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Tempting You in Uniform

Standing in front of the mirror, Claire Carter adjusted her sexy teacher-style uniform and muttered under her breath, "What is wrong with men these days? Eight out of ten are hopeless in bed." After that, she looked up at the clock on the wall. "Come on. Once I finish this one, I can call it a day."

Claire was a nurse in the male urology department. One of her job duties, before the doctor formally examined a patient, was to wear a seductive outfit and tease him a little. The doctor would then use the patient's physical response as a reference to make the diagnosis more accurate.

The moment she pushed open the door to the examination room, she froze.

What was going on here?

A devastatingly handsome man in a custom-made black Armani casual outfit was lying on the examination bed, expressionless.

His outrageously perfect face was sharp and cold, every feature beautifully defined. His dark, deep-set eyes held a captivating gleam. Thick brows, a straight nose, perfectly shaped lips - everything about him radiated nobility and elegance.

He was ridiculously handsome.

Claire could not help admiring him. Handsome, yes - but completely expressionless, like his face had been carved out of ice. The pressure he gave off was overwhelming.

Hearing her footsteps, Liam Langley turned his head swiftly and fixed his eyes on her.

Delicate features. Fair skin. A petite figure. And a pair of bright, cunning eyes watching him with a trace of caution.

"Excuse me... are you Grace Gordon?" Holding the appointment form in her hand, Claire checked the information again, still full of disbelief.

Come on. The men who came here were usually either nervous wrecks or unbelievably sleazy.

But this man in front of her... no matter how she looked at him, he did not seem like someone suffering from that kind of problem.

Liam's sword-like brows lifted slightly.

Did this woman really not know who he was? Or was she just another gold-digging woman pretending to be innocent and youthful to get his attention?

His voice was icy. "Cut the nonsense. I'm in a hurry."

Damn it.

He should have been at home enjoying his rare day off, but a few of his so-called friends had forced him to come in for a checkup. Especially Benjamin Brooks. Last time, he had gotten injured there while saving that idiot. If he refused to come to the hospital for an examination, Benjamin had sworn he would die right in front of him.

The corners of Claire's lips curled slightly, though her thoughts were anything but kind.

Seriously? What kind of attitude is that? You think I'll be scared just because you're wearing a cold face? He looks fierce enough to be trouble. Don't tell me he's one of those perverts the news keeps warning people about - some hospital predator or something.

At that thought, Claire tightened her grip on the little rubber reflex hammer in her hand and carefully walked toward him.

"Um... Liam, I'm going to begin your treatment now. Could you... could you take off your pants first?"

She forced the sweetest smile she could manage, while every alarm bell in her head was already ringing.

Just you wait. If you try anything, I'll deal with you myself.

Looking at her sweet smile and her obviously nervous eyes, Liam suddenly felt the urge to tease her.

He stood up and slowly began taking off his clothes.

When he reached the point of removing his underwear, he could even hear her breathing turn quick and uneven from nerves.

"W - Wait!"
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Claire Benson, I Need More Intensive Treatment

Faced with his cold, dangerously handsome face, Claire quickly turned around and presented him with her back.

What a joke. He was already devastating enough fully dressed, and even the way he undressed was distractingly seductive. If she kept watching, she was afraid she might die of blood loss on the spot.

She cleared her throat awkwardly. "Liam... actually, you d - don't need to take off your underwear."

Liam, a man known for his icy temperament, watched her shrink into herself like a startled rabbit. Amusement flickered in his eyes, and the corners of his lips lifted ever so slightly.

Of course he knew the procedure. Before coming here, his friend had practically lectured him about it for three straight days. He was simply enjoying teasing the young woman in front of him a little.

"Okay. I'm ready."

Lying back on the examination bed, Liam's deep, magnetic voice echoed through the room.

Claire swallowed nervously and turned back around. "All right, Liam... one moment, please." Because of her nerves, her fingers were clenched so tightly around the handle of the little rubber hammer that her knuckles had turned pale.

When she looked up and caught the trace of laughter in his eyes, Claire glared at him in defiance. Then she took a deep breath, forced herself to calm down, and turned to switch on the music.

As the music began to play, she slowly started moving her waist in rhythm. With every sway of her body, the deep curve of her cleavage flashed in and out of sight before him.

The suggestive music, the beautiful woman, her snow-pale skin, and that slender waist that looked as though it could be encircled in one hand - all of it slowly stirred something inside Liam.

"Can your... testing skills get any worse than this?"

His restless, velvety voice sounded by her ear like the low note of a cello.

Claire's body paused for half a beat.

Then she immediately switched to an even more provocative track.

Oh, go to hell. I'm the top diagnostic assistant in the department, and you dare question my ability?

Her competitive streak was instantly provoked.

Her movements became more alluring, filling the room with a thicker, more dangerous tension. Step by step, she danced closer to the half-reclining man on the bed. Her small fingers brushed his cheek one moment, then slowly trailed across his chest the next.

When she felt his dark, intent gaze locked on her, Claire leaned toward his face.

Just as Liam thought she was about to kiss him, she suddenly turned slightly and breathed softly against the skin behind his ear.

A sharp, electric sensation ran straight down his spine.

Seeing the slight reaction she had finally drawn from him, Claire secretly reveled in her victory.

Serves you right for looking down on me.

She moved around the side of the bed, one hand sliding slowly downward along his body.

The straight bridge of his nose. His firm lips. His sculpted chest. His hard, defined abs...

But just as her hand brushed the inside of his thigh, the world spun.

In an instant, Claire found herself shoved back against the table.

Liam's hands gripped her slender waist tightly. With one hard pull, her lower abdomen was pressed firmly against him.

A scorching, rigid heat pushed insistently against her, and panic shot through her chest.

She had just opened her mouth to question him when his voice, rich and dangerously magnetic, sounded beside her ear.

"I think... I need a more thorough treatment."

The next second, there was a sharp ripping sound.

A chill ran across her back.
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Pressed Tightly Together

Claire's eyes widened in alarm as she stared at Daniel Reed whose hands were roaming over her body as if he had every right.

"Liam... this is not part of the treatment," she said as calmly as she could, relying on all her years of nursing experience while Daniel pinned her beneath him.

Liam had no intention of listening.

This woman had been the one teasing and seducing him so boldly. There was no way he was going to let her go that easily.

