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Her Dominant Neighbor

 

I stare up at the house in front of me and try to banish the nausea rolling in my belly. It’s just family, I tell myself, but that’s not true. It’s my sister and my mother, just waiting to make me feel inadequate. I sigh. Suck it up, buttercup. You’ve got to go in there some time.

But not just yet. Instead, I turn and head for the house next door. I shouldn’t, I know. I promised myself I wouldn’t, that what’s in the past should stay there, but I can’t stay away. I haven’t seen Tanner in so long. I’ll just say hello. A quick, neighborly hello. That’s all. Then I’ll go home.

The house my family lives in doesn’t feel like home, though. I’d rather head back to college, but I graduated two weeks ago, and my lease has expired. I have nowhere else to go unless I can find a job that covers rent and bills, and so far, the search has turned up nothing but a slew of rejections. Turns out a degree isn’t as useful as Dad thought it would be when he agreed to let me study out of state. I'm still shocked about that, but at least he didn't have to pay for it. A new scholarship covered everything, thank God. Mom would never have let him pay all that money for something as pointless, to her mind, as a college degree.

Too bad all the prospective employers I've applied to so far seem to agree with her.

I dip my head and suck in a breath as Tanner’s door opens before I even reach it. I've told myself it would be different now, that three years away from him would have changed things, but I was wrong. Nothing’s changed. His golden-green eyes still make my stomach dip and my mouth go dry. I swallow and summon up a smile, trying to ignore the heat prickling over my skin.

“Hi, Tanner!”

“Bree,” he says, in that deep, dark voice that never fails to tug at something equally deep between my legs. My smile fades, and I just stare at him as he leans against the doorframe, arms crossed over his broad, sculpted chest, his eyes running over me like I'm standing there naked. “It’s been a while.”

I nod, not sure I trust myself to speak. It takes a couple of attempts but eventually I find my voice. “You suggested I should study out of state. That I’d have more opportunities.” I can’t control my voice. It’s coming out far too breathless. Shit. He’s going to know. In fact, he probably always did. Is that why he encouraged me to go away?

My face burns as I suddenly realise why he was always so keen for me to go away for college. He knew I was crushing on him and figured it would be less awkward if I wasn’t around.

I’m utterly humiliated. Tears burn my eyes, and I turn away. I don’t get far, though. Arms wrap around me and pull me against a hard expanse of muscle. I gasp, my body reacting, bones melting, pussy heating, as the warmth of his body burns through his clothes and mine, sending fire dancing through my veins.

“Going so soon?” His breath tickles my ear, and his voice vibrates through me. “We have a lot to catch up on.”

“You mean like the fact you sent me away so you wouldn’t have to deal with my awkward crush?” I choke out. His arms tighten around me, then relax, but he doesn’t let go. Instead, he pulls me gently but firmly into his house and closes the door behind him.

I shouldn’t be reacting to his presence, but I am. My panties are damp, and my breath comes in short gasps. I remember the last time I was in his house. The look he gave me when I came to say goodbye is seared in my memory—dark, intense, almost predatory. I touched myself thinking of that look for the next three years. Even now, my clit tingles, just imagining all the dark and fevered things I’ve thought of over the years.

I can’t do this.

I pull away from him and slam into a wall. I hadn’t realized how close I was, and now he’s looming over me, those eyes boring into me. He looks dangerous, but I’m not scared. No, I’m turned on, anticipation tightening in my belly.

I throw my head back and stare at him. I will not back down. And maybe I’ll get out of here without humiliating myself further.

“You think that’s why I suggested you study out of state?” he asks, his lips thinning, his thick black brows drawn together over those amazing eyes.

“Isn’t it?” I breathe. The heat of him is too much. It’s frying my brain.

He shakes his head, just the tiniest bit. His eyes drop to my mouth and my lips part in anticipation of feeling him there. God, I’m so screwed. Nothing’s changed in three years. I’m still as hot for him as I was the day I left.

