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Bikini Strings





Chapter One

Sophia stood in the middle of her new kitchen; hands wrapped around a half-empty glass of rosé and tried to decide whether the silence felt like peace or punishment.

The house was smaller than the one she’d left behind—much smaller—but the light was better. Golden afternoon sun poured through the wide windows that overlooked the backyard pool, turning the white tile floors into something almost liquid. She’d bought the place mostly because the realtor had promised “quiet street, mature landscaping, private oasis,” and Sophia had needed those three words more than she’d needed to see the square footage.

Twenty-two years of marriage had ended with a polite exchange of signatures and a surprisingly civil conversation about who got the lake house. David had taken the lake house. Sophia had taken the kids’ college funds (already funded) and this little stucco bungalow two blocks from the Gulf. The kids—Ethan and Lily, both at College, had both texted the same thing within an hour of the closing photos she’d sent: “Looks cute, Mom. You deserve this.”

Cute.

She set the glass down and ran her fingers along the edge of the granite counter. Everything here was new to her: the soft-close cabinets that didn’t slam like the old ones, the faint scent of fresh paint instead of the cedar-and-cigar smell that had clung to every room in the old house, the way the sunlight hit the backsplash and made tiny rainbows dance across her bare forearms.

She was forty-four. Divorced. And for the first time in more than two decades, completely alone in a house that didn’t echo with someone else’s footsteps. The feeling was strange, to say the least.

Sophia caught her reflection in the glass door of the microwave. Chestnut hair pulled into a loose knot, strands escaping around her face like they always did when she was flustered. Hazel eyes that used to be brighter. A mouth that felt like it hadn’t smiled without prompting in months. She still wore the same gold band on her left hand—not because she wanted David back, but because taking it off felt like admitting something final. Like saying out loud that the version of herself who believed in forever was gone.

She turned away from the reflection and carried her wine outside.

The backyard was the real reason she’d signed the papers. A modest rectangular pool, screened lanai, hibiscus bushes heavy with pink blooms, and a high wooden fence that made the space feel secret. The water was still and turquoise, reflecting the late-March sky. She kicked off her sandals and sat on the edge, letting her feet dangle in. The coolness shocked her skin, then soothed it. She closed her eyes and listened to the distant rhythm of the ocean two blocks away—steady, indifferent, eternal.

For a long moment she let herself feel nothing at all.

Then the rumble of a diesel engine shattered the quiet.

She opened her eyes. Through the slats of the side-yard gate she could see the street: a white moving truck backing slowly into the driveway next door. The hydraulic whine, the beep-beep-beep of the reverse alarm. Movers in gray polos jumped out, lowered the ramp, started hauling boxes.

Sophia told herself she wasn’t spying. She was just… sitting. In her own yard. Watching the world go by.

A laugh floated over the fence. A bright laugh, unselfconscious, female.

She stood without thinking, wine glass forgotten, and drifted toward the fence line. The hibiscus gave good cover; she could see without being obvious.

A girl—no, a young woman—stepped out of the passenger side of a silver SUV that had pulled up behind the truck. She was tall, golden, all long limbs and careless confidence. Platinum hair caught the sun like spun sugar. She wore frayed denim cut-offs that barely covered the curve of her ass and a white bikini top tied with strings so thin they looked like dental floss. Her stomach was flat and smooth, a faint tan line peeking above the waistband. She stretched her arms overhead, arching her back in a way that made the bikini top ride up just enough to show the underside of her breasts.

Sophia’s breath caught.

The girl turned toward the house next-door, hands-on hips, directing the movers with easy authority. “Careful with that one—it’s got my vinyl’s. If anything scratches, I’m making you buy me new pressings.”

One of the movers laughed. She grinned back, all white teeth and mischief.

Then she glanced sideways, straight through the fence slats, and her eyes locked on Sophia’s.

Blue. Piercing.

Sophia froze for a split second.

The girl didn’t look away. Instead, her lips curved into something slow and deliberate. Not a smile, exactly. More like acknowledgment. Like she’d caught Sophia staring and didn’t mind at all. Like she’d expected it.

She lifted one hand in a small, lazy wave—fingers curling once, twice—before turning back to the movers as if nothing had happened. Nothing had happened. Sophia was simply looking to see who was moving it, and the woman had simply waved at her new neighbor.

Yet Sophia’s heart slammed against her ribs. She stepped back so quickly she almost tripped over the pool’s edge. Wine sloshed over her fingers.

She carried the glass inside without looking back.

In the kitchen she set it down too hard, startling herself. She braced both hands on the granite, head bowed, breathing like she’d run a mile.

What’s wrong with you? She told herself. She shouldn’t feel like this. That was just a pretty college girl moving in next door. Nothing more. She was just taken aback for a second. It was the new place. The new yard. She could appreciate another woman’s beauty, at least.

Sophia didn’t know her name yet.

But she knew she had blue eyes.


Chapter Two

The next morning arrived with the kind of bright, insistent sun that made every excuse to stay inside feel flimsy.

Sophia woke early from habit and made coffee in the too-quiet kitchen. The house still smelled faintly of a fresh coat of paint and possibility. She carried the mug upstairs to what she’d already mentally dubbed “her reading spot”: the small balcony off the master bedroom, shaded by a wide overhang but open enough to catch the breeze. Below her, the pool glinted happily. Next door, the moving truck was gone; a few boxes still littered the walkway around the side of the house, but the yard was quiet.

She settled into the cushioned chair with her reader and a fresh coffee, determined to make the day productive. Read first. Unpack the last of the kitchen. Call the internet company. Pretend she was feeling normal.

By early afternoon the heat had thickened, turning the air sticky. She’d managed one box of books and one box of kitchenware before retreating back to the balcony with a novel she wasn’t really reading. The words blurred; her eyes kept drifting to the fence line. Maybe I should go for a walk, she thought.

That’s when the sliding door next door opened.

Out stepped the woman from yesterday, her platinum hair tied in a messy topknot now, skin already kissed deeper gold seemingly overnight. She carried a rolled beach towel and a bottle of something that caught the light—sunscreen, probably. Or tanning oil. The bikini was different today: bright white strings, impossibly small triangles that barely contained her. She spread the towel on the concrete near the pool’s edge, close enough to the shared fence that Sophia had an unobstructed view from her elevated perch.

