
Table of Contents

Handy Man (Beachside Bromance)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Epilogue


[image: ]

Handy Man

By Alex Winters

Published by JMS Books LLC

Visit jms-books.com for more information.

Copyright 2026 Alex Winters

ISBN 9798896023005

* * * *
[image: ]


Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

All rights reserved.

WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Published in the United States of America.

* * * *
[image: ]


Handy Man

By Alex Winters

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Ben

“Douche.”

I took one look at the neon lime-green Jeep screeching into the neighboring drive and muttered under my breath. “Total. Douche.”

Classic rock blared from speakers that seemed to throb with stadium rock vibes as I glanced up from watching Watson take a dump on the front lawn. Mom had made me promise to pick up each precious bowel movement in one of the eco-friendly bags she’d left for just that purpose, but honestly?

Screw that noise.

It was bad enough I was stuck dog-sitting for the month of July while she toured the wine country with her flavor of the month, sugar daddy boyfriend, did she think I was actually going to pick up Watson’s mammoth craps twice a day, too?

Even Watson seemed relieved that I wasn’t rustling around with an army-green doggie bag scooping up his crap twice a day. The only upside was that even though she was pissed I wouldn’t be going back to Seabreeze State in the fall, Mom was so intent on me being around for Watson’s every need that she forbade me from getting a summer job and was instead paying me an inordinately generous amount for dog-sitting.

“It’s a tax write-off, honey,” she’d said breezily on her way to the airport earlier that week, smooching Watson silly as the rideshare driver slung all six of her bags in the trunk. She could have been laundering money for the mob, and I wouldn’t have cared as long as that sweet five hundred dollars kept showing up in my checking account like clockwork every Sunday night.

“Who’s that big, ugly douche, huh, Watson?” I murmured, bending down to scrub the top of the aloof little beagle’s head the way I knew he liked. He panted at the sound of his name, that big, dumb, pink tongue lolling as we both glanced toward the shimmering Jeep, still blaring loud rock music at Mach 10.

It was hot out. Blazing hot. The first week of July and Watson wasn’t having it, resting his drooling muzzle on my thigh and trapping me in place as I crouched beneath the only shade tree on Mom’s lawn. I didn’t necessarily mind. With so much free time on my hands, I’d been holed up for most of the last week, the house to myself, no need to scrub my laptop history clean and bingeing in all the hottest, smuttiest, sweatiest, jerkoff smut I could find.

Fact was, I’d had to hit pause on a particularly vivid circle jerk when poor Watson had shuffled in, interrupting me mid-wank. I was still semi-hard just thinking about it, but a few more minutes of fresh air, sunshine and blistering heat would only remind me how much nicer, and hornier, it was back in my old bedroom.

“Finally,” I muttered, still smothering Watson’s head with gentle affection as the music—and the Jeep’s throttling engine—eventually cutoff. “Now we’ll finally see what this jerk looks like, huh, Watson?”

He yipped, growing tired of the heat, or the position, or the shade, or who knows? Maybe the fussy little beagle liked stadium rock and simply wanted Mr. Douche Nozzle to turn it back on? Either way he moved his muzzle, a fresh drool stain on my sagging boxer shorts as I stood, stretching my back after being trapped in place for the last few minutes.

The Jeep had parked at an odd angle, blocking my view of the driver until at last he slid from the driver’s seat, looking flashy and predictably fratty—trust me, I knew the type—in loafers with no socks, crisply pleated slacks, a braided belt and a fitted golf shirt tucked it in to show off the beach bro’s sculpted physique. Mirrored shades covered his eyes beneath predictably feathery blond hair as a flashy watch reflected the sun off its no doubt crystal face.

“Great,” I muttered, standing there in my jizz-stained boxers and sleeveless Seabreeze State shirt, Watson tugging at the end of his leash to get back inside. “An actual Ken doll just moved in next store. Awesome, now my summer from hell is literally complete.”

I was turning to move when Watson yipped anew (he’d never been fond of strangers, but was still too polite to bark outright), the sound drawing Ken’s attention. He’d been scowling, perhaps at the condition of the rundown house where he’d parked, but suddenly a strange curl tilted his thick lips into a smile. And then, from a smile so pretty I wondered what it might taste like, came an unexpected—but vaguely familiar—burst of laughter.