His hands never stopped moving. His large palm wandered across her flawless, jade-smooth back, and the silky feel of her skin only made it harder for him to pull away.

"I'm the patient," he murmured, his warm breath brushing against her ear. "Treating the patient is your job."

A numb, tingling sensation ran through Claire's whole body.

Trying to stop things from going further, she quickly said, "Liam, I'm only a nurse. If you really need more in-depth treatment, I can arrange for a doctor."

What was happening here? She had been so careful, so alert, and yet she had still fallen right into this man's hands.

Was it because she had absolutely no resistance to handsome men?

Or had she simply been dealing with too many creepy patients lately?

At the word doctor, Liam's handsome brows drew together slightly. Then the thought amused him.

This was Youren Hospital - his hospital. Since when did she need to arrange a doctor for him?

In the brief moment when Liam's attention shifted, Claire seized the chance and slipped out of his hold with surprising speed.

But the instant her feet touched the floor, her waist tightened.

A pair of long, strong arms wrapped around her slender waist and pulled her back again.

With a light tug from behind, Liam drew her straight into his embrace.

Her smooth back pressed tightly against his bare chest, and only then did Claire fully realize how dangerous the situation had become.

Under normal circumstances, there was no way some reckless patient would ever be able to bully her this far.

She quietly drew in a breath, panic beginning to rise in her chest, because the temperature of Daniel behind her was getting hotter and hotter.

Then Liam sat down on the table and pulled her onto his lap. Resting his chin against her shoulder, he murmured softly, "Little nurse... little nurse... what am I supposed to do now?"

At that point, Claire barely dared to breathe.

Even through the fabric of their clothes, she could feel the unmistakable proof of his arousal pressing against her.

Hard. Burning hot.

She was a nurse - a urology nurse. She knew exactly what would happen if she moved carelessly now.

She was still so young. She had not even had the chance to enjoy life yet. She had not even found herself a boyfriend.

How could she possibly let herself be taken by this man right in front of her?

"Little nurse, are you thinking about how to escape?" Liam asked lazily, while those beautiful thin lips began brushing against the side of her neck in restless kisses.

"Liam... I think I need to have a serious talk with you about your condition," she said, deliberately imitating his tone.

"Oh?" Liam raised a brow and smiled. "Is that so?"

His lazy, magnetic voice had barely faded when he turned her body around to face him.

Their eyes met.

What made it even worse was that Liam casually lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, one large hand supporting her hips as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

"Then let's talk," he said lightly.

Claire's face was already burning red.

With her legs around his waist, the most intimate parts of their bodies were pressed tightly together.
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I'll Have You Right Now

She had only said that to stall for time.

Who would have thought this man could be so shameless?

Claire was furious, but she could not easily lash out. The hospital staff had already gone home, and the director had made it clear that no one was allowed to interrupt during a patient's examination.

If she had known this man was even more dangerous than the ones on television, she would have prepared much more carefully.

Seeing the little woman in front of him trying so hard to suppress her emotions, Liam found himself in an exceptionally good mood. Taking advantage of the moment, he leaned in and stole a quick kiss from her lips.

Just moments ago, he had thought he might be rewarded with a kiss from her of his own accord.

Instead, he had been played. Teased. Thoroughly fooled.

And yet, from that brief touch of their lips alone, he had already tasted her sweetness.

Her face had already been flushed, but now, with anger and embarrassment mixed together, it was even more captivating. Her reddened cheeks gave her a vivid, irresistible charm.

Liam looked at her with darkened eyes. Lowering his head, he pressed his thin lips slowly against hers again.

A shallow taste was no longer enough.

She was sweet - too sweet - like something warm and soft after a long hunger.

Claire's first instinct was to resist, but as she shifted, his body grew even tenser.

His voice turned hoarse. "Move again, and I really will lose control."

That threat worked instantly.

The moment he finished speaking, Claire froze. Her hands still pressed against his chest in refusal, but at least she no longer struggled.

Liam found it amusing, and a dangerous smile curved at the corner of his lips.

He kissed her with a forceful certainty, prying past her resistance and stealing her breath little by little.

Claire was left to endure wave after wave of his heated kisses until her head began to spin and her face burned even hotter.

"Breathe," he murmured briefly.

Then he left her lips and brushed a gentler kiss against her shoulder.

He seemed to sense that she was afraid, so he deliberately softened, trying not to frighten her too much.

Still, whether from fear or something else, he could feel her body trembling uncontrollably.

What he did not know was that her trembling only pushed him closer to the edge.

Claire was grinding her teeth in frustration.

This man was fierce, practically predatory. How could he possibly be the kind of patient she had expected? She had clearly been tricked.

A man in the heat of the moment was supposed to be at his weakest.

Her mind spun rapidly, trying to figure out how to escape.

Then it hit her.

Her eyes widened.

In the next second, she made a startling move.

With a sudden burst of strength, Claire shoved Liam backward onto the table.

Liam was stunned. For a moment, he thought this competitive little nurse had finally decided to take the initiative. A smile appeared on his lips, and he actually lay back obediently.

Of course, his hands still held tightly to her waist to stop her from escaping.

Claire sneered inwardly. So he was guarding against her this carefully.

For the sake of her future, she would have to risk it.

Then she lowered her soft lips to his again.

This move clearly caught Liam off guard. For a moment, he was so surprised that his vigilance slipped.

He knew it. With a face like his, how could this little nurse possibly remain unmoved?

Using both hands, Claire pinned his wrists above his head. While kissing him, she reached toward the side of the table and quietly pulled out the rope hidden there, swiftly looping it around his hands.

At the same time, one of her hands slid down across him in a slow, distracting caress - from his handsome features to his broad chest, over the firm lines of his abdomen, and lower still.

Her hand was soft, cool, and light. The contrast against his heated skin made his breathing deepen.

Liam closed his eyes, caught completely off guard by the sensation.

This was her chance.
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A Ruthless Lesson

"Ah -!"

Liam let out a sudden shout as Claire's little rubber hammer came crashing down hard against him.

Pain exploded through him.

Glaring at her in fury, Liam tried to get up, only to realize that at some point his hands had already been tied down. What made it even worse was that his feet had been bound as well. He could not move at all.

Holding the rubber hammer in one hand, Claire gave him a warning look, signaling him not to act recklessly. Then she hastily put her clothes back on and grabbed a tissue to scrub hard at the lips he had just ravaged.