Sophia told herself to look away.

She didn’t.

The woman dropped to her knees on the towel and stretched her arms overhead, back arching in a long, feline curve that made the bikini top ride up slightly, revealing a thin strip of untanned skin beneath each breast. She held the pose for several seconds, then relaxed with a small sigh Sophia couldn’t hear but could imagine. Then she reached for the bottle, squirted a generous dollop into her palm, and began rubbing it slowly into her shoulders.

Sophia’s grip tightened on her reader.

It was just sunbathing. Everyone did it. The girl was new here, probably relieved to have a pool after days of moving chaos. Nothing unusual about it. Vitamin D.

The hands moved lower—down the arms, then across the collarbone, fingers slipping under the thin strings of the top to smooth the lotion beneath. One string slipped free from its knot for a heartbeat before she retied it with casual efficiency. The motion was so quick, so innocent, that Sophia almost missed the way the triangle shifted, flashing a glimpse before settling back into place.

Sophia’s cheeks warmed. She crossed her legs at the ankles, then uncrossed them.

Then, the woman lay down on her stomach, chin resting on folded arms, and reached back to untie the bikini top strings completely. The fabric fell away to the sides, leaving her back bare except for the thin lines where the ties had pressed into her skin. She squirted more lotion onto her lower back and rubbed it in with slow circles, hips shifting slightly as she worked the cream lower, fingers dipping just beneath the waistband of the bottoms.

Sophia’s breath came shallower. The words slipped from her lap to the cushion beside her; she didn’t pick it up.

It’s just sunscreen, she told herself. Practical. Responsible. Her skin looks so smooth in the sun… like it drinks the light. It’s her own backyard. She can do whatever she wants.

After a few minutes, the girl rolled onto her side, propping herself on one elbow, and stretched one long leg out, pointing her toes. She poured lotion directly onto her thigh and smoothed it upward in long strokes, from knee to hip, then down again. The motion was unhurried, almost meditative. Once or twice, she glanced toward the fence, or toward the balcony—her blue eyes scanning without hurry. The corner of her mouth lifted, just a fraction. Not quite a smile.

Sophia’s heart gave a single hard thud.

The girl sat up, retied the top with lazy fingers, letting the strings dangle loose for a moment before pulling them snug. She stood, walked to the pool’s edge, and dipped one foot in, then the other, testing the water. She bent at the waist to scoop a handful and let it run down her arms, rivulets tracing paths over golden skin. Then she turned, facing the fence fully, and lifted her arms to retie her hair, elbows high, chest lifted.

Their eyes met again. Brief, but unmistakable.

The girl raised one hand in the same small, lazy wave from yesterday. Fingers curled once, twice. Then she turned, gathered her towel, and disappeared back inside the house, sliding door closing with a soft click.

Sophia sat very still for a long minute.

The balcony felt suddenly too exposed.

She gathered her reader, the empty glass, and retreated inside, closing the French doors behind her. In the bedroom she sat on the edge of the mattress, staring at nothing. Her skin felt warm where the sun had touched it, warmer still where it hadn’t.

She lifted her left hand and looked at the gold band. Her thumb brushed over it, testing the idea of sliding it off.

She did.

Then, she ran her fingers through her hair.

It was harmless, she told herself. Just a woman enjoying her new backyard. Just a neighbor being… neighborly. Next time they crossed paths—over the fence, maybe, or in the driveway—she’d smile, say hello, and introduce herself like a normal neighbor. Nothing more. Maybe she needed to start dating again. Or just get a new toy.

She lay back on the bed, eyes on the ceiling, and tried not to replay the slow glide of those hands over oiled skin. She tried and failed.


Chapter Three

Two days later the heat had settled into a steady, humid press that made every movement feel deliberate.

Sophia pulled into the driveway around four-thirty, grocery bags rustling in the passenger seat. She’d gone to the market mostly to get out of the house—away from the balcony, away from the quiet that kept pulling her thoughts back to the sliding door next door. The tan line from her ring was already almost gone now.

She killed the engine and sat for a second, engine ticking as it cooled. The neighborhood was still: distant lawnmower, a dog barking two streets over, the faint crash of waves that never quite stopped. She grabbed two bags in each hand and stepped out, balancing them against her hips as she headed for the front door.

That’s when she heard the screen door next door slap shut.

The girl stepped onto her own front porch, in a pale-yellow sundress so thin the light passed straight through it when she moved. The straps were narrow, the hem hit mid-thigh, and the fabric clung just enough in the humidity to hint at the shape beneath—no bra, no pretense. Her platinum hair was loose today, drying in soft waves from what must have been a recent shower. She carried a small cardboard box labeled “FRAGILE” in Sharpie, balancing it on one hip as she turned to lock the door behind her and head for her car.

Their eyes met across the short stretch of lawn that separated the driveways.

Sophia froze mid-step, bags suddenly heavier.

The girl smiled—easy, bright, the same slow curve she’d given from the poolside. She shifted the box to one arm and lifted the other in a casual wave.

“Hi, neighbor,” she called, voice light and warm, carrying just enough lilt to make it sound like they’d already met a dozen times.

Sophia managed a small laugh, more breath than sound. “Hi. I was… hoping I’d run into you. I mean—not run into you, just… say hello properly. I’m Sophia.”

The girl laughed too, a soft, throaty sound, and started down her steps, box still balanced. She crossed the invisible line between their properties without hesitation, stopping a few feet away on the shared strip of grass.

“I’m glad you did,” she said. “I’m Ava.” Her eyes flicked down once—quick inventory of Sophia’s linen blouse, the simple khaki shorts, the way the grocery bags pulled the fabric across her chest, then back up to her eyes. The glance was brief, appreciative, gone before it could feel rude. “I’ve been meaning to come over and introduce myself. Been a little chaotic with the move.”

Sophia set one bag down on the driveway to free a hand, wiping her palm on her thigh. “No rush. I know how it is. I’m still unpacking myself.”

Ava tilted her head, studying her. “You look like you’ve got it under control. The place looks beautiful.”

Sophia felt heat crawl up her neck. “Thanks. I’m really liking it. The light’s nice. And the pool helps.”

