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I've been watching him all summer.

God, that sounds creepy. Literally stalking the man next door, and I don't even care how unhinged that makes me.

It started in June, after I came home from college. I was watering the flowers by the fence when I caught sight of the new neighbor shirtless in his yard and nearly flooded the flower bed because I couldn't look away. Broad shoulders, the kind that come from actual labor, not a gym. He was rebuilding the deck, and all I could think about was those hands. How they'd feel on me.

Since then, I've been watching. Timing when he gets home from work. Noticing that he lives alone in that big house. No wife or girlfriend that I've seen.

He's a lot older than me—late thirties, maybe. Definitely too old for me to be this obsessed, but here we are.

The worst part? The window in my bedroom faces his backyard and pool. Every weekend he's out there, and I'm glued to the glass like some kind of pervert. I watch him swim laps. Watch the water stream down his chest and abs as he hauls himself out. My thighs press together because the ache is getting unbearable.

Someone needs to remind my body that this is insane behavior.

I've touched myself thinking about him more times than I can count. Fingers working between my legs, circling my clit while I imagine what it would feel like if he caught me. If he bent me over his knee for being a naughty little spy. I want him to make me beg for him, make me admit how badly I want him even though he's old enough that it should feel wrong.

It doesn't feel wrong. It feels necessary.

Here's the embarrassing truth: we've never really talked. Three words total—'Afternoon' when we were both getting mail, 'Nice weather' once when I was leaving for a run. That's it. He probably doesn't even know my name.

And here I am, coming on my fingers at night while fantasizing about him spanking me and claiming me. I’m so going to hell for this, and I'm not even religious.

But also—I'm a virgin ready to change that fact before I go back to college. I'm tired of being the girl who’s too scared to go after what she wants and always wondering what she’s missing. 

It's two in the afternoon. The house is empty and my parents are at work. I've been staring at the bikini I bought last week, laid out on the bed like a challenge to myself. The top is two tiny triangles of yellow fabric. The bottoms are high-cut, strings on the sides, the kind that makes your ass look incredible.

I bought it thinking about him and imagining his reaction if he saw me in it. That control slipping, heat flaring in his eyes.

It's been twenty minutes of pacing, working up the nerve to put it on.

He parks his car in the garage so I can't verify he's gone, but he shouldn't be home until six at the earliest. The backyard is empty. No one would know if I went over there and used his pool. Trespassed like the bad girl I'm apparently becoming.

This is the dumbest idea I've ever had.

But I'm already wet thinking about it, and I know I'm going to do it anyway. I'll swim in his pool in this barely-there bikini, pretend it's innocent, and wish he was home.

Because if he caught me...

Arousal curls low in my belly at the thought. What would he do? Yell at me? Call my parents? Or would he look at me the way I’ve been imagining for months... like he wants to devour me.

Fuck. Any sane person would put the bikini back in the drawer and find literally any other way to spend the afternoon. But I'm already stripping down, pulling the tiny fabric on. The top clings to my nipples, barely covering them. When I tie the strings at my hips, my hands shake.

This is definitely not normal behavior. I've officially lost my mind.

A thin shirt and denim shorts go on over the bikini—enough to look normal if anyone sees me. Sandals slap against the floor as I head downstairs, pulse hammering in my ears. What if one of the neighbors sees me sneaking into his yard? What if he comes home early?

That thought should make me stop. It doesn't.

Outside, the heat slams into me. Thick, humid air that makes me sweat before I even reach the hedge separating our yards. Cut grass and chlorine hang in the air.

There's a hidden gap in the bushes that no one would notice unless they were looking for it. I've been staring at it all summer, daydreaming about doing this exact thing. Stalker skills: apparently transferable to trespassing.

He could have security cameras, and part of me hopes he does.

God, I really have lost it.

The gap swallows me easily, and I ditch my sandals on the other side. The stone path to his pool is warm under my bare feet.
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