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It's only the second week of the fall semester, and I'm already in a bind. A pipe burst in my dorm, flooding the whole building and they were having problems finding housing for everyone. My parents, bless their hearts, arranged for me to stay with my dad’s friend Patrick, who lives near campus. I haven't seen him in a couple of years, so I'm not sure what to expect, but I'm not exactly in a position to be picky.

Patrick's place is nice—a cozy two-story with a welcoming wrap-around porch in front. I could easily imagine sitting on the porch swing during warm summer nights. It looks like Patrick isn't doing too bad for himself. He left a key under the mat for me, and when I let myself in, I'm greeted by a comfortable living room with a plush sofa and a fireplace that promises warmth in the winter months. It's a far cry from the sterile dorm rooms I've been living in.

I lug my two suitcases upstairs, picking the guest room closest to the bathroom. It's simple but pleasant, with a lush, queen-sized bed and a large window that lets in a generous amount of natural light. I unpack my stuff, trying to make this unfamiliar space feel like home. God knows how long I'm going to end up staying here. The school said to expect the dorm to be closed for the entire semester.

Once I'm done unpacking, I realize just how gross I am from the move. I need a shower, stat. I strip off my clothes, leaving them in a heap on the floor, and wrap myself in a big, fluffy towel. The bathroom is just across the hall, and I pad over, enjoying the feel of the plush carpet beneath my bare feet. This house is pretty swanky in an understated way. I’m going to enjoy living here.

The shower is heavenly, with a strong, steady stream of hot water that massages my tired muscles. I close my eyes and let out a sigh of relief. As I soap up, my mind drifts to Patrick. He was always a bit of a loner, and my dad had to convince him to come to celebrations. He's a couple of years younger than my dad, and I've always found him intriguing, if a little mysterious. I hope he’s not an asshole landlord. But for this nice shower? I might put up with an asshole. 

After my shower, I feel refreshed and revitalized. I step out, wrapping the towel around myself once more. I take a deep breath, steeling myself for the awkwardness of meeting Patrick after so long. I'll get dressed, and as soon as he gets home, I'll say hello and disappear into my room again. This doesn't have to be weird. 

I open the bathroom door and step out into the hallway, only to come face-to-face with the man himself. The sight of him startles me, and I feel a sudden jolt of electricity run through my body. He's lean and muscular, with a dark, brooding look in his eyes that makes my heart race.
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