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Mark's shirt clung to his back, soaked with sweat as he lugged another of Troy's boxes up the narrow stairwell. The cardboard corners dug into his forearms, his muscles burning with each step. Behind him, Troy bounded up two stairs at a time, carrying a box twice the size with apparent ease, his broad shoulders nearly scraping both walls of the tight passage. Mark cursed himself for agreeing to help his new tenant move in, but what kind of landlord would he be if he didn't? The kind who didn't get shown up by a guy who looked like he bench-pressed refrigerators for fun, that's what kind.

"Careful with that one," Troy called from behind, his deep voice bouncing off the walls. "Got my workout gear in there. Dumbbells and shit."

Mark stumbled forward, nearly dropping the box. "Jesus, you could've warned me before I picked it up." Sweat dripped into his eyes, stinging. He blinked rapidly, trying to clear his vision while maintaining his grip.

"Thought you could handle it," Troy laughed, the sound rich and mocking. "My bad."

They reached the landing, and Mark set the box down with a heavy thud, his arms trembling from the exertion. He wiped his forehead with his sleeve, panting. Troy placed his much larger box beside Mark's, not even breathing hard. His white t-shirt hugged his torso, outlining every ridge of muscle beneath. The sleeves strained against his biceps, thick veins snaking beneath tanned skin.

"Just one more trip," Troy said, already turning to head back downstairs.

Mark nodded, following behind and trying not to stare at the way Troy's back tapered to a narrow waist, his jeans hanging low on his hips. It wasn't envy, Mark told himself. Just... awareness of the differences between them. Troy was built like something out of a fitness magazine—all raw power and coiled strength—while Mark had the soft edges of a man who spent most of his days behind a desk.

At the bottom of the stairs, Mark spotted his wife Emily arranging Troy's kitchen items on a small folding table. She'd offered to help organize while they carried the heavy stuff, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, a few loose strands framing her face. She straightened when she saw them, tugging self-consciously at her tank top.

"How's it going up there?" she asked, her eyes darting between them before settling on Troy.

"Your husband's a trooper," Troy said with a grin that didn't quite reach his eyes. "Though I think I'm breaking him."

Mark forced a laugh, desperate to assert some authority in the situation. "Well, at least I can kick you out if you're too loud," he said, the joke falling flat the moment it left his mouth.

Troy turned toward him slowly, cocking his head. His dark eyes fixed on Mark's face with the intensity of a predator. "You really think you're in charge here, little man?" The corner of his mouth curled up. "You might own this house on paper, but we both know who's gonna be on top."

The words hung in the air, charged with something that made Mark's skin prickle. He opened his mouth to respond, but no sound came out.

Emily laughed nervously, the sound high and brittle. "I'm sure everyone will get along fine," she said, reaching for another plate to unwrap. Her fingers fumbled with the newspaper, the plate nearly slipping before she caught it.

Troy moved toward the last box on the ground floor—a massive container that Mark had been dreading. As he passed Emily, he deliberately slowed, his muscled chest nearly grazing her face. She froze, her cheeks flushing pink as she inhaled sharply. Troy smiled down at her, so close she could probably feel his breath on her skin.

"You're the one making sure I feel welcome," he said, voice dropping lower. "Appreciate that."

Mark cleared his throat. "We should get that last box up."

Troy ignored him completely, still looking at Emily. She took a small step back, but her eyes remained locked on his, her lips slightly parted.

"Could I get some water first?" Troy asked her, not bothering to look in Mark's direction even though he was the homeowner. "Moving's thirsty work."

"Of course," Emily said quickly. She hurried to the kitchen, returning with a glass of water. Her hand trembled slightly as she held it out.

Troy took it, letting his fingers brush deliberately against hers. "Thanks, gorgeous." He downed the water in several long gulps, his throat working as Emily watched. When he finished, he handed the glass back, leaning in closer than necessary. "Bet your husband doesn't appreciate how tight that little body is. Shame."

Mark chuckled nervously, stepping forward. "Come on, man. That's my wife you're talking to."

Troy didn't even acknowledge him. His eyes stayed fixed on Emily's, his gaze traveling slowly down her body and back up again, as if Mark didn't exist at all. Emily shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her cheeks burning redder.

"I should help with that last box," Mark said, louder this time.

Troy finally turned to him, his expression somewhere between amusement and contempt. "Sure thing, landlord." He bent and lifted the largest box with a grunt, muscles bulging beneath his shirt. "Lead the way."

They made their way back up the stairs, Mark feeling increasingly like an intruder in his own home. Troy followed close behind, his footsteps heavy and deliberate. When they reached the apartment, Troy dropped the box in the living room with exaggerated effort, flexing his arms and rolling his shoulders.

"Fuck," he growled, stretching his neck from side to side. The movement pulled his shirt tight across his chest, revealing the outline of his pecs and the dark circles of his nipples. "That's the last of it."

Emily appeared at the top of the stairs, slightly breathless. "All done?" she asked, lingering in the doorway.

