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Tasting The Boy Next Door

Melissa Smyth is enraged when her parents enlist the help of their next door neighbor to look after the house while they are away, not trusting Melissa to do it. Determined to prove she's in charge, Melissa decides to use all her feminine wiles to make her geeky neighbor regret his decision. But little does she know that Rory Thompson has ideas of his own. He's been travelling for the last three years and is geeky no longer. As these two old adversaries come together, who will come out on top? One thing is for sure - sparks will fly. 

Exploring The Boy Next Door

Nineteen year old Melissa Smyth has been left home alone while her parents are away on business. Well, not quite alone. Much to her annoyance, her father has hired their geeky, goody-two-shoes neighbor to look after things. Except, Rory Thompson isn't quite the geeky, goody-two-shoes he used to be. Three years away have turned him into a gorgeous hunk and Melissa is struggling to keep control. Having given into his advances once during a steamy session by the pool, Melissa is determined it won't happen again. She's the one in charge, and boy, is she going to show Rory that! But as Rory walks into her life again, will Melissa keep to her resolve? Or will desire sweep away her common sense and leave her begging Rory for more?

Teasing The Boy Next Door

Against her better judgment, nineteen year old Melissa Smyth has embarked on a steamy love affair with her neighbor, sure she can dominate the geeky boy she remembers from school. Except, Rory Thompson isn't quite the geeky, goody-two-shoes she remembers. Three years away have turned him into a gorgeous hunk and each time they’ve met Melissa has struggled to keep control. Now, with the help of her friend, Sarah, Melissa has come up with a plan to seduce Rory and bring him to his knees. Will Melissa finally gain the upper hand? This time will Rory be the one begging for more?
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Loving The Boy Next Door

Melissa Smyth thinks she has it all. After embarking on a steamy affair with her neighbor, Rory, she finally has him right where she wants him. Everything is going perfectly. Or is it? Is Melissa really in control? Or, as she faces the possibility of losing Rory forever, will she realize that no matter what she does, she’s always been a slave to her heart?
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“But I don't need anyone’s help!” Melissa Smyth yelled. “I’m nineteen years old and damn sure I can cope alone for one measly month!” She sounded like a spoiled brat but was beyond caring. Righteous indignation made her blood boil. 

Her father, Richard Smyth, spread his hands and sighed. “How many times must we go through this, Melissa? Rory is just going to help around the house and yard while we’re away. What’s so bad about that?”

Although he spoke in a calm, soothing manner, his words only made Melissa angrier. She stamped her foot in exasperation. Her parents might like to dress this up as doing her a favor but Melissa knew what it really meant. They didn’t trust her. Thought she needed a babysitter. 

And to make matters worse who had they asked to help? Rory Thompson. Freckly, bespectacled, goody-two-shoes Rory Thompson, the geekiest boy in her class. Melissa had spent most of her childhood trying to escape him as he trailed after her all doe-eyed. But as he was the son of their next-door neighbor, she'd been hard-pressed to avoid him. Thankfully he’d been traveling the last three years so she'd not had to see his dopey face. But he’d come home last week and been recruited by Melissa's father to keep things ticking over whilst he and Melissa's mother, Claire, were on a business trip in Dubai.

Did her father think her a complete idiot? How difficult was it to mow a lawn or run a vacuum cleaner over the carpet? When would he stop treating her like a baby?

“Look, daddy, I'm perfectly capable—”

“Melissa!” he cut in, frowning so his black hair fell over his forehead. “It's decided. Rory will be here in a minute and I expect you to play nicely. Clear?”

Melissa recognized that tone. It meant he wouldn't be argued with any more. She crossed her arms over her chest and threw herself onto the couch. “Fine!”

Her father seemed about to say something else but the doorbell rang and he marched into the hallway.

“Rory! Good to see you!” 

“Hi, Mr. Smyth. Ready for the off?”

“I was packed hours ago but I'm afraid my wife is still upstairs doing those mysterious last minute things only women seem to understand.”

Indulgent laughter carried into the living room, making Melissa seethe. So her parents thought she needed a nursemaid did they? Rory Thompson thought he could waltz in here like a knight in shining armor did he? Well she’d show the lot of them! Oh she’d let Rory Thompson help her all right. She’d have him running around like a slave by the end of this month! He wouldn't know what hit him. A wicked grin stole over Melissa's face at the thought.

“Melissa, come and say hi to Rory,” her father called. 

Pleased with herself, Melissa plastered on a sweet smile—one she knew would reduce Rory Thompson to a gibbering wreck—then sauntered from the living room, being sure to swing her hips in a most alluring fashion. 

But as she entered the hallway she halted in sudden confusion. A tall, tanned young man stood with her father. Soft brown waves fell onto his broad shoulders and the fabric of his t-shirt was pulled tight over his muscular chest in a way that made Melissa's mouth go dry. After a moment, the stranger turned large brown eyes on her and smiled, his full lips pulling back over perfect white teeth.

“Hi, Melissa.”

She paused, flustered. Who was this? Surely not geeky, annoying Rory Thompson? This guy was toned, tanned and totally hot! Could three years in Thailand turn him into this?

She worked her jaw a few times before croaking, “Rory?”