He leans in, close enough that I can see the pale gold flecks in his eyes. “How old are you, Bree?”

I’m a little confused, but helpless not to answer. “Twenty-one,” I breathe. “My birthday was right after graduation.”

He steps closer, and I can feel the heat pumping off him, melting me with its intensity. “That’s why I sent you away, Bree. You were only eighteen. Too young. Technically an adult, but only just. I’m not that kind of guy.”

I stare up at him, trying to rearrange my mental furniture. “You were...protecting me?”

He nods. He lifts a hand and brushes a strand of hair off my face, and I turn into his touch, nuzzling against his palm. Somewhere deep inside, I know I should have more restraint, but I can barely stand, let alone resist the temptation of his hot skin against mine. “But now you’re twenty-one, and that’s a whole new ball game.”

He moves again, his body against mine, backing me against the wall. I gasp at the heat and hardness of him molding my soft curves, and then his hands cup my face, tilting it, and his mouth descends.

His lips are firm and warm, slanting over mine in a way which demands everything, and I’m helpless to resist. He nibbles, then licks, and the blatantly carnal act makes me gasp. He takes immediate advantage, slicking his tongue into my mouth to dominate every single part of it.

I moan and slide my hands into his hair, clinging to him as his tongue slides against mine, thrusting in a way that sends fire coursing through my veins to pool between my thighs. I squirm against him, trying to ease the growing ache, but I’m trapped between his solid muscle and the wall behind me. There’s no escape, and I love it.

He lifts his head, and I gaze up at him, my lips tingling from his possession, my head spinning. “Have you been home yet?” he asks.

I shake my head, thoughts of my family acting like a cold shower, instantly cooling the heat under my skin.

“You should go and see them.” He smiles as I scrunch up my nose.

“I’d rather stay here,” I tell him, and his eyes darken, roving over my mouth. His hips press against me, and I suck in a breath at the feel of his heavy hardness pressing into my belly. Why is he sending me away if he wants me? Doesn't he want me? “You're sending me away again.”

“Only temporarily, I promise. I’d rather you stay here too,” he says. “But you’re here for your sister’s wedding, and they are your family. You can always come back later.”

Really? “I can?”

He smiles at my eagerness and slides a hand around my neck, his thumb stroking over the pulse in my throat. “You can use the pool. Swimsuit optional.”

The breath leaves my lungs with a whoosh. “That sounds great,” I whisper.

He steps back then, and I’m disappointed. I thought he might kiss me again before I go, but instead, cool air sweeps between us, leaving me feeling cold and alone.

“Go,” he says, gesturing towards the door. “If I touch you again, you won’t make it out of here until I’ve touched and tasted every inch of that luscious body.”

Heat slams through me at his words, and I can only stare. No one’s ever wanted me that much.

“No one?” he asks.

Shit. I must have said that out loud. I shake my head, suddenly mute with embarrassment that I just admitted I’m a virgin.

His body jerks, like he wants to move towards me but is forcing himself to stay still. “Leave,” he says in a deep rasp. “The next time I get my hands on you, you’re not going anywhere until I’ve made you mine.”

My breath shudders out of me, and I turn and flee.

 

***

 

I haven’t been inside what’s technically my home for five minutes before I’m wishing I was still at Tanner’s place. Angelina is very proud to be getting married, but her victory hasn’t softened her one bit towards me.

“So, do you have a job yet? I mean, if you’re still single, it’s because you’re working hard, right?” She smiles sweetly, but we both know she’s all poison.

“Not yet,” I tell her. “It’s a tough market. Everyone graduating at the same time.”

“Well, surely all that money Mom and Dad spent on your education wasn’t wasted?” she says, sipping from her fourth glass of champagne. I eye the alcohol, wishing she’d slow down. She’s never been fun to be around, not since she left high school and discovered that grades were actually more important in the real world than how many members of the football team you’d fucked in senior year. Drinking makes her worse, though. She knows damn
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