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      After the backyard party and his fling with his neighbor, Christy, Jay leaves for a short vacation the next day. After a few days in Key West, Jay returns home just in time for a lazy weekend before returning to work. Jay's eyes peeled open to the hum of an idyllic Saturday morning, sunlight streaming through the slats of his blinds. He stretched, muscles still loose from the lazy beach days in Key West. But suburbia called with its weekend rituals, and Jay was not one to neglect his duties. Shuffling to the window, he prepared for the day's first task: mowing the lawn.

      From his upstairs bedroom window, Jay notices Christy laying in her backyard. Her perfect body, with the perfect tan, covered by a tiny bikini looks amazing next to the crystal blue water of her in-ground pool. He is so focused on Christy that he didn't even notice there was someone else next to her.

      "Christy..." Jay murmured, memories of their recent tryst flooding back in vivid detail—the heat of her skin, the urgency of their connection. But something tugged at his attention, pulling him from the reverie. Beside Christy, almost camouflaged by the glare of the sun against the water, was another figure.

      "Who is THAT?" Jay said to himself looking out the window of his empty bedroom. Christy had a visitor and she was a sight. Her olive complexion, dark hair, and huge tits were practically on full display. Her bikini top barely covered her areola and her stiffened nipples were trying to break through the little triangle patches of fabric. Both Christy and her friend were wearing sunglasses, so he couldn't see their eyes. But he could tell they were aimlessly chatting and laughing, as if they were catching up on old times.

      He watched, transfixed, as Christy tossed her head back, her laughter mingling with her companion's obvious joy. The two women, hidden behind the anonymity of their sunglasses, were lost in a world of nostalgia, their ease with each other suggesting a friendship that spanned years.

      A pang of curiosity, mixed with an inexplicable hint of jealousy, pricked at Jay's chest. He knew nothing of this visitor who had so casually entered his line of sight, distracting his attention towards Christy. Yet he couldn't deny the laws of attraction, the allure of the unknown that this stranger represented.

      "Time to mow the lawn," Jay muttered, determination setting in as he turned from the window. Slipping on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, he headed out to his morning chores.

      The morning sun drenched Christy's backyard in a warm, golden glow as she lounged next to her college roommate, the two of them soaking up the rays. Laughter punctuated their conversation, an easy rapport built on years of shared history.

      "Remember that guy, Luke?" Christy asked, tilting her head to catch her friend's eye over the rim of her sunglasses.

      "OMG! We met him our freshman year!" Her roommate's voice held a tinge of incredulity, thick with nostalgia. "I never imagined I would end up in a threesome with you and him. His tongue made me want to seduce every guy on campus into licking my pussy. Or, was that you licking me? Either way, my clit needed to be licked... ALL THE TIME!"

      Christy's laughter rang out, unabashed and infectious. "I'm pretty sure we both got our licks in," she retorted with a mischievous grin. "I just remember your pussy tastes like strawberries, and I got to lick that creampie after he filled you full of cum."

      The girls erupted into laughter, rolling onto their stomachs as the hum of a lawnmower started up nearby, the mundane suburban sound oddly comforting in the midst of their risqué reminiscing.

      Meanwhile, Jay had already set to work on his own lawn, the rhythmic push and pull of the mower a familiar weekend chore. He paused only to swipe at the sweat trickling down his brow before continuing on to Christy's front yard, a gesture of neighborly kindness that went without saying.

      Finishing up, he retreated to the cool shade of his garage and grabbed a bottled water, relishing the cold liquid as it quenched his dry throat. With the heat beginning to climb, he peeled off his drenched shirt, leaving his skin exposed to the kiss of the sun's rays. It was a different kind of warmth than Key West’s embracing heat, but it invigorated him all the same.

      Revving the mower back to life, Jay began the circles around his backyard, each pass bringing him parallel to the fence that separated his property from Christy's. Through slats of weathered wood, he caught fragmented visions of bronzed skin and vibrant swimsuits. The women lay just beyond his reach.

      As the blades sliced through the grass, Jay's gaze unintentionally traced the outline of the two figures, noting how sunlight played across the curves of their bodies. He couldn't hear their conversation, but the cadence of their voices suggested a sense of intimacy, drawing him further into a world he was only just beginning to orbit.

      Jay's movements became mechanical, the hum of the mower a monotonous soundtrack as he traversed the length of his backyard. With each turn, his mind strayed further from the task at hand. He was back in that sultry night air, Christy's breath hot against his ear, her voice a sultry whisper, "Daddy." The memory ignited a fire within him.
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