“Pool’s the best part,” Ava agreed. She shifted her weight, hip cocking slightly, the sundress sliding a fraction higher on her thigh. “I’ve been almost living in it since we got the keys. Nothing like jumping in after hauling boxes all day.”

Sophia nodded, trying not to picture it. Failing.

“I’m here for the summer,” Ava added, almost as an afterthought. “Just finished my sophomore year at Uni. Parents dragged me out here for Dad’s new job. So… you’ll probably see a lot of me.”

A lot of me.

Sophia swallowed. “That’s… nice. Having the summer off. I remember those days.”

The girl’s smile widened. Another quick flick of her eyes, down Sophia’s legs this time, then back to her face. “Seriously, that glow? You’ve been catching some sun already. Must be able to chill a while, too.”

Sophia’s laugh came out shaky. “Yeah. I’ve been… sitting by the pool a little. Trying to relax.”

“You should. You deserve it.” Ava’s tone softened, just enough to make the words feel personal. “Divorce glow looks good on you.”

Sophia blinked. “How did you—”

“Guessed,” Ava said with a small shrug. “No ring, new house, that quiet look you get when you’re still figuring out the silence. I’ve seen it before. My aunt went through the same thing last year. Once you get used to it you will be happy.”

Sophia didn’t know what to say to that. She picked up the bag again, more to have something to do with her hands. “Well. Thank you. I think.”

The girl stepped a half-pace closer, lowering her voice like they were sharing a secret. “If you ever want company by the pool—or help moving boxes, or just someone to chat with while you unpack—I’m right next door. No pressure. Just… neighbor stuff. It would be nice to have a friend here this summer!”

Sophia met those blue eyes and felt something shift under her ribs. Not lightning. Not even a spark. Just a slow, warm current pulling her forward.

“Thanks. I might take you up on that,” she said quietly.

“Good.” Ava grinned, all teeth and mischief. “I’ll hold you to it.”

She turned then, sundress swirling around her thighs, and headed back toward her porch with the box. At the top step she glanced over her shoulder.

“See you around, neighbor.”

Sophia watched her put the box in her car and pull away.

She stood there another full minute before she could move.

Inside her own house she set the groceries on the counter without unpacking them. The kitchen felt too still. She walked upstairs on autopilot, closed the bedroom door behind her, and sat on the edge of the bed.

Her pulse hadn’t slowed.

She thought of the yellow sundress clinging in the humidity. The easy way Ava had looked at her—not predatory, not crude, just… interested. Appreciative. Like Sophia was something worth seeing.

She lay back, staring at the ceiling fan turning lazy circles.

Her hand drifted to the hem of her shorts, hesitated, then slipped beneath the waistband.

It had felt like months since she’d touched herself without guilt or hurry. She started slow, fingers circling gently, feeling her wetness, remembering the arch of that back by the pool, the slow glide of lotion over golden skin, the way the sundress had ridden up when Ava shifted her weight.

She pictured blue eyes watching her the way they’d watched from the porch. Pictured a soft voice. Pictured fingers that weren’t her own tracing the same path she was tracing now.

Her breath hitched. Her hips lifted off the mattress when she slipped a finger inside her pussy.

When she came it was quiet, almost surprised—like her body had been waiting for permission.

Afterward she lay there, chest rising and falling, staring at the ceiling again.

She didn’t feel ashamed. She felt… good. Great, even. Free.

And she knew, without quite admitting it to herself, that next time that sliding door opened, she wouldn’t be able to pretend to look away.


Chapter Four

The next afternoon the sky was a flat, merciless blue, the kind that made the air feel like it was pressing down on everything. Sophia had spent the morning trying to stay busy—arranging books on shelves, wiping counters that were already clean—but the quiet kept winning. Every few minutes her eyes drifted to the window overlooking the backyard, half-expecting to see that sliding door open.

It didn’t.

By three o’clock she gave up and changed into her one-piece swimsuit, the conservative navy one she’d worn for years at family vacations. She told herself it was just to cool off, to float for a while and let the water wash away the restless energy that had settled under her skin since yesterday’s driveway conversation.

She stepped out onto the lanai, the concrete warm under her feet, and eased into the shallow end. The water was sun-heated, almost bath-like. She leaned back against the wall, arms spread along the coping and closed her eyes. For a few minutes it worked—the distant ocean hum, the faint chlorine scent, the gentle lap against her ribs. Peace.

Then she heard it: a soft thud, like something small hitting the fence. Followed by a muffled curse.

Sophia’s eyes snapped open.

Through the slats she could see movement next door—Ava, in cutoff denim shorts and a cropped white tank, wrestling with what looked like a jammed gate latch on her side. She gave it another yank, then stepped back, hands on hips, staring at it like it had personally offended her.

Ava glanced up, spotted Sophia in the pool, and her expression shifted from frustration to that easy, bright smile.

“Hey, neighbor,” she called over the fence. “You’re making that pool look way too inviting.”

Sophia laughed despite herself, the sound surprising her. “It’s nice. Hot today.”

“Tell me about it.” Ava wiped her forehead with the back of her wrist. “My parents are both out—Dad’s at some meeting, Mom’s running errands—and I managed to lock myself out of the house. Key’s inside, phone’s inside, everything’s inside. Brilliant move, right?”

Sophia hesitated. The rational part of her brain said offer to call a locksmith or wait in the shade. The other part—the one that had replayed yesterday’s sundress and driveway glances all night—spoke first.

“You can come over if you want! Cool off while you figure it out.”

Ava’s smile widened. “You sure? I don’t want to impose.”

“Not at all. Neighbors, remember?”

Ava didn’t need more invitation. She hopped the low fence with surprising ease—long legs swinging over like it was nothing—landing barefoot on Sophia’s side. Up close, without the distance of driveways or windows, she looked even more sun-kissed: faint freckles across her nose, the tank clinging slightly to her skin from the heat, the scent of coconut and something faintly floral drifting over.

“Thanks,” Ava said, brushing grass off her shorts. “I owe you one.”

Sophia gestured toward the pool. “Water’s warm. Help yourself.”

Ava glanced down at herself, then back at Sophia with a playful little grimace. “Problem is… I don’t have my swimsuit on. I was just messing with that stupid gate in whatever I threw on this morning.”

