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Teasing The Boy Next Door

 

Melissa Smyth peered at herself in the mirror. Frowning, she dug into her cosmetics box and dabbed a little concealer on her left cheek.  Perfect. Next she took up a brush and swept baby pink blusher across her face, highlighting her high cheekbones. Lastly, she pursed her lips and applied a soft rosy gloss, just the right shade to emphasize her full lips. 

A satisfied smile spread across her face.  Rory Thompson wouldn’t know what hit him. Melissa’s pulse quickened suddenly as images of her sexy neighbor came unbidden to her mind. That gorgeous, sculpted face. Those eyes, deep enough to fall into. That smile, bright enough to take her breath away. And that muscular body joining with hers, filling her with ecstasy as they’d embarked on their steamy affair.  

Oh yes, tonight was going to be very special.  

Melissa made her way into the plush bedroom and ran her hands over the soft white bed covers, enjoying the touch and smell of the freshly laundered linen. She tugged the corners of the sheets and brushed away imaginary creases until the bed looked perfect. Pleased with the result, she reached into a drawer, pulled out the bag she’d hidden earlier and set it on the bedside table. Almost tenderly, she took the items out one by one and placed them by the headboard, behind the pillows and out of sight. There. All finished.  

Taking a deep breath, she approached the full-length mirror and looked herself over one last time. She wore a baby-doll nightdress, transparent enough to light the imagination and her blonde hair fell in ringlets onto her shoulders. Yes, Rory Thompson was doomed.

Her preparations finished, Melissa seated herself cross-legged in the middle of the bed, grabbed her cell phone and dialed Rory’s number before she could panic and change her mind. 

“Hello?” 

The sound of Rory’s deep voice stole the breath from Melissa’s chest.  She struggled for a second before blurting, “Rory?  It’s Melissa.” 

“Hey.  How’s things?” 

Melissa swallowed. The warmth in his voice threw her off balance. “Actually I’ve got a bit of a problem I hoped you might help with.” The lie tripped easily off her tongue.

“Sure,” he said and Melissa imagined his easy shrug.  “What’s up?” 

“There’s a leak in my bathroom. Would you come take a look?”

Rory chuckled. “A leak? Can’t have that, can we? I know how you feel about mess! I’ll be right over.”

The phone went dead and Melissa hung up. Worms of excitement wriggled in her belly. So far so good.

She fired off a quick text to her friend, Sarah, with an update on her progress. After all, tonight had mostly been Sarah’s idea so it was only fair to keep her up to speed. Yesterday, as they both lounged by the pool in the summer heat, they’d come up with Melissa’s plan to seduce Rory. Sarah was one of Melissa’s oldest friends and had always been the leader of the group of girls Melissa had hung out with growing up. The first to kiss a boy, the first to get a car, the first to sneak alcohol from her parents’ cabinet. And of course, the first to sleep with a man. 

Despite Melissa’s efforts to appear cheery, as they’d settled down to sunbathe Sarah had immediately picked up her low mood. 

“I know that wistful expression,” she said, her dark eyes full of concern. “There’s a man involved isn’t there?”

Melissa was reluctant to admit what had happened between her and Rory but, under her friend’s scrutiny, the words suddenly spilled out. “I’ve been seeing someone.” 

Sarah raised an immaculately shaped eyebrow. “Why do I know nothing about this? You’re supposed to tell me everything! How long have you been seeing him? How far has it gone? Do I know him?”

Melissa squirmed. “No, it’s nobody you know,” she lied. “And although I’ve not been seeing him long it’s gone pretty far already.” 

She glanced at the sun lounger Sarah lay on and memories played before Melissa’s eyes. Rory’s weight pinning her, his breath hot on her neck, spears of blinding pleasure stabbing her abdomen as Rory drove his iron-hard cock deep inside. Heat flooded her cheeks.

Sarah followed the line of Melissa’s gaze and her eyes widened. “You didn’t!” 

Melissa nodded, unable to stop a wicked smile stealing across her face.

“Melissa Smyth, you dirty whore!” Sarah exclaimed in mock outrage. She leaned forward and whispered conspiratorially, “What was it like?”

“Amazing,” Melissa murmured. It hadn’t just been on the sun lounger. Her eyes flicked to the sofa in the sun room. Two days ago she’d been on her hands and knees on that sofa, Rory’s hard cock in her mouth, his soft tongue filling her pussy. She shifted her seat as wetness gathered between her legs.

“So what’s the problem?” Sarah asked. “You should be happy. Why the long face?”

Melissa sighed. “Because nothing can come of it. It was just sex to him.”

Sarah frowned, the skin crinkling across the bridge of her freckled nose. “I fail to see the problem.”

“What do you mean?”

“You don’t love this guy, right?”

Melissa thought for a moment. Rory’s deep eyes and infectious smile flickered in her memory. She felt so alive when she was with him. So complete. Was that love? How was she to know? But one thing was sure; she couldn’t tell Sarah the man in question was Rory Thompson, the geeky boy they’d always teased at school. Melissa would never live it down. 

“Of course not!” she blurted.

“Well then,” Sarah replied, leaning back and taking a sip of lemonade from a tall glass. “There’s no problem is there? Sounds like you’ve got the perfect scenario. Great sex with no strings attached.”

Melissa considered her friend’s words. It seemed clear that Rory wanted something casual. Could it be enough for her as well? Should she just enjoy what was offered without worrying?

“You’re right,” she said after a moment.

“Of course I am,” Sarah replied, leaning forward eagerly. “Why not take pleasure where you can? We’re still young, aren’t we? Why complicate it?”

