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Sasha Blackwood

I wasn't looking for trouble when I glanced out my second-floor window that Tuesday afternoon. The sun blazed through the glass, forcing me to shift my laptop away from the glare. That's when I saw her—my next-door neighbor, sprawled across a towel in her fenced backyard like some offering to a pagan sun god. The sight hit me like a physical blow, my mouth going dry as dusty concrete.

She lay there, face up to the sky, wearing nothing but the tiniest black thong and oversized sunglasses that covered half her face. Her body glistened with oil, the sun catching every curve and hollow. But it was her tits that stopped my breath dead in my lungs. Jesus fucking Christ, those tits. Massive, perfectly round globes that defied gravity despite their size, spreading slightly to each side as she lay on her back. They were pale and freckled—a constellation of light brown dots scattered across creamy skin that looked almost translucent in the harsh sunlight.

I stood frozen at my window, the quarterly report I'd been working on completely forgotten. My hand gripped the edge of my desk so hard my knuckles went white. She was a goddamn redhead, too—her hair tied up in a messy bun, strands of fiery copper escaping to frame her face and brush against her shoulders.

Those tits, though. I couldn't tear my eyes away. They rose and fell with each breath she took, hypnotic in their rhythm. Her nipples were pale pink, tight despite the heat, pointing skyward like they were reaching for something. I counted seven freckles around one areola before I realized what I was doing.

My cock twitched in my sweatpants, stiffening so quickly it made me dizzy. I hadn't even realized I was getting hard—that's how fucking entranced I was. Without thinking, my hand slid down to adjust myself, and I hissed at the contact. I was rock solid, a steel pipe straining against cotton.

"Fuck," I whispered, unable to look away as she reached for a bottle beside her and squirted more oil onto her stomach.

She rubbed it in slow circles over her torso, hands gliding up to cup those magnificent tits. My mouth watered as she massaged them, fingers disappearing into soft flesh before resurfacing. Every squeeze made them change shape, molding to her hands like living clay before bouncing back to their perfect roundness when she let go.

I couldn't help myself. My hand slipped beneath my waistband, wrapped around my cock, and started stroking. A strained groan escaped my throat as pre-cum leaked over my fingers, making the glide slick and easy. I was breathing hard, my face hot with a mixture of arousal and the uncomfortable heat of guilt.

But I couldn't stop. Those tits had me in a fucking trance—round, heavy, glowing in the sunlight like they were made of something more valuable than mere flesh. The freckles scattered across them made intricate patterns, darker where the sun hit them directly. I imagined my tongue tracing those patterns, connecting freckle to freckle like a dirty constellation.
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