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Introduction

 

**** PLEASE NOTE: This is NOT the musical! *****

I wasn't prepared for what I saw when I barged into Alex's bedroom that night!

Enjoy this steamy story of a budding romance between neighbors in Bakersfield, California. When Casey's new neighbor, Alex, shows an interest in her, she believes he just might be the man of her dreams. She bides her time, determined that she wants more than just a random hook-up. But she can't deny the sexual tension that starts to blossom, and eventually, she figures out what it takes to get Alex's attention!

Note: This is a stand alone, smutty, almost-romance novella that will make your jaw drop in surprise!






Chapter 1

 



I adjust the bill of my ball cap to shield my eyes in such a way that I can continue to observe my new neighbor as he carries box after box up the concrete steps to the second floor of our apartment building.

As luck would have it, his apartment is the empty one next to mine. I'm pretty sure from my reclining position on the deck chair next to the pool, that he can't tell I'm totally checking out the goods.

And by that, I'm not referring to his furnishings, which two burly dudes with the truck are struggling to unload from a U-Haul. No, I'm talking about my neighbor himself.

He looks to be in his late twenties, sun-bleached hair that is just short of needing a trim, and legs that do this very interesting thing whenever he lopes up the steps to the second floor. They ripple and bulge in all of the right places. His skin is lightly tanned to a healthy glow, and his arms?

Magnificent.

"You know, you're not fooling anyone with that cap pulled down low," a voice from behind me says. "Checking out the new tenant, Cassie?"

I straighten up quickly, turning my head to see an amused Leo sitting at the patio table, underneath the colorful umbrella, shielding the sun from his alabaster skin.

"Leo," I say, "I didn't know you were down here."

Leo and Henry are neighbors on the other side of me. A very sweet, very fun-loving gay couple who were the first to befriend me when I moved to Bakersfield from L.A. a year and a half before. 

"I didn't sneak up on you, dear. You've just been so distracted this afternoon," he says, chuckling as he observes the movers struggling with a taupe colored loveseat on the stairs. "Of course, I can't fault you for that, he is quite delectable," Leo finishes, waggling his eye brows for effect.

I giggle and roll my eyes. "Only you would use a word like that," I tease. "But I can't argue with you. I wonder if I should make a meat loaf or something for our new neighbor as a welcome to the complex gesture?"

"Oh puhleeze, sweetie. I've tasted your meat loaf. If you want a shot at the new hunk, your culinary skills are not the way to get to his heart - unless of course, you're aiming for heartburn in order to get his attention."

"Ha ha, very funny. Uh . . . so, what would you suggest?" I finish, because in all actuality, he's right. I suck in the kitchen. But the kitchen isn't exactly the room I want to show a potential lover my skills if you know what I mean.

"Well," he says, crinkling up his nose, "You know, Henry is up in the apartment right now, making some of his secret recipe white chili. I suppose I could manage to scarf a couple of bowls out of the pot and smuggle it over to you. But it's gonna cost you," he says, an evil glint in his eyes.

I eye him suspiciously, and release a sigh. How bad could it be?  "What is it you need?"

"Nothing major. It's just that we're going to Fresno starting Thursday for a long weekend. Henry's sister is getting married, remember?"

I nod. "Oh . . . wait!  Not your damn cat again? Seriously, Leo?"

I watch as he cops a hurtful look. "She has a name thank you very much."

"Millicent. Yeah, I know. It fits her pretentious ass very well. I still have the scars on my arms from the last time I cat sat for you."

He tisks me, shaking his head back and forth. "We've been through this, Cassie. I warned you that she gets all whacky when we're gone. Your approach was simply too aggressive, my dear."

"Too aggressive?" I blurt incredulously, "I was scooping her damn litter box and she swooped down from a shelf and dug her damn claws into me like I was trying to rob her of the crown jewels for Chrissake!"