Sophia’s mind blanked for half a second. Oh right… Of course she wasn’t wearing one. The denim shorts and cropped tank suddenly looked even smaller in the bright sunlight.

Ava tilted her head, biting her lower lip in a way that was almost innocent. “Would it be weird if I just went in like this? Underwear’s basically the same as a bikini these days, right? I promise I’m not trying to make it awkward.”

The words were casual, delivered with an easy shrug and a small laugh, but there was heat behind them—something low and knowing in Ava’s blue eyes as they held Sophia’s. Like she was testing the water in more ways than one.

Sophia felt a rush of warmth between her thighs that had nothing to do with the sun-heated pool. Her pulse kicked up. Part of her wanted to say it was fine, completely normal, no big deal. The other part—the one that had touched herself yesterday thinking about this exact girl—was already imagining what that underwear might look like once it got wet.

“It’s… fine,” Sophia managed, her voice a little huskier than she intended. “Really. The pool’s private back here anyway. No one’s going to see.”

Ava’s smile turned brighter, almost relieved, but the glint in her eyes said she’d caught the shift in Sophia’s tone. “You’re the best. Seriously.”

Without another word, Ava popped the button on her denim shorts and slid them down her long legs, stepping out of them with casual grace. The panties underneath were simple pale-blue cotton bikinis—nothing outrageous, but the fabric was thin and already riding low on her hips from the heat. She peeled the cropped white tank over her head next, revealing a matching pale-blue bra that cupped her perky breasts perfectly. The set looked effortlessly sexy against her golden-tan skin, the kind of everyday lingerie that suddenly felt anything but everyday.

Sophia couldn’t stop her gaze from tracing the lines: the smooth dip of Ava’s waist, the gentle curve where her hips flared, the way the bra straps sat delicate against her shoulders. Her mouth went dry.

Ava tossed the clothes onto a lounge chair and walked to the edge of the pool like it was the most natural thing in the world. She dipped a toe in, then slid in smoothly, submerging up to her chest before surfacing with a happy sigh. The water made the pale-blue fabric cling instantly—turning it semi-sheer, outlining the soft peaks of her nipples and the faint shadow between her legs.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Ava breathed, pushing wet strands of platinum hair back from her face. She floated closer to Sophia, eyes never leaving hers. “You were right. The water’s perfect.”

Sophia’s heart was hammering now. The way Ava said ‘fuck’ sent a jolt of electricity straight to her pussy. She stayed pressed against the wall, arms still spread along the coping, but her thighs had pressed together under the water without her meaning to. The sight of Ava like this—so close, so barely covered, water beading on golden skin—was doing things to her she couldn’t quite rationalize away as “neighborly.”

Ava drifted even nearer, until only a foot or so of water separated them. “You okay?” she asked softly, voice lower than before. “You look a little… flushed.”

Sophia swallowed. “It’s the heat.”

“Mmm.” Ava’s gaze dropped briefly to Sophia’s chest, where her nipples had tightened visibly against the navy fabric, then back up. “Yeah, it’s a scorcher today.”

They floated like that for a few minutes, the silence thick and charged. Ava lazily paddled in small circles, occasionally letting her fingers brush Sophia’s arm or leg “by accident.” Each light touch sent another spark through Sophia’s body. She tried to focus on the distant sound of the ocean, on the way the sun glinted off the water, on anything except how sheer Ava’s pale-blue panties had become now that they were wet.

Then they talked for a while after that—light, easy conversation that somehow never felt light. Ava asked about Sophia’s kids, about what she used to do before the divorce, about how the new house felt. Sophia answered, surprised at how natural it was to talk to her. Every so often Ava would float a little nearer, or let her foot slide along Sophia’s calf, or brush wet hair off her own shoulder in a way that drew Sophia’s eyes straight to the hard points of her nipples pressing against the soaked bra.

Ava made eye contact, then let out a soft laugh. “You know, when I saw you watching me the other day from your balcony, I thought you were just being a friendly new neighbor. But the way you’re looking at me right now…” She tilted her head, blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “Feels like maybe it’s more than that.”

Sophia’s cheeks burned. She opened her mouth, then closed it again. “I wasn’t— I mean, I didn’t mean to stare. You’re just… very comfortable in your own skin.” Fuck. Am I being that obvious?

“I am,” Ava said simply. She drifted closer until their knees bumped gently underwater. “And I like that you noticed.”

Sophia didn’t know whether to feel complimented or exposed. Both sensations twisted together low in her belly. She’s flirting with me. She is.

The ache between Sophia’s thighs had grown insistent and desperate. She almost had to stop her hand from wandering lower between her thighs. Sophia’s mouth felt dry despite the water all around them. She cleared her throat.

“Would you… like something to drink?” she asked, voice a little unsteady. “I have lemonade in the fridge. Fresh. Or iced tea. We could go inside for a minute, get out of the direct sun.”

Ava’s lips curved into that slow, knowing smile again. She held Sophia’s gaze for a long beat, water still dripping from her lashes.

“Lemonade sounds perfect,” she said softly. “I need something to wet my lips.”

The implication hung in the humid air between them.

Sophia’s pulse thundered in her ears. She nodded before she could overthink it.


Chapter Five

They climbed out of the pool together. Water streamed down their bodies. Ava didn’t bother grabbing a towel right away; she simply stood there in her now-transparent pale-blue underwear, the fabric molded to every curve, while Sophia tried not to stare openly. Sophia handed her one of the large beach towels anyway. Ava took it but only draped it loosely over her shoulders, leaving most of her body on display.

Inside the air-conditioned house the sudden coolness made Sophia’s nipples tighten even more against her swimsuit. Ava followed close behind, bare feet padding on the tile, the scent of coconut sunscreen and wet skin filling the kitchen.

Sophia opened the fridge and took out the pitcher of lemonade, hyper-aware of Ava leaning against the counter only a few feet away, watching her every move.

“Glasses are in the cabinet above the sink,” Sophia said, trying to keep her voice normal.

Ava moved behind her to reach for them—close enough that Sophia could feel the heat radiating off her body even in the cool kitchen. When Ava stretched up, her barely-covered breasts brushed lightly against Sophia’s back.

Sophia’s breath hitched.

Ava paused there for a second, then murmured near her ear, voice low and warm, “You’re trembling, Sophia.”

