythm, a siren’s call, dress hugging her round ass, making my hands itch to grab, to claim. She picked up a pen, then turned back to me, eyes glinting in the dim light, a predatory spark that made my breath catch. “But perhaps… we should attend to other, more pressing, matters first.”

She leaned back against the edge of the desk, movement pulling her dress taut across her generous breasts, rounded hips, a vision, a queen surveying her domain, and I, apparently, her willing subject, my erection aching painfully, body thrumming with raw anticipation, a healthy dose of awe—this was Veronica Greene, my boss, my landlady, Lucy and Helen’s mother, looking at me like she wanted to devour me whole, a hunger I ached to feed.

“Come here, Alex,” she commanded, voice soft but with an undercurrent of steel, leaving no room for disobedience, a tone that made my blood rush, body moving before my mind caught up, drawn by an invisible force, a need to obey, to feel her.

I moved towards her, when I was directly in front of her, she reached out, hands going to the hem of my polo shirt, slowly, deliberately pulling it upwards, knuckles brushing against my skin, sending shivers of raw anticipation through me, her touch a brand, setting me on fire. She tugged the shirt over my head, tossing it carelessly onto a nearby chair, gaze roaming over my bare chest, my abs, a slow, appreciative smile touching her lips, a look that made my erection respond, pride mixing with need. “So strong,” she murmured, fingers tracing the line of my collarbone, drifting lower, teasing the sensitive skin of my stomach, a touch that made me groan, body aching for more. “All that swimming… it’s certainly paid off.”

Her hands moved to my belt buckle, breath hitching as she unfastened it, then slowly, agonizingly, unzipped my fly, fingers brushing against my straining erection through my boxers, a groan escaping my lips, my length throbbing under her touch, moisture already soaking the fabric, a need so sharp I could barely stand it. Veronica’s fingers curled around my shaft through the thin material, grip tight, stroking the insistent bulge, a filthy moan spilling from her lips as she felt me pulse, eyes flaring with heat. “God, Alex, you’re huge,” she rasped, voice dripping with that motherly warmth but raw with lust, her massive tits heaving in her dress, nipples stabbing the fabric, cleavage a deep, sweaty valley I wanted to bury my shaft in, fucking until I painted her chest.




She ripped my chinos and boxers down in one swift move, my dick springing free, thick, veined, head swollen and slick with my own wetness, a raw, primal need reflected in her gaze, a hunger that matched mine. I grabbed her wrists, pulling her to the desk’s edge, and she straddled my lap, dress hiked up, exposing thick, tanned thighs I ached to spread, her pussy pressing against my shaft, black lace panties drenched, heat of her slit burning through the thin fabric, an inferno I needed to feel bare.

 

She’s soaked for me.


 
I gripped her ass, round and heavy, fingers sinking into soft flesh, kneading hard enough to leave marks, a claim I burned to make, as she rocked her hips, slick lips grinding my length, juices smearing my balls, a tease that made me growl. “You’ve been so good, sweetie,” she purred, lips grazing mine, vanilla-musk scent choking me, a mix of tenderness and raw need that hit deep, I bit her lip, hard, tasting her, and she moaned, tongue shoving into my mouth, sloppy, desperate, a kiss that consumed us both.




I wasn’t waiting for her lead anymore, need too raw, too urgent. I shoved her dress up further, tearing her panties off with a rip, lace shredding in my hands, her pussy bare, pink, glistening, lips puffy, clit swollen, juices dripping down her thighs, a feast I burned to taste, to claim. I dragged my fingers through her slit, heat coating my hand, her gasp sharp, tits bouncing as she arched, a vision of raw desire. “Fuck me, Alex,” she begged, voice half-command, half-plea, a sound that broke me, legs trembling with need, her honey eyes blazing with want, a flash of submission that fueled my hunger.

I grabbed her hips, lifting her like she weighed nothing, slamming her onto the desk, ass hitting the mahogany with a thud, papers—contracts, deeds—flying everywhere, fluttering to the floor, a chaotic backdrop to our heat. I spread her thighs wide, pussy opening, wet and ready, scent musky, intoxicating, my erection throbbing, head brushing her entrance, her heat pulling me in, a lure I couldn’t resist. “You want this?” I growled, voice rough, hands pinning her hips, a raw edge of control, but her nod was quick, eyes burning with need, a mutual hunger that set us ablaze. I thrust hard, burying my shaft to the hilt, tight, hot pussy clenching me like a vise, a heaven I’d kill to stay in, her walls pulsing, slick and greedy, sucking me deeper, a scream tearing from her lips, nails raking my shoulders, drawing blood, tits jiggling as I pounded into her, a rhythm of raw need.