Once was not enough.

Twice was still not enough.

Dragging over a chair, Claire sat down arrogantly and crossed one leg over the other. She glanced at Daniel still struggling on the table, and the more she looked at him, the angrier she became.

"You shameless pervert."

The moment the words left her mouth, she lifted the hammer and gave him another fierce round of punishment.

"How dare you take advantage of me. Are you tired of living?"

Liam stared at her in disbelief.

A man like him had always stood above everyone else. When had he ever been insulted by anyone, let alone a woman?

Women had always been the ones begging for his attention. This woman clearly had a death wish. Had she not bothered to find out who he was?

"Untie me," he warned coldly. "Or the consequences won't be something you can handle."

But Claire was not the least bit intimidated.

Who was she?

At that moment, the advantage was completely on her side. Did he really think a threat from him would scare her?

Of course not.

Her swollen lips parted, and she spat out two words:

"Pervert."

Then, the moment she saw the fury in his eyes rise like a lion on the verge of tearing someone apart, she moved quickly. Grabbing a wad of cloth from nearby, she shoved it straight into his mouth.

Much better.

Claire looked at her handiwork with satisfaction. Now Liam was tied to the table, unable to move and unable to speak. Perfect.

Yes, it was already after work, but there were still doctors on duty and patients in the hospital. If he started yelling, who knew what people would think? They might believe she was abusing a patient.

She had professional ethics, thank you very much.

Leaning back in the chair, she looked at him smugly. "Well? Why so quiet now? Where did all that strength go when you were bullying me just now?"

As she spoke, she even kicked him in the leg.

Who was Liam?

The president of the Dilong Consortium.

And yet here he was, on his own turf, tied up and beaten by a little nurse. If word of this ever got out, would he not become the laughingstock of the century?

So no - there was no way he was going to let Claire off easily. Thinking about simply making her disappear would have been too merciful.

His three friends were probably already waiting to laugh at him.

"You just wait," he bit out unclearly through the cloth.

But with his mouth stuffed, Claire could not make out a thing.

"What was that? Say it again."

She even leaned closer, deliberately offering him her ear.

But the moment Liam thought of how humiliating his current situation was, he simply gave up trying to speak.

Claire rolled her eyes at him.

The instant she remembered how outrageously this so-called patient had treated her just now, she wanted nothing more than to make him pay for it.

In her opinion, Liam absolutely deserved a price for what he had done.

So what should she do?

She fell into thought.

Then suddenly, an idea flashed through her mind.
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Your Body Was Full of Surprises

Looking at the strikingly handsome man in front of her, Claire suddenly felt it was necessary to teach him a proper lesson. With a face like his showing up in the hospital, who knew how many young nurses might fall victim to his shameless behavior?

"Stay right there, handsome," she said with a smug smile. "I'll be back to take care of you in a minute."

The moment she finished speaking, she darted out of the room.

A short while later, her petite figure appeared in front of Liam again, this time carrying a makeup bag.

By now, Liam had more or less guessed what she was planning. Bound as he was, he could do nothing except glare at her with a murderous look, hoping she had enough sense to stop.

Claire, however, paid no attention to his fierce expression or the obvious threat in his eyes.

She calmly unzipped the bag, pulled out a lipstick, and circled it around the corner of his lips, admiring her work as she went. "Goodness," she said, clicking her tongue, "you really are ridiculously pretty."

Then she even pinched his cheek.

His skin was flawless.

No foundation needed.

"That look in your eyes is not cute at all," she said in an exaggerated tone. "Big sister is terrified."

Her hands, however, were quick and merciless. In no time, she had darkened the area around his eyes, then stepped back to admire him.

"Oh, now that is adorable. A baby panda would probably think you were family."

Liam was on the verge of exploding.

Comparing him to a panda? That ridiculous woman had some nerve.

If looks could kill, Claire would have died on the spot several times over.

Unfortunately for him, she remained completely oblivious to just how badly he wanted revenge.

Still thoroughly pleased with herself, she continued her "artistic improvements."

Because of the earlier examination, Liam was dressed in very little, and Claire took the opportunity to look him over from top to bottom, then from bottom to top again, as though inspecting a masterpiece.

After a moment, her gaze settled, and a mischievous idea lit up her face.

She had once heard her novelist friend Nina Scott ramble on about how certain details looked much more "appealing" in softer colors.

And since this man was already unfairly handsome to begin with...

"Oh no," she murmured dramatically. "I'm feeling evil."

She said it, and then she did it anyway.

By the time she finished, she let out a long breath and admired her own handiwork with deep satisfaction.

"Perfect," she declared. "Absolutely perfect."

Then she took out her phone and snapped a photo with him.

"This masterpiece is too good to keep to myself."

The second Liam realized she meant to post it online, he finally snapped and began struggling violently against the ropes, trying to break free.

But the more he fought, the tighter the ropes pulled.

Seeing this, Claire kindly explained, "This rope has a special feature. The more you move, the tighter it gets. You were fine when you stayed still, weren't you?"

Only then did Liam realize that from the very beginning, he had been completely outplayed by this woman.

Still, Claire felt no guilt at all.

Given the number of creeps she had to deal with lately, a nurse in her position had every reason to prepare for her own safety.

Without that precaution, things might have ended very badly for her just now.

Liam swore silently that he would never let this woman off.

Checking the time on her phone, Claire smiled gently and leaned close to his ear, her breath brushing lightly against his skin.

"What a pity," she whispered. "My shift is over."

Her final task was complete.

Perfect.

With that, she picked up the little rubber hammer again and lightly brushed it against him in teasing warning, watching his expression shift as she smirked in satisfaction.
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The Big Boss Strikes Back

"The treatment is over, Liam. Wishing you a bright and wonderful future."

After saying that, Claire calmly straightened her clothes, tossed him a cheerful "Goodbye," and walked out of the room.

Outside, Benjamin, Bryce Brooks, and Sophie Carter Stone had already arrived and were waiting by the door, having timed it perfectly.

The moment Benjamin saw Claire, he hurried forward. "Claire, how did it go?"

Claire smiled at him. "Adrian Wells, Benjamin, he's cured."

The moment they heard that, the other two immediately tried to rush inside.

But Claire blocked the doorway.

