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Loving The Boy Next Door

 

The doorbell rang and Melissa Smyth jumped, almost spilling coffee over her arm. A thrill of anticipation quickened her pulse. Rory! He’d arrived! 

Setting down her cup and magazine, she leapt to her feet and hurried into the hallway. As she set her hand to the door handle she knew a stupid grin was spreading across her face but didn’t care. Rory had come to see her so of course she was smiling! He’d left her bed this morning after a night of passion that had left Melissa tired, aching and utterly elated. Only a few hours had passed since she’d seen him but it felt like forever.

She yanked the door open and the greeting died on her lips. It wasn’t Rory at all. Instead of the tall, gorgeous man she’d been expecting, her eyes alighted on the small, slim figure of her friend, Sarah. 

“Hi, Sarah,” Melissa managed, trying to hide her disappointment. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

Sarah arched an expertly-shaped eyebrow. “What? You didn’t think I’d let last night pass without a full report did you?”

Heat reddened Melissa’s cheeks. She’d been having an affair with her sexy neighbor, Rory, for a while and until yesterday he’d been calling the shots. But she and Sarah had hatched a plan to change that. And it had worked. Last night, Rory was the submissive one, doing everything Melissa wanted. Their antics had gone on for most of the night and Rory had fucked her so many times Melissa had lost count. She ached between her legs where he’d been inside her but it was a beautiful, warm sort of ache.  

And she’d realized their night together had been about more than just sex. It had been… special. But how could she explain that to her formidable, strong-willed friend?

Sarah swept past Melissa and entered the living room, flopping into an easy chair. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as Melissa took a seat opposite.

“Well? How did it go? Tell me everything!”

“What do you want to know?” Melissa asked, squirming.

Sarah rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on. Did you stick to the plan?”

Melissa nodded uneasily. “I was so nervous I thought I might throw up!” she admitted. “That sort of stuff might come easily to you, Sarah, but it’s not really me. ”

“So, did the plan work?” Sarah was perched on the edge of her seat, hands clasped in anticipation.

Images flashed before Melissa’s eyes. Rory lying naked atop the bed, his bronze body restrained by handcuffs. His huge, hard cock pumping bliss through her body as she rode him hard and fast. His ragged breath as he yelled her name. 

“Oh yes, it worked, ” she murmured. “In fact, it worked pretty much all night.”

Sarah punched the air. “Excellent! I told you it would, didn’t I? Men like to think they’re in charge when it comes to bedroom antics but it only takes a little effort to put them in their place.”

Despite herself, Melissa couldn’t help grinning at her friend’s enthusiasm. “By the end he was doing whatever I asked and begging me to touch him. It was crazy! ”

“And I bet right now he’s thinking about what he can do next to please you,” Sarah replied, nodding. “And you can take whatever enjoyment you want from him.”

“I sure can,” Melissa said, remembering how Rory had pleasured her, using his fingers, his tongue, his throbbing cock to take her to unbelievable heights of bliss.

 And yet it hadn’t felt like dominance, like one of them having control over the other. Rather, it had been an unspoken promise between them, a promise that they would give each other pleasure until they were both complete.

“So who is this guy?” asked Sarah.

Melissa swallowed as a jolt of dread went through her. She’d known this question would come up.  Sarah wouldn’t be content for Melissa’s man to remain a mystery forever. But how was she, Melissa, supposed to tell her oldest friend, the leader of the pack that used to torment Rory at school, that the man who’d fucked her senseless last night was the same nerd who’d trailed them around during their teenage years?

Melissa squirmed. “Well I—”

The creak of the back door opening cut her words off. A second later Rory’s voice called, “Melissa?”

Damn his timing! She’d forgotten her father had left Rory with his own key! Melissa thought furiously, trying to think of a way to deflect him but before she had time to act Rory strode into the living room, looking tanned and gorgeous in his t-shirt and shorts.

He froze as he saw Sarah sitting there and his ready smile slid from his face.

“Hello, Sarah,” he said coldly.

Sarah cocked her head to one side, frowning as though trying to figure out who he was. After a moment her eyes widened. “Rory Thompson! It’s you isn’t it?”

Melissa realized Sarah was struggling to reconcile this tall, tanned, handsome young man with the awkward, geeky boy they’d known at school. Just like Melissa had done the first time Rory had walked back into her life, Sarah was re-evaluating her ideas about him.

A strange, hot sensation suddenly boiled in Melissa stomach. With a jolt, she realized it was jealousy. She didn’t like Sarah’s appraising expression as she looked Rory up and down as though examining a prize piece of meat. Rory was hers and Sarah better not get any ideas. 

But Melissa needn’t have worried. After a moment, Sarah’s face settled into a mask of disdain, as it had whenever she’d spoken to Rory at school.

“Last I heard you were cleaning lavatories in some backstreet dive in Bangkok, Rory. Things worked out well for you, eh?"

Rory’s eyes narrowed.  “Sure. Whatever you say, Sarah.” He said to Melissa, “I’ll be in the yard.”

With that, he strode from the living room.

“What’s he doing here?” Sarah cried when he’d left. 

Melissa shrugged, trying to appear casual. “My dad’s employed him. He reckons the house and yard will go to wrack and ruin if it’s left to me while my folks are away.”

Sarah grinned. “So you’ve got your very own servant? Awesome.”

Melissa smiled in response. “I suppose so. And he can be pretty handy.” Although she hadn’t meant it that way, Melissa blushed scarlet as she thought of how ‘handy’ Rory could be. 

To cover her sudden embarrassment, she said, “Can I get you a drink?”

