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Chapter 1

Tabitha touched the paneled walling of the house. Old-fashioned was the first word that came to her mind as soon as she saw the inside. Old-fashioned could work in her favor by bringing out the nostalgia in potential bed and breakfast guests, but it could also cause the place to be labeled ‘outdated.’

“You’ve never owned a house before, and this is the one you inherit?” she said out loud to herself. She left the front hallway and entered the living room. She had been to her uncle’s house multiple times as a kid. She had even spent the night over here, but she had never looked at the house as a business opportunity. It looked a lot different in that light. 

She stared at the picture of her late uncle and aunt. Her aunt had died over ten years ago, but she had buried her uncle less than a week ago.

Tabitha pressed her lips together and turned the picture on the table face-down. She couldn’t have his eyes on her. She had no idea if he would approve of her business idea, but she had to do something with the place. With no money and having to leave her town for the past five years to stay away from Mark, Tabitha couldn’t risk this business going south. It had to work.

Tabitha made a note on her list that the living room needed new carpets. Or hardwood. She could turn it into a dining area with a few nooks and crannies for sofa chairs for reading. 

“Okay, that’s the last room,” Tabitha announced to herself. “Now, I need to find someone who can do all of this.” She was fine with the painting, once some of the flowered wallpaper was ripped off the walls. There was no way she could finish all of this work by herself in a reasonable time frame.

Tabitha scanned through local listings for handymen in the area. She kept coming back to the business called Your Handyman Repairs. It had excellent reviews, and multiple customers raved about their carefully-done jobs. 

Tabitha picked up the phone and made the call.

“Your Handyman Repairs, what can I do for you today?” the man’s voice was professional. 

“I have kind of a bigger job,” Tabitha explained. “I’m renovating a whole house. I’ll need some carpet removed, I’ll need a new front door, wallpaper taken off the walls, and I might . . .”

“Ma’am, ma’am, please hold on a moment. I think this would be easier if you had one of our guys come out and do a free, no-obligation estimate. It would be hard for me to do that for you over the phone.”

“Yeah, yeah, that’s fine,” Tabitha agreed. “When can you send someone?”

“We have someone available tomorrow morning, around 10am. Would you be at the house then?”

“Yes, I’ll be here forever,” Tabitha muttered the last part. She gave the man the address and excitedly waited for her renovation dreams to begin.

The next day, Tabitha ran over her list of necessary repairs again. She hoped that all the wiring and subfloor would be in excellent condition. The last thing she wanted was to peel back the carpet and find that the floor underneath was rotting.

Someone knocked at her door, and Tabitha jumped. She jogged over to the door and pulled it open, freezing with her hands flung wide and her hair frazzled. Standing on the other side of the door was a handsome man if she had ever seen one. He was tall, and his arms could only be described as muscles for days. He had neatly-cut blonde hair, and the bluest eyes she had ever seen. Her mind went blank as she saw how attractive he was. 

“Oh, hi,” Tabitha said, remembering how to speak. “Um, you must be the contractor, right?” That was smart, she thought. I’m here acting like I don’t know who has come to my door when I scheduled for him to come at 10.

“Hello, are you, Tabitha Quinn?”

“Yes, that’s me. Come on in.” Tabitha stood back, holding the door and got the chance to study the man more carefully as he passed through. He was wearing jeans, and he had a tool belt wrapped around his waist with a graphite pencil, measuring tape, and level hanging out of it.

As he passed by Tabitha, she caught a whiff of his cologne, a heady, spicy scent. Her eyes dropped, and she spotted his ass in his jeans. She could feel the desire welling within her, but no, he was there to do contractor work and contractor work only.

“Can you show me what needs to be done?” the man asked. “Oh, I don’t think I introduced myself. My name is Kevin.”
“Nice to meet you Kevin,” Tabitha extended her hand, but only because she wanted to feel his hands, not because she was trying to follow any sort of protocol. They shook hands, and his fingers felt rough and calloused beneath her touch.
“What did you want us to do? My boss said there were multiple jobs. I’ll take some notes then return with the right materials tomorrow.”

Tabitha tried to focus on what he was saying, but she found herself distracted by his lips. He had a small amount of stubble along his chin, outlining his lips. How would he react if she kissed him?

