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Millionaire Neighbor

The shower felt terrific—nothing like a long, hot shower on Saturday morning to wash away the week. I woke up at a decent hour due to a late cancellation. Usually, my body is tired from the week, alcohol from the previous night, and terrible late-night food decisions. I might make it to your brunch with Melissa and Kendall for the first time in two months. Brunch will probably escalate into day drinking. Those girls are wild and love to party. 

I stepped out of the shower, and my tall, lean frame screamed to be shown off. I smiled in the mirror and spoke confidently to myself, a daily routine that helped my self-esteem. After the late-night cancellation last night, I needed it. 

I completed my Saturday morning routine, brushed my teeth, lotioned my body, and put on make-up. My boyfriend sent a good morning text and apologized for last night. The marketing director’s flight was delayed, and he didn’t get home until later. That didn’t stop my crazy brain from dreaming about crazy scenarios of him cheating with some bimbo. I was proud of my self-restraint from not sending rude or angry posts to him. I consider this growth. In the past, I was have accused him for hours and promptly destroyed another relationship. 

He wanted to make dinner plans, but I was unsure how I would feel or what I would be capable of after brunch. I might park my ass on the couch in pajamas and dive into the rabbit hole of binge-watching. A delivery arrived, and my cell phone buzzing was the indicator. I made my way to the front door to get my package. Some bastard has been stealing packages lately in the apartment complex. The concierges handled the larger packages, but the smaller ones were placed at the door, and getting them right away was essential. Theft is bad enough; the condo complex no longer allows renters. 

Luckily, I’m grandfathered. My Uncle is a wealthy stockbroker; he lets me stay here to keep the place clean and pay the utilities. For him, it is a tax shelter; for me, it is an absolute paradise. The amenities alone are fantastic; the millionaire playboys that live here are a bonus. All my friends love to come over and go to the pool, hoping to snag one of them. We stick out like sore thumbs because we lack fake boobs, bbls, expensive clothing, and perfect ten bodies. We still try anyway. Sometimes, we even spot a random celebrity. This building is riz. 

I walked to the door in my towel and cracked it open. I looked both ways, and no one was in the hallway. I stepped into the hallway, and my towel almost fell off. I scrambled to catch it. The good news is that I grabbed my towel before it hit the ground, but the bad news is I heard the door slam behind me. Oh shit, I turned to face a closed door — the doors in the apartment complex auto-lock when they close — locked out in nothing but a towel. 

Extra keys are in the lobby, but I wasn’t going to the lobby like this. My phone sat on the island in the apartment, out of reach. I have never felt so exposed in my life. I sucked up my pride and began to walk to the next door when I felt a tug. No, no, no. This can't be happening. The towel was stuck in the door. I couldn’t believe my terrible luck. 

Panic. Pure and utter terror. My heart raced, and my anxiety reached a level I believed impossible. Eyes darted up and down the hallway. What door should I choose? 

The Young Millionaire. A tall, tanned, and handsome young millionaire occupies the apartment across the hall. I can probably reach across the hallway and knock on the door without dropping the entire towel or knocking and running back before it opens. I don’t know what he does for a living or if he is a trust fund kid, but he is handsome and has a fantastic body. Two of my friends have tried to entice him but failed. I wouldn’t mind strolling around his apartment naked until building management opened my door. I only spoke to him once and didn’t know if he would help. 
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Thankfully, a voice of reason commanded me to knock on the door across the hallway. I was able to reach across the hallway while only exposing my backside to one side of the hallway before I retreated behind the towel and pressed against my door in an attempt to preserve my dignity. 

A tall, olive-skinned man opened the door a moment later. My eyes wandered up and down his body as I tried to hide my shame. Clearly, he wasn’t expecting anyone at his door because he only had on a pair of basketball shorts and unkempt hair. Movement caught my eye, and a bulge swung with every move under the shorts. Abs developed with the help of an expensive personal trainer tightened. Piercing brown eyes looked me up and down, searching out every piece of my exposed flesh. Perfect teeth gleamed in the light of the hallway before he spoke. 

“Can I help you?” 

“Hello, I am Tanya. I live here. I came out to get my package, and the door closed behind me. Can you call me down, please? My towel is stuck, and I can’t go to the lobby naked like this,” he stepped into the hallway and looked both ways. 

“Lisa, put you up to this?” he quizzed. The soft eyes narrowed as he suspected something from a girl named Lisa. I didn’t know the woman he referred to, and I answered the best I could under the strain. 

“Who?” I answered. “I don’t know, Lisa. Is she nice?” 

“No, that is my ex; you would hate her unless you work for her. I don’t like being in the hallway like this. You will have to prove to me that you don’t know Lisa. Come inside,” he said. I processed the request. 

“Can’t you call down, and I stay right here?” I asked. I didn’t want to go into a strange man’s apartment naked. We met once before, but we had clothes on. Well, maybe it wouldn’t be the worst idea to go into his apartment. What could go wrong with strolling around the olive-skinned omnigod apartment without clothes? No, Tanya, you have a boyfriend. 

“Hold on. I remember you from the pool party a month ago. You were having drinks with Lisa and her friends. You do know her. Nope, you are going to have to prove it to me. Come inside, or I am closing the door. The second I move closer to you, that door will fly open, and Lisa and her goons will rush in. I know it. No, you have to walk inside for me to trust you,” he demanded. I don’t know what Lisa did to him, but his face was severe, and he would not relent. 
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“Come in, get out of the hallway,” said the tall, dark, and handsome man. I took a deep breath, convinced myself I was only going into the apartment, and walked away from the towel. His eyes widened for a moment before he gained composure, but I could see him drink in my naked body. Anxiety threatened to overwhelm the senses. Hands, forearms, and elbows attempted to cover my lady bits, but it was impossible. Petite hands would not contain my steak and potatoes boobs. Creating a hand bra and hand panty was all I could muster.

As I stepped inside, I was struck by the sleek and stylish look of the place. The first thing that caught my eye was the kitchen area, with its white counters and floors that gave it a clean and sophisticated feel. The counters were made of polished white quartz, while the floors were covered in glossy white tiles. I could feel the heated surface beneath my feet as I walked across the tiles.

The natural light streaming through the windows made the space bright and airy. It was easy to imagine cooking in such a beautiful kitchen, with all the modern appliances and gadgets at my disposal. Overall, the effect was stunning, and I couldn't help but be impressed by the design of the apartment. For a moment, I almost forgot my ass was out in the wind, but once I made eye contact with the vulture-like eyes looking to devour the hidden lady bits, I remembered. 

“I didn’t know Larry had a daughter. When did you get into town?” 

“He doesn’t have a daughter; I am his niece. I moved in four months ago. I will be your next-door neighbor for the foreseeable future,” I said, shaking off my shyness. 

“Fucking Awesome,” he said. “Sorry about testing you, Tanya. You can never be careful with Lisa. Last week, she keyed my car. The month before, she spray-painted my car with dicks. I would say something back but decided not to since I didn’t want to get kicked out. I smiled, and he continued when I didn’t react. 

“That is great; you are my neighbor. He used to call the doorman to break up the fun when we partied over here. Now I can invite you to solve that problem. Sorry, I am getting ahead of myself. Do you party and have fun? Before you answer, where did you go to school? I don’t remember you from any of the boarding schools. You look younger than me but should have been in my brothers or sisters’ classes.” This guy had many questions. I tried to figure him out, but I was at a loss. Bruh, I need you to call down so I do not need to learn about my family history. But you are cute; I am naked. I need your help, so I will allow it. 

“I never went to boarding school. I am not from here
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