“Harder, harder, harder,” she gasped, voice bossy but wrecked, legs wrapping my waist, heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper, a command I burned to obey. I grabbed her tits, yanking her dress down, massive breasts spilling out, heavy, perfect, nipples dark and hard, a feast I couldn’t resist, sucking one, biting, tongue flicking, her moans shaking the room, a sound I wanted to drown in. My shaft slammed into her, balls slapping her ass, juices splashing my thighs, a wet, filthy rhythm,

 

I’m gonna fill her, mark her,


 
a primal need overtaking me. I flipped her over, bending her over the desk, tits flattening against the wood, ass up, round and red from my hands, more papers scattering, crunching under her, a mess mirroring our raw chaos.







I gripped her hips, fingers bruising, thrusting into her from behind, my length stretching her pussy, walls gripping so tight I saw stars, her ass bouncing with every slam, moans turning to sobs of pleasure, a sound that drove me wild. “Fuck, Alex, yes!” she screamed, hair a sweaty mess, body shaking, a goddess unraveling under me, a victory sweeter than the sale. I reached around, rubbing her clit, slickness coating my fingers, pussy spasming,

 

Cum for me, you fucking goddess,


 
a desperate need to feel her break. She shattered, orgasm ripping through her, pussy gushing, soaking my shaft, dripping to the floor, a flood of raw release that shook us both.







Her climax pushed me over, balls tightening, my erection pulsing, roaring as I came hard, sperm flooding her pussy, hot and thick, spilling deep inside,

 

I’m claiming her,


 
a primal mark, her walls milking me, squeezing every drop, thrusts slowing as cum leaked out, coating her lips, dripping down her thighs, a fucking mess of our heat. I collapsed over her, sweaty chest against her back, pussy still twitching around my softening shaft, breaths ragged, room reeking of sex, a raw, intimate aftermath that bound us tighter.




She turned her head, lips finding mine in a wet, filthy kiss, tongue lazy but possessive, a claim that hit deep. “My good boy,” she murmured, voice proud, controlling, even as she trembled under me, eyes saying she owned me, and fuck, maybe she did, a bond I ached to keep, a heat I’d fight for.

Afterwards, we lay tangled together on the plush office rug, scattered papers of the Sandpiper Lane deal a testament to the storm that had just passed through, my body humming, every nerve alive, tingling, Veronica nestled against my side, breathing soft, even, head resting on my chest, skin warm, pliant, smelling of sex and expensive perfume, a mix that intoxicated me, a moment I wanted to freeze, to hold forever.

It was a long time before either of us spoke, only sounds our breathing, distant crash of waves against the cliffs below, frantic beating of my own heart, a quiet filled with unspoken depth, a connection deeper than just flesh, a fucked-up, beautiful thing I couldn’t name.

“Well,” Veronica said finally, voice a sleepy, satisfied murmur against my skin, a sound that warmed me, “that was… quite the closing.”

I managed a weak chuckle, body still buzzing, my length stirring at the memory already. “You could say that,” voice rough, eyes on her, taking in her messy hair, smudged lipstick, a breathtaking fucking vision, a goddess I’d just claimed, who’d claimed me back.

She propped herself up on an elbow, looking down at me, honey-colored eyes soft, luminous in the dim light, a tenderness there that hit hard, mixed with raw heat, a look that made my chest ache, a need to keep her close. “The agreement,” she said, gesturing towards the desk with her chin, a playful glint returning, “we should probably sign it. Make it official.”

We untangled ourselves, a little reluctantly, dressing feeling strangely intimate, a shared secret in the aftermath of our passion, her every move still a tease, body aching to pull her back, to feel her again. Veronica retrieved the two copies of the maintenance agreement from the desk, smoothing out the creases, a small smile on her lips, a memory of our chaos, handing me one along with the pen, touch lingering, a spark that reignited my need.

“Sign here, Mr. Parker,” she said, playful, teasing glint in her eyes, a tone that made my erection respond, a bond sealed in more than just ink.

I signed my name, hand still a little shaky, her gaze on me, a weight of possession and promise, then she signed hers, signature a bold, confident flourish, a mark of her power, a power I ached to feel again and again.

“There,” she said, tapping the signed documents, smile wicked, eyes burning into mine, “official. You’re mine now, Alex. At least, your handyman services are,” a claim that hit deep, a fucked-up thrill mixing with heat, a tie I wanted, needed.

“I think,” I said, voice still rough, raw with emotion and want, “that I can live with those terms.”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down my spine, a melody I’d never tire of, a heat I’d chase forever. “I think you can too,” she purred, gaze holding mine, a promise of more, a future of fire.

We left the Sandpiper Lane house shortly after, signed agreement tucked safely in Veronica’s briefcase, drive back to Ocean View Drive quiet, but a comfortable quiet, filled with unspoken understanding, lingering scent of our shared intimacy, a bond forged in heat and triumph, a fucked-up, beautiful thing I couldn’t let go of.

When we pulled into the driveway of the Greene mansion, Veronica turned to me, expression soft, almost tender, a look that hit deeper than lust, a connection I felt in my bones. “Thank you, Alex,” she said, voice sincere, warm, a sound that wrapped around me, “for everything. Today… today was a good day.”

“It was,” I agreed, gaze meeting hers, knowing we weren’t just talking about the sale, but about us, this raw, messy thing between us, a heat, a bond, I’d fight to keep.

She leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to my lips, a gentle claim that still burned, “Get some rest,” she whispered, breath hot against me, “you’ve earned it,” a promise of more in her tone, a need that echoed mine.

I watched her walk towards the main house, hips swaying with that familiar, intoxicating rhythm, body still thrumming with the memory of her touch, her taste, her scent, a fucking drug I was addicted to. My lease was secured, place in the Greene household, however complicated, assured, a victory tied to her, a bond I ached to deepen.

And the ‘unfinished business’ with Veronica Greene? Something told me it was just getting started, a fire I’d stoke, a heat I’d claim, a fucked-up, beautiful journey I burned to continue, her honey eyes a beacon, a promise, a need I’d never escape.


Chapter 9: New Alpha on Campus


The Sandpiper Lane sale exploded across CoveConfessions like fucking wildfire, overshadowing even the ‘cub toy’ scandal, a shift that hit hard. Overnight, I wasn’t just ‘Garage Boy.’ I became ‘the guy who saved Veronica Greene’s ass,’ or, as one brazen post dubbed me, ‘The MILF Whisperer,’ a title that made a familiar tension coil low, a mix of cringe and raw pride, the campus now seeing me through a lens of heat and respect, tied to Veronica’s triumph, her lush curves a memory that kept a fire lit in my veins.

The change on campus was fucking palpable, a shift in the air I could feel in my bones. The whispers didn’t stop, but their tone morphed—instead of snickers and disgust, there was curiosity, grudging respect, a heat in the glances I hadn’t seen before. Guys who used to ignore me now nodded in the hallway, a silent acknowledgment of my new status. Girls who wouldn’t have given me a second glance now let their eyes linger too long, tracing my frame, a hunger there that made my blood pound, a fucked-up thrill I wasn’t used to, but couldn’t ignore.

It was weird, and a little fucking intoxicating, a rush of power mixing with the constant ache for Veronica, her honey eyes and sultry purr a lingering drug, now layered with this new campus heat, a web of want I couldn’t escape.

Coach Diaz called me into his office a few days later, the CoveConfessions post about the sale on his screen, complete with a picture of a beaming Veronica, her curves a fucking distraction even in pixels, and a discreet mention of her ‘talented young assistant who pulled off a miracle,’ a nod to me that hit deep, a victory tied to her heat.

“Parker,” he said, voice carefully neutral, eyes sharp, assessing, “impressive. Seems you’re more than just a swimmer.”

“Just trying to make ends meet, Coach,” I said, aiming for humble, but fuck, the pride burned, tied to Veronica, to the memory of her under me, a triumph I ached to relive.

He grunted, a hint of a smile playing on his lips, a rare crack in his armor. “Well, the athletic department’s review came back. Seems the ‘cub toy’ rumors were just that—rumors. Malicious gossip, most likely.” He looked at me, gaze piercing, a weight there. “You learn anything from this, Parker?”

“Keep my shirt on when I’m working?” I ventured, a half-joke, half-truth, mind flashing to Veronica’s hands peeling it off, her touch a brand I still felt.

He actually chuckled, a rough sound that eased the tension. “Among other things. Discretion, Parker. It’s a valuable asset, in and out of the pool.” He leaned back in his chair, decision made. “You’re reinstated. Practice tomorrow morning, six a.m. Don’t be late.”

Reinstated. The relief was so fucking intense, I almost sagged against his desk, a weight lifting, scholarship secure, a piece of my life snapping back into place. “Thank you, Coach. You won’t regret this,” voice rough with gratitude, mind already racing to tell Veronica, to see her smile, to feel her heat in celebration.

“See that I don’t,” he said, a final nod, a challenge I’d meet.

Walking out of his office, I felt like I was floating, back on the team, a victory that pumped through me, things definitely looking up, a high that mixed with the campus buzz, a new fucking alpha status I hadn’t asked for, but couldn’t deny, a thrill that made my blood quicken, layered with the constant ache for Veronica, a fucked-up cocktail of triumph and need.

The newfound attention on campus was… an adjustment, a shift I wasn’t used to. Before the flood, before the Greenes, I was just another anonymous jock, invisible, unremarkable. Now, I was… someone, the guy living with the hot realtor and her even hotter twin daughters, a local legend who’d somehow, against all odds, flipped the script, a status that made my blood rush, a heat I couldn’t ignore, eyes on me, whispers of want, a power I ached to wield, even as Veronica’s memory owned me.

But it was Lucy who thrived on my new status, soaking it up with unrestrained glee, a firecracker of energy that burned hotter now, her flirtations a constant tease that kept me on edge. She’d always been playful, a tease, but with the campus buzzing about me, she kicked it into overdrive, her exhibitionism, once a playful undercurrent, now a blatant, almost daily performance, and fuck, I was her primary audience, a responsive thrum echoing in my veins at every move, a game I couldn’t escape, didn’t want to.

