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Isaac Carter adjusted his tie as he unlocked the front door of the modest two-story house on Elm Street, the afternoon sun casting a warm glow over the neatly trimmed lawn and flower beds blooming with vibrant tulips. The property was a gem in this quiet suburban neighbourhood—freshly renovated with a fresh coat of white paint on the siding and a welcoming porch swing that swayed gently in the breeze.

“Welcome to your potential new home, Lucas,” Isaac said with his signature confident smile, his dark hair neatly combed and his grey suit hugging his athletic frame just right. He stepped aside to let Lucas enter first.

Lucas hesitated for a split second, his tousled brown hair falling into his eyes as he wiped his sneakers on the welcome mat. Dressed in a faded red tee-shirt that clung to his lean chest from the day's humidity and black jeans that had a few rips at the knees, he looked every bit the casual guy ready for a change. “Thanks for rescheduling for me. Work ran late.”

“No problem. I want to help you find the perfect house.”

“This place looks promising from the outside. Bigger than my current dump, that's for sure.” He flashed a nervous grin, his green eyes scanning the entryway with a mix of curiosity and apprehension. “It's a wonderful neighbourhood.”

Isaac nodded understandingly, sensing there was more beneath the surface. “Sometimes, it’s not just about the house. It’s about finding a place where you can start fresh. I can help you with that.”

Lucas finally met Isaac’s gaze, a flicker of hope in his eyes. “Thanks. I guess I’m just nervous. This is a big step for me.”  

Isaac smiled warmly. “That’s completely normal. Take your time. And if you decide this is the one, I’ll be here to make sure everything goes smoothly.” Isaac chuckled softly, closing the door behind them.

The foyer opened up immediately into a bright space with hardwood floors polished to a shine and a coat rack by the wall adorned with hooks shaped like tree branches. A small console table held a vase of fresh lilies, their scent filling the air.

"It's got that cozy charm without being stuffy. Let me show you around starting with the living room." He led the way, his hand brushing lightly against Lucas's arm as they turned the corner— an accidental touch that made Isaac's pulse quicken just a bit.

Lucas didn't pull away; instead, he glanced back with a raised eyebrow, a spark of interest in his gaze.

Isaac licked his lips.

The living room was spacious, bathed in natural light from floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out into a fenced backyard with a stone patio and a fire pit surrounded by Adirondack chairs. The walls were painted a soft beige, accented by built-in bookshelves filled with placeholder novels and a mantel above a gas fireplace lined with framed artwork of local landscapes. A plush sectional sofa in neutral grey dominated the centre, inviting lounging, while a large area rug in earthy tones muffled their footsteps.

"This is where you'd unwind after a rough day," Isaac said, gesturing expansively. "Imagine curling up here with a beer, watching the game, or hosting a movie night. The windows let in so much light...perfect for those lazy Sundays."

Lucas stepped closer to the windows, peering out at the yard. "Yeah, I can picture it. My place now has these tiny slits for windows; feels like a dark cave. This? This screams relaxation." He turned, his shoulder nearly bumping Isaac's as he moved back. Their eyes met, and Lucas's cheeks flushed slightly. "You always this good at selling the dream, or is it just playing me?"

Isaac leaned against the mantel, crossing his arms to highlight the breadth of his shoulders. "Just you, maybe. You've got that look—like you're ready for something real. The house sells itself, but I like making sure buyers feel at home." His voice dropped a notch, playful. He noticed how Lucas's t-shirt rode up a bit when he stretched, revealing a strip of toned abdomen, and Isaac had to fight the urge to reach out and trace it.

They shared a laugh, the tension easing into something warmer.

"Alright, show me the kitchen next. I'm a sucker for good cooking space," Lucas said, his tone lighter now, as if the banter was pulling him out of his shell.

Isaac nodded, leading him through an arched doorway into the kitchen. It was a modern haven with gleaming white cabinets, granite counter tops in swirling grey patterns, and stainless-steel appliances that hummed softly. An island in the centre featured bar stools with cushioned seats, ideal for casual meals, and pendant lights hung overhead, casting a soft glow. The backsplash was tiled in subway style, and a window above the sink offered a view of the side yard where herbs grew in pots.

"Check this out—open layout, perfect for entertaining. You can whip up dinner while chatting with friends at the island. And that pantry over there? Walk-in, stocked with shelves for all your gadgets."

Lucas ran his hand along the cool counter top, imagining himself there. "Damn, this is pro-level. I burn toast half the time, but hey, this would be motivation to learn." He hopped up to sit on the island briefly, his jeans tightening over his thighs, and shot Isaac a teasing look. "What about you? You strike me as the type who cooks shirtless, showing off for guests."

Isaac's laugh was genuine, his eyes lingering on Lucas's legs before meeting his gaze. "Guilty as charged on the shirtless part—keeps things from getting too messy. But only if the company's worth it." He stepped closer, pretending to inspect a drawer, his arm brushing Lucas's knee. The contact sent a shiver through him, and he saw Lucas's breath catch, his pupils dilating just a fraction. The attraction was building, subtle but undeniable, like
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