Sophia set the pitcher down before she dropped it. She turned slowly until they were face to face, inches apart.

Ava’s eyes had darkened, the playful glint now mixed with something hungrier.

The kitchen felt suddenly dangerous, the air too thick.

Sophia looked at the girl’s wet mouth, at the way the soaked bra clung to her perfect breasts, at the faint outline of her pussy through the pale-blue panties.

Ava’s lips curved into a wicked little smile. “Like what you see?” she whispered, voice low and filthy. “You can stop pretending now, Sophia. I could feel you watching me every single time I laid out by the pool… you’ve been wet for me since the day I moved in, haven’t you? Admit it.”

Sophia’s mouth opened, but no words came out. Her face burned with shame and arousal all at once. What the fuck…

Before she could find any, Ava stepped forward and pressed her firmly against the cool granite counter. The edge dug into Sophia’s lower back as Ava’s wet, nearly-naked body molded flush against hers. One of Ava’s smooth thighs slid between Sophia’s legs, pressing up hard against her aching, swollen pussy through the thin fabric of the swimsuit.

“Fuck…” Sophia gasped, “Ava…”

Then Ava kissed her.

It wasn’t soft or hesitant. It was hungry — open-mouthed, messy, all tongue and desperate heat. Ava tasted like chlorine, summer skin, and pure want. Her hands came up to cup Sophia’s face, thumbs stroking her flushed cheeks as she licked deep into her mouth, claiming her with every stroke.

Sophia moaned loudly into the kiss, the needy sound shocking her. Her hands flew to Ava’s narrow waist, fingers digging into warm, slippery skin as years of untouched hunger poured out of her. She kissed back desperately, tongues sliding, teeth nipping, saliva mixing. I’m kissing a woman. My neighbor. A College girl…

Ava broke the kiss just enough to nip at Sophia’s bottom lip, tugging it between her teeth. “That’s it,” she breathed hotly against her mouth. “Let go for me. You don’t have to be the polite divorced housewife anymore. No one can see us…”

Then Ava dropped to her knees right there on the kitchen tile, her wet platinum hair sticking to her shoulders.

“Fuck…” Sohpia whined again, like it was the only word she knew.

Sophia’s breath stuttered as Ava’s hands slid roughly up her thighs, yanking the crotch of the navy swimsuit aside with zero ceremony. The cool air hit her soaked, throbbing pussy for only a second before Ava’s hot mouth was on her.

“Oh my God—” Sophia gasped, gripping the counter behind her with white knuckles.

Ava didn’t tease. She devoured her like she was starving. Her tongue licked broad, messy stripes up Sophia’s dripping slit, lapping up every drop of her arousal before circling her swollen clit with perfect, relentless pressure. She moaned loudly against her pussy, the vibration shooting straight through Sophia’s core.

“Fuck… you taste so fucking good,” Ava groaned, voice muffled and filthy between her legs. “So sweet and wet for me. I’ve known you needed this for days, Sophia. Needed a pretty tongue buried in this perfect pussy.”

Sophia’s head fell back, mouth open in a silent cry. One of her hands flew to Ava’s wet platinum hair, gripping tight as her hips jerked forward involuntarily, grinding against the girl’s eager mouth. She couldn’t fucking believe what was happening.

Ava looked up at her with dark, gleaming blue eyes, lips and chin already shiny with Sophia’s juices. “That’s right… ride my face,” she purred, then sucked Sophia’s swollen clit between her lips and flicked her tongue rapidly.

“Ah fuck! Fuck! Oh…”

Sophia’s legs started to shake violently. She was already embarrassingly close — months of frustration, days of secret watching, and the overwhelming reality of this 20-something-year-old on her knees finally crashing down on her.

“Ava— I’m— oh fuck, I’m gonna—”

Ava didn’t slow down for even a second. She slid two long fingers deep inside Sophia’s dripping, clenching pussy, curling them perfectly against her front wall while her tongue worked her clit in tight, relentless circles.

“Cum for me,” Ava growled against her slick folds. “Let me taste how hard this married pussy comes for a girl half your age.”

Sophia came with a broken, sobbing cry, hips bucking wildly against Ava’s face. Her thighs clamped tight around Ava’s head as powerful waves rolled through her, hot wetness gushing over Ava’s tongue, chin, and dripping down her own trembling thighs onto the kitchen floor.

Ava kept licking her through every shudder, gentler now but no less hungry, drawing out every spasm until Sophia was whimpering, gasping, barely able to stand.

Only then did Ava pull back, lips swollen and glistening, chin shiny with Sophia’s cum. She looked up at her with pure, satisfied hunger.

She wiped her mouth slowly with the back of her hand, then rose to her feet, pressing their bodies together again. Her soaked bra and panties were now sticking to Sophia’s skin.

“Fucking delicious…First time getting eaten by a woman?” Ava asked, voice husky and low.

Sophia could barely speak, chest heaving, legs still shaking. She nodded, dazed and overwhelmed. Maybe this is a dream.

Ava leaned in and kissed her again, deep and filthy, letting Sophia taste her own pussy all over the younger woman’s tongue.

“Mmm… good,” Ava whispered against her lips, nipping at them. “My favorite. And I’m nowhere near done with you yet.”

Sophia was still trembling, her swimsuit crotch soaked and shoved to the side, thighs slick with her own cum. She could barely catch her breath, but the hunger in Ava’s eyes told her the younger woman wasn’t letting her recover.

Ava stepped back just enough to hook her thumbs into the waistband of her soaked pale-blue panties. She peeled them down her long, tanned legs and kicked them aside, leaving her completely bare from the waist down. Her pussy was smooth, puffy, and glistening — the lips slightly parted and shiny with her own arousal.

She turned around slowly, facing the counter, and bent forward at the waist. Bracing her forearms on the granite, she arched her back and pushed her perfect, round ass toward Sophia. With one hand she reached back, grabbed her own ass cheek, and spread herself open.

“Since you liked what you saw so much,” Ava said, voice husky and commanding, “it’s your turn to taste me. Get on your knees, Sophia. Eat my pussy like a good girl.”

Sophia’s mouth went dry. Her heart hammered so hard she could feel it in her throat. She’d never done this — never even imagined doing this — but the sight of Ava bent over her own kitchen counter, ass up, her pretty pink pussy exposed and dripping, made something primal take over.