It started subtly, braless hallway jogs past my studio door when she knew I was inside, perky tits bouncing with a hypnotic rhythm under thin tank tops, nipples hard, a fucking tease that made my hands itch to grab, to feel, mouth dry as I watched through the crack, a show just for me. The way she’d ‘accidentally’ drop her pen in class, bending over slowly, deliberately, giving me an eyeful of tight little shorts, the curve of her ass a perfect arc, a sight that made my erection respond instantly, a taunt I burned to answer, her giggle a sound that hit straight to my core.

Then, it escalated, a game of heat and tease that pushed every limit. One afternoon, I was in the kitchen at the main house, grabbing a snack, Lucy came in, dressed in a ridiculously short tennis skirt and a tiny crop top, pink hair pulled back in a bouncy ponytail, flushed, sweaty, radiating raw energy, a vision of playful heat. “Just got back from a run,” she announced, heading straight for the fridge, pulling out a bottle of water, chugging half of it, then turning to me, a mischievous glint in her eyes, a spark that made my blood pound. “Man, it’s hot out there. I’m dying.”

Before I could react, she reached down, grabbed the hem of her crop top, pulling it straight up, slow, deliberate, ostensibly to wipe the sweat from her forehead, but fuck, it was calculated, giving me an unobstructed view of small, firm breasts, nipples hard and dark against pale skin, a fleeting glimpse, a few seconds at most, but burned into my brain, my erection throbbing painfully, breath hitching, eyes locked on the sight, unable to look away, a tease that set me on fire.

She lowered the top, expression a mask of wide-eyed innocence, a lie I saw through, her voice a little too breathy, an act that made my hands clench. “Oops,” she said, a playful lilt, “did I flash you, Handy Alex? My bad.”

Her bad. Right. A fucking tease that made my lower body ache, a game I wanted to play, to push back, to see how far she’d go, a heat mixing with the memory of Veronica, a dual need tearing at me, Lucy’s playful energy a spark I couldn’t ignore, a fucked-up dance of want.

Another time, I was walking past her bedroom, door slightly ajar as usual, an invitation, hearing her call my name, a sweet, teasing tone that stopped me cold. “Alex? Can you come here a sec? I need your help with something.”

I pushed the door open further, cautious, a familiar tension already coiling low at the possibilities. “What’s up?” voice rough, eyes scanning, ready for anything.

She was standing in the middle of the room, wearing nothing but a tiny pair of lacy pink panties and a frustrated expression, holding a slinky black dress up against herself, a number that looked like it belonged on a runway, her body a fucking vision, bare skin glowing, curves on display. “This zipper,” she said, pouting, lips a tease I ached to claim, “it’s stuck. Can you…?” She turned, presenting her bare back to me, a smooth, flawless expanse leading down to delicate lace, her ass round, firm, almost entirely exposed, a sight that made my mouth go dry, my erection straining hard against my jeans.

“Uh… sure,” I stammered, fingers suddenly thick, clumsy, stepping into the room, eyes glued to her naked back, a lot even for Lucy, a tease that pushed every boundary, body screaming to touch more than just the zipper, to feel her heat. I reached for it, knuckles brushing warm skin, her shiver a small, almost imperceptible movement that hit straight to my core, a reaction I burned to explore.

“It’s really stuck,” she murmured, voice a little shaky, a sound that made my blood rush, a mix of innocence and raw need, a game I ached to win.




I fumbled with the zipper, mind a chaotic jumble of lust and disbelief,

 

Is this really happening?


 
her standing here, practically naked, asking me to zip her up, a tease that made my erection respond, hands itching to slide lower, to claim. The zipper finally gave, sliding smoothly up her back, a task done, but fuck, I didn’t want to step away, her heat a lure, a need burning.




“There,” I said, voice hoarse, raw with want, eyes still on her, body tense, my length aching.

“Thanks, Alex,” she said, turning back to face me, black dress clinging to her curves, a stark contrast to pink hair, innocent smile a fucking lie, a heat in her eyes I couldn’t unsee. “You’re a lifesaver.” She did a little twirl, skirt flaring, a flash of lace underneath, a tease that made my blood pound. “What do you think? Too much for a Tuesday?”

Too much. Yeah. That was one fucking way to put it, a tease that pushed me to the edge, my erection insistent, mind racing with want, with Veronica’s heat still lingering, a dual ache I couldn’t shake, Lucy’s playful game a fire I burned to play, to see how far it could go.

Helen, meanwhile, watched all of this with a detached, almost clinical interest, a shift from her venom, open hostility gone, replaced by a quiet, assessing gaze, no snarls, no sarcastic comments, just… watching, arms usually crossed, expression unreadable, an unnerving change, like a scientist observing a volatile experiment, her dark beauty a lingering pull, eyes burning into me at times, a mystery I ached to solve, a heat under the ice I wanted to feel, even as Lucy’s teasing and Veronica’s memory owned me, a fucked-up web of want tightening.

