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      I was flipping through a list of movies on my streaming site and had a mouthful of popcorn when there was a sharp knock at the door. It was nine o’clock on a Friday night and I’d just settled myself on the couch. I’d been enjoying a rare evening at home by myself and now someone was trying to ruin it. My parents were away for the weekend and my older brother had gone to his girlfriend’s apartment and hopefully wouldn’t reappear until Monday.

      College was done for the year, and my summer job didn’t start for another week, so I’d parked my butt in the living room and wasn’t planning on moving for the whole weekend. Who in the hell is that?

      I eyed the baseball bat my brother had dumped on the floor, but the knocking had stopped. The silence was more creepy than the bashing, and I sat up and peered at the window overlooking the street, but the curtains were closed. Someone on the other side battered the door again, and I grabbed the bat and my phone ready to dial 911. “Who is it?”

      “Hi, Poppy. It’s Brian from next door.”

      The pounding in my heart slowed, and I exhaled. But an image of my sexy neighbor standing on the other side of the door popped into my head, and my pulse raced again. “Mr. Kingston. Hi. Come in.”

      He was leaning against the doorframe with his muscular arms crossed, and my heart did somersaults as I eyed the shirt straining across his chest. He has no idea what he does to me. Wetness pooled in my panties, and I clamped my thighs together and stifled a moan as I ushered him inside. His cologne was overpowering but underneath there was another scent. It was more raw and earthy, and it had me wanting to claw off his clothes and suck his dick. Get a grip, Poppy!

      Our next door neighbor was a good friend of my dad’s. They jogged together in the mornings before work and often went out for a beer on the weekend. He was about my father’s age and in good shape.

      And I knew he had a great body because my bedroom overlooked his backyard and spying on him working out or gardening was my favorite hobby. He was usually shirtless, and I’d peek from behind the curtains at the shorts hanging low on his hips, desperate to see what was underneath.

      In the summer, he was always outside and I especially enjoyed him hauling himself out of the pool and lying on the chaise lounge. The dark happy trail that ran from his belly button and disappeared inside his swim shorts had me wishing I could sneak through the gap in the fence while he was sleeping. I’d imagine myself ripping off his wet shorts and straddling him. He’d keep his eyes closed and I’d position his huge cock against my dripping wet pussy and sink down onto his length.

      But then I’d come back to reality and had to be satisfied with ogling the bulge between his legs from my room.

      When he lifted weights, his sculpted abs glistened with sweat, and for some reason, he bent over a lot and wiggled his gorgeous ass. When his shirt rode up, I’d get a glimpse of his asscrack. Sticking a hand inside my panties, I’d pat and rub my clit, pretending it was Mr. Kingston going down on me. I never told anyone I fantasized he was fucking me whenever I masturbated.
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