She sank to her knees on the cool tile, hands shaking as she placed them on Ava’s firm thighs.

Ava moaned softly in approval. “That’s it… closer. Look how wet I am for you. I’ve been dripping since I climbed that fence. Now lick me.”

Sophia leaned in, the scent of Ava’s arousal — sweet, musky, and heady — filling her senses. She hesitated for half a second, then dragged her tongue slowly up the length of Ava’s slick slit.

Ava gasped, back arching deeper. “Fuck yes… just like that. Again. Don’t be shy.”

Emboldened, Sophia licked again — broader this time, flattening her tongue and savoring the taste. Ava was soaked, her juices coating Sophia’s tongue and lips. The flavor was intoxicating. She licked faster, exploring every fold, circling the younger woman’s swollen clit before dipping lower to push her tongue inside her tight entrance.

“Oh shit… good girl,” Ava groaned, pushing her ass back against Sophia’s face. “You’re a natural. Keep going — suck on my clit. Yeah, just like that. Fuck, your tongue feels so good.”

Sophia moaned into Ava’s pussy, the vibration making the 20-year-old shudder. She wrapped her arms around Ava’s thighs for leverage and devoured her with growing confidence — licking, sucking, tongue-fucking her with messy, eager strokes. Wet, obscene sounds filled the kitchen as Sophia’s face grew slick with Ava’s juices.

Ava reached back with one hand and tangled her fingers in Sophia’s chestnut hair, guiding her roughly. “Right there — don’t stop. You’re making such a mess… licking my cunt like you’ve been dying for it. Have you been fantasizing about this, Sophia? About burying your face in your hot neighbor’s pussy?”

Sophia whimpered a muffled “yes” against her folds and doubled down, sucking Ava’s clit hard between her lips while sliding two fingers inside her tight, dripping heat.

Ava’s moan turned sharp and filthy. “Oh fuck — fingers too? You’re such a quick learner. Curl them… yeah, just like that. Harder. Make me come all over your pretty divorced face.”

Sophia pumped her fingers faster, curling them against Ava’s front wall while her tongue flicked rapidly over her clit. Ava’s thighs started to tremble, her breathing turning ragged.

“I’m close — don’t you dare stop,” Ava panted, grinding back against Sophia’s mouth. “I’m gonna cum… gonna cum so hard for you — fuck!”

Ava’s orgasm hit like a wave. Her pussy clenched tight around Sophia’s fingers as she cried out, hips bucking wildly. Fresh wetness flooded Sophia’s tongue and chin, dripping down her neck. Ava rode her face through every spasm, moaning broken curses and praises until her legs nearly gave out.

Finally, Ava slumped forward against the counter, breathing hard. She pulled Sophia up by the hair, spun her around, and kissed her fiercely — tasting herself on Sophia’s swollen lips and tongue.

When they broke apart, Ava’s blue eyes were dark with lust and satisfaction. She ran her thumb over Sophia’s slick chin, wiping some of her own cum onto Sophia’s bottom lip.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice low and filthy. “All messy and used… and you loved every second of it, didn’t you?”

Sophia nodded, dazed, lips parted, chest heaving. Holy fuck. Did that actually happen?

Ava smiled wickedly and pressed their foreheads together.

“Good. Because summer’s just getting started, Miss Sophia … and I still have so many ways I want to ruin you.”

∞∞∞

Sophia let out a shaky laugh that turned into a whimper when Ava’s hand slid between her legs again, two fingers teasing her still-sensitive clit.

“Come on,” Ava whispered, nipping at her ear. “I want to feel you more. Take me to your bedroom. Now.”

She took Sophia’s hand and Sophia led her through the house, both still dripping wet, half-naked, and flushed. Sophia’s legs felt like jelly as they climbed the stairs. By the time they reached the master bedroom, Ava was already peeling off her soaked bra and tossing it aside, leaving her completely naked.

The late afternoon sun poured through the windows, bathing the king-sized bed in golden light.

Ava pushed Sophia gently onto her back on the soft comforter, then crawled over her, kissing her slow and deep. When she pulled back, her blue eyes were dark with hunger.

“I want to fuck you like this,” Ava said, voice low and filthy. “I want our pussies rubbing together until you cum all over me again. Have you ever thought you would scissor with another girl?”

Sophia shook her head, breathless. “No… never.”

Ava’s smile turned predatory. “Then you’re in for it.”

She swung one long leg over Sophia’s hip and positioned herself so their bodies aligned. With deliberate slowness, Ava lowered herself until their slick, swollen pussies pressed together — hot, wet, and perfectly aligned. The moment their clits kissed, both women moaned.

“Oh fuck…” Sophia gasped, her hands flying to Ava’s hips. “Yess…”

Ava started to move, rolling her hips in a slow, grinding rhythm. The slick sounds of their pussies sliding together filled the room — wet, obscene, addictive. Every roll pressed their clits harder, sending sparks through both of them.

“That’s it,” Ava breathed, bracing her hands on either side of Sophia’s head. “Feel how wet you make me? Your desperate pussy is dripping all over mine.”

She picked up the pace, grinding faster, their juices mixing and coating both their thighs. Sophia’s hips started moving on their own, meeting every thrust, chasing the friction.

Ava leaned down, breasts brushing against Sophia’s still-covered chest, and kissed her messily while she rocked harder.

“Look at us,” Ava panted against her lips. “Two pretty pussies rubbing together… you’re taking my cunt so well for your first time. You love this, don’t you? Love being my little lesbian slut.”

Sophia moaned loudly, the dirty words pushing her closer to the edge. “Yes… God, yes — Ava, it feels so good…”

Ava shifted slightly, angling so their clits locked together with every grind. The pressure was perfect — slick, hot, relentless. She reached down between them and spread her own lips wider, making sure their most sensitive spots rubbed directly.

“Come on, Sophia,” she growled, voice breaking with pleasure. “Grind that needy pussy on mine. I want to feel you cum while our clits are kissing.”

Sophia’s hands gripped Ava’s ass, pulling her harder against her. The wet slapping sounds grew louder, faster. Heat coiled tight in her belly, tighter than before.

“I’m close — fuck, I’m so close,” Sophia whimpered.