She raised a hand and motioned for them to step aside. The three men exchanged glances, then followed her to the end of the hallway. As the hospital director, Benjamin was the first to ask anxiously, "Claire, did something happen?"

Claire lowered her head, looking a little awkward.

At that moment, Sophie spoke up with obvious delight in his voice. "Don't tell me our big brother really can't do it anymore?"

Bryce shot him a glare at once, and Sophie quickly shut his mouth.

"It's like this," Claire began. "During the treatment, the patient was extremely uncooperative. So I had to use some rather aggressive methods to stimulate him. You should prepare yourselves mentally."

The three men knew Liam's temperament well. Besides, they had been the ones who insisted he come for treatment in the first place, so his resistance was hardly surprising.

"You've worked hard, Claire. Go home and get some rest," Benjamin said.

For the director himself to say you've worked hard was practically an honor.

Claire smiled politely. "It was my duty. Then I'm off work now. Bye."

With that, she trotted away.

Once she was gone, the three of them hurried toward the examination room to see what had happened to their brother.

The door had barely opened when Sophie's voice rang out, full of excitement:

"Brother, now you'll finally be able to enjoy romance every night. I've already arranged tonight's entertainment for you - just waiting for you to go into ba - "

The final word died in his throat.

The instant the three of them stepped into the room, they froze in utter disbelief.

Liam was tied to the table.

His mouth had been stuffed shut.

And his face -

Benjamin, Bryce, and Sophie were so shocked they could not even close their mouths.

Sophie was the first to recover. "We definitely walked into the wrong room."

The other two nodded immediately in full agreement.

"Get back here."

The three men, who had already started turning around, stopped dead at that familiar voice.

Then they heard Liam grind out, "Untie me. Now."

His mouth had only just been freed, and it still hurt.

As the hospital director, Benjamin was the most familiar with the equipment. While unfastening the restraints, he muttered under his breath, "Aren't these the restraints we use for psychiatric patients?"

The moment Liam heard that, his temper exploded all over again.

As soon as the restraints were removed, he shot to his feet and cursed through clenched teeth, "That damned woman."

Seeing the state he was in, the other three could not help laughing.

So this was what the little nurse had meant by "aggressive methods"?

Their mighty brother had actually been subdued by a single young nurse.

That was almost worthy of admiration.

"Bring me that little fox's file," Liam said coldly.

Freshly washed clean, he stood there with only a bath towel wrapped around his waist, his powerful body exposed to the air. His face was dark with fury.

From the side, Benjamin gave a cautious laugh. "Brother, Xiaoyu may have been a little aggressive, but she did cure you in the end, so maybe - "

Maybe you shouldn't go after a young girl, especially one who happened to be one of the most capable nurses in their male urology department.

Liam shot him a razor-sharp look, and Benjamin instantly fell silent.

Inwardly, however, he was already praying for Claire.

Xiaoyu... you're on your own now.

A moment later, Sophie pushed the door open and walked in, still wearing that signature smile that never seemed to leave his face.

"Brother, that woman Claire's file is missing."

"I hear the South African market has been doing very well lately. Perhaps - "Liam let the sentence hang.

He knew exactly what Sophie was thinking.

The moment Sophie realized he might actually get shipped off to South Africa, all thoughts of loyalty vanished.

For the sake of his beautiful life - and his handsome, fair face -

Claire, forgive me.

"This one?" Sophie stepped forward at once and respectfully presented the sheet of paper containing Claire's information.

Bryce, who had followed him in, could not help saying, "She's just a nurse. There's really no need to make such a big deal out of this."

Now all three of them were speaking up for Claire, and that only made Liam even angrier.

After all, it was these three so-called friends who had dragged him in for treatment in the first place. If not for them, he never would have ended up getting humiliated by that little nurse.

The more he thought about it, the more he wanted to throw all three of them out.

But after so many years of brotherhood, the others knew him too well. The moment they saw the shift in his expression, they immediately retreated to avoid becoming collateral damage.

"Brother, we've got something else to do, so we won't disturb you any longer."

Then they vanished without a trace.

Liam's gaze remained fixed on the sheet of paper in his hand.

In the photograph, Claire smiled brightly, pure and sweet, like a sunflower glowing in the sunlight - full of life and warmth.

His expression slowly twisted.

It was precisely that innocent, lovely face that had brought him the first humiliation of his life at the hands of a woman.

His fingers tightened around the paper.

Then, suddenly, he saw something.
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When Liam's gaze landed on the small printed words "hearing impairment," his mind drifted for a moment, and the sheet of paper slipped lightly from his hand to the floor.

Irritated, he stood up, walked out onto the balcony, and called Benjamin.

"Don't fire her."

After saying that, he hung up immediately, leaving Benjamin utterly baffled on the other end of the line.

Don't fire her?

Had he heard that right? His older brother had reversed a decision in less than two hours.

What was going on?

He immediately picked up his phone again, eager to share the shocking news with Sophie and Bryce.

The other two were just as stunned when they heard it.

The cool night breeze drifted by, but Liam stood in the darkness, smoking one cigarette after another. Even his deep, unreadable eyes seemed touched with sorrow.

At that moment, Claire was sitting on the sofa in her tiny rented room, staring sadly at the images on the television.

Earlier, the head of the hospital's HR department had personally called to inform her that she had been fired. Not long after, her landlord came knocking for this month's rent. Looking at the wallet that was nearly empty, Claire deeply regretted everything she had done that day.

How was she supposed to know that the handsome man she met that afternoon was actually her boss's boss's boss -

her ultimate boss?

If she had known, she would never have treated Liam so harshly. So what if he had taken a little advantage of her? It wasn't like she would die from it.

But losing her job?

That really could kill a person.

How was she supposed to survive now?

Just as she was feeling completely hopeless, the phone beside her rang. She glanced at it and assumed it was the landlord calling to ask when she would pay the rent. She ignored it and turned the television volume up even louder.

The ringtone kept looping.

"Should I answer, or shouldn't I answer..."

The phone continued to ring insistently, as if it would never stop until she picked up.

Closing her eyes, Claire finally grabbed the phone and shouted, "I already said I'll pay the rent in a few days! Why are you rushing me?"

The person on the other end was clearly stunned into silence.

"It's Daisy Dalton."

After calling for so long without an answer, only to be met with yelling the second the call connected, even the most patient person would lose their temper. Daisy suppressed the urge to curse her out and calmly stated her name.