“I have a list here,” Tabitha said, snapping out of her distraction, “but I think it might be easier if I show you.” She stepped around him, not minding the smallness of the entry hallway when it meant she has to press close to him to get past.

“I’m going to turn the place into a bed and breakfast. This living room to the left will be like a dining room with small tables in it for guests to eat.” Kevin pulled out a pad of paper and made some notes. 

“What specifically do you want done to the room?”

What did she want to do to him was a better question, but Tabitha answered him. “I want to pull up the carpeting. I don’t know what it looks like underneath, but I would prefer some sort of wood flooring in here. It doesn’t have to be nice, but something to do the job.”

“Okay,” Kevin made a note. “What else?” Tabitha walked him through each room in the house, specifying that nothing was to be done to the outdated kitchen as no guests would be in there. They finished on the upstairs landing, and she looked out the window that looked over the backyard as Kevin made a few final notes. 

“What do you think?” she asked. She had researched prices online, and she hoped that his estimate wasn’t too far above what she had budgeted. She still had no idea if she would be able to earn money from this at all.

“Give me a minute here,” Kevin said, using his phone as a calculator. His concentration allowed Tabitha a second opportunity to study him up close. As her eyes roamed the angles of his body, looking for something to prove he was human, she found nothing. This man was attractive; there was no doubt about it. 

Chapter 2

“Tabitha, your total will be adjusted once we know exactly which wood floors you want and the cost of the front door, but it looks like it will be somewhere around $7500.”

Tabitha didn’t realize she had been holding her breath until she heard the figure. “Okay, that’s what I expected. That’s fine.” She held out her hand again, ready to shake on the deal, but Kevin looked at her like he didn’t understand what she was doing. She retracted her hand and looked out the window again to cover her awkwardness.

“If you would like to hire us, I can fill out the paperwork and explain it to you.”

“Sure, we can do that at the kitchen table,” Tabitha said, leading the way. She wondered if Kevin was looking at her body as she walked down the stairs. Did he think she was attractive? He hadn’t been wearing a wedding ring, not that his lack of jewelry indicated anything about his relationship status.

Tabitha settled herself at the table while Kevin shuffled some papers on his clipboard. She waited for him to do something, say something. Then, she wondered if he would be the one completing the work. He had better not send someone else out here to do it. She wanted the chance to get to know him.

“Here you go. Take your time to read through this. It basically specifies that we standy by our work and offer a one year warranty for any malfunctioning pieces. It also specifies . . .” Tabitha ignored what he was saying as her eyes dropped to his lips. She loved the deep voice coming out of them. They stopped moving, and her gaze flew back up to his sky blue eyes.

“Does all of that make sense?” he asked with a crooked smile. 

Tabitha smiled. “Makes sense to me. Where do I sign?”

She took the pen from Kevin’s fingers and signed all three pages. “One more thing to do before I go today,” Kevin took out a tablet and pulled it open to a page of wooden floors. “I’ll need you to pick the style you would like. I can bring samples if you need.”

Tabitha leaned closer to Kevin. “Hmm, samples. Can you tell me which one of these you would choose?”

“I like the darker floors,” Kevin said. “It makes the room feel cozier.”

“It’s hard to see how dark these would really be,” Tabitha said, leaning a bit closer to Kevin. “Which of these is the darkest?”

Kevin leaned closer, which was exactly what Tabitha had been hoping he would do, and pointed to one. She could feel his arm hair touching her arm just slightly, and she got goosebumps. Tabitha pointed to the one he had indicated. 

“If that’s what you recommend, then that’s what I’ll go with.”

“Okay, the materials will be delivered later today. Will you be here to receive them?”

“I’ll be staying here until the repairs are finished,” Tabitha pointed upstairs. “In the master suite, at least until the work begins there.”

Kevin stood and studied her for a moment. Tabitha felt herself tightening under his gaze. Then, he smiled. His smile made her melt inside. 

“I’ll see you at 8am tomorrow. I hope that’s not too early.”

“No, not too early,” Tabitha agreed. “Do you usually . . . work alone?”