“Then cum for me,” Ava demanded, grinding down hard and fast. “Cum all over my pussy. Let me feel it.”

Sophia shattered.

She cried out as the orgasm crashed through her, hips jerking wildly, fresh wetness flooding between them. Her thighs shook violently as she rode the wave, pussy pulsing and gushing against Ava’s slick folds.

The feeling of Sophia coming pushed Ava over the edge right after her. Ava moaned loudly, grinding through her own climax, their combined juices soaking the comforter beneath them.

They kept moving together through the aftershocks — slow, lazy grinds — until both women were trembling and gasping for air.

Ava finally collapsed on top of Sophia, their sweat-slick bodies pressed together, hearts hammering against each other.

She kissed Sophia’s neck, then her jaw, then her lips — softer this time, almost tender.

“Welcome to your new life this summer,” Ava whispered, voice husky and satisfied. “Next time… I’m bringing my toys.”

Sophia could only laugh breathlessly, still dazed, her hands stroking up and down Ava’s bare back.

She had no idea what she’d just started.

But she already knew she never wanted it to end.


Chapter Six

Two days later, Sophia still couldn’t quite believe it was real.

She stood in front of the full-length mirror in her bedroom, smoothing her hands down the front of the simple white sundress she’d chosen. No bra. The thin fabric whispered against her nipples every time she moved, and she felt the constant, low throb of arousal that had lived under her skin since Ava had first dropped to her knees in the kitchen.

She kept catching herself smiling at nothing.

A 20-year-old college girl. Her neighbor. Her… fuck buddy?

The words felt ridiculous and filthy and thrilling all at once. Sophia Reynolds — forty-four, freshly divorced, mother of two — had spent the last forty-eight hours getting eaten out, fingered, and scissored senseless by the golden-skinned goddess next door. She had cum harder and more times in two days than she had in the last five years of her marriage.

And tonight, Ava was coming over again.

This time she was bringing her strap-on.

Sophia’s stomach flipped with a dizzy mix of nerves and raw hunger. She had spent most of the afternoon alternating between cleaning the house and touching herself while replaying every filthy thing Ava had said and done to her. Her pussy was already slick again, just from the anticipation.

The soft knock at the back door made her jump.

She padded barefoot through the house, heart racing. When she opened the door, the sight of Ava nearly knocked the breath out of her.

The younger woman stood on the lanai in the warm evening light wearing a tiny black crop top that barely contained her breasts and a short pleated tennis skirt that rode high on her golden thighs. A small black duffel bag hung from one shoulder — the toys, Sophia knew instantly. Ava’s platinum hair was loose and slightly wavy from the humidity, and her blue eyes sparkled with that familiar wicked confidence.

“Hi, Mrs. Reynolds,” Ava purred, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. She let the door click shut behind her, then immediately crowded Sophia against the wall, one hand sliding possessively around her waist. “You look fucking edible in that dress.”

Sophia’s breath hitched as Ava leaned in and kissed her slow and deep, tongue sliding against hers like they’d been doing this for years instead of days. When Ava finally pulled back, her lips were shiny.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” Ava murmured, voice low. “About how pretty you sounded when you came on my face. About how tight and wet your pussy gets when I call you my good girl.”

Sophia whimpered softly, thighs pressing together.

Ava smiled, clearly pleased by the reaction. She lifted the duffel bag slightly, letting it bump against Sophia’s hip.

“I brought something new for you tonight,” she said, eyes darkening. “Something I think you’re going to love. But first…”

She set the bag down on the nearby chair, then took Sophia’s hand and led her toward the living room couch. The golden evening light poured through the windows, painting everything in warm amber.

Ava sat down and pulled Sophia into her lap so she was straddling her. The short tennis skirt rode up, revealing that Ava wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Sophia could feel the heat of her bare pussy against her own thigh.

Ava’s hands slid up under Sophia’s sundress, cupping her ass and squeezing.

“You’re already wet for me again, aren’t you?” she whispered, lips brushing Sophia’s ear. “Tell me how much you’ve been thinking about this college girl coming over to fuck you senseless.”

Sophia’s voice came out shaky and honest. “I can’t stop thinking about it. I… I still can’t believe this is happening. That you’re real. That you want me like this.”

Ava’s fingers traced slow circles on Sophia’s bare ass, teasing the cleft.

“Oh, I want you,” she breathed. “I want to teach you every dirty little thing that makes your pussy throb. And tonight…” She glanced meaningfully at the black duffel bag. “Tonight I’m going to fuck you with my cock until you forget your own name.”

Sophia shivered hard, a fresh rush of wetness coating her inner thighs.

Ava leaned back against the couch cushions, looking up at her with pure hunger and affection.

“But we’ve got all night,” she said softly, voice dropping into that deliciously commanding tone. “So why don’t you start by kissing me… and then maybe you can show me how much you missed this pretty pussy while I was gone.”

She gently guided Sophia’s hand between her own legs, pressing her fingers against her already slick, bare folds.

Sophia moaned into Ava’s mouth as they kissed again, slow and filthy. Her fingers slid through Ava’s wetness, circling her clit before dipping lower to push two fingers inside her tight heat. Ava rocked against her hand with a low groan, hips rolling lazily.

“That’s my good girl,” Ava whispered against her lips. “Getting so brave already.”

After a few minutes of heated making out and fingering, Ava gently pulled Sophia’s hand away and reached for the black duffel bag. She unzipped it and pulled out a thick, realistic-looking strap-on — flesh-toned, veined, and impressively sized, with a curved shaft and a pronounced head. The harness was black leather, simple but sturdy. Ava held it up, letting Sophia get a good look.

“Ever had something like this inside you?” Ava asked, voice low and teasing.

Sophia shook her head, eyes wide, pulse racing.

Ava’s smile turned wicked. “Then tonight you’re going to learn what it feels like to get properly fucked by a girl who knows exactly what she’s doing.”

She stood up, quickly stepping into the harness and tightening the straps around her hips and thighs. The thick dildo jutted out obscenely from her body, bobbing with every movement. Ava gave it a slow stroke with her hand, spreading a generous amount of lube from a small bottle she’d also brought.

“Come here,” she ordered softly, sitting back down on the wide couch and patting her lap. “Straddle me. I want to watch your face while I fill you up.”

