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Her Favorite Neighbor




The sunlight shimmered off the pool like a spotlight aimed directly at Caleb’s oiled-up chest. He sprawled on the lounger like it was a throne, arms behind his head, sunglasses tilted just enough to flash the mirrored lenses. His grin practically flexed as hard as his biceps.

“Sun’s out, guns out,” he said, again, like it hadn’t already been his catchphrase all week. I rolled my eyes behind my smudged, slightly crooked shades.

It was just us in the backyard—again. Ever since graduation, Caleb had made my pool his second home. I didn’t really mind. My parents were off on some anniversary trip, and the quiet was starting to get to me anyway. But sometimes it felt like he was trying too hard to soak up the last few weeks before we went separate ways. Him to college football. Me to community college and art classes.

His shorts clung to his thighs, damp with sweat, and his skin gleamed from the coconut oil he’d slathered on like it was sunscreen. I couldn’t help but notice how at ease he was with himself, shirtless, confident, the way he always had been. He didn’t fidget. Didn’t tug at his waistband or second-guess how he looked. I envied that.

I was tall-ish and used to be pretty lean from soccer, but my body had started to soften around the edges since I quit last season. My thighs didn’t feel like they belonged to me anymore—thicker, heavier—and I felt awkwardly exposed in my own skin these days. My blonde hair, grown out and untrimmed, hung past my shoulders now, catching on the sweat at my collarbone. I tugged it into a messy knot and peeled off my T-shirt slowly, revealing my bikini top and a pair of black shorts. I hadn’t worn the matching bikini bottoms in months.

“Is that the one you bought junior year?” Caleb asked, raising his brows as he gestured lazily to my top. “Thought it came with less fabric.”

“Not everything’s for your entertainment,” I muttered, turning away before he could see the flush creep up my neck.

“Fair,” he said, leaning back and closing his eyes, clearly satisfied with the jab anyway.

We let the heat settle between us for a few minutes. The air was thick, humming with that sleepy summer drone of insects and distant lawnmowers. I dipped my foot in the water, staring at the surface, waiting for the sweat to outweigh the chill of diving in.

Caleb broke the silence.

“My dad booked this cruise—me and Kate leave Tuesday. It’s like, some family bonding thing, but Drew said it’s basically a floating hookup factory.”

“Sounds magical,” I said flatly, still not looking at him.

He smirked. “I mean, vacation sex? Anything goes. Girls get wild on cruises.”

“Can’t wait to hear about all the hot tubs and broken condoms.”

He laughed. “Jealous?”

I snorted. “No.”

He cracked one eye open. “You’re not doing anything exciting this summer, are you? Like, no road trips? No concert hookups? No, I don’t know, spontaneous sex in a diner parking lot?”

“I’m taking an art class at the community college,” I said.

“Wow. Wild.”

I shrugged. “Not all of us get athletic scholarships and cruise ships full of drunken opportunities.”

“Well, I hope you at least get laid before fall.” He said it like a challenge, like a dare.

I laughed a little too loud. “Yeah, sure.”

“When’s the last time you did?” he asked, and this time, I felt it. The weight of the question. The pause that followed.

I hesitated. “There was… that guy from Calc. What’s-his-name. Lucas?” I offered weakly, hoping he wouldn’t press.

Caleb tilted his head. “The guy with the fanny pack?”

“Shut up. He wasn’t that bad.”

“You barely talked to him,” he said, voice softening, almost pitying. “You make out or something?”

“Yeah,” I said. Then added, “Kind of.”

He didn’t say anything for a second. Then he just nodded, slowly, like we’d reached a mutual understanding without needing to say it out loud.

The truth was, even when I kissed boys, it always felt like a scene I was acting out. Like I had to remember the beats: lean in, close your eyes, tilt your head, pretend to feel something. Half the time I was more worried about whether I looked cute doing it than whether I was actually turned on. The other half I spent wondering why I wasn’t.

Was I broken? Frigid? Boring?

Sometimes I wondered if I was just not that into guys.

But I never said that out loud. Because what else was there to be?

I didn’t let myself dwell on the way my stomach flipped when a girl in yoga class bent over in front of me. Or how I’d zoned out listening to a woman laugh in the booth behind me at a coffee shop, just to hear the sound again. I didn’t dwell on how many times I’d filled sketchbook pages with female figures, how I always ended up drawing curves—hips, backs, thighs—more often than torsos or abs.