She and Claire had known each other since high school. From the very beginning, they had been incredibly close, and over the years they had become the kind of best friends who shared everything.

"Daisy, why are you calling?" Claire instantly softened, her tone turning gentle at once. That was the special treatment reserved for best friends.

"I'm going abroad to study. Come to the airport tomorrow and see me off. I'll probably be gone for a year or two, so you'd better make sure you take the day off."

"Study abroad?" Claire paused for a second before remembering that Daisy had been preparing for this for quite some time.

"Okay. I'll definitely come." She agreed without hesitation. After all, she was unemployed now. Looking for a new job could wait another day or two.

The next day.

"Claire, you're dragging down the speed of the entire turtle family."

The sharp-tongued Nina couldn't resist insulting her the moment she saw her.

Claire froze.

She had already gotten up at five - thirty in the morning, rushed to catch the first bus, and practically flown all the way to the airport - and Daisy had still already left.

Now the only one still standing there was her other best friend, Nina.

"T - traffic..." Claire panted heavily from running. "Where's Daisy?"

"The plane's already gone. Here." Nina handed her a set of keys, imitating Daisy's overbearing tone. "Stop letting your landlord chase you down for rent every month. It's too embarrassing. While I'm abroad, I'm putting you in charge of looking after my place."

A villa.

A place to stay for free.

The moment it sank in, Claire shamelessly squeezed herself into Nina's QQ car and insisted that Nina drive her back so she could move her things.

"This is what they mean by 'where there's a road, there's a way out' - just when things look hopeless, they turn around," Claire said, clutching the keys in her hand and feeling unbelievably lucky.

"Did you forget to take your medicine before leaving the house?" Nina asked. "It's just a free place to stay. Do you really need to get this emotional about life?"

At that moment, the phone rang again.

"Should I answer or not..."

Claire hurriedly picked up this time.

The head nurse's stern voice exploded through the phone at once.

"Claire, look at the time! Why aren't you at work yet? Do you not want this job anymore?"

A barrage of furious shouting came down on her.

Claire went rigid. "What is going on?"

"What's going on is that you were not fired," the head nurse roared. "What are you dawdling for? Be late again tomorrow and see what happens to you."

Holding the phone, Claire was too stunned to react.

Life really was full of surprises.

That cold-faced boss had actually decided not to fire her.

A week passed in quiet routine.

That day, while Claire was still fast asleep, there came a deafening bang -

and the bedroom door was kicked open.
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Claire shot up from the bed the instant she heard the noise. The moment she saw her door hanging crooked on its frame, she was furious. That door had cost money, okay?

She rushed out at top speed - only to find Liam standing there calmly, her black cat dangling from his hand.

The moment their eyes met, both of them froze in shock.

This little vixen really did have unusual tastes. Even the cat she kept had a bizarre hobby.

But Claire had no time to think about that. Right now, all she cared about was her cat.

Her black cat was usually obedient and affectionate. It was only a little mischievous now and then.

For example, it had a habit of stealing handsome men's underwear.

"You pervert!" Claire snapped the second she saw Liam. "Don't you know breaking into someone's home is illegal? Don't you know damaging someone else's property is an infringement? Don't you know bullying someone's pet counts as animal abuse?"

She was already irritated the moment she saw him. This awful man had first lied about needing treatment and stolen her first kiss by force. Then he had tried to use his power to get her fired.

That alone was bad enough.

But now, on a perfectly beautiful weekend morning, he had not only wrecked her door, he was also bullying her cat.

A gentleman could endure it. Her black cat might endure it.

But Claire could not.

The moment Liam heard her accusation, his face darkened. He tossed Blake Blackwood into the air in anger, then kicked it aside. The cat, which had already been yowling nonstop, now let out a pitiful cry that seemed to tell its owner just how badly it had been wronged.

So, she had quite a sharp tongue after all.

"Y - you... you pervert!" Claire could no longer think of any other word to describe this infuriating man standing in front of her.

She was wearing a silky slip dress with thin straps, and in her anger her chest rose and fell sharply while her small face flushed bright red.

Liam looked at the little woman standing before him with her hands on her hips. His throat bobbed as he suppressed the sudden stirring in his chest. Then he pointed toward the underwear scattered nearby and asked, "This dead cat stole my underwear and scratched my bedmate. Tell me - how exactly are you going to take responsibility for this?"

Claire looked down and only then noticed the pile of underwear in disarray outside Blake's little bed. She instantly fell speechless.

"What happened to all that attitude from just now?" Liam asked, raising a brow.

"Liam, I'm sorry. I didn't realize just now that it was my cat who offended you. I'll apologize on his behalf. I'm truly very sorry."

As she spoke, she bent at the waist with complete sincerity.

And in that instant, everything in front of her was laid bare before Liam's eyes.

Claire felt utterly helpless. Her black cat had always had the habit of stealing handsome men's underwear. She just had not expected that after moving into the villas on East Mountain, the bad habit would get even worse.

"So if I punish him, am I in the wrong?" Liam asked.

He stood over six feet tall, while Claire was only about one - sixty - eight. The difference in height alone gave her an overwhelming sense of pressure. Knowing she was in the wrong, Claire nodded rapidly like a chick pecking at grain.

"Then I'll kill him."

Having achieved exactly the reaction he wanted, Liam smiled with obvious wicked satisfaction.

"No!"

Unable to stop him any other way, Claire threw her arms around Liam's waist, refusing to let him get anywhere near her cat.

Liam lowered his head and looked at the pale arms wrapped around him, then at the soft, yielding touch pressed against his back.

Something inside him shifted.

And suddenly, desire rose without warning.
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He turned back and looked into Claire's pleading eyes. For some reason, his mood improved instantly.

Tilting up her chin, Liam lowered his head and kissed the lips he had been thinking about for far too long.

Claire froze. Instinctively, she tried to push him away.

Liam turned and pinned her tightly against his chest, kissing her with fierce, possessive force. He came at her too hard, too fast. She resisted for a moment, but soon she could no longer hold out.

It felt as if every bit of strength had been drained from her body, and before long she had gone soft in his arms.

When he realized she was no longer struggling, the kiss deepened. His movements became slower, gentler, yet somehow even more overpowering. That quiet dominance seeped straight into her heart and stirred waves she could not control.

