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Sarah adjusted the hem of her cropped sweater for the third time, the soft fabric brushing against the smooth skin of her waist as she glanced down the hushed hallway of the high-rise. The city’s distant hum filtered through the walls like a promise, electric and alive.

“You look perfect,” Chris murmured, leaning in to press a warm kiss to her temple. His breath carried that familiar sandalwood-and-laundry scent that always made her toes curl a little.

She let out a soft, breathy laugh—half nerves, half the giddy buzz of the unknown. “I know. I just... I want this to feel right.”

“It will.” His voice was steady, but she caught the undercurrent of excitement thrumming beneath it. “Smart location, flexible setup, good price. Everything we talked about.”

He listed it like a checklist, the way he always did when he was trying to play it cool. But Sarah knew better. She’d watched him hunched over his laptop night after night, scrolling through listings with that focused hunger in his eyes. This one felt different. This one felt like the beginning of something real—something that could reshape their future together.

They were only three weeks into the relocation. Their temporary sublet was still a maze of half-unpacked boxes and scattered IKEA tools, but Chris’s new finance job had already swallowed him in early mornings and late evenings. She loved that drive in him, the quiet ambition paired with that easy, self-deprecating charm. It was one of the many reasons she’d fallen so hard.

When he’d first floated the idea of a flat share to save for their own place, she’d hesitated. She cherished their privacy, the comfortable rhythm of their nights, the way his hands knew exactly how to unravel her. But part of her—the restless, curious part—had whispered yes. Building something bigger. Planning instead of coasting. And they were solid. God, they were solid. Even standing here outside a stranger’s door, she felt that warm anchor in her chest: the deep certainty of being exactly where she belonged, with the man who truly saw her.

Chris glanced down at her and smiled—that slow, crooked smile that still flipped her stomach after three years. He’d been her first real everything. The first man who looked past the surface and loved her softness, her fire, her messy imperfections. He listened like it mattered. He fucked her like he meant it—patient mouth between her thighs until she trembled, then gentle hands making her tea afterward. How many women got that lucky?

Her gaze traced the faint stubble along his jaw, the way his shirt hugged his shoulders. Her fingers instinctively laced tighter with his.

The hallway wrapped around them in clean, modern lines softened by time—gentle lighting that cast long, intimate shadows. Their footsteps echoed softly, making every breath feel weighted with possibility. She could practically hear Chris rehearsing charming small talk in his head, even as he kept his face relaxed.

Sarah caught her reflection in the darkened window glass and let herself really look this time. The cropped sweater showed a tempting slice of toned midriff. Her jeans clung to the generous curve of her hips and the full, firm swell of her ass—years of yoga had sculpted long, supple lines, but her body was anything but fragile. Soft where it invited touch, strong where it could take it. She carried herself with the quiet confidence of a woman who knew exactly what her curves could do, not just how they looked.

Her face was warm and open, dark hazel eyes tilting upward at the corners, full lips naturally plush, sun-kissed skin that always looked touched by summer. Thick, dark curls were twisted into a loose bun, a few rebellious strands framing her face. People called her pretty. Chris called her breathtaking. And in moments like this, when his eyes lingered on her like she was the only woman in the world, she almost believed it.

She wasn’t nervous. Just... aware. Deeply, skin-prickling aware of the low thrum of anticipation in her belly, the way her nipples had tightened slightly against her bra from the cool hallway air and the electric unknown waiting behind that door.

Chris reached out and knocked—three solid, confident raps that echoed down the corridor.

“Stop checking your reflection in the window,” he teased, voice warm with affection.

“I’m not!” she protested with a playful laugh, even as heat rose in her cheeks.

“You are. And again—” He gave her that smile, eyes darkening just a fraction as they swept over her. “—perfect.”

Before she could argue, a sound stirred behind the door—footsteps. Slow, heavy, deliberate. Each one landed with quiet authority, vibrating faintly through the floorboards and into the soles of her shoes. Sarah’s chest rose with a slow, involuntary inhale, her nipples tightening again beneath the thin fabric of her sweater.

The door opened.

At first there was only the tall, shadowed frame of the entryway and the deeper darkness beyond it. Then he filled the space.

Ronald.

The impact hit her like a warm wave rolling through her body. He was big—not just tall, but powerfully built, with wide shoulders that seemed to own the doorway and a chest that stretched the black fitted tee across firm, sculpted muscle. His skin was a rich, deep brown, smooth and flawless under the hallway lighting, radiating a kind of quiet strength that made the air feel thicker. There was no immediate smile, only a calm, centred presence that pulled at something low in her belly.