I didn’t let myself think about any of that.

“Pool?” I asked, already standing. My skin felt too hot, and I needed the water like it could rinse something off me.

“Thought you’d never ask,” Caleb said, bounding up and cannonballing in like a ten-year-old.

I eased in more slowly, my body prickling at the sudden change in temperature. The water folded over me like a sigh. Caleb swam toward me, grinning, already splashing like a Labrador.

We roughhoused the way we always did—half-sibling, half-rival energy. He wrapped an arm around my waist and tried to dunk me, and I pushed off him with a laugh, hyper-aware of how my bikini top clung to my chest. I was always aware lately. Of the way fabric hugged me when it got wet. Of how visible everything felt. How uncomfortable it made me feel to know that boys were probably thinking about what I looked like in this suit.

I realized then: I wouldn’t feel this way if it were a girl in the pool with me. That thought came quiet, subtle, like a ripple across the water.

With a girl, I wouldn’t be tensing up every time she came too close. I wouldn’t be wondering if my nipples were visible. I wouldn’t feel like I had to laugh everything off.

With a girl, I might actually want her to look.

That thought made me freeze. Then I shoved it away.

We swam until the sun dropped lower and the chlorine stung our eyes.

As we climbed out, water sheeting off us in silver ribbons, Caleb flopped back onto his lounger, grinning.

“I better come back to a story,” he said. “You’ve got one week to do something crazy.”

I wrung out my hair and looked down at my bare feet. “Like what?”

He shrugged. “You figure it out.”

I laughed, but something about the way he said it stayed with me.

One week. Do something crazy.

And for the first time, I let myself wonder what that would even look like—if I got to choose.
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Tuesday rolled around, and for the first time in weeks, I didn’t have to wonder when Caleb would show up.

No knock at the side gate. No familiar voice calling my name. No shirtless body stretching out by the pool like he owned the place. He was officially gone—already halfway to his cruise with his dad and sister—and I told myself I should feel relieved.

Lighter.

Of course, he still found a way to reach me.

You getting your tan on today? he texted just after ten. You’d better be out there for both of us.

I stared at the screen for a second, then sent back the eye-roll emoji. It felt safer than actually replying.

A few seconds later, my phone buzzed again.

Wow. Weak. You gonna do anything exciting this summer or what?

The words hit harder than I expected.

Caleb had always teased me—about my music, my clothes, the way I overthought everything—but this felt different. Like he’d zeroed in on something tender and pressed just a little too hard. It was easier for him to say stuff like that now, from a ship somewhere off the coast, one foot already stepping into a week of bad decisions and no consequences.

Classic Caleb. Toss the grenade and disappear.

What are YOU doing that’s so exciting? I shot back.

Gonna get laid. Might even skinny dip. Dare me?

I rolled my eyes, even though a smile tugged at my mouth. He was impossible.

Yeah, I dare you, I typed, then tossed my phone onto my nightstand like that would somehow shut him out of my head.

I told myself that was the last time I’d think about Caleb all week.

It wasn’t.

I hadn’t planned on going outside that morning. I figured I’d stay in, maybe sketch for a bit, maybe finally finish that stupid game I kept rage-quitting. But somewhere between brushing my teeth and pouring cereal, I drifted toward the back door without really deciding to.

Habit, I guess.

I slid the door open and stepped out into the heat. The sun was already high, the air thick and heavy against my skin. Without thinking too hard about it, I tugged my sleep shorts down and kicked them aside. I was left in just my tank top and boy shorts, standing barefoot on the warm concrete.

I stretched out on the lounger and closed my eyes.

The vinyl was hot against my back at first, and I shifted until it wasn’t burning anymore. Without Caleb beside me, the backyard felt huge. Too quiet. The kind of quiet that made your thoughts echo louder than you wanted them to.

The only thing that broke it was the low rumble of an engine next door.

I cracked one eye open and turned my head just in time to see a moving truck backing out of the neighbor’s driveway.

Right. The new neighbor.

My parents had mentioned her in passing, but I hadn’t paid much attention. Mara, I think her name was. I’d heard the movers on and off for days while Caleb and I were out here tanning. Seeing the truck leave now made me suddenly, acutely aware of myself—half-naked, sprawled out in the open, completely alone.

I sank a little lower into the lounger and reached for my sunglasses, sliding them onto my face like they offered some kind of protection.