Just like the first time, Claire was unbearably inexperienced. She did not even know how to catch her breath, and her face flushed crimson from holding it in.

Liam finally released her lips, his warm breath spilling over her neck.

The moment she was free, Claire burst out, "Liam, you shameless pervert!"

Liam kissed her again. In the gap between breaths, he murmured against her ear, "Do you still want your cat back?"

Half threat, half flirtation.

That was when Claire finally remembered who this man was - her ultimate boss. If he could deal with her direct superior so ruthlessly, what chance would her cat have?

For the sake of her black cat, she had no choice but to give in.

"Liam..." She blinked up at him with wide innocent eyes and forced a smile. "A man like you - someone so important - wouldn't really hold a grudge against a cat, right?"

Her mind was already spinning. Someone as arrogant as him probably enjoyed being flattered. She would stall him first. Once he got distracted basking in his own greatness, she could snatch the cat and run. As long as her black cat was back in her arms, she would never give Liam another chance to hurt it.

"Heh." Liam smiled without warmth.

This little fox was scheming again. Definitely not obedient.

"Heh... right..." Claire forced an awkward laugh of her own. Why did this man smile in a way that made people shiver?

Liam lowered his gaze, following her line of sight toward Blake.

"You praise me so sincerely that I'm almost flattered," he said lazily. "Are you trying to figure out how to rescue your cat?"

This little woman cared too much about that cat. With her temperament, there was no way she would surrender so easily unless she was plotting something.

"No. Absolutely not." Claire denied it at once, turning back to him with an even brighter smile.

Liam frowned slightly and cast the cat a dangerous look. Fine. He wanted to see what she would do this time.

Claire knew he had already grown suspicious, so she had to convince him.

"Since Liam already understands what I'm after, then I won't beat around the bush. If you let my cat go, I'll agree to anything."

She raised a hand as if making an oath, looking almost childlike.

"I won't play tricks anymore."

What she really thought was: Just wait and see how I deal with you later.

Ever since that first kiss, this woman he had once let off too lightly had left an indelible mark on his mind. Even his body seemed to have remembered her. Every time he saw her, his reaction came fast and fierce.

Even the way she had stood there just now - hands on hips, all fire and temper - had been unexpectedly irresistible.

Meanwhile, Claire told herself: It's just a kiss. One kiss or two - what difference does it make?

Liam kissed her while his hands began to roam restlessly over her body. Claire instantly sensed that she was about to suffer a serious loss and started struggling again.

Liam had not expected such a strong reaction from her this time.

In the middle of the scuffle, the two of them lost their balance and tumbled onto the sofa beside them.

By sheer accident, her lips crashed right against his.

Claire cried out, but that only gave Liam the perfect opening. His tongue slipped easily into her mouth and entangled with hers.

Burning with humiliation, Claire opened her eyes - only to discover that Liam's gaze kept drifting toward Blake not far away, and there was nothing kind in that look.

Anger rose in her chest, but she did not dare let it show. Then she remembered her own words from moments ago - that she would do anything. Gritting her teeth, she pushed past her shame and timidly kissed him back, offering up her tongue to his kiss.

Her sudden initiative caught Liam off guard.

But he did not retreat.

Not this time. He was not going to be outplayed by this woman again.

As he felt the soft tip of her tongue brush through his mouth, sending ripples of warmth through him, his body gave an involuntary shiver.

She carried a sweetness all her own.

As if to confirm that it was real, he suddenly lifted a hand, gripped the back of her head, and forced the kiss deeper.

The pressure made her teeth knock against his, and the slight pain drew a sharp breath from her lips. That was all the opening he needed to turn from passive to dominant. He pressed her beneath him and kissed her hard.

Claire could barely breathe. Her face was flushed a deep, breathless red as she shut her eyes and endured the overwhelming force of his kiss.

Pinned beneath him, she twisted restlessly, and in the struggle her nightdress slipped loose.

The smooth white curve of her chest came suddenly into Liam's view.

She was not wearing a bra.

No matter how strong his self - control was, even he could not stay entirely unaffected at a moment like this.

He had intended to let her off.

But the instant he saw that, the possessive urge deep inside him only grew stronger.

A wicked smile curved across his lips.

He pulled Claire tightly against him, pressing her flat, bare stomach against the heat of his body.
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"Mmm - let go..."

Sensing the danger, Claire shoved hard at Daniel pinning her down, trying to break free. It was useless.

"Meow..."

At the worst possible moment, Blake let out a miserable cry from the side.

The sound made Claire hesitate for a split second.

In less than a second, Liam took advantage of it, dragging her fiercely back into the tangle of his lips and tongue, kissing her without mercy.

In the end, he nearly stripped her out of her nightdress, pinned her beneath him, and kissed his way down from her temple. Her shoulders, pale as first snow, and her smooth white back were soon marked all over with soft pink blossoms.

He had already taken enough advantage of her. If she let Liam keep going like this, then she really would be letting him have his way for free - and that was absolutely not her style.

She could take a loss.

But he would have to pay for it.

She bit him hard, then raked both hands across his back with all the force she could manage. At that moment, she bitterly regretted being a nurse. Her nails had to be clipped every week, so they had almost no destructive power at all.

Fortunately, Claire liked getting her nails done. She had just put on fake nails the day before. They were only moderately deadly, but they still left line after line of red marks across Liam's back. Unsatisfied, she kept scratching, tirelessly, like a little wildcat.

Then Claire gave a sly smile, suddenly began to struggle harder, and "accidentally" drove her knee into a very unfortunate part of him - with absolutely none of the weakness in her legs she had been pretending to have.

"Waaah..."

At a time like this, crying was essential.

According to research, most men had no resistance to a woman's tears.

Seeing her cry so miserably, Liam forced himself to suppress the desire bristling through him. Enduring the pain, he lowered his head and kissed her lightly, then said hoarsely with a laugh, "Didn't you say you'd do anything?"

"..."

The moment he said that, the tears Claire had just managed to stop came pouring down even harder.

"All right, all right... Women really are trouble."

Liam pulled her nightdress back into place, then gathered her into his arms and coaxed her softly.

"Stop crying. I won't touch you."