Lucy, fueled by my new campus alpha status and her insatiable need for attention, seemed determined to push every fucking boundary, to see how far she could go, how much she could make me react, clingier than ever, constantly seeking my praise, my approval, my gaze, her playful, bubbly energy infectious, exhausting, and incredibly fucking arousing, a daily test of my control, my erection responding at every move, a game I wanted to win, to claim.

It felt like existing in a relentless state of raw awareness, every nerve on edge, every sense hyper-tuned, the Greene house, once a refuge, morphed into a battleground of sexual tension and buried desires, Lucy’s teasing, Helen’s watching, Veronica’s lingering heat, a storm I was right in the middle of, a fucked-up harem of want I couldn’t escape, didn’t want to, a fire I burned to stoke, to see where it led, body and mind torn between them all, a raw, pulsing need driving me.

Lucy’s relentless game of teasing didn’t falter—it surged, a wildfire of heat and provocation, my campus fame lighting a fire under her, daring her to shatter every limit, to test how far she could drive me before I broke, a challenge that made my erection respond with every move, a fucked-up thrill I couldn’t escape.

And damn, was she good at it, a master of torment, an artist of raw desire, her every action a brushstroke of lust painting me into a corner, body on edge, mind a mess of want.

She had this uncanny ability to be everywhere, popping up when I least expected it, always with a new, inventive way to make my blood pressure spike, my jeans uncomfortably tight, my length straining at the mere sight of her, a constant tease that kept me hard, kept me aching, a game I burned to play, even as Veronica’s heat lingered in my veins, a dual need tearing at me.

One afternoon, I was in the garage studio, trying to cram for a calculus midterm, door open to catch the late afternoon breeze, deep in concentration, wrestling with derivatives and integrals, when a soft giggle from the doorway snapped me out of it, a sound that made my lower body instantly alert, a Pavlovian response to her presence.

I looked up, Lucy standing there, silhouetted against the bright sunlight, wearing one of my old swim team t-shirts—one I’d thought I’d lost in the Pelican Hall flood—and nothing else, the shirt way too big, hanging down to mid-thighs, doing fuck-all to conceal she was completely naked underneath, long, tanned legs bare, small, perky tits clearly outlined against thin cotton, nipples hard, a fucking vision that made my mouth go dry, my erection hardening painfully, textbook forgotten in a heartbeat.

“Hey, Handy Alex,” she cooed, voice a sultry tease, dripping with intent, strutting in, hips rolling with brazen, mocking allure, each step a taunt, shirt shifting, hinting at the treasures beneath, a promise of heat I ached to claim. “Whatcha doin’?”

“Studying,” I managed, voice hoarse, raw with need, eyes glued to her, sunlight filtering through the fabric, outlining every curve, every inch of her, a calculus textbook suddenly the least interesting thing in the world, my erection insistent, hands itching to reach out, to pull her close.

“Booooring,” she said, wrinkling her nose, a playful pout that made my blood pound, perching on the edge of my desk, bare thigh brushing my arm, contact sending a jolt of electricity through me, a fucking spark that set me on fire, skin burning where she touched. “You know what’s not boring?”

“What?” I asked, voice barely a whisper, rough with want, eyes locked on her lips, her body, a need so sharp it hurt.

She leaned in close, pink hair tickling my cheek, breath warm against my ear, scent—that intoxicating blend of strawberries and something uniquely, deliciously Lucy—filling my senses, drowning me in her, a drug I couldn’t resist. “Me,” she whispered, lips brushing my earlobe, a soft, hot tease that made my erection throb violently, a surge of raw lust I had to physically restrain, hands gripping the desk to keep from pulling her onto my lap, tearing that stupid t-shirt off, burying myself in her right there.





Down, Parker. Down.


 
A mantra, a plea to myself, control slipping, need roaring, her heat a lure I burned to chase, a game pushing every limit.




“Lucy,” I said, trying to inject sternness into my voice, though it came out more like a strangled plea, a weak attempt at restraint, body screaming to give in. “I really need to study.”

“Okay, okay,” she said, pouting prettily, lips a tease I ached to claim, hopping off the desk, then doing a slow, deliberate twirl, hem of the t-shirt flaring out, giving me a tantalizing, heart-stopping glimpse of… well, everything, bare pussy flashing, a split-second view of pink, glistening heat, a vision that made my erection respond, breath catch, mind blank with raw want. “Just thought you might need a study break. A little… inspiration,” she purred, winking, sauntering back out of the studio, leaving me staring after her, calculus forgotten, mind a chaotic jumble of lust and disbelief, my erection throbbing painfully, a fucking mess of need.





Inspiration.


 
Yeah. That was one word for it, a tease that burned into me, a heat I couldn’t shake, layered with Veronica’s lingering memory, a dual ache driving me mad, Lucy’s game a fire I wanted to stoke, to see how far it could burn.