My parents were gone for a couple more days, off celebrating their anniversary somewhere by the coast. The house was mine. No rules. No interruptions. And instead of feeling free, I felt… adrift.

It was true. I didn’t really have plans this summer. No job yet. No big trip. Just community college classes starting in the fall and a vague sense that I was supposed to be using this time for something.

But Caleb’s words kept looping in my head.

You gonna do anything exciting or what?

I wasn’t mad because he was wrong.

I was mad because he wasn’t.

I had no idea what I was doing with myself. I was coasting. Waiting. Letting the days bleed together while I tried to convince myself that doing nothing was intentional, not avoidance. I told myself I didn’t care about being tan or hot or impressive, but I still came out here almost every day and let the sun bake my skin like maybe confidence would sink in along with the heat.

Maybe if I felt more attractive, things would click. Maybe I’d want what everyone else seemed to want. Maybe then I’d stop feeling like I was watching my own life from the outside.

I leaned farther back, letting the sun beat down on my chest. Sweat dampened my boy shorts, the fabric clinging to my hips. I stared up at the cloudless sky and clenched my fists loosely at my sides.

Boring, I thought irritably. He’s such a jerk. Like he gets to decide what makes a summer meaningful. All he cares about is hooking up. I like sex too. I just haven’t… gotten there yet.

I shoved my earbuds in and queued up a playlist, something familiar enough that I didn’t have to think about it. But every few songs, an ad cut in, and my thoughts wandered again.

I’m not boring. He doesn’t even know me. I could be doing anything right now.

My gaze drifted to the pool, the water rippling lazily in the sunlight. Then, without meaning to, my eyes slid past it—to the tall fence, the neighboring yard, the second-story window of the house next door.

That’s when I noticed her.

She was visible just for a moment through the upstairs window—a woman moving across the room, long brown hair falling loose down her back. Even from a distance, I could tell she was full-figured, soft in a way that made my stomach tighten unexpectedly. When she leaned forward to set something down, her chest pressed prominently against her shirt, unmistakable.

I looked away immediately, heart thumping.

Jesus. Get a grip.

Still, the image lingered.

And suddenly, Caleb’s joke came back to me.

Skinny dipping.

The thought slipped into my mind quietly at first, almost like a dare I hadn’t realized I’d accepted.

I could do that right now.

Right this second.

No one was here. My parents were gone. Caleb was out at sea. And unless someone was actively watching from a window, nobody would know.

At first, the idea felt ridiculous—something to laugh off. But the longer I lay there, the more it began to itch beneath my skin. The house really was empty. The yard really was quiet.

And that upstairs window… it wasn’t looking at me.

Probably.

I swallowed and shifted on the lounger, my pulse ticking a little faster.

It would just be for me.

It didn’t feel like a decision.

One second I was staring at the pool, trying to push Caleb’s voice out of my head, and the next I was peeling off my tank top.

Just tanning, I told myself. Just letting the sun hit more skin. It wasn’t a big deal. It’s not like anyone could see me.

I checked the fence first. The neighbor’s yard was screened with trees, and our side gate hadn’t been opened in weeks. No one could peek through unless they were actively trying.

Still, my heart thumped harder than it should have.

I looked toward the upstairs window across the yard. Mara’s place. The glass was faintly reflective—blank, empty. The curtain inside moved a little, probably from a fan.

Probably.

My hands hovered at the sides of my boy shorts.

No one’s watching, I told myself. The angles weren’t great. The upstairs window didn’t even face directly toward the pool. It was just nerves. I was overthinking it.

Still, my breath caught when I hooked my thumbs under the waistband and slid them down.

The air hit my skin instantly—cooler than I expected. I stepped out of the fabric and kicked it aside, my pulse hammering.

Now I was naked.

Outside.

It hit different than bedroom nudity. My room was small. Private. This was wide open sky and sunlight, a breeze across my thighs. I lay back onto the lounger carefully, my bare body sinking into the warm vinyl. The contrast made me shiver: heat beneath me, the lightest brush of wind against my chest.

My nipples tightened almost immediately.

Okay, I thought. So maybe this wasn’t just tanning.

I swallowed and pressed my legs together. My skin prickled with heat. I could feel everything—every shift, every breath, the soft curve of my stomach rising and falling.

