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        He’s dangerous.

      

        

      
        Ronnie

      

        

      
        For six years I’ve watched my bad-boy neighbor, never knowing when he’s going to be there and when he isn’t. Never knowing what he’s doing when he’s absent, only that it’s dangerous.

        And then one night I wake to find him in my bed. Naked. Bruised and bleeding. And hard. Really hard.

        He wants me. And he knows I want him too. But he’s dangerous. On every freaking level.

        Oh boy, this is going to end in pain…
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      I was dreaming about Liam Hemsworth. I remember that. Naked and panting, Liam Hemsworth had entered the bakery where I work—I’m a final-year pastry chef apprentice, which translates to I make fuck all money, do most of the work and constantly smell like croissants. In my dream, the delicious Australian had hurried over to the counter, sought me out with those killer-blue eyes of his and said, “Ronnie, I need four bear claws now. And then I need to eat you.”

      That’s the kind of dream any girl is going to enjoy, unless Liam was a cannibal in my dream, but by the hard-on he was sporting when he’d entered the bakery, I’m pretty certain eat meant oral sex.

      I remember being very happy in the dream. Very ready to accommodate his needs. I’d just made the most incredible batch of bear claws as it were and had no issues at all with him eating them and me.

      I was about to inform him of that when something woke me.

      Something hot and hard.

      Something suddenly on top of me, all solid and growly and panty.

      A something that turned out to be a someone.

      My MIA, bad-boy neighbor who I hadn’t seen for over three months.

      Lucas fucking Pratt.

      He was naked.

      I could feel his incredibly muscled body that I’d spent six years trying not to notice sliding against my also naked body. I could feel his muscular thighs and chest and stomach rub against my thighs, my tummy, my breasts.

      I could feel his cock and balls grinding at my inner thigh, dangerously close to the place his cock and balls should never be close to.

      His cock, my startled, befuddled brain was telling me, was hard.

      My body thought that was goddamn awesome.

      “What the hell are you doing?” I burst out, writhing and bucking and wriggling beneath him in the dark.

      His hot breath fanned the side of my neck as he tangled his hands with mine in the sheets. He made a sound, a growl-slash-groan that sent shivers of something very much like hungry desire through me, and then his groin slammed to mine and his hands pinned my wrists to the bed beside my head.

      Whoa.

      “What the fuck have you done to me?” he snarled the words in that same growl-slash-groan as he ground my wrists to the mattress.

      I still couldn’t see his face in the darkness of my room, but I could hear the slur in his question. And I could smell the coppery tinge of blood on the air. Along with his sweat and something that may have been whiskey on his breath.

      Was he drunk?

      I’d never seen him drunk.

      If he was drunk, what the hell was he doing here? In my bed?

      Trying to…do whatever the hell he was trying to do to me?

      “Lucas.” I thrashed beneath him, trying to dislodge him. His naked body slipped and slid over mine. My brain registered the fact my nipples were dragging against his chest. My body registered the fact his cock—suddenly much more rigid than it had been a second ago—was grinding at my sex.

      I wanted to scream.

      Not in fear, in anger.

      The trouble was all I could do was pant his name and writhe beneath him. This was not how I’d expected to be woken.

      I should give you some backstory. Here’s the crib-note version.

      1. Lucas’s family moved in next to door when I was sixteen and Lucas was seventeen, six years ago. Our families had been close ever since.

      2. Lucas had been in trouble with the law before then. He had a juvie record but I had no clue for what.

      3. Lucas mocked me every time we saw each other because he didn’t believe I was bi—I’d been bisexual since I met my best friend at fifteen. We hadn’t lasted as girlfriend and girlfriend, but we had stayed BFFs.

      4. Lucas would disappear frequently, with no word. Would turn up days, weeks, months later. Every time he did, he was bruised and looked more menacing than he had when he left.

      5. In my last year of school, there were rumors he was making money as some kind of paid muscle for a motorcycle club.

      6. The police would inevitably pay a visit to our house looking for him during every one of his mysterious absences.

      7. He always had money to burn. And I mean, serious money to burn.

      And 8. He would often confuse the hell out of me by randomly baking the most delicious brownies in the world and bringing them over to our house…usually after I’d had a crap day at school or work, and leave them with me without anything more than a silent nod and enigmatic smile.

      That was my life with Lucas fucking Pratt as my neighbor.

      There were joint camping trips to deal with, neighborhood barbeques in the summer, Thanksgiving Day dinners spent together. He had this unique ability of making me feel like he was sneering at me even when he wasn’t even looking at me. Any boyfriend or girlfriend I brought to any event spent most of the time under his intense, brooding snarl of a glare. That glare was intimidating. And unfortunately, fucking sexy as all hell.