Leo laughs heartily, shaking his head vigorously. He even snorts which means he's truly tickled at his bitch cat's behavior. I wasn't amused at the time, and I'm certainly not amused now.  

Finally, he composes himself. "Now in all fairness, we did warn you she has this funny thing about having her litter box scooped while she's in the room. She does in fact take feline pride in her buried little treasures."

I give him a glare. "How the hell did I know she was lurking on a book shelf, watching me like a stalker for fuck's sake!"

"Okay, okay," he continues, still amused, "How about if I sweeten the pie?"

I eye him suspiciously. This is gonna have to be good. "What do you have in mind?" I ask, quirking a brow.

"You didn't hear me? Pie. I'll bake one of my famous Deep Dish Apple pies for you, if you agree to babysit Millicent next weekend."

I sigh and think it over, but not for long, as I spot Sherry Dunbar walking by slowly, carrying her laundry basket, towards the laundry room in our building. I don't miss the fact that she's wearing her tight cut-off shorts and a push-up halter top that serves to display her ample cleavage. 

At the bottom of the stairs she stops, saying something to the new tenant who's just come down from the second floor. Within moments, her wispy giggle makes its way over to us, and she gives her head a shake, sending her blonde locks back over her bare shoulder.

Oh. Please.

I turn back to Leo. I mean how bad can a long weekend with their psycho cat really be? "Get your ass inside and start rolling out that pie dough now. You've got a deal," I tell Leo, shooting a dark look Sherry's way.







Chapter 2

 


At four o'clock there is a tapping on my door.  When I open it, a smiling Henry is standing there holding a wicker basket covered with a blue and white checkered cloth. "Here's your bait, my dear," he remarks, stepping inside. I take the basket from him, and walk over to the table, placing it on top. 

"And what makes you think it's bait?" I ask, lifting the cloth from the top, breathing in the delicious aroma of the freshly baked pie. "Has Leo been gossiping again?"

But as I breathe in the succulent aroma, I have to admit that Leo has outdone himself on this one. "Damn that smells good."

"It's not gossip if it's true, sweetheart, but yes, Leo filled me in. Oh, and you'll want to re-heat the white chili, but rest assured, it is scrumptious. Also, I have some deets I'll gladly share with you since you are being such a doll about looking out for Millicent."

"Deets?" I turn my head to face him. Henry is a hoot. They both are. I wouldn't know a damn thing about who is doing what at the apartment complex if not for them.

"Yeah, on your new neighbor. His name is Alex Bennett. He's twenty-eight, self-employed, never been married and moved here from Tahatchapee. Before that? Carson City, Nevada. Such a boring place that one--ever been there?"

"Uh . . . no," I reply slowly, "How do you know all of this?"

He gives me an eye roll, "I ran into Sherry in the laundry room. She filled me in, which reminds me, you better make fast tracks next door. She was hand-washing her fine delicates down there and fluff drying them with a ton of dryer sheets. She's got her radar on him, girlfriend."

I'm not surprised. The resident skank works fast. "Thanks, Henry. You're the best."

"Hmmph, tell Leo that," he says with a sigh, "I swear, that man is always on my ass---and not in a good way," he finishes with a wink. "Good Luck," he sings as he departs my apartment.

I dash into my bathroom, and quickly run a brush through my hair. I swipe some gloss across my lips, give myself one last look, and repeat a silent mantra. 

I'm not a chick who has a lot of self-confidence, especially now that I know Sherry is getting ready to go in for the kill. But I do have a certain competitive streak which comes in handy at times like this, and mine just kicked into high gear.

Once outside on the porch that runs across the length of the second floor, I make the three steps over to his front door, and knock on the screen door.

"Hey," he says, coming to the door . . . shirtless.

"I . . . I . . . uh," I stammer like a seventh fucking  grader, my cheeks warming, "I live there," I say, tossing my thumb up in the direction of my apartment.

"Well, great. I live here," he says with a laugh. "My name
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