This is fine, I told myself. It’s my yard. I’m allowed to be here. No one’s home. No one’s looking.

But the thrill buzzed beneath that thought. The possibility.

What if someone was?

What if Mara happened to walk by that upstairs window again? What if she looked out and saw this… bare, pink-skinned girl stretched out naked by her pool, like something out of a bad college fantasy?

The shame hit first.

Then the arousal.

I wasn’t supposed to like the idea of being seen like this. Especially not by a woman. Especially not an older woman with curves that made my stomach flip and hair that looked like it would smell amazing if you leaned close enough.

I bit my bottom lip and dragged my fingers lightly down my stomach, brushing over the faint line of sweat just below my navel. I told myself I wasn’t going to do anything. I was just lying here.

But my hand kept drifting.

First to my breast—just one. I cupped it gently, thumb circling over the nipple until it ached. I let out a shaky breath and shifted my hips. Then the other breast. The skin felt sun-warmed and hypersensitive, like I’d been holding back for too long.

I didn’t know what I was imagining. Just fragments: the window, a pair of eyes, a woman’s voice in my head that I’d never actually heard but imagined as low and calm.

I wondered what she'd say if she saw me.

Would she tell me to stop?

Or would she stand there, watching?

My fingers slid lower. Down my belly. Between my thighs.

I was already wet.

I bit my lip harder as my fingers found the slick folds between my legs. It felt different out here—more intense. Like every nerve was on alert. The breeze against my thighs. The warmth of the lounger. The rush of being exposed.

I stroked myself slowly, circling my clit with the lightest touch. My hips twitched at the contact. My other hand slid back up to my breast, pinching gently.

God, I was shaking.

I wasn’t supposed to be doing this.

But I didn’t stop.

I slipped one finger inside, then another, moving slowly, keeping pressure on my clit as I rocked my hips into my hand. My body clenched around my fingers, tight and needy, and my mind spun with heat and shame and something dangerously close to pleasure.

I closed my eyes.

Behind my eyelids, I imagined her—Mara—standing there, hands at her side, eyes unreadable.

Maybe she wasn’t shocked. Maybe she liked it.

Maybe she couldn’t look away.

The thought tipped me over the edge.

My back arched, muscles tightening. The pleasure hit hard and fast, rippling up through my stomach and chest, sharp and overwhelming. I gasped, trying to stay quiet, but a broken moan escaped anyway.

And that’s when I saw her.

Eyes wide, chest heaving, I turned my head—and froze.

Mara was at the window.

She stood behind the glass, framed in sunlight, hands on her hips. Her long hair fell over one shoulder. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t move. Just looked down at me.

Her expression wasn’t shocked.

Wasn’t panicked.

Just… steady.

I didn’t know what hit harder: the orgasm still echoing through my legs, or the cold rush of being seen.

My whole body jolted.

I scrambled upright, heart slamming against my ribs. I grabbed the towel off the chair, clutched it to my chest, and stumbled for the pool.

I dove in without thinking.

The water hit like a slap—cold, clean, immediate. I stayed under as long as I could, trying to wash the moment off me.

When I finally surfaced, gasping, I whipped my head around and looked up.

The window was empty.

Gone.

I treaded water, breathing hard, heart still racing. I wasn’t sure if it was from the orgasm or the fear or some twisted mix of both.

Did she really see me?

Did I imagine the whole thing?

All afternoon, I spiraled. I replayed every second. Every breath. Every flick of her expression. The way her arms stayed crossed. The way her eyes didn’t flinch. The way I’d been naked, touching myself, thinking of her.

I told myself I should feel nothing but shame.

But beneath that was something else. Something warm. Something alive.

But I knew one thing: If Mara had seen me…she hadn’t looked away.
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I barely slept.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that upstairs window. Mara’s still figure. No judgment in her face. No shock. Just… calm. Like she was enjoying it.

I kept telling myself I must’ve imagined her. That it was just a flicker, a reflection. But I didn’t believe it. Not really.

By the time the sun came up, the house felt unbearable. Too quiet. Too full of air I couldn’t breathe. I threw on a loose hoodie and shorts, grabbed my keys, and drove half a mile to the nearest coffee place without brushing my hair.

I told myself I needed caffeine.

But really, I just needed out.

