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      Molly flicked through the TV channels as she nibbled on leftover Christmas candy. Button, her family’s shih-tzu, sat on the couch beside her sniffing at the bowl on her lap and staring at her with big brown eyes.

      “It’s bad for your teeth, Button. Sorry.”

      It was New Year’s Eve and Molly’s parents had gone to a party. They’d invited their daughter but she’d rolled her eyes at the suggestion. Her brother was out with his buddies, and she was alone, apart from the dog.

      All of Molly’s friends were either away on vacation or at the lake with their boyfriends. As she was only home from college for another week or so, she didn’t care about being alone. Her friends had also invited her to share a house with them, but she enjoyed the time between Christmas and New Year where she didn’t have to do anything. Once she graduated, she wouldn’t be able to get back to see her family as often. And besides, she was kind of an introvert and preferred her own company most of the time.

      Button jumped off the sofa and gave Molly a look.

      “You want to go for a walk?”

      The dog wagged her tail and scampered to the door. After grabbing the leash and a coat, Molly locked the house and set off toward the corner where Button liked to sniff and pee. But as they passed the place beside her parents’, the next-door neighbor was just finishing his jog.

      Molly gulped and tightened her fingers around the leash as her pulse raced. Her eyes roamed over his brawny chest and impressive biceps, and she pictured him with no shirt. She wondered for the hundredth time if he had hair on his chest. Is there a dark happy trail from his belly button to… Stop! “Hi, Mr. Williams.”

      “Molly? Is that you?”

      “Yeah.” She inhaled his sweaty scent and eyed the dark stains on his T-shirt.

      “I didn’t recognize you.”

      “My hair’s shorter. Maybe that’s it.” Does he still think of me as the girl who had a crush on him?

      “Nah, I don’t think so.” He looked her up and down. “You’re so grown up.”

      “I’m twenty now, and you haven’t seen me in a while.” Oh God, does he remember how I used to stare at him from my bedroom window as he warmed up in the garden before going on a run. She took a deep breath as she recalled how she stared at the bulge in his running pants from behind her lace curtains. To make things worse, he worked from home and used to jog twice a day.

      She used to put on the tiniest of shorts and walk past his house when he was tapping away at his laptop on the patio. She’d pretend to drop something and bend over hoping he was taking a break from his typing, knowing her ass cheeks were spilling out of her shorts.

      But she’d hardly seen him these holidays and wasn’t sure if he was working elsewhere. Molly couldn’t help herself and twirled strands of her wavy red hair in her fingers as she tried to think of something to say. And though she desperately wanted to peek right now, she refused to glance at his crotch. Is it still the same size? A warm tingling feeling in her belly had her squirming.

      “I haven’t seen you much the past few weeks.”

      “Have you been looking for me? “ A sly grin spread over his face. “When you lived at home I enjoyed watching you walk the dog wearing your cute shorts.”

      Fuck! He did see me. Molly swallowed and lowered her eyes to Button who was sitting patiently on the grass. Even in the yellowing glow from a street light, she noticed the man’s eyes checking her out. Is he staring at my boobs?

      “I thought you’d be out partying.”

      “Nope. My brother is and so are mom and dad. But I decided to keep Button company. What about you?”

      “My wife’s gone on her annual New Year’s vacation with her sisters. They stay at a casino for three nights and gamble like crazy as well as having spa treatments and stuff I know nothing about.”

      “Interesting.” Not my idea of a holiday. Molly shuffled her feet as she tried to come up with something to say. His musky, intoxicating scent wafted through the cool air, taunting and teasing her.

      “Would you like to come in? It’s almost midnight, and I was about to crack open a bottle of champagne.”

      “Ummm… I don’t know… I don’t have much of a head for alcohol, Mr. Williams.” Molly had never been inside his house though her mother had.

      “Oh come on, a few sips won’t hurt. Champagne is a must on New Year’s Eve.” He opened the gate. “And please call me Brett.”

      “Brett.”

      “I’ve got dog treats for Button.”

      The shitzu pricked up her ears.

      “You said the T word.”

      “Well, you have to come in now. We can’t disappoint Button.”

      Why not? “Sure.”

      Once inside and with the shitzu chewing on doggy biscuits, Brett checked the time. “Just five more minutes.” Grabbing a bottle from an ice bucket, he popped the cork and Molly jumped at the explosive sound. The cork shot by her head, and she ducked.

      “Oops! Sorry.”

      “Were you expecting someone?”

      Brett held up the bubbly and shrugged. “Nope.” As firework erupted on the TV, he tapped his champagne flute against Molly’s. “Cheers. Here’s to new and exciting adventures.”

      “Ummm… sure. Cheers.” Molly buried her nose in the glass and enjoyed the soft fizzing and the bubbles tickling her nose. She took a sip and the gentle fragrance and delicate flavor had the stress disappearing from her shoulders, and she sat herself on a stool at the kitchen island.

      Molly swigged the bubbly liquid as shouts and screams spewed from the television.

      “Let me turn that off.”

      “It’s okay. The remote’s right here.” Molly put down her glass and took a few steps to the coffee table. She clicked what she thought was the off button but instead of a dark screen, grunts and groans burst forth into the living room. Her eyes flicked to the TV where a naked guy was on top of a woman. And he’s fucking her.

      “No, Molly!”

      Too late. Her trembling thumb pressed another button but the volume increased and the woman’s screams grew louder as the guy thrust into her. Despite her anxiety at clicking on her neighbor’s porn channel, Molly couldn’t take her eyes off the man’s enormous cock as he eased it in and out of his partner’s pussy.