Determination welled up inside Melissa. When her parents had first hired Rory to look after things while they were on a business trip in Dubai, she’d always planned to be the one in charge. Yet somehow her ambition had been lost along the way, swept away by the power of Rory’s presence. But now she was determined to regain the upper hand.

“Right. In that case it’s time to start showing him who’s in charge of this little affair. Any ideas?”

Sarah’s blue eyes sparkled with mischief. “Plenty. Let’s get plotting.”

And that had been that. Together they had come up with a plan, one that would have Rory Thompson eating out of Melissa’s hand. So he wanted mindless sex did he? Well, she’d give him that. And blow his mind in the process.

The shrill ringing of the doorbell jolted Melissa from her thoughts. She flew downstairs, took a moment to check her appearance in the hall mirror, then threw the door open.

Rory Thomson lounged on the porch, wavy hair falling over his face, T-shirt pulled tight over his pectorals. His eyes widened as he took in her baby-doll nightdress.

Bingo, she thought.

Rory swallowed. “Um. Hi.”

“Hi.”

Silence stretched between them. Melissa stared into Rory’s deep brown eyes, her heart beginning to thunder against her ribs and a warm ache beginning to swell in her groin. God, he was so gorgeous. How was she supposed to keep her resolve when he looked like that?

“So. The leak?” Rory asked at last.

Melissa jumped, gathering her thoughts. “Yes. The leak. This way.”

She spun on her heel, strode up the stairs and into her bathroom. Once there she leaned against the wall, one hand on her hip in the alluring way she and Sarah had practiced.

Rory followed her in and she was rewarded by his gaze flicking up and down her body before settling on her face. He licked his lips.

“Where’s the leak coming from?” His voice sounded strained.

Melissa pointed at the basin. “There. I think a pipe might be cracked.”

Rory continued to stare. After a moment he seemed to remember himself. 

“Oh. Right. I’d better take a look.”  He unslung the bag of tools he’d brought, dropped it to the floor then turned to bend over the basin.

Melissa shifted to get a better view as Rory’s tight ass pulled the fabric of his jeans taut.

He shook his head, making his hair bounce on his shoulders. “I can’t see anything. Are you sure it’s leaking, Melissa?”

“I’m sure. Perhaps you need to look a little closer.”

As Rory leaned further, Melissa steeled her courage and stepped close, pressing herself against him and moving her hands around to caress his thighs.

He stiffened. “What are you doing?”

“Isn’t that obvious?”

He went very still as she shifted her hands higher, touching the soft bulge of his cock under the fabric of his jeans. 

“Melissa, wait—”

“Shh,” she cut in.

She gently ran her hands across the bulge and smiled as it began to harden beneath her touch. Rory braced his hands on the basin, his breathing deepening as he became aroused. After a moment, he spun to face her, looking down with a hungry expression in those deep eyes of his. He was so close that his warm, moist breath gently stirred the hairs on top of Melissa’s head.

“There’s no leak is there?” His voice was deep, gruff.

Melissa slowly shook her head, staring up at him through her eyelashes.

A frown pinched the skin between his eyebrows. “I don’t like playing games, Melissa.”

She stepped closer, feeling suddenly brazen, and pressed her breasts against the hardness of his chest and reached one hand down to lazily stroke his stiffening cock.  “You’ll like this one.”

With a moan, Rory’s eyes slid closed and his shaft stretched, pulling his jeans tight across his groin. He bent his head and his mouth descended on Melissa’s, his lips warm as they moved against hers, his tongue insistent as it pushed her lips apart and forced its way into her mouth. 

Rory’s strong arms circled her, crushing her to him and Melissa closed her eyes as a delicious wave of tingling arousal lit her body. She returned his kiss, surrendering to the fire building inside.

It felt so good to be in Rory’s arms. So real.

None of that! she told herself. Remember the plan.

She broke their kiss and batted her eyelids at him, leaning so that her weight pushed against his chest. “I knew you didn’t want me to stop.”

“Melissa, are you sure this is what you want? I thought you didn’t—”

“Don’t speak.”

She pressed a finger to his lips, took his hand and led him into the bedroom. Rory followed meekly. Everything was laid out exactly as Melissa had planned: the fluffy pillows, the pristine white sheets—and her special purchases which she’d carefully hidden behind the pillows.

Boldly, she set her palms on Rory’s chest and pushed him down onto the bed, emboldened by how easily he did what she wanted. She followed him down, crouching over him as he lay back, sinking into the plush duvet. She watched him for a moment then pressed her lips to his and kissed him hungrily. He responded, working his mouth hard against hers, his hands moving up to sweep across her back.

Despite herself, Melissa moaned at his touch, her pussy turning hot and wet with desire. God, she wanted him. She wanted him to fuck her right now. She wanted him to flip her over, bury his cock in her aching pussy and pound her until she screamed.

The yearning was so overwhelming that for a second all other thoughts were driven from her mind. But she ruthlessly pushed her arousal aside and took hold of her wayward desires. She would not let herself be swept away by him. Not again. Tonight was about her taking control, about clawing back her self-esteem and showing him that he had no power over her.

Melissa grabbed the white fabric of Rory’s T-shirt and yanked it over his head. Obediently, Rory raised his arms, allowing Melissa to toss it aside. With a small intake of breath, Melissa’s eyes wandered over Rory’s naked torso. In the soft lamplight his skin seemed to gleam bronze and tiny shadows gathered in the contours of the muscles on his chest and biceps. He was so much bigger than her, so powerful and strong. If he chose, he could master her easily but he watched with a wide-eyed, trusting look and lay there submissively as she fumbled with his belt, undid his pants and pulled them off. 

His bulging cock stood straight up from the curly nest of hair at his groin, as thick and hard as an iron bar. Melissa almost
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