The cold cup of iced coffee didn’t help much. My fingers still trembled around the plastic, and every sip made my stomach slosh instead of settle. I sat in the car for a few minutes after pulling back into the driveway, trying to decide if it was safe to go inside. Like maybe if I waited long enough, I’d find out none of it had happened. That it was just a weird dream brought on by too much sun and not enough food.

I finally stepped out and trudged up the path.

That’s when I saw it.

Something fluttered near the front door—a corner of pink, sticking out from the crack where the frame met the threshold. My breath caught before my brain had a chance to explain why. I slowed, coffee forgotten, and bent down to pull it free.

A small piece of cardstock.

Light pink. Square. Folded once, neatly.

My fingers were suddenly cold.

I opened it.

The handwriting was smooth and certain, like each letter had been written with intent:

I noticed you sunbathing yesterday.

Bold choice.

I wouldn’t mind another look.

–Your new neighbor, Mara

My knees nearly gave out.

I gripped the knob with one hand and read it again. And again.

She saw me.

She really saw me.

My whole body locked up, then flooded with heat all at once. A static buzz moved up my spine as I scanned the street like a guilty thief. The lawn across the way was empty. No one on the sidewalk. No cars passing. Just quiet morning sun and the hush of sprinklers ticking.

But I felt watched.

I twisted toward her house, half-expecting her to be in the window again, arms crossed, same unreadable stare. But there was nothing. Just sunlight glinting off glass.

Still, the shame hit hard and fast. My heart pounded so loud I could barely think. She knew. She’d seen every second. Every stroke. Every moan. Every private thought I thought I’d buried under the water.

I clutched the note tighter.

But then, something shifted.

I wouldn’t mind another look.

A breath left my chest that I hadn’t realized I was holding. My stomach flipped. The fear didn’t exactly disappear, but it twisted into something else. Something almost... giddy.

My thighs pressed together instinctively.

Because suddenly, all I could picture was her—not just standing in that window, but standing there because she wanted to. Because she couldn’t help but stop. Because maybe she liked what she saw.

And if she liked it…

A chill moved through me, settling somewhere deep between my ribs and lower.

My hand went flat against my stomach.

It was an invitation.

The neat script curled behind my eyelids every time I blinked. I imagined her fingers writing it. Her standing at her kitchen counter, maybe in a robe, sipping coffee while she jotted down a note to the girl next door who thought no one was watching.

I licked my lips and swallowed hard.

What did she think of me now? What did I think of me?

I’d spent the last year sure I was straight. Boys were confusing, awkward, sometimes cute—but I’d never felt pulled like this before. Never had a woman take up space in my head like Mara was doing now, uninvited but impossible to shake.

And now she wanted another look.

I pressed the card to my chest and stood there for a full minute, soaking in the quiet.

Then I stepped inside and shut the door behind me like something had just changed—like I had crossed some invisible line without realizing it.

Maybe I was already in too deep.

Inside the house, I couldn’t sit still.

Every time I tried to settle—on the couch, on my bed, even at the kitchen table—my legs bounced. My chest felt tight. It was like my body had more energy than it knew what to do with. Like it was buzzing.

I kept thinking I’d distract myself. I opened my sketchbook, stared at the blank page. I tried scrolling, but nothing held. Music made it worse. Everything had too many lyrics about touch and heat and wanting things you shouldn’t.

Eventually I gave up and started pacing the kitchen, one barefoot lap after another. My gaze kept drifting to the back door, to the yard, to the high fence separating me from her. My cheeks flamed hot every time I remembered the note still sitting on the counter, the one with Mara’s neat script and that maddening sentence⁠—

I wouldn’t mind another look.

What did she mean by that?

What did she really mean?

My mind kept looping back to the image of her in the window, watching me with that still, unreadable face. Not freaked out. Not amused. Just... sure.

The more I thought about it, the more the shame curdled into something darker. Something warmer. My thighs kept pressing together without permission. My skin still felt sun-kissed and tender in places I hadn’t stopped touching since this morning.

I told myself I wasn’t going to do anything. That it had been a one-time, heat-of-the-moment, no-one’s-home kind of thing. But the thought that she might be watching again—that she wanted to watch again—lit a fuse I didn’t know how to put out.

I turned toward the stairs, but then stopped.

Instead of heading back to my room for my usual shorts and hoodie, I reached for a clean tank top from the laundry pile. It was thin and soft from too many washes, just barely skimming past my belly button. I hesitated before choosing panties—a white cotton pair with pale blue trim. Not my usual boyshorts. These were snug. Cut high on my hips. I didn’t ask myself why I picked them. I already knew.