“Holy shit!” came a voice I instantly recognized, still dripping with pride and privilege even after all these years. “Ben? Ben Carlson?”

* * * *
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Conner

“Conner?”

Ben stood, the family dog practically choking at the other end of a frayed red leash, looking as bedraggled and sexy as ever—Ben, not the twelve-year-old beagle! The shade from a nearby oak tree favored his long, shambling features, the scruffy brown hair, badly in need of a trim, three days’ worth of scraggly stubble and those soft, rich green eyes behind a pair of thick black lenses.

“Who else would it be?” I blathered, struggling to keep my cool before I had to literally drag an arm across my drool-soaked mouth.

“I mean...” Ben’s voice was soft and wispy, to match his adorably dweeby mystique. He’d always been shy and bookish and thin back then, a few pounds shy of a hundred on a good day, but since his sister had dumped me the very night we graduated from Seabreeze High, he’d filled out nicely. Very.

Fucking nicely.

“What...why...”

I rolled my eyes, taking off my mirrored shades for a better look at the literal boy next door and hanging them off my collar before patting the Sold sticker plastered across the For Sale sign I was standing next to.

“I just bought this puppy,” I crowed, struggling not to sound like I was bragging and apparently not doing a very good job of it. Then again, humility had never been one of my strong points.

Ben took an involuntary step backward, yanking the leash in the process as poor old Watson yipped and looked personally offended with those sad, moist, big beagle eyes of his. “You? Bought? The Wilson place?”

“Someone had to,” I murmured, inching a smidge closer to admire Ben’s big, bare feet. I wasn’t into kinky stuff—okay, not really—but the sight of those big, bare feet, pale and veiny and gently dusted with freshly mown grass, had me wondering just how, uh, proportionate the rest of him was. “I mean, place has been on the market for over six months.”

“But why? You?” A gentle scowl crossed Ben’s lips, thick and full and suddenly pouting. “You had to know Mom still lives here.”

Ah, suddenly it all made sense: the bewildered face. The tense posture. The cautious tone. The sudden scowl. Krissy obviously hadn’t told her little brother the whole truth about why we’d broken up that hot, angry, ugly summer night. No doubt, the poor kid still thought it was all my fault.

I held up my hands, staying put. “Don’t worry, kid,” I said, much as I had years earlier when Ben had been a scrawny hanger-on, following me and Krissy all over town. I’d never really minded all that much, actually. It had made Krissy happy to have him tag along and, since we rarely slept together anyway, the scruffy kid had never actually gotten in the way of anything pressing.

“I won’t actually be living here,” I explained, jerking my thumb over my shoulder as if either of us could see all the way back to Boardwalk Bay, the condo where I’d rented a unit until the house was rehabbed and I could flip it for my first actual sale as part of the family business. “I’m just fixing it up to sell it. Flipping it, you know?”

“But why here, Conner?” His tone had changed, suddenly, hard like a knife edge to match his thin face. Watson was dragging him closer to the front door, making little huffing noises as he neared the front stoop. “Why this place? This street?”

“Ben it wasn’t...personal,” I insisted. “It was just an address on a listing, you know?”

“But not to me,” he insisted, lingering on the first step. “After what happened, you had to come back? Come back here?”

I shook my head, breaking my promise and inching a step closer. Not quite enough to breach the property line but close enough to see the latent sizzle in those usually soft green eyes. “Ben, I’ll hardly be here, honest. You’ll never see me—”

“I hope not,” he huffed, throwing wide the front door and releasing the leash as Watson scampered away, the familiar sound of his nails on the hardwood floor of the foyer. “Krissy made me promise to never see you again, Conner. And I intend to keep that promise!”

All the same he lingered, as if giving me a second chance. I could have taken it, probably should have taken it, but something about the hurt in his eyes made it clear this was about more than just Krissy. Or even some heartfelt promise the kid had made to his sister in the heat of the moment.

I backed away, hands still up in the air, nodding as I went. “Fine,” I insisted, taking one last look at the way soft, sweet Ben had finally filled out, as if storing it up for later. “I won’t make this any harder on you, okay Ben?”

He nodded, then seemed to think better of it, slamming the door shut on whatever opportunity I might have had to make things up to the poor kid. In more ways, so many more ways, than one...

* * * *
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