Claire shifted, trying to move away from the unmistakable proof of his arousal pressing against her from behind. The moment she moved, he pushed her right back, even tighter than before, the heat of him separated from her by nothing but a thin layer of pajama fabric and wedged between her thighs. She twisted awkwardly, and he bit her neck in warning.

"Move again."

"Waaah..."

Claire immediately returned to her old trick and burst into loud tears again.

"You bastard. You heartless, scheming, shameless bully. You're picking on me." Her voice trembled with grievance. "It was just my cat stealing your underwear. Did you really have to pressure me like this? What did I ever do to offend you?"

At that, Liam slowly wiped away her tears with his thumb and asked in a soft voice, "How exactly am I pressuring you?"

Claire glared at him.

If this was not pressure, then what was?

"You... you're a rogue."

With that, she finally pulled herself free from his arms and curled up at the side of the sofa, sobbing quietly.

But the sight of her like that only made Liam burst out laughing.

"What are you laughing at?"

Claire stretched out one pale bare foot and lightly kicked him in the thigh.

He was not even going to settle the score with her? She should have used more force just now, she thought bitterly.

Liam looked at her the way a hungry wolf watched its prey and caught her ankle in one swift motion.

Startled, Claire yanked her foot back at once, shrinking farther into the other side of the sofa and staring at him warily.

So many different sides of her were unfolding one after another before him, and Liam found every one of them irresistibly adorable. Somewhere deep inside, something soft in him was slowly melting.

"We count as neighbors now, don't we?"

Liam asked suddenly.

Claire thought about it. Since she was living here now, technically they probably were neighbors. So she nodded.

"All right then. I'll give you a discount. Twenty percent off. Thirty will do."

Liam sat there looking perfectly calm.

"Three hundred thousand? Three hundred thousand for what?" Claire immediately played dumb.

"The underwear. And the medical expenses."

Claire's eyes went wide in disbelief. She nearly exploded.

"That torn piece of underwear is worth three hundred thousand? Even if it were made of gold, it wouldn't cost that much!"

"In that case, I suppose I'll have to hand your cat over to the police for humane disposal."

With that, Liam rose unhurriedly to his feet, preparing to go catch the cat.

The moment she heard that, Claire's heart twisted in panic.

A man as rich and powerful as Liam was obviously not someone the police would want to offend.

If that happened, then Blake would be doomed.

"But didn't I already apologize to you for it?" Claire protested. "You forgave it, didn't you?"

Liam looked back at her. "When?"

"Just now... that..."

Claire could not bring herself to finish the sentence.

So after all that kissing, she had really been kissed for nothing?

"Oh."

Liam put on a look of sudden understanding and said calmly, "I thought that was you taking responsibility for me. After all, your lovely cat scratched my bedmate. She's gone now, so naturally it falls to you, the owner, to compensate me in her place. And you haven't finished compensating me yet."

Then he added casually, "Also, my bedmate was Yvonne Young."

He paused just long enough for the name to land.

"The one who just won the Oscar for Best Actress. Considering your figure is decent enough, I can reluctantly agree to let you replace her."

At the mention of that name, Claire sucked in a sharp breath.
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What a small world.

"Fine. As for the medical expenses, you'd better discuss them with her personally."

As he spoke, Liam pulled out his phone, clearly preparing to call Yvonne.

Claire immediately rushed to stop him and said with a flattering smile, "Liam, everything can be discussed. Everything can be discussed."

Yvonne was famous in the entertainment industry for being overbearing. And since she made her living with her face and figure, if she found out that Claire's cat had scratched her, there would be no end to the trouble.

They already had old grievances between them.

If the old score and the new one were settled together, the very thought of it made Claire shiver.

Her black cat would definitely suffer.

And she probably would too.

Liam raised a brow and looked at the ever - changing expressions on Claire's face, finding her more adorable by the second.

"So you mean the owner is finally ready to take responsibility?" he asked.

Embarrassed, Claire lowered her head and said softly, "But I really don't have that much money. You know I'm just a nurse."

When she noticed Liam's gaze sweeping over the villa, she hurried to explain, "This is my friend's house. She's gone abroad to study, and I'm only staying here to look after it for her."

So that was it.

A smile tugged at the corner of Liam's mouth, but what he said next was merciless.

"I don't believe you."

Then he leaned closer, his warm breath brushing against her ear as he whispered, "And the price stays the same. Not a cent less."

Claire felt utterly hopeless.

She could not even afford her rent.

Asking her for three hundred thousand might as well have been asking her to die.

"Actually," Liam said, shifting his tone as he watched her despairing face, "not paying cash isn't impossible."

Her wandering thoughts snapped back instantly.

"Really?" she asked, eyes lighting up.

Liam nodded.

That was enough for her. As long as it did not involve money, everything else could be discussed.

"It's simple. If you agree to be my maid for six months, I'll cover the medical expenses."

"Just a maid? You're sure?" Claire asked suspiciously.

Six months in exchange for three hundred thousand? That was a bargain.

"Mhm," Liam replied.

"Then what exactly do I have to do?"

"A maid does what a maid does."

His answer was deliberately vague.

What did a maid do? Laundry, cooking, cleaning, household chores. Ordinary things.

"Deal."

Desperate to save her cat, Claire agreed at once.

At a rate like that, it was far too worth it.

Liam took out his phone and operated it for a moment. Within minutes, someone arrived with a contract.

"Sign it."

He handed it to Claire.

She looked down and immediately spotted the words private maid printed clearly across the top.

"What is a private maid?" she asked at once. The title sounded far too suggestive. She needed to be clear before signing anything and ending up at a disadvantage.

"It just means a maid," Liam said smoothly. "You know how it is. I don't want to be surrounded by rumors, so naturally, your job working for me has to remain confidential too."

Then he added, tempting her further, "Once you sign, I guarantee I won't make things difficult for your cat. And I guarantee Yvonne won't trouble you either."

Claire thought to herself that rich people really did live exhausting lives.

Still, none of that was her concern.

As long as he did not make things hard for her black cat, she could accept it.

It might only be a cat, but after all these years together, Blake had long since become family to her.

She picked up the pen and obediently signed her name on the contract.

A wicked smile curved over Liam's lips as his scheme succeeded.

First, keep her by his side.

"I'll have someone help you resign from your job," he said. "Tomorrow morning, I expect to see your sincerity."

Claire scoffed inwardly.

Wasn't it just making food? She was very good at that.

"No problem," she replied with a bright smile.