I told myself I just needed fresh air.

Just ten minutes outside to clear my head.

I pulled open the back door—and froze.

There was something taped to the gate.

A familiar square of pink cardstock fluttered in the soft breeze, held by a single piece of clear tape. My heart jumped straight into my throat. For a second I didn’t move. Just stared.

Then, barefoot and breathless, I padded across the patio.

I peeled the note off the gate with shaking fingers.

If you’re going to put on a show,

why not use my pool instead?

Better angle. More privacy.

–Mara

The ground tilted.

The sun beat down hard against the top of my head, but all I felt was ice down my spine and heat between my legs.

She’d written another note.

She wasn’t done.

She was… inviting me over?

No—she was expecting me. Wanting me to do it again. Not just over here, in my own backyard, but there. In hers. On her side of the fence.

My mouth went dry.

It wasn’t just that she’d seen me. Or even that she liked it. She was asking me to come closer now. To let her really look. My feet felt rooted to the ground beneath me, but every inch of my skin felt alive, tingling, like someone had traced me with a line of static.

This wasn’t some harmless game anymore.

It wasn’t just me touching myself in the sun, thinking I was alone.

This was real.

Mara wanted me in her space. Naked. Wet. On display.

I could barely breathe.

I clutched the note to my chest, staring at the gate like it might swing open and reveal her on the other side. Standing in the shade, arms crossed, waiting with that slow, knowing expression.

My panties were already wet.

I didn’t even realize it until the soft cotton clung tighter between my thighs as I shifted my weight.

I told myself I wasn’t going to go over there. I told myself it was insane. That I barely even knew her. That this was dangerous. That this wasn’t me.

But the words blurred as my eyes returned to the card, reading it again. And again.

This wasn’t just about watching anymore.

Mara wanted me closer.

I hesitated at the side gate so long my legs started to ache. My hand stayed on the latch, frozen, while my heart beat loud and panicked in my ears.

I could still turn back.

I could pretend I never saw the second note. I could laugh it off, tell myself it was just a joke—a flirty, crazy neighbor trying to mess with me.

But the truth was… I didn’t want to laugh it off. The longer I stood there, the more I realized the ache in my chest wasn’t just fear. It was want—messy and hot and hard to explain. I didn’t know what Mara wanted from me exactly, but I knew what I wanted.

I wanted to be seen.

I clicked the latch and slipped through the gate.

I was officially in her yard.

Her note had been clear. If you’re going to put on a show…

The thrill of it hit me low in the stomach. Everything in her yard was a little nicer than mine—sleek loungers with thick cushions, a curving pool edged in blue tile, the soft trickle of a waterfall feature set into stacked stone at the far end. The grass was lush, the fences taller. It felt like a hidden world, tucked away from the rest of the street. From real life.

I laid my towel out on the closest lounger, feeling strange and jittery in just my tank top and panties. I told myself I’d just sit. Just enjoy the quiet.

I didn’t look for Mara.

I didn’t want to find her.

Knowing she might be watching from behind one of those upstairs windows was already enough to make my skin buzz. If I looked and she wasn’t there, it would ruin the spell.

I sat back and stretched out, pretending my heart wasn’t still hammering. The lounger was warm beneath me, and the air smelled like jasmine and chlorine. I closed my eyes for a second. Just to breathe. Just to steady myself.

Then, slowly, I pulled the hem of my tank top up.

I didn’t rush. I didn’t yank it over my head. I dragged it. Let it catch on the curve of my breasts. Let the sun touch more of my skin with every inch. I peeled it off and dropped it beside me, leaving my chest bare.

I lay back again, heart racing faster now.

The air on my nipples made them harden instantly. I shivered, even though it was warm.

My hand drifted low. I grazed the waistband of my panties with my fingertips, tracing the elastic, then dipping just beneath. My breath caught. I glanced toward the house—but the glass doors reflected the sky, hiding whatever might be behind them.

I bit my lip and tugged my panties down.

Past my hips. My thighs. I kicked them off, watching them crumple in the grass. Then I lay back again, completely naked in someone else’s backyard.

In her backyard.

The air felt different here. Thicker. Hotter. The sound of the waterfall mixed with the soft hum of the pool’s filter, masking every hitch in my breath. I closed my eyes and let my hands roam.