He laughed, a deep, clear sound that sent goose bumps riding up Melissa's skin. “Don't you recognize me? I shouldn’t be surprised — mom reckons I've turned into a hippie beach bum while I’ve been away.”

Beach bum? Melissa thought. Hardly. The way his shirt hugged his rippling frame made him look more like some bronzed Adonis from Greek legend. Not that she was going to let him know that, of course. He was still the enemy after all.

She took a deep breath, tilted her chin, and said curtly, “It's good of you to agree to help out.”

If he noticed the frostiness in her tone he didn't show it. In fact his grin grew even wider. “My pleasure. I’m looking forward to catching up.”

He stepped close and folded her into an embrace. She stiffened, unsure how to react. His arms were smooth and strong around her, his muscles hard. And his smell! A heady mix of sweat and something Melissa couldn’t quite put her finger on - something that conjured up images of beaches and palm fringed oceans. It enveloped Melissa, swept her away. She sucked a breath through her nostrils and circled her arms around his back, pulling him close and sweeping her palms over the solid muscles beneath his shirt.

Something tingled deep within her groin and her nipples began to tighten. Good God! Rory Thompson was turning her on!

She stepped back quickly, putting an arm's length between them and doing her best to arrange her features into a detached, lofty expression. Something dark glinted in Rory’s eyes as he watched her. Desire?

The tingling in her pussy deepened as she thought about what that could mean. How would it feel to have those strong hands caressing her skin? That toned, tanned, gorgeous body on top of her, tight buttocks pounding between her legs?

Stop it! she told herself. That’s Rory Thompson you're getting horny about! Get a grip!

She was saved from further embarrassment by the slamming of a door upstairs. After a moment, Melissa’s mother, Claire, came staggering down the stairs laden with enough bags to sink a small ship. 

Passing the luggage to Melissa's father, she clapped her hands and exclaimed, “That's not Rory is it? How you've grown!”

She pulled him into a hug and fawned over how handsome he’d got. Melissa rolled her eyes and bit back a retort. No doubt Rory was enjoying every minute of this. He’d always been a goody-goody who knew how to sweet talk her mother.

After releasing Rory, she gave Melissa an admonishment about not having any parties, her father kissed her on the cheek, then her parents picked up their suitcases and hurried out the front door. And that was it. They were gone. Melissa was left alone with Rory.

Neither moved. Melissa lifted her chin, turning a haughty expression on him. Rory watched her, brown eyes seeming deep enough to fall into. Her body came alive with arousal as he watched her, deepening the ache between her legs and turning her pussy hot with longing.

“So my father is paying you to look after things, right?” she said, determined to take control of the situation. “Well there's a pile of my dirty washing in the laundry. You can start with that.” 

She marched off in the direction of the kitchen expecting him to follow her like he did when they were kids. But after five paces she halted and turned to see him standing in the same spot. “What are you waiting for? I told you to do my washing!”

“No can do,” he replied, shaking his head and making his brown waves bounce. He pulled a piece of paper from his pocket and unfolded it. “Your father was very specific about the jobs I'm to do. What was the warning he gave me? ‘Don't let my daughter manipulate you because she'll have you running around after her like an idiot given half the chance’.”

And with that he sauntered past her into the kitchen, leaving Melissa spluttering with fury. Turning to watch him go, Melissa put her hands on her hips and stared. 

What the hell? The Rory Thompson she remembered would do whatever Melissa asked. As long as it didn't get him into trouble with the teachers, of course. He was too much of a kiss-ass for that. But this Rory Thompson seemed to think he was in charge! The cheek of it!

Pursing her lips in annoyance, Melissa charged through the kitchen and out the back door, poised to give him a tongue-lashing but skidded to a stop at the sight that greeted her. Rory had taken his top off and now stood in only his shorts on the pool edge, fishing out leaves with a net. The afternoon sun burning above had turned the day sultry and a thin sheen of sweat beaded on Rory’s chest.

Melissa gulped. Her eyes roamed over his hard, well-defined pectorals, down his six-pack to his narrow hips then beyond to the bulge in the front of his shorts and his small, tight buttocks that pulled the fabric tight as he bent over. Her pulse quickened, a small gasp escaping her lips. Frowning, she clamped down on her arousal, marched over and pointed a finger at him.

“I don't know who you think you are, Rory Thompson, but my father left me in charge, not you. And seeing as he's the one paying your wages I suggest you do what I ask!”

He straightened, shrugged. “What would you like me to do, Melissa?” 

The look he focused on her was deep and penetrating and suggested he wasn’t talking about housework.

Loads of things, she thought. Starting by bending me over, spreading my legs...

She cleared her throat, tried to gather her scattered thoughts. “Well you can start by cleaning the bathroom.”

Rory slowly took out the piece of paper again and made a big show of reading it. Finally he shook his head. “Sorry. It's not on the list.”

Melissa squealed in frustration. She'd wipe that smug expression right off his handsome face! She lunged forward and pushed him with all her strength. With a startled yelp Rory overbalanced and began to topple backward. 

As he fell toward the water a surge of triumph flashed through Melissa. That would show him! But at the last moment Rory’s hand shot out and grabbed her wrist, pulling her into the pool with him. Melissa had time for a strangled scream before she hit the water.

It enveloped her like an icy blanket, stealing the breath from her lungs. She came up
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