It wasn’t just the blatant flashing, the near-nudity, it was the little things too, each a dagger of want—the way she’d ‘accidentally’ brush her tits against my arm when squeezing past in a narrow hallway, hard nipples grazing through thin fabric, a jolt straight to my core, a tease that made my hands clench, aching to grab, to feel. The way she’d sit too close on the sofa during TV time, thigh pressed against mine, heat radiating, hand ‘innocently’ resting on my knee, fingers inching higher, a slow, torturous tease that made my blood pound, my erection responding, a game of restraint I was losing. The way she’d look at me, eyes wide, adoring, like I was the most fascinating, most amazing guy in the world, a gaze that hit deep, a fucked-up mix of flattery and raw need, making me ache to give her what she wanted, to see her melt under my touch.




And she was always,

 

always


 
, seeking my approval, a constant need that kept me on edge, my erection insistent at every plea, a game of power and want I couldn’t resist.




“Alex, do you like my hair like this?” she’d ask, twirling a strand of pink hair around her finger, a flirty tilt to her head, eyes begging for praise, a look that made my chest tighten, my lower body stir, wanting to tell her she’s perfect, to see her smile.

“Alex, what do you think of this outfit? Is it too much?” she’d chirp, spinning in something always skimpy, always just enough to drive me crazy, a tease that made my blood rush, a need to say it’s perfect, to pull her close, to show her how much I wanted her, restraint a thin, fraying thread.

“Alex, did I do a good job cleaning the pool? Is it perfect?” she’d plead, bikini clinging to wet curves, a vision of heat and innocence, eyes wide, needing my nod, my words, a hunger for approval that made my erection respond, a fucked-up thrill to give it, to see her light up, to imagine rewarding her in ways that burned through my mind.

Her need for my praise, my attention, was insatiable, and I, like a fucking fool, usually gave it to her, how could I not? When she looked at me with those big, pleading blue eyes, offered that dazzling, hopeful smile, I was powerless, my erection insistent, mind a mess of want, a game of escalating heat, a dangerous fucking dance, boundaries pushed, then gleefully trampled, a fire I burned to feed, even as Veronica’s heat and Helen’s gaze lingered, a web tightening around me.

And through it all, Helen watched, her icy disdain softened, replaced by wary curiosity, no longer snide comments or death glares, but her eyes… fuck, her eyes missed nothing, seeing Lucy’s flirtations, my struggle for composure, charged glances, lingering touches, electric tension humming whenever Lucy and I shared space, a fucking storm she observed with unreadable intent, a dark beauty that pulled at me, a mystery I ached to unravel, a heat under her ice I burned to feel.

Sometimes, I’d catch her watching us, a strange, unreadable expression on her face, was it disapproval? Jealousy? Or something else entirely, a flicker of want, a hidden desire I couldn’t decipher, her gaze burning into me, an enigma, a puzzle I needed to solve, a familiar tension coiling low at the thought of breaking through, of feeling her heat, even as Lucy teased and Veronica owned my memories, a fucked-up harem of want driving me mad.

One evening, I was in the kitchen, trying to make a sandwich, Lucy there, ostensibly helping, but mostly getting in my way, body brushing against mine at every fucking opportunity, a tease that made my erection respond, skin burning with every touch. Helen sat at the kitchen island, sipping a glass of water, dark eyes fixed on us, a silent observer, her presence a weight, a heat I couldn’t ignore.

“Alex,” Lucy said, voice too loud, too bright, a performance for us all, “can you reach that jar of pickles for me? It’s on the top shelf.”

I turned, reaching for the jar, as I did, Lucy ‘accidentally’ stumbled, hand landing squarely on my ass, giving it a firm, deliberate squeeze, a fucking bold move that made my whole body tense, my erection insistent, a jolt of raw lust, shooting her a warning look, met with a giggle, eyes sparkling with mischief, a game she played to win.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Helen’s lips twitch, was that… a smirk? A crack in her armor, a flash of amusement, before her expression smoothed back to neutrality, but for a split second, I swore I saw it, a heat, a curiosity, a fucked-up thrill that made my blood pound, her gaze a mystery I burned to explore, to claim, even as Lucy’s touch lingered, a web of want tightening, pulling me in every direction.

The dynamic in the Greene house was shifting, changing, becoming more complex, more charged with every passing day—Veronica, with her warm smiles, smoldering gazes, promises of ‘unfinished business,’ a heat I ached to relive, her lush curves a drug I craved. Lucy, with relentless, exhibitionist teasing, desperate need for my attention, a playful fire I burned to stoke, to see how far it could go. And Helen, the silent, watchful observer, secrets and desires hidden deep beneath icy exterior, a dark pull I couldn’t shake, a need to break through, to feel her melt.

I was trapped at the center, a fly ensnared in a stunning, seductive, perilously lethal spiderweb, each thread a tease, a heat, a want, pulling me apart, body and mind torn between them, my erection insistent, heart racing, a storm of raw need I couldn’t control.

And the scariest part? I wasn’t entirely sure I wanted to escape, a fucked-up thrill, a fire I burned to feed, to see where this harem of heat and want would lead, a dangerous, beautiful chaos I ached to dive deeper into, to claim every inch of it.