I didn’t pretend I was just sunbathing this time.

I cupped my breasts, tugged on my nipples until they ached, then trailed my fingers down over my belly. I spread my thighs, just a little, just enough. Then more. I wanted to be open. I wanted to be watched. I slipped my fingers between my slick folds and gasped at how ready I already was.

My body didn’t hesitate.

My mind tried to protest—This isn’t you, what are you doing, this is insane—but it drowned under the steady pulse building between my legs. I rubbed slow circles over my clit, feeling everything spark hotter. I moaned before I could stop it. Not loud, but not quiet either.

I wasn’t alone.

I wanted her to see.

I imagined her behind the glass, arms crossed, lips parted, watching me fall apart under the sun. Watching me offer myself, hips rocking, legs spread, fingers slick and desperate. I imagined her expression—serious, maybe. Approving. Like she owned the view.

I plunged two fingers inside myself and arched my back hard. My other hand came up to tweak my nipple, tugging until my whole body tensed. I was close. Too close. The sound of my wet fingers moved with the breeze. I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

I opened my eyes.

And saw her.

Mara stood behind the sliding glass door, arms folded, her halter dress clinging to her full curves. Her long brown hair was pulled over one shoulder. She looked calm. Composed. Not surprised at all.

My body clenched, everything tightening in shock and ecstasy. I was seconds from coming—and she was right there. Not hidden. Not peeking.

Watching.

Our eyes met.

And she lifted a hand.

One finger curled slowly.

Come here.

The sliding door hissed open before I even reached it.

I froze halfway across the patio, my skin still prickling from the sun, my breath short from everything I’d just done. My body felt warm and twitchy, like all my nerves were lit up and humming under the surface. I was completely naked—no towel, no excuse—and now I was facing the woman who had watched every second.

Mara stood in the doorway, one hand resting on the frame. She didn’t smile. Her mouth curved, just a little, like she knew exactly what kind of spell she’d put me under and was pleased with the results.

Her eyes moved over me—slow and direct—starting at my flushed face and gliding down the line of my bare chest, over the faint sheen of sweat between my breasts, then lower. She didn’t rush. She didn’t look away.

I swallowed hard.

“I—um…” My voice caught in my throat. I took a half step forward, the cool stone brushing my toes. “I didn’t know if you were serious.”

“I was.” Her voice was low, amused. She leaned a shoulder into the doorframe, perfectly at ease. “But you didn’t knock first.”

I blinked, dizzy with heat and embarrassment. “I—sorry. I thought…”

She let the silence stretch, then tilted her head.

“You know,” she said, the tone light but edged with something sharper, “it’s not very neighborly to sneak into someone’s yard and do… that.”

My stomach dropped. “I didn’t mean to…well, your note said…”

“Didn’t mean to what?” Her eyes sparkled as she pushed the door open wider, gesturing me inside. “Trespass? Put on a show? Or just get caught?”

I couldn’t answer. I stepped over the threshold on shaky legs, the tile floor shockingly cold beneath my bare feet. The kitchen was bright with late-afternoon light, all clean white cabinets and smooth granite counters. The door clicked shut behind me.

I suddenly realized I was still covering my chest with one arm, my other hand tucked awkwardly between my thighs. My skin burned with the effort to hide myself.

Mara made no move to hand me a towel. She just stood there, letting her eyes roam lazily across every inch of me.

“You realize,” she said, stepping closer, “I could call the cops. Trespassing. Indecent exposure. I’d have every right.”

It was clear she was playing some sort of game, and part of me wanted to play with her. I looked up, feigning panic.

“I—please, don’t. I’ll do anything.”

Her brows lifted, and the corner of her mouth twitched again.

“Anything?”

I froze. That word echoed in the space between us, thick and dangerous.

She stepped even closer, her heels clicking softly against the tile. I felt small and naked and completely at her mercy. She wasn’t threatening, but her confidence was like gravity, pulling everything in around her. Her halter dress dipped low enough that I could see the swell of her cleavage, the smooth, tanned skin just inches from mine.

“If you want this to stay between us,” she said softly, “you’re going to have to show me how sorry you are.”

Her fingers brushed my arm, nudging it away from where I was trying to hide. I resisted, just for a second, then let her move me.

My hands fell to my sides.