      When I was sixteen, all my friends wanted him to fuck them. Everyone thought he was dangerous and brooding and arrogant and hot.

      Even I had to admit, he was incredible to look at. He was all sinewy muscle and broad shoulders and perfect six-pack. He was chiseled jaw and piercing blue eyes and tattoos that seemed to somehow emphasize the sculpted form of his biceps and triceps. When I talked about him to my friends I used the term “walking cliché” with dripping sarcasm. When I was with previous boyfriends, I fought hard not to compare them to Lucas. That was a difficult thing to do. None of them had looked like him.

      And I’d never been woken by any of them in the middle of the night. Naked. Groping me while they were obviously sweaty, drunk and bleeding.

      That’s not the kind of thing a twenty-two year old girl should get turned on by, right?

      So why the fuck was I turned on? By Lucas? My neighbor. My male neighbor. Who I despised.

      What the hell was going on?

      Struggling against his grip on my wrists, I bucked upward. Not a smart move, given we were both buck naked, slicked in sweat and his rigid cock was rammed to my waxed-smooth pussy.

      I swear to God, I felt the tip of his erection part my lips for a moment.

      For a moment, my head spun and my heart smashed like a hammer in my throat.

      “Lucas,” I shouted, wishing to fuck I didn’t prefer to sleep in pitch blackness. If I could see his face, I’d feel like I had some kind of grasp of the situation.

      He didn’t sound…right.

      He sounded…dangerous. Really dangerous.

      “Get off me,” I snarled, thrashing wilder.

      His grip on my wrists grew painful. His face mashed to my cheek. His knee rammed to the inside of mine and shoved my thighs wider. His cock nudged harder at my pussy.

      “What,” he growled, his breath hot on my face. “Have you done. To me?”

      “Nothing, you prick,” I snapped back. “Except put up with your shit for years.”

      He grew still. His hands on my wrists loosened. He lifted his head. “Ronnie?”

      Confusion filled his voice. I noticed once again he was slurring.

      I shifted beneath him. His cock was still nudging my sex, inching a little deeper with every move we made. “Yeah?”

      With a speed and strength that was both impressive and scary, he shoved himself off me and then off the bed. “Fuck.”

      His mutter tore at the darkness in the room a second before I scrambled across the mattress and smacked my palm against the switch of my side lamp.

      My bedroom exploded with light.

      Lucas hissed, squinting against its harsh assault on his eyes. He raised his hand to protect them against the light, giving me a very clear view of his body.

      “Jesus, Lucas,” I breathed, staring at him, my heart thumping fast. “What the fuck happened to you?”

      He dropped his arm, the charged energy I was used to seeing in him suddenly turned up to a million. His blue stare locked on mine. His fists bunched at his sides.

      I ran my gaze over his torso, too stunned to do anything about covering my own naked body.

      Angry purple bruises the size and shape of fists peppered his ribs and abs. Cuts and gashes that could only come from knife strikes did the same, some weeping fresh blood that trickled down his body. Over his hips, down to his⁠—

      Fuck, he’s huge.

      Jerking my stare up from his erection, I let out a gasp at the battered state of his face. His jaw and lips were as pounded as his body. A deep cut ran the length of his cheekbone below his left eye and also trickled blood.

      It was his eyes that messed with me the most, however.

      His eyes had always mesmerized me. There was a secret world of danger and violence in them I’d never been able to comprehend. I had even admitted to Mads one night, when we were sixteen and tipsy on my Dad’s secret bottle of Wild Turkey, that his eyes were sexy.

      Right now, his eyes looked crazy. Scary crazy.

      “Are you on drugs?” I asked.

      There were a lot of things about Lucas that made him fall into the bad-boy category, but using had never been one of them.

      Lucas liked being in control too much. I knew that.

      But his eyes…

      He stared at me, his chest heaving, his eyes…

      Bright red fresh blood began to flow from his nose, and suddenly he staggered sideways.

      “Jesus, Lucas,” I burst out, clawing myself off the bed.

      I grabbed at his arm before he could collapse to the ground, steadying him with a flat palm on his chest—right above the tattoo of a raven inked over his heart. “What have you been doing?”

      His gaze found mine. For a second, they were as direct and piercing as always, and then they fogged over with what I assume was pain but might be…something else.

      “Ronnie?” he mumbled, raising a hand—bloody-knuckled, I noticed—to cup the side of my face. “What are you doing here? I’ll fucking kill them if they’ve hurt you.”

      I frowned, alarm bells ringing in my head, my blood roaring in my ears. “We’re in my bedroom, Lucas,” I said calmly even as my tummy knotted. “You woke me in my bed. What happened to you?”