      Brett strode over the carpet and made to grab the remote. His long fingers squeezed around Molly’s as her mouth gaped and she stared at the woman writhing on an unmade bed.

      “It’s huge. His dick is enormous. How does it fit inside her?” Shit! Is that the champagne talking?

      Without glancing at the screen, Brett replied, “Oh, he’s not that big. I’m at least two inches bigger.”

      “How do you know?” Molly’s eyes dropped to the hand over hers and then to the bulge in Brett’s jogging pants. She had the urge to stroke it with her free hand but instead nibbled her nails. She glanced up at Brett’s brown eyes through her long dark lashes. “I don’t believe you.” Damn! I didn’t mean to say that.

      Her companion raised a brow, and Molly’s cheeks burned. “S-s-sorry. It’s the champagne.”

      The woman in the video yelled, “Fuck me with your big cock.”

      Molly licked around her lips. “I d-don’t have a lot of experience but I’ve never seen a bigger dick than that one.” She gulped and pointed at the screen as the guy pulled out and stroked his length while the woman got on all fours.

      “Seriously?” Brett took her hand and placed it over the swelling in his pants. “You think that fool on the video is bigger than this?”

      Don’t say it. Do not say it, Molly. “Maybe.” Damn you champagne! I said it.

      Her companion yanked his pants and briefs to his knees and his dick bounded out. The remote smacked onto the carpet. “There. Satisfied?”

      Holy crap. He was right. “Nope.”

      The guy on the TV knelt behind the woman and plunged his length into her. She fisted the sheets as she moaned and used one hand to rub her clit.

      “Not satisfied.” Molly fluttered her eyelashes and gave him what she hoped was a come-hither look. “Just frustrated.”

      “Oh, come on. Those two are so fake. He’s not even doing a very good job.”

      Molly stuck out a hand and wrapped it around Brett’s arousal. “And how would you do it, big boy?” She rubbed her thighs together as juices flowed between her legs.

      “You want me to show you?”

      “How?”

      “There’s only one way that I’m aware of.” He brushed a thumb over Molly’s lip, and she shivered.

      Holy shit! Is this really happening?

      Brett glanced at Molly’s jeans. “Get rid of those for starters.”

      The tip of his length brushed against Molly’s hip and she flinched at the thought of it being inside her.

      “Not having second thoughts are you?”

      “Never.”

      Molly fumbled with her jeans until Brett let out an exasperated sound and pushed her quivering hands away. “Here. Let me.”

      He’s done this before.

      His agile fingers flipped open the button and slowly undid the zipper. “Those dumb college kids you slept with have no clue how to fuck a woman.”

      A prickling sensation shot through Molly as he yanked her jeans down. They both eyed her pink lacy panties, and Brett flicked a tiny bow at the front. “Nothing more than a wisp. Why do bother wearing them?”

      Molly nibbled her bottom lip to stifle a moan as he brushed the tip of one finger over her lace-covered crease. She panted but a grunt from the TV had both pairs of eyes darting to the screen as the man flung the woman’s hand away and replaced it with his own. His teeth grazed her skin as she arched her back and whimpered.

      “Amateur!”

      “Oh yeah?” Molly whispered. “I think you’re all talk and no action, big boy.”

      “Fuck you and your dirty mouth, sweetheart.” Brett slipped his fingers between her panties and her warm flesh. Goosebumps spread over her skin and she held her breath. His finger slithered into her drenched slit, and they both moaned. The couple on the screen groaned along with them.

      Brett captured her clit between two fingers, and Molly wailed as he patted it and curled around it.

      “You are so fucking wet.” He jerked his head toward the screen. “I bet they had to use lube for her.”

      “M-Maybe.” What in the hell am I doing? Molly wondered about the proper etiquette for telling your married neighbor you had to leave as he was fingering you. Are there rules for that?

      But as waves of pleasure crashed into her, battering her body and sending shivers up and down her spine, she dismissed those thoughts. She rubbed the drops of pre-cum on the tip of Brett’s length, and he moaned into her tangled red hair as his fingers left her nub and rested at her entrance.

      “Not your fingers.” She wrapped one hand around Brett’s shaft as it saluted her. “Anyone can do that. Show me what this big guy can do?”

      He froze as this fingers rested at her sweet heat, and he pushed himself away.

      Shit! Am I ready for this?

      But Brett kicked off his jogging pants and ripped off the damp T-Shirt. His sweat-soaked chest heaved as Molly ran her eyes over the bulging abs and biceps. Very little chest hair but definitely a dark happy trail. She had a sudden urge to get on her knees and take his cock in her mouth, but her legs were limp and she stayed where she was.

      “Your turn.” He smirked as he pulled the sweater over her head along with a sweatshirt and she stood with her jeans and panties around her ankles and wearing only a black, barely-there bra. Her hard nipples poked through the transparent fabric, and Brett tweaked one, making Molly cry out. He picked her up and flung her over his shoulder.

      Jesus!

      Brett threw her onto a fluffy rug just in front of the TV. As the couple on screen moaned and the mattress bounced under their weight, her neighbor removed her jeans and panties from around her ankles with his teeth. Molly gazed at him through half-lidded eyes as he hovered over her. With one hand, he unclipped her bra and threw it into the corner.

      “Open your legs.”

      She parted her knees, and he shuffled between them. His cock nudged her bare thigh, and she shivered.

      “Are you ready? You want to see how a real man fucks a woman?”

      Molly’s voice deserted her, so she nodded. As the woman in the porn video sat astride the guy and she sank down over his dick, Brett prodded Molly’s drenched entrance with the head of his erection. With his hands on either side of her, he pushed in a little, and she gasped as desire rippled through her.
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