"Oh, right."

Liam had already reached the door, but he turned back, looking at her small figure, and said abruptly, "Remember - you still owe me a pair of underwear."

Underwear.

Claire seriously suspected that this polished, high-and-mighty CEO was deeply twisted inside.

The next day.

Claire stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her sexy maid outfit and admiring herself shamelessly.

"Perfect."

After fixing the neckline, she kissed her injured black cat goodbye, picked up breakfast, and headed out.

Following the directions Liam had given her the night before, Claire finally realized just how close these so-called neighbors really were.

The largest villa right next door -

was Liam's home.

No wonder Blake never bothered stealing from anyone else.

It was convenient.

And with so many rich people living here, if the cat stole from one house every day, wouldn't she end up being a maid for life?

She absolutely had to keep it locked indoors from now on and never let it out to cause trouble again.

Head up. Chest out. Stomach in.

A bright, sunny smile bloomed on her lips. Since she had decided to work as Liam's maid, Claire intended to take it seriously.

Just like being a nurse had once been her job, now being a maid was work too.

She opened the door.

And the moment she stepped inside, Claire was stunned.

There was no flashy luxury, no extravagant decoration. The entire house was done in dark colors, and even the curtains were tightly shut.

She had thought she would get to see the lavish interior of a tycoon's mansion.

What a disappointment.

Still, the tone of the house suited Liam perfectly.

Expressionless. Cold - faced. And always bullying her like some kind of...

She stepped farther inside -

"Ow!"

Claire let out a sharp scream.
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She had been so busy looking around the room that she had not noticed the floor at all. It was piled with clutter, a complete mess.

Deliberate.

Absolutely deliberate.

Was this what Liam meant yesterday when he said he wanted to see her sincerity?

Claire took a deep breath and told herself to stay calm.

After setting down the breakfast, the ever - dedicated Claire began cleaning up Liam's disastrous villa.

Hearing the noise downstairs, Liam leaned over the upstairs railing and called to her with a smile, "Once you're done cleaning, wake me up for breakfast."

He had clearly not fully woken up yet. His voice was lazy, low, and almost dangerously seductive.

When Claire looked up, she saw him sprawled there in a loose robe, looking down from above. A stretch of bronze skin and well - defined chest was exposed beneath the half - open collar, making him look unfairly attractive.

Claire swallowed.

Did this man really have to be this shameless? She had not even eaten breakfast yet.

"Hm?" Liam made a questioning sound.

"No problem," Claire replied at once.

In a little over an hour, she had restored the chaotic house to perfect order. Then she reheated the breakfast she had brought in the microwave and carried it upstairs herself to his room.

The moment she pushed the door open, she let out a helpless sigh.

No wonder he slept so soundly.

The whole room was as dark as midnight.

She walked to the window and reached for the thick curtains, ready to pull them open.

But after opening them halfway, her hand paused. She pulled them back into place and instead started opening them layer by layer, slowly and carefully.

If she had thrown them open all at once, the sudden light would probably have hurt his eyes.

Not that she was being kind.

She just did not want him blaming her for anything later.

Better safe than sorry.

As she kept peeling back curtain after curtain, Claire grew increasingly puzzled.

What kind of curtains were these?

Why were there so many layers?

She counted them.

Six.

Did he really need to be this ridiculous?

Lying on the bed, Liam watched her in amusement as she stood there examining the curtains, counting them, peering here and there, completely forgetting the important task of waking him up for breakfast. By the end, she had entertained herself so thoroughly that she seemed to have forgotten he was even in the room.

Liam found himself mildly displeased.

Was he really less interesting than a set of curtains?

The urge to tease her rose again.

He got out of bed without even putting on shoes, walked straight over, and wrapped her in his arms from behind.

Startled, Claire spun around. The instant she realized it was Liam, she was ready to curse him out for taking advantage of her again - but then she noticed his eyes.

They were open.

Yet the deep, sharp gaze she remembered was gone, replaced by something hazy and unfocused.

She waved a hand in front of his face.

No reaction.

His eyes did not even focus.

"Are you... sleepwalking?" she asked cautiously.

The bait was taken.

Liam released her without warning and turned toward the window. He walked straight to it, opened it, and began leaning his body outward -

"Ah!"

Not daring to wake him suddenly, Claire rushed forward and blocked him, wrapping both arms around his lean waist while gently soothing him from behind.

The method seemed strangely effective.

Liam quieted and gradually began leaning against her, finally resting his head against her neck.

She still carried the faint scent of body wash, warm and clean and impossible to ignore. It made him want to bury himself even closer.

Claire sensed the change in him and continued guiding him gently, hoping he would settle down and fall back asleep as soon as possible.

But Liam only grew more restless.

His lips brushed against the pale skin of her neck, and his hands began wandering in ways they definitely should not. His palm closed over her soft curves almost curiously, as if he had found a new toy.

Claire flushed in embarrassment, completely at a loss.

Still, faced with a patient in this condition, she told herself she should endure it.

Helping patients was, after all, part of her sacred duty as a medical worker.

Seeing that she did not resist, Liam grew bolder. His hand slid beneath the hem of her skirt.

After all, it was this short little maid skirt that had tempted him the moment he saw her.

"Hey..." Claire cried softly, immediately pressing her hand over his to stop him. In that moment, she very nearly wanted to wake this reckless sleepwalker up no matter what happened next.

Liam clearly disliked being stopped and shot her a displeased look, as if accusing her of not cooperating.

Seeing that usually cold, expressionless face show such a strangely adorable expression, Claire almost laughed.

Cupping his face in both hands, she looked at his perfectly sculpted features and then, smiling faintly, offered him a kiss of her own.

At least this way, she would lose a little less.

Her lips were soft, and he seemed reluctant to let them go, kissing her with surprising gentleness.

Taking advantage of the moment he was distracted, Claire quickly pulled his wandering hand back around her waist and pinned it there firmly.

While kissing him, she began steadily pushing him backward.

Liam almost laughed.

This little woman really did think fast.

So he let her push him, obediently, all the way toward the soft bed behind him -

which had, in fact, been his goal all along.

He was already suffering enough.

Did she not know that mornings were the worst possible time for a man?

And then she had shown up dressed like that in a maid uniform.

It was practically a uniform fantasy brought to life.

Liam swore to himself that this time, he
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