Sarah didn’t respond. Her forehead creased into a frown as she began piecing things together. Then her eyes went wide. 

“It’s him isn’t it?”

Melissa froze. “What is?”

“This mystery man you’ve been seeing. It’s Rory Thompson!”

Melissa’s cheeks burned and she knew she must be blushing as red as a tomato. This was the last thing she wanted. She hadn’t sorted out her own feelings for Rory yet. She certainly wasn’t ready to explain them to her friend. And how was she supposed to explain how she’d fallen for the school nerd? The boy who Sarah and Melissa would order around like he was their slave? 

An idea formed in her head. If she played this right she might be able to save face. 

She shrugged nonchalantly. “You remember how eager Rory was to please? Well, I thought I’d see if that extended to the bedroom too.”

Sarah barked a laugh. “Melissa Smyth, you are incorrigible! And does it?”

“Oh yes. And he’s good. Especially after I taught him exactly what I want. You remember those handcuffs we bought? Well, they were certainly put to good use.”

Sarah leaned forward and Melissa knew she’d sparked her friend’s interest. “Who’d have thought it, Rory Thompson good between the sheets? I’m jealous—I want my own bed slave!”

“Well you can keep your hands off mine!” Melissa laughed, even though inside she felt the sting of betrayal as she belittled her relationship with Rory. 

Sarah held her hands up. “Don’t worry, he’s all yours. I can see your evil plan now, Melissa. For one horrible moment I thought you were actually falling for him!”

Something twisted in Melissa’s stomach. A sick feeling filled her gut. I am, she wanted to say. I am falling for him. And I don’t care what you think. But her courage failed her. 

“Don’t be ridiculous!” she said, dismissively. “He doesn’t mean anything to me. I’m having fun with him, that’s all.”

A bang echoed through the house, loud enough to make Melissa jump. The back door slamming, she realized. A moment later Rory passed the window on his way to the yard. 

Melissa went cold. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Had Rory heard what she’d said? Had he been in the kitchen listening to her conversation with Sarah? 

“Come on then,” Sarah said, oblivious to Melissa’s discomfort. “Tell me all about it. I want all the gory details.”

But Melissa had lost all appetite for this chat. She slapped her forehead as though she’d suddenly thought of something. “Dammit! I promised to take my mom’s car into the garage today. Sorry, Sarah, I’ll have to fill you in later.”

Sarah spluttered indignantly. “Can’t it wait?”

Melissa shook her head. “I’m late already.”

 “Give me a call when you get back,” her friend said as Melissa ushered her to the door. “I want to hear all about it.”

“You bet,” Melissa promised.

She closed the door and leaned against it, heart thundering. Then, steeling her courage, she strode through the house and into the yard where she came to a halt, blinking in the bright sunshine. 

She knew right away that Rory had heard every word. He stood with his back to her, digging in her mom’s vegetable garden. His shoulders were hunched with tension and he dug viciously, as though the ground had offended him. 

Tentatively, she approached. “Rory?”

He didn’t respond. The crunch of the spade as it bit into the soil sounded loud to Melissa’s ears. A line of sweat trickled down Rory’s neck, dampening the ends of his wavy brown hair.

Melissa licked her lips nervously.  “Is everything okay?”

“I’m fine,” he growled, straightening.  “Why wouldn’t I be?” 

She reached out a hand but he spun away and strode toward the house. She trotted to keep up with him. 

“ Rory, listen I—”

“Why don’t you let me get on with my job, Melissa?” he snapped, striding into the kitchen and rinsing his hands in the basin.  “The sooner I’m finished, the sooner I can get out of your way.”

“But that’s not what I want, Rory.”

He spun to face her, eyes glinting with anger. “No, I suppose not. Perhaps you want to have a bit more fun with me first? Use me a bit more in your stupid schemes with Sarah?”

A tiny vein throbbed in Rory’s temple and the set of his jaw was harsh. He was furious, Melissa realized. Furious with her. 

“Look, about what you think you heard—”

“I don’t think. I know. You and Sarah must have been having a good laugh behind my back the whole time. Nothing changes, does it? And here’s me thinking you might have grown up.”

“It wasn’t like that, Rory.”

“So why don’t you explain it?” He stepped forward until he stood less than an arm’s length from her. This close Melissa felt the anger radiating off him in waves. 

Her heart skipped. He was so strong. So powerful. The nearness of him made her breath catch. But beneath her awakening desire was a paralyzing fear. If she didn’t salvage this somehow, she might lose Rory. The thought made dread swirl in her stomach like acid. 

“It was just girly banter, Rory. It didn’t mean anything.”

He snorted. “You mean like what happened last night didn’t mean anything? Like I don’t mean anything? I misjudged you, Melissa. I thought you were more than just a spiteful little girl.”

That stung. Her own anger flared. “What exactly is it you’re angry about, Rory? That your stupid male pride has been injured? That I’m not some doormat who’ll do exactly what you want?”

“What I want? It’s all been what you want, Melissa, like always. Spoiled little princess Melissa always has to get her own way.”

Melissa screamed with fury. Who did he think he was? She rushed at him, swinging her fist at his face. 

“Go to hell!”

His arm snapped up, catching her hand two inches from his cheek. Melissa tried to jerk free but he held her effortlessly. 

She glared at him, chest heaving with fury. He stared right back, dark eyes full of anger and something else—hunger. 

Abruptly he yanked her arm, pulling her close. His hot mouth met hers, kissing her with a fiery passion. In an instant Melissa’s anger became desire, so hot and all-consuming she could barely think. She returned his kiss
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