"Yeah," Troy said, reaching down to grab the hem of his shirt. In one fluid motion, he pulled it off, revealing a torso rippled with muscle, a dark trail of hair leading down into his jeans. "Getting too hot in here."

Emily's eyes widened, her gaze traveling over his bare skin. She bit her lower lip, a small, unconscious gesture that didn't escape Troy's notice. His grin widened, predatory and knowing.

"These walls are thin, landlord," he said, looking directly at Mark while nodding toward the floor—toward Mark and Emily's apartment below. "Might hear your wife screaming my name soon."

Emily gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. She glanced at Mark, a flicker of something—guilt? excitement?—crossing her face. But she didn't deny it. Didn't laugh it off or tell Troy he was being inappropriate. She just stood there, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her pupils dilated.

Mark swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. "We should let you get settled," he managed, the words sounding weak even to his own ears. "Come on, Em."

Emily nodded, but her eyes lingered on Troy's bare chest for another long moment before she turned toward the stairs. Troy watched her go, his gaze fixed on her ass as she descended.

"Thanks for the help, landlord," he called after them, not bothering to put his shirt back on. "I'll be seeing a lot more of you both."

The emphasis he placed on "seeing" made it clear he wasn't talking about neighborly visits. Mark nodded stiffly, following his wife down the stairs, acutely aware of Troy standing above them, watching their retreat like a king surveying his new territory.

In their own apartment, Emily busied herself immediately with straightening the living room, not meeting Mark's eyes.

"That guy's kind of a dick," Mark said, trying to sound casual, like Troy's words hadn't gotten under his skin.

Emily shrugged, her back to him. "He's just confident. Some guys are like that."

"He was hitting on you right in front of me."

"He was just being friendly." Her voice sounded strange, higher than usual.

Mark watched her move around the room, noticing the flush that still colored her neck, the way she kept running her tongue over her lips. Something cold settled in his stomach—a realization that his role as landlord had already been undermined. Troy had walked into their home and, within an hour, established himself as the real alpha in the house.

And worse, much worse—Emily hadn't seemed to mind at all.
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The knock came just after 10 PM, three sharp raps that cut through the quiet of the evening. Mark muted the TV, exchanging a confused glance with Emily before pushing himself off the couch. He wasn't expecting anyone, especially not this late. When he pulled the door open, his stomach dropped. Troy leaned against the doorframe, one muscled arm propped above his head, his chest straining against a black t-shirt that looked painted on. A lazy smile spread across his face, like a wolf who'd found the hen house unlocked.

"Evening, landlord," Troy said, his deep voice sending an involuntary shiver down Mark's spine.

"Troy? It's... it's pretty late." Mark cleared his throat, trying to sound authoritative but hearing the uncertainty in his own voice.

Troy's gaze flicked past him, scanning the apartment. "Wanted to see what my landlord and his hot wife get up to at night," he said smoothly, pushing past Mark before he could protest. "Don't worry, landlord, I'll make myself at home."

Mark stumbled back as Troy's shoulder brushed against him. The bigger man filled the small entryway, his presence immediately dominating the space. The scent of his cologne—something expensive and musky—lingered in the air.

"You can't just—it's late, you should call first," Mark sputtered, following Troy into his own living room. "We have boundaries, you know, as landlord and—"

Troy ignored him completely, zeroing in on Emily who was curled up on the couch in sleep shorts and an oversized t-shirt, her legs tucked under her. She straightened when Troy entered, her eyes widening.

"Oh! Hi, Troy," she said, her hand automatically going to her hair, smoothing it down. "Is everything okay with the apartment?"

"Everything's fine," Troy said, dropping onto the couch beside her without waiting for an invitation. He sprawled out, his thigh pressing firmly against hers, his arm stretching across the back of the couch behind her shoulders. "Just wanted to get to know my neighbors better."

Emily shifted, but there wasn't much room to move away without being obvious. A flush crept up her neck as Troy's eyes traveled down her body, lingering on the outline of her breasts visible through the thin fabric of her shirt.

Mark stood awkwardly by the coffee table, suddenly feeling like a guest in his own home. "Well, we were actually about to head to bed, so maybe another—"

"Goddamn, you're even hotter when you're relaxed," Troy said to Emily, completely cutting Mark off. His hand dropped from the back of the couch to her shoulder, fingers tracing small circles on her skin. "How's a weak little landlord like Mark keep a sexy little body like yours satisfied?"

Emily's mouth fell open, a small gasp escaping her lips. She glanced at Mark, then back at Troy, her cheeks burning red.

"Hey! Don't talk to her like that—" Mark began, taking a step forward.

Troy laughed, the sound deep and mocking. Without warning, his hands moved to his jeans. He unzipped them with deliberate slowness, holding Emily's gaze the entire time. Then he reached inside and pulled out his cock, already thick and veiny, jutting up from a nest of dark hair.

"Jesus Christ!" Mark exclaimed, freezing in place. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?"

But his words died in his throat as he saw Emily's reaction. Her eyes locked onto Troy's exposed cock, growing wider. Her lips parted slightly, and the tip of her tongue darted out to wet them. She seemed unable to look
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