      He brushed his thumb over my lips, fresh blood oozing from his nose. “Ronnie. I’ve wanted you since I first fucking saw⁠—”

      His eyes rolled back into his head and he crumpled to the ground.

      I couldn’t stop him. He was too heavy, too solid. Too boneless.

      By the time my brain registered he was going down, and that I was still gripping his upper arm with a firm hold, he hit the floor, taking me with him.

      We hit it hard. I heard a sharp crack as his head smacked the floor. My right knee did the same and pain shot up my leg. I tried to bite back a gasp, but it escaped me before I could stop it. I’ve had surgery twice on my knee for anterior cruciate ligament damage, the last operation only a year ago. Suffice to say, my bare knee striking my floor wasn’t fun.

      “Goddamn it,” I muttered, wincing at the shards of pain spearing my reconstructed knee as I tried to shift Lucas onto his back, or at least get him into a better position on his side.

      Worry ate at me. Worry and fear.

      I hadn’t seen my mysterious bad-boy neighbor for three months, and this is how he turns up? And who were they? Who did he think had me? And what had they done to him?

      Ignoring the screaming agony in my knee, I finally managed to move him into a position I hoped was more comfortable. I stole a second to run my gaze over him.

      Jesus, he was beaten black and blue. There wasn’t a part of his body not bruised or cut in some way.

      I tentatively feathered my fingers over the worst-looking wounds, uncertain what to do.

      Did I call 911? I had no idea how injured he was. What I did have was an idea about how often the cops came looking for him in our house during the times he was AWOL. If I called 911, would he hate me for it? Would I be putting him in more danger?

      Should I ring his folks?

      I needed to ring someone. Jesus, if I could afford it, I’d call a doctor at least. Someone to come check him out.

      Frowning, I ran a gaze over him again. The fact he was at my house tightened something in my stomach I didn’t expect, something I hadn’t experienced since the night I’d realized I really, really wanted to go down on my best friend and make her scream my name.

      That thing in my tummy tightened some more, radiating a heat lower into the place between my thighs that hadn’t reacted to a guy for a long time.

      What the hell?

      Was I seriously getting aroused? By my neighbor?

      My unconscious, mysterious bad-boy neighbor who’d spent years teasing me and driving me all kinds of crazy?

      What. The. Hell?

      “Screw this,” I muttered with one last look at Lucas as I began to climb to my feet. “I’m calling 91⁠—”

      A hard fist wrapped around my wrist, jerking me to a halt.

      “Ronnie,” Lucas’s hoarse growl scraped at my fraying state of mind.

      My stare snapped to his face. He looked up at me, his eyes clear, bright. Too bright. Too intense.

      “Lucas,” I said, tugging with pathetic force at his grip on my wrist. Or maybe I whispered his name. I don’t know. I felt…confused. My heart was racing. My head was roaring. “You need⁠—”

      “You,” he snarled, the word thick with hunger, before he yanked me downward and captured my lips with his.

      He took savage possession of my mouth, his tongue and teeth wild. He fisted his hands in my hair with painful pleasure, and before I could stop the whimper of unexpected rapture vibrating in my throat, he flipped me onto my back and pinned me to the floor.

      All without surrendering ownership of my lips.

      In fact, his kiss turned hungrier.

      Hotter.

      His hips ground to mine, his rigid cock damn near penetrating my pussy. My heart leapt into frenzied life, slamming into my throat as his thighs slid over mine. He swept his tongue into my mouth, over and over, seeking out mine.

      I want to say I bucked him off and scrambled away. I want to say I lashed out at him with my feet. He was my bastard bad-boy neighbor, after all, and I was not in the market for the kind of insanity being kissed by him would bring.

      I want to say all those things, but I can’t.

      A need crashed through me so powerful, so absolute I couldn’t resist it. A ravenous craving to surrender to the unexpected pleasure consuming me at Lucas’s rough domination of my body and mouth.

      I whimpered again, louder this time, and shoved my hips upward, aching to feel his hard cock part my folds and slam into me. I clawed at his back, lashed at his tongue with my own.

      He groaned in return, dragging one hand from my hair and down over my shoulder until he reached my breast.

      He closed his fingers over its swell, rubbing his palm at my distended nipple, moving his mouth to my jaw, my throat, up to my ear.

      “Ronnie,” he rasped against my temple. “I thought I’d never see you again.”

      I arched beneath him, in part because his fingers had found my nipple with pinching flicks that detonated wicked sensations in my very center, in part because I desperately wanted to feel more of his cock sliding past my pussy lips.

      “I don’t…” I began, but he silenced my understand with a kiss more hungry and savage than the first.

      And as before, I had no hope of denying how my body reacted to it. How every fiber in my body craved more.

