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A white couple moved in next door—a guy in his early thirties, average-looking, and his wife, Anna, 27, strikingly beautiful. She has long blonde hair, a perfect figure, probably a D or E cup, and despite being around 5’5”, her full chest looks sensual without being overwhelming, thanks to her frame. Her blue eyes sparkle like a movie star’s, but unlike a celebrity, she actually talks to me.

Anna’s greeted me a few times since they settled in, though our chats are usually light and casual. It’s hard to focus when we talk—I can’t stop staring. Her skin is flawless, pale, and without a single blemish. In the summer heat, she often wears low-cut tank tops and shorts, and I’ll admit, I’ve fantasized about taking her to my room and indulging in her body. But that’s just a fantasy. Still, getting to see her stunning cleavage up close feels like a small victory.

Her husband, a sales manager, is often away on business trips, leaving Anna to handle everything at home. She occasionally asks me to help move things, and since I’m eager to spend more time with her, I’m always happy to lend a hand. One day, while helping her move a cabinet in her bedroom, I spotted her bra and panties—mostly sheer lace—scattered on a chair. I was tempted to sneak one, but I stayed sensible and just focused on the task.

After we finished, both of us sweaty, she asked if I wanted to shower at her place. I told her I’d just shower at home, and she laughed, teasing that she forgot I lived next door. Then she casually mentioned she’d swing by my place later.

What? Anna, coming to my house? I panicked a bit. My place is a disaster—typical bachelor chaos. Clothes everywhere, dishes piled up, as long as there’s a spot to sleep, I don’t usually care. But with Anna coming over, I was thrilled, nervous, and determined to tidy up. No guy would say no to a beautiful woman visiting, right?
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