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Megan Burrows stared at the stack of bills on the kitchen table, her warm brown eyes narrowing in frustration. At 35, she still had that girl-next-door prettiness – chestnut wavy hair cascading just past her shoulders, a curvy hourglass figure that turned heads when she bothered to dress up, and a height of 5'6" that made her feel just tall enough to command a room without trying to hard. 

But lately, life felt more like a grind than anything else. Freelance graphic design from home paid the bills, barely, but the lingering debts from Evan's failed app startup three years ago hung over them like a dark cloud. Credit cards were maxed out, his small business loan still chipping away at their savings; they weren't broke, but they weren't free either.

"Evan, we need to talk about this," she said, her voice carrying that mix of practicality and weariness she'd perfected over their ten years of marriage. She pushed a stray wave of hair behind her ear, her full lips pursing as she glanced at her husband across the table.

Evan looked up from his laptop, his brown eyes bleary behind wire-rimmed glasses. At 36, he was decent-looking in an unassuming way, short brown hair starting to thin at the temples, a slight pudgy build from too many desk-bound days in his sales job, and 5'8" – which put him nearly eye-level with Megan. He wasn't the athletic type he'd pretended to be when they met in college, but he was reliable and kind, and that counted for something. "What's up, babe? The quarterly reports again?"

"No, the bills. We're scraping by, but if we rent out the basement like we've been discussing, that extra cash could knock out the loan faster. I was thinking of posting the ad on Craigslist today, maybe Facebook Marketplace, too. What do you say?"

Evan leaned back in his chair, rubbing his chin thoughtfully, his stubble scratching against his palm. "I don't know, Meg. I mean, yeah, the money would help, a lot. But you're home all day alone while I'm at the office. What if we get some weird guy responding? I don't like the idea of a stranger hanging around the house with you. Could be a creep, or worse."

Megan sighed, crossing her arms over her chest, which accentuated her curvy figure in her fitted t-shirt. She appreciated his protectiveness, it was one of the things she loved about him, but sometimes it bordered on overcautious. "I get that, Evan. Really, I do. But we can't let fear stop us from fixing our finances. How about we gear the ad toward a female roommate? Specify 'women only' or something like that. Young professional, student, someone low-key. That way, it's safer, and I might even get some company out of it. Working from home gets lonely, you know? No more talking to the walls."

Evan paused, his eyes softening as he looked at her. He knew she was right about the loneliness; she'd mentioned it more than once lately, how her friends had drifted into their own busy lives with kids and moves to other states. And the debts...they were a constant weight on his shoulders, too. "Alright, fine. Female only. But let's vet them carefully, no need to rush this. If anyone seems off, we say no. Deal?"

"Deal," Megan said, smiling warmly as she stood and leaned over to kiss his cheek. "I'll draft the ad right now. 'Cozy finished basement for rent in quiet suburban home. Female tenant preferred. Private entrance, kitchenette, bathroom, fully furnished. $1,000/month.' Sound good?"

Evan nodded, though a flicker of hesitation lingered in his expression. "Yeah. Let's hope we get someone normal."

A couple of days later, as Evan walked in from work, shrugging off his jacket, Megan greeted him from the kitchen with an excited grin. "Hey, babe! Guess what? I got a response to the ad already. A young woman named Savannah, says she's 21, between jobs after a breakup, needs a place ASAP. She wants to come by this evening to check it out. I told her 7 p.m., okay?"

Evan set his briefcase down, eyebrows raising. "That was quick. You sure about her? What'd she say exactly?"

"Just the basics, sounded polite in the email. Promised to be a quiet tenant. Come on, Evan, we need this. If she's not a fit, we'll just keep looking."

He sighed but relented with a shrug. "Fine. But I'm here for the tour. No decisions without me."

That evening, right on time, the doorbell rang. Megan opened it to find Savannah standing there, a petite vision of youthful allure. At 21, she was cute-pretty in a way that screamed effortless charm – straight blonde hair falling like silk to her mid-back, bright blue eyes that sparkled with mischief, and a slim, toned figure that couldn't have been more than 5'2". She was dressed casually in black leggings that hugged her legs and pert ass like a second skin, paired with an oversized hoodie that did little to hide her perky breasts and narrow waist. In her hands, she clutched a designer handbag that looked way too expensive for someone "between jobs.”

"Hi! I'm Savannah, here about the basement apartment?" Her voice was light and bubbly, with a hint of a Southern drawl that made her sound even younger.

Megan smiled warmly, extending her hand, though she couldn't help but notice how effortlessly attractive the girl was. "Megan. Come on in. This is my husband, Evan."
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