      I’d never had this kind of overwhelming, intoxicating, body-rocking reaction to a kiss before. This was nothing like anything I’d experienced before.

      Wild. Animalistic. Carnal. Insane.

      I never wanted it to stop.

      But it did.

      Lucas tore his lips from mine and, as my raw moan of dismay filled the room’s silence, he lowered his head to my breast and claimed my nipple with his mouth. Sucked on it.

      “Oh God!” I burst out, gouging at his back with my nails. “Oh God, Lucas.”

      He didn’t stop. I didn’t want him to.

      Instead, he shoved his hand down between our naked bodies—now slicked with perspiration—and plunged a finger into my sex.

      “Fuck!” I bucked beneath him, thrusting my hips up into the exquisite invasion. “Fuck, Lucas, what are you⁠—”

      He crushed my lips again with his, smothering my exclamation in a kiss I didn’t even bother to resist. I wanted him to kiss me. I wanted him to fuck me with his finger.

      I wanted him to fuck me with his fingers, his tongue, his cock.

      I wanted him to completely take me in every way.

      Which should have unnerved me to no end.

      Instead, it drove me to roll my hips harder to his, taking his finger deeper into my pussy.

      He growled into my mouth, his tongue battling mine as he stroked my G-spot.

      Concentrated pleasure sheared through me. I pulled away from the kiss, incapable of holding back my cry, needing to let it tear from me as what felt like an orgasm began to throb in my core.

      Oh God, I was about to come.

      I was about to come and my asshole neighbor was the one responsible for it.

      How did this happen? How?

      Lucas stroked his finger faster inside me, fisted his other hand in my hair again and ravished my throat with branding bites, working his way down to my breasts once more.

      He licked and bit and sucked my nipples, first one and then the other, his erection rubbing high against my inner thigh.

      “Oh God, Lucas,” I groaned, tossing my head side-to-side. “I don’t…I don’t…”

      Want you to stop.

      Understand.

      Both fit. Both ended the sentence perfectly. Both didn’t come close to describing my state of mind. My mind was lost to the pleasure of his touch. My body was equally adrift, burning up with the wicked sensations consuming me.

      I erupted in an orgasm more brutal than any I’d had before. It tore through me, a potent, fierce wave of concentrated pleasure that swept aside any control or decorum I had. I cried out, arching and writhing and bucking beneath him.

      And as I did, Lucas yanked his fingers from my pussy and replaced them with his tongue, penetrating my seam with wild strokes, licking at my clit with flicking stabs.

      Another orgasm crashed through me. I bucked again, every fiber in my body thrumming with wave after wave of incredible pleasure.

      I clawed at the top of his head, at the floor, my heels skidding and slipping on the polished wooden surface as I tried to ram my sex harder to his amazing mouth.

      He growled against my flesh, grabbing my butt and jerking my hips upward, his tongue on my clit as he pulled my lower body, my back off the floor.

      I whimpered, my shoulders driving against the floorboards, my thighs suddenly draped over his broad shoulders.

      For a moment, a split second of rational thought had me wondering how he could be so rough, so strong, when he was so beaten, and then he nipped at my clit, and I couldn’t think of anything else at all except how good it felt.

      My third orgasm tore a wild, groaning cry from me. I whimpered his name, over and over, undone by it all.

      He didn’t stop fucking me with his mouth. Not until I rolled my head and slapped my hand weakly on the floor, too drained to do more. “Lucas,” I panted. “I can’t…no more…”

      He removed his mouth from my pussy and captured my inner thigh with his lips, sucking hard on the flesh there.

      I cried out, arching once more, stunned at how I could still experience pleasure after such a mind-shattering orgasm. But I did. Lots of pleasure. As he branded my thigh with his mouth, I moaned and whimpered his name.

      “Lucas…oh God, Lucas…”

      He lifted his head from my thigh, blew a fine stream of air on my bruised flesh and then crawled up my body. Covered it with his.

      His thick, hard cock nudged at my pussy lips. Parted them.

      My breath caught in my throat. I froze beneath him, clinging to his shoulders, my thighs hugging his legs, our groins completely aligned.

      I knew what was going to happen next.

      I knew it was wrong.

      I knew I had to stop him.

      I knew all these things.

      Knowing, however, meant nothing at that point in time.

      All that my brain, my body, my heart hung on, was the exquisite sensation of his cock inching into my sex. His flesh penetrating mine.

      “They will never hurt you, Ronnie,” he growled, his face bare inches from mine, his fingers tangling in my hair, his cock parting my folds more. “I will kill them before they⁠—”

      His eyes unfocussed. Just like that, his eyes lost all clarity. The lucidity vanished from his stare and, with a sharp groan, the rigidity left his body and he slumped on top of me.

      Motionless.
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