Chapter 10: Cashing the Down-Payment


Saturday night. The close of my first grueling week at the Greene household. A week that stretched into an eternity. So much had unfolded—the flood, the flyer, crossing paths with Lucy, Veronica, Helen. The Sandpiper Lane ordeal, the CoveConfessions chaos, being sidelined, then reinstated. The HOA ambush, the maintenance agreement. And beneath it all, a relentless, smoldering sexual tension that seeped into every inch of this opulent, tangled home.

Veronica had been… distant the past couple of days. Not cold, exactly. But preoccupied. Busy. The Sandpiper Lane sale was in escrow, but there were still a million details to manage. She was on the phone constantly, her voice a low, professional murmur. The smoldering glances, the suggestive comments, the promises of ‘unfinished business’ – they’d all been put on hold. Replaced by the focused intensity of Veronica Greene, Top Realtor.

I couldn’t blame her. She had a career to manage, a reputation to uphold. And I was, after all, just the handyman. The live-in problem solver. The lines, which had blurred so intoxicatingly for a couple of nights, seemed to have been redrawn.

Or maybe I was just imagining things. Maybe she was just stressed. Maybe the ‘unfinished business’ was still on the table, waiting for the right moment.

My mind was a chaotic mess of hope, confusion, and a healthy dose of frustration.

That Saturday evening, Veronica announced she had to go out. “Late-night condo showing,” she said, grabbing her purse and keys. She looked tired, but a spark of her usual energy was back in her eyes. “Don’t wait up. And Alex?” She paused at the door, giving me one of those long, unreadable looks. “Thanks again. For everything.” Then she was gone, the click of her heels echoing on the marble floor of the foyer.

Lucy and Helen were supposedly having a ‘girls’ night in.’ Movies, popcorn, face masks. The usual. Or so Lucy had claimed earlier, with a conspiratorial wink that I probably should have paid more attention to.

I retreated to the garage studio, planning a quiet night of catching up on studying and trying not to think about the various women who were currently making my life a very interesting, very confusing, and very arousing kind of hell.

I was sprawled on the bed, my calculus textbook open but unread, when I heard the soft knock on the studio door.

My heart leaped. Veronica? Had she come back early? Had the condo showing been cancelled? Was this the ‘right moment’ for that ‘unfinished business’?

I scrambled off the bed, my pulse racing, and pulled open the door.

It wasn’t Veronica.

It was Lucy.

She wore a baby-pink crop top that hugged her small, perky tits—braless, of course, nipples poking through like little invitations—and micro-denim shorts that barely covered her tanned thighs. Her glossy lips sparkled under the light, curling into a teasing grin as she caught me staring. “Hey, Handy Alex!” she chirped, her voice bright and sing-song, dripping with mischief. Those big blue eyes, framed by fake lashes, fluttered at me, and my cock twitched, already waking up in my jeans.

“Lucy? What’s up? I thought you were with Helen tonight,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant, my eyes snagging on her bare midriff, that little heart-shaped belly piercing glinting like a lure. She swayed her hips, stepping closer, her sneakers squeaking faintly on the floor.




“Plans changed!” she giggled, tossing her hair and leaning in so close her sweet strawberry scent hit me—mixed with a hint of something naughtier, like she was already turned on. Her crop top stretched tight, her tits brushing my arm, and I swallowed hard, my pulse hammering.

 

Fuck, she’s too much.





“Mom’s out showing houses,” she said, her voice dropping to a playful whisper, her eyes glinting with excitement. “And Helen? Totally crashed—face mask and all.” She giggled again, stepping back to do a little spin, her shorts riding up to flash the curve of her tight ass. My mouth went dry, my cock straining, imagining those legs spread wide for me.




“So, it’s just us, Alex!” she said, bouncing on her toes, her perky tits jiggling, her whole body screaming

 

look at me


 
. She tugged at her crop top’s hem, lifting it just enough to show more. She stood at the garage studio door, a whirlwind of pink energy that hit me like a sugar rush. Her long, candy-pink hair bounced in soft waves, catching the light as she tilted her head, twirling a strand around her sparkly silver nails. She wore my oversized swim team t-shirt, the faded blue fabric swallowing her petite frame, the hem flirting with her tanned thighs—smooth, toned, and begging to be touched. Her glossy pink lips parted in a teasing grin, fake lashes fluttering as she giggled, “Hey, Alex! Did ya miss me?”




I blinked, my heart kicking up a notch. “Lucy? I thought you were with Helen—girls’ night or whatever.” My voice came out rough, my eyes already tracing the way the t-shirt hugged her small, perky tits, the outline of her nipples poking through like an invitation.




She bounced on her toes, her tits jiggling just enough to make my cock twitch, and leaned in close, her strawberry scent flooding my senses. “Oh, Helen’s passed out—face mask and all. Total snooze-fest!” Her laugh was bright, a little wild, and she swayed her hips, the t-shirt shifting to flash a sliver of her midriff, her belly piercing glinting like a dirty little secret. “So, I thought… why not come play with

 

you


 
?”