Sophia’s legs felt weak as she climbed back onto Ava’s lap, knees sinking into the cushions on either side of her hips. The sundress rode all the way up to her waist. Ava pushed the fabric higher, bunching it around Sophia’s ribs so nothing was hidden.

Ava gripped the base of the strap-on and rubbed the thick, lubed head up and down Sophia’s dripping slit, teasing her entrance and bumping deliberately against her swollen clit.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” Ava groaned. “Look at this pretty divorced pussy dripping all over my cock. You want it so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Sophia breathed, voice trembling with need. “Please, Ava… I need it.”

Ava’s eyes darkened. “Then take it. Sink down on my dick like the desperate little slut you’ve become for me.”

Sophia lowered herself slowly. The wide head stretched her open, inch by thick inch, until she was gasping and shaking. Ava held her hips steady, guiding her down until the entire length was buried deep inside her.

“Oh my God…” Sophia moaned, forehead dropping to Ava’s shoulder. The fullness was overwhelming — stretching her in ways she’d never felt before. “It’s so deep…”

“That’s it,” Ava praised, voice rough. “Good girl. Take every inch of my cock. This pussy was made for it.”

She gave Sophia a moment to adjust, then started moving — slow, deep rolls of her hips that dragged the curved shaft perfectly against Sophia’s front wall. Every thrust made wet, filthy sounds as Sophia’s juices coated the strap-on and dripped down onto Ava’s thighs.

Ava’s hands roamed everywhere — squeezing Sophia’s ass, sliding up to pinch her hard nipples through the thin dress, then gripping her hips again to control the rhythm.

“Ride me,” Ava growled. “Fuck yourself on my strap-on. Show me how much you love getting railed by your 20-year-old neighbor.”

Sophia obeyed, bracing her hands on Ava’s shoulders and starting to bounce. The pleasure built fast and intense. Each downward thrust slammed the dildo against her cervix, sending sparks through her entire body. Her tits bounced under the sundress, nipples visibly hard.

“Fuck… Ava… it feels so good,” Sophia panted. “You’re so deep inside me.”

“Yeah? You like getting your cunt stretched by a girl half your age?” Ava thrust up harder to meet her, voice growing filthier. “Bet your ex-husband never fucked you like this. Never made you this wet, never made you scream. This pussy belongs to me now.”

Sophia cried out, riding faster, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the living room. Ava reached between them and rubbed tight circles over Sophia’s swollen clit with her thumb.

“Come on, Mrs. Reynolds,” Ava taunted, eyes locked on Sophia’s face. “Cum all over my cock. I want to feel this married pussy squeeze me when you fall apart.”

The combination of the deep thrusting, the relentless clit stimulation, and Ava’s dirty words pushed Sophia over the edge hard.

She came with a broken scream, body seizing up as powerful spasms ripped through her. Her pussy clenched violently around the thick strap-on, gushing fresh wetness down the shaft and over Ava’s lap. Her thighs shook uncontrollably as wave after wave crashed through her.

Ava didn’t stop. She kept thrusting up through Sophia’s orgasm, drawing it out until Sophia was sobbing with pleasure, tears of overwhelming sensation leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Only when Sophia started to slump forward did Ava slow down. She kissed her gently, then whispered against her lips, “My turn.”

In one smooth motion, Ava flipped them so Sophia was on her back on the couch. She hooked Sophia’s legs over her shoulders, folding her nearly in half, and drove the strap-on back inside her with one hard thrust.

This angle was even deeper. Sophia’s eyes rolled back as Ava started fucking her with long, powerful strokes — hips snapping forward, the harness slapping against Sophia’s ass with every thrust.

“Take it,” Ava growled, sweat glistening on her golden skin. “Take every fucking inch. I’m gonna cum rubbing my clit against this harness while I wreck your pussy.”

Ava’s pace turned brutal and perfect. The thick dildo hammered Sophia’s G-spot relentlessly while the base of the harness ground against Ava’s own swollen clit. Both women were moaning loudly now, lost in the raw, animal heat of it.

“I’m close again—” Sophia gasped, nails digging into Ava’s back.

“Me too,” Ava panted. “Cum with me. Cum on my cock while I fill you up.”

They came together — hard.

Sophia’s second orgasm exploded through her, even stronger than the first. She screamed Ava’s name as her pussy spasmed and squirted around the thick shaft, soaking both of them and the couch beneath. At the same moment Ava slammed deep one last time, grinding hard against the harness as her own climax ripped through her. Her thighs trembled violently, a broken moan tearing from her throat while she rode out the waves pressed tight against Sophia.

For a long moment they stayed locked together, panting, trembling, covered in sweat and cum.

Ava finally collapsed on top of her, the strap-on still buried deep inside Sophia’s twitching pussy. She kissed her softly, lazily, both of them boneless and glowing.

Sophia stared up at the ceiling, dazed and utterly satisfied, a slow, disbelieving smile spreading across her face.

∞∞∞

They stayed like that for a long time, hearts slowing, skin sticky and warm. Eventually Ava eased the thick toy out of her with a wet sound that made Sophia shiver. She unbuckled the harness, tossed it aside, and pulled Sophia into her arms so they were curled together on the ruined couch.

Sophia traced lazy circles on Ava’s bare hip, still trying to wrap her mind around everything that had happened in the last few days.

“I can’t believe this is my life now,” she whispered, half laughing, half in awe. “A few days ago I was unpacking boxes and feeling sorry for myself. Now I have a gorgeous 20-year-old fuck buddy who just made me come harder than I ever thought possible… twice.”

Ava chuckled, pressing a kiss to Sophia’s damp forehead. “Three times, actually. And we’re just getting started.” She tilted Sophia’s chin up so their eyes met. “I meant what I said earlier. I’m nowhere near done ruining you for anyone else. This summer? It’s ours.”

Sophia felt something warm and dangerous bloom in her chest. Not love — not yet — but something just as addictive. Freedom. Desire. The thrill of finally being wanted so openly, so shamelessly.

She looked out the window at the golden evening light bathing the backyard pool, the same pool where this whole thing had begun with a pink string bikini and a lazy wave.

A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

Sophia knew, without a shadow of doubt, that this was going to be the best summer ever.

The End!
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