Kevin raised his eyebrows. “I usually do. The other guys are busy on different jobs right now.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow morning then,” Tabitha said, opening the door for Kevin. Kevin winked at her then left the house. As Tabitha shut the door behind him, she sighed. Kevin was a danger for sure, and after just getting out of a bad relationship, she should be more careful. But then again, what was life without a little fun?

The next morning, Tabitha took a shower early and changed into a summer dress that fell just above her knees. She spent her time drying her hair and pulling it half back from her face. Then, she put in earrings and spritzed on perfume. She was looking mighty fine if she did say so herself, and if she got too hot, well, it wouldn’t be hard to slip off her undergarments from under her dress.

The day was already sweltering when Kevin arrived promptly at eight, but the air had a strange humidity in it. The clouds rolling in looked foreboding.

Tabitha answered the door and noted Kevin’s eyes taking her in. He definitely noticed how cute she had dressed, and she wondered if he would realize it was for him. 

“What are you going to start on?” Tabitha asked. “The wood flooring is in the kitchen.” She led the way, swishing her hair slightly and indicated the boxes on the floor, all the way up to the edge of the old gas stove. 

“I can do the living room first if you want,” Kevin said. “But I’ll need to get all the furniture out. Where should I put it?”

Tabitha looked out the window. It looked like it would rain. 

“Put it in the garage. I’ll take my car out so there is more space.” Kevin started on his work, and Tabitha spent the morning finding excuses to drop by the living room. Her first excuse was pretty good. She said that she needed to compare the old paint buckets she had found to the paint color on the wall. She painted a few swatches on the wall until she found the exact match and wrote down the name of the color. As she was checking paint colors, she glanced at Kevin out of the corners of her eyes. 

The first time, he was concentrating hard on the tape measure, making a mark on the baseboard. But the second time, she was surprised to find he was looking directly at her. Tabitha blushed like a middle schooler when they heard the word ‘boyfriend.’

“Aren’t you supposed to be focusing on your work?” she said, pointing at the edge of the carpet that he had begun cutting away.

“Aren’t you supposed to be letting me work?” Kevin echoed.

Ah, so he didn’t mind her flirtations. In fact, he might even be welcoming them. 

“I suppose so, but I don’t like working in silence.” Tabitha reached for her phone and flipped on a fast tune. She started shimmying her shoulders a little bit. “See? Isn’t it much easier to concentrate when you have something to keep you focused?”

“I don’t think that’s going to keep me focused,” Kevin’s eyes dropped to the top of her dress. A big clap of thunder outside made Tabitha jump.

“It looks like it’s going to be a big summer storm,” Tabitha said, peering out the window. The sky that had been partly cloudy before now looked dark. Tabitha blinked at the half-dark room. “Do you want the lights on?”

“That would be helpful, thanks.”

Tabitha turned on the lights and stood in the doorway, watching as Kevin measured and made some more marks. He was a very careful worker, but Tabitha wasn’t thinking about his work habits. She was thinking about what he would look like if the tool belt was the only thing he was wearing.

Chapter 3

It was close to eleven, and Tabitha was already feeling hungry. Her hunger couldn’t be satiated by food, of course, but she would have to settle for it. Tabitha leaned into the living room and was surprised to see that in half an hour, he had ripped up all the carpet. The room looked bare without it.

“Yes?” Kevin asked from the far side of the room. “Did you need me for something?”

So many things, Tabitha thought, but she didn’t say it. She would be prudent for now. “I was going to make some lunch, and I thought you might like something.”

“I brought a sandwich to eat,” Kevin said, pointing to the backpack he had placed in the corner when he first entered.

“Well, I was thinking of making something better than a sandwich. Beef tips and rice sound good to you?”

“Mmm, that sounds delicious! But you don’t have to feed me.”

“I want to feed you,” Tabitha told him, “and now that I know you like it, if you say no to my beef tips, then I’ll know you just don’t like my cooking.”

“I’ve never tried your cooking, so how can I not like it?” he asked. 

“I’m just saying. Don’t say no when a woman offers you food.” Tabitha went into the kitchen, pulled the ingredients from her fridge, and went to work to offer Kevin the best meal he had tasted in a while. Her uncle had taught her that the way to a man’s heart was through food, and she was determined to
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