Before I could answer, she slipped past me, her bare arm brushing mine, her skin warm and soft, sending a jolt straight to my groin. She spun around in the middle of the room, her hair flying, then flopped onto my bed with a dramatic sigh. The t-shirt rode up as she stretched out, legs splayed just enough to tease the edge of her thighs, and she propped herself on her elbows, her blue eyes locking on mine. “Mom’s gone, right? Out showing houses? We’ve got

 

hours


 
.”




“Yeah, she’s out,” I said, my throat tight, my jeans tighter. I stepped closer, drawn to her like a moth to a flame, my pulse hammering.




Lucy’s grin turned bratty, her glossy lips pouting as she kicked her legs playfully, the t-shirt slipping higher, showing off more of her flat, golden stomach. “Good! ‘Cause I’ve been

 

dying


 
to hang out with you, Alex. You’re always so busy being Mr. Fix-It!” She leaned forward, her tits pressing against the fabric, nipples hard and obvious, and giggled again. “Don’t you wanna have fun with me?”




My cock throbbed, pre-cum soaking through my boxers, and I imagined ripping that shirt off, pinning her down, licking every inch of her tight little body. But her eyes—big, bright, searching mine—hit me somewhere deeper. She wasn’t just hot; she was Lucy, the girl who made me laugh, who looked at me like I mattered. “You’re trouble, you know that?” I said, my voice low, a grin tugging at my lips despite myself.




She gasped, mock-offended, then giggled, rolling onto her side, the t-shirt twisting to hug her curves—her tiny waist, the swell of her hips. “Me? Trouble? I’m

 

so


 
innocent!” She batted her lashes, then sat up fast, scooting to the edge of the bed. Her legs dangled, toes brushing the floor, and she grabbed my hand, tugging me closer. “C’mon, Alex, sit with me! I’ve been

 

super


 
good, waiting for this.”




Her touch was electric, her fingers small but firm, and I let her pull me down beside her, my thigh pressing against hers, heat radiating through my jeans. “Good, huh?” I teased, my hand itching to slide up her leg, to feel that smooth skin. “You sure about that?”




Her pout turned flirty, her breath warm on my cheek as she leaned in, her hair tickling my neck. “Okay, maybe not

 

that


 
good,” she whispered, her voice sing-song, her lips so close I could taste her gloss. Then, with a squeal, she hopped up, standing right in front of me, her body inches away. “Wanna see how bad I can be?”




Before I could react, she grabbed the hem of the t-shirt, lifting it just enough to flash her lower stomach, her piercing winking at me. She giggled, swaying her hips, then spun around, the fabric swishing to show the curve of her tight ass—barely covered, no panties in sight. My breath hitched, my cock straining, and I pictured bending her over, spreading her thighs, plunging into that clean-shaven pussy I knew was waiting.

“Lucy,” I growled, half-warning, half-pleading, my hands clenching the bedspread. She turned back, eyes sparkling with mischief, and plopped onto my lap, straddling me, her bare thighs hot against mine. The t-shirt bunched up around her waist, and I caught a glimpse of her pussy—pink, glistening, perfect—before she pressed herself against me, her tits brushing my chest.

“Oops! Did I distract you?” she chirped, her nails scraping lightly down my arms, her ass wiggling just enough to make me groan. “You’re staring, Alex! Like what you see?” Her voice was all giggles, but her eyes begged for me to say yes, to want her.

I grabbed her hips, my fingers digging in, feeling the soft give of her flesh. “You’re killing me,” I rasped, my cock screaming to be free, to bury itself in her. But I couldn’t shake the warmth in my chest—she was so alive, so Lucy, and I wanted her in ways that went beyond just fucking. “You’re too damn cute for your own good.”

Her face lit up, a real smile breaking through the tease, and she threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tight, her tits squishing against me. “You think I’m cute? Really?” She pulled back, bouncing a little, her energy infectious, then grabbed the t-shirt again. “Then watch this!”

With a dramatic flourish, she yanked the shirt up and over her head, tossing it aside, leaving her stark naked on my lap. Her perky tits bounced free, pink nipples hard and begging to be sucked, her tight curves glowing in the dim light, and that clean-shaven pussy—wet, ready—hovered inches from my cock. She froze, eyes wide, a mix of boldness and nerves, waiting for me to react.

My mind blanked. My hands hovered over her skin, torn between grabbing her and holding back. Lucy, naked, trembling with excitement, her bubbly sweetness and dirty tease all rolled into one.

She bit her lip, her voice dropping to a trembling whisper. “Alex… remember the dinner party?” Her fingers fidgeted nervously, brushing my chest. “What I said… about the down-payment?”

I nodded, my throat tight, barely able to speak. “Yeah.”

Lucy took a shaky breath, forcing a playful grin despite the uncertainty in her eyes. “Well… Mom’s gone, and I’m…” She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, her voice quivering. “I’m cashing it in.”

TO BE CONTINUED IN BOOK 2…
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