Then his full lips curved, slow and effortlessly polite. “You must be Chris and Sarah.”

His voice was a low, resonant rumble, the kind that seemed to start in his chest and settle somewhere deep inside her. Grounded. Unhurried. The kind of voice that didn’t need to raise itself to command attention.

Chris stepped forward first, flashing his easy, boyish grin as he extended his hand. “Hey, man—great to meet you. I’m Chris.”

Sarah hung back half a second longer than she should have, her gaze tracing the carved lines of Ron’s forearms, the subtle veins that stood out against his skin, the way the fabric of his shirt clung to the solid curve of his pectorals. It wasn’t leering. It was noticing. Drinking in the sheer physical reality of him. His body wasn’t gym-mirror polished; it was lived-in powerful. The kind of build that spoke of capability, of effortless dominance that didn’t need to announce itself.

Even the way he stood—barefoot, relaxed, completely at ease—made the hallway feel smaller. He wasn’t posturing. He simply occupied space in a way that made her acutely aware of her own body: the soft weight of her breasts, the full curve of her ass in those tight jeans, the sudden warmth blooming between her thighs.

When his dark eyes finally settled on her, it wasn’t a predatory stare. It was a slow, acknowledging glance that held one beat longer than polite. He saw her. All of her. The way her breath had shallowed, the faint flush rising on her sun-kissed cheeks. Then he looked away again, calm as ever.

Sarah felt it like a fingertip dragged slowly down her spine.

“Yeah,” Chris was saying, still grinning as they shook hands. “Thanks so much for letting us come by on short notice. We’ve been living out of boxes for weeks.”

Ron gave a small nod and stepped back, gesturing them inside with one large hand. “No pressure at all. Come in, take your time, look around.” His voice stayed smooth, measured, carrying that same quiet confidence. It didn’t sell the place. It simply invited them into his world.

The moment they crossed the threshold, Sarah felt the shift. The apartment had a hushed, intentional calm—warm light spilling through floor-to-ceiling windows, polished hardwood gleaming underfoot, clean architectural lines softened by lived-in touches. It didn’t feel like an empty rental. It felt composed. Deliberate. Like the space itself had presence.

Ron walked ahead of them, barefoot and unhurried, the powerful muscles in his back and shoulders moving beneath his shirt with every step. “Place is fully furnished,” he said over his shoulder, voice low and easy. “But if you’ve got your own stuff, swap anything you want. Make your room yours. I’m not precious about it.”

Sarah liked that. She hated feeling like a visitor in her own home.

He moved through the open-plan kitchen and living area with that same steady confidence, pointing things out casually. “This is the main common space. I work from home a lot, but I keep it pretty quiet during the day. Headphones usually.”

Sarah’s steps slowed as they entered the kitchen. She stopped in her tracks.

A massive marble island ran the length of the kitchen, its cool surface veined in molten gold and stormy grey. Sarah couldn’t resist letting her fingertips glide along the edge, the stone smooth and luxurious beneath her touch, sending a little shiver up her arm. Industrial-style lights hung overhead in matte black and warm brass, casting a soft, intimate glow over the wide breakfast bar and its sleek high stools. Everything felt expensive without trying too hard—clean lines, hidden appliances, thoughtful details that whispered quiet luxury.

The built-in espresso machine made her pause. Real. Professional. The kind of thing that promised slow mornings and small daily pleasures.

Ron led them down the hallway, his bare feet silent on the hardwood, broad shoulders rolling with that effortless, grounded power. He gestured toward a closed door as they passed. “Converted that one into a gym-slash-office. I use it mostly mornings and evenings. You’re both welcome to the equipment anytime—no ego, no schedule clashes.”

Sarah nodded, already imagining herself unrolling her yoga mat in the soft morning light, flowing through sun salutations while the low hum of someone else’s focused presence filled the room. The thought felt... intimate. Shared, yet separate.

They reached the bedroom. Ron opened the door and stepped back, giving them space.

“This would be yours.”

Chris blinked, eyes widening. “Wait—this is the master suite?”

“One of them,” Ron replied, the corner of his mouth lifting in a small, knowing smile. “There are two. I’ve got the other.”

Sarah glanced at Chris, catching the flicker of
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