The air in the kitchen hit me like a rush—cool, dry, and unrelenting. My nipples tightened instantly, painfully aware of being exposed. Mara’s eyes lowered, unapologetically watching the way I shifted under her gaze.

“Better,” she murmured.

I wanted to run. And I wanted to stay exactly where I was. My whole body was flushed and humming, caught somewhere between shame and excitement. Her voice curled through me like smoke, soft and steady and sure.

“Are you really sorry?” she asked.

I nodded, throat too tight to speak.

“Then prove it.”

She didn’t have to explain what she meant. I already knew.

Mara didn’t rush me.

She leaned back against the counter, studying my face like she was reading something written there. The quiet stretched until my skin started to buzz again.

“How old are you?” she asked.

The question cut through the haze. My heart jumped, but I answered without hesitation. “Eighteen.”

She held my gaze for a beat longer, searching. Then she nodded once.

“Good.”

Something in my chest loosened at the word. Relief, maybe. Or permission.

Her posture softened just a touch, though the control never left her. “If you want to thank me for not turning you in,” she said teasingly, “you can start by getting on your knees.”

My first instinct was shock. My second was heat. My third was the unsettling realization that my body was already moving before my mind caught up.

I sank down onto the tile, knees pressing into the cool floor. The contrast against my flushed skin made me shiver. I was suddenly very aware of where I was—kneeling in a stranger’s kitchen, naked, my face level with her hips.

And I wanted to be here.

That realization scared me more than the situation itself.

I’m straight, I told myself wildly. I like guys. This is just… curiosity. A phase. An experiment. I’m just seeing what this feels like.

But the excuses felt thin as I lifted my eyes and saw the way Mara was looking down at me. Like she knew exactly what she was doing to me and trusted me to follow.

“Good girl,” she murmured, almost to herself.

My breath hitched.

She stepped closer, and the hem of her halter dress brushed my cheek. I could smell her now—warm skin, something floral and faintly sweet. My hands hovered uselessly at my sides until she nudged my chin up with one finger.

“Use your hands,” she said gently. “You’re allowed.”

I reached out, fingers trembling, and placed them on her thighs. Her skin was warm and smooth beneath my touch. I slid my hands upward slowly, feeling the strength and softness there, the curve of her hips. The fabric of her dress bunched under my palms as I pushed it higher, inch by inch.

She didn’t stop me.

“Take your time,” she said. “There’s no rush.”

The dress rode up over her hips, revealing her panties—dark, sheer, and already damp. My mouth went dry. I glanced up at her again, silently asking.

She nodded.

“Go on.”

I hooked my fingers into the waistband and eased them down her thighs. They slid off easily, falling to the floor between us. I swallowed hard as I looked at her—at the trimmed curls, the slick shine of arousal, the way her body was open and unapologetic.

I didn’t know what I was doing.

But I wanted to learn.

I leaned in and pressed a tentative kiss to her inner thigh. Then another, closer this time. My lips brushed warm skin, and I felt her shift slightly above me. Her fingers threaded into my hair, not pushing, just guiding.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Be brave.”

The encouragement did something to me. I kissed my way higher, slower, until my lips hovered just shy of her pussy. I hesitated only a second before pressing my mouth there, tasting her for the first time.

She was warm. Salty. Real.

A sound escaped her—soft, surprised—and my stomach flipped with pride. I dragged my tongue gently along her folds, feeling her body respond. She rocked her hips a little, hand tightening in my hair.

“Good,” she said quietly. “Just like that.”

I tried again, slower this time, letting my tongue explore. I listened to the sounds she made, the way her breath changed. When I flicked my tongue over her clit, she gasped and tugged my hair—not hard, but enough to let me know I’d done something right.

I repeated it, a little bolder now.

The rhythm came easier than I expected. Lick. Pause. Press my mouth closer. I felt her soften into it, felt the way she guided me with her hand, tilting my head when she wanted more pressure, easing me back when she needed space.

This wasn’t like anything I’d imagined.

I liked making her feel good. Liked knowing I was doing this for her. That she was watching me, teaching me, trusting me.

“You’re a quick learner,” she said softly, breathless now.

The praise sent a warm rush through me, straight to my core. My thighs clenched, my own arousal pulsing quietly between my legs as I kept going, more confident with every sound she made.

Her hips rocked faster, her fingers tightening in my hair as she came apart above me, gasping my name like it mattered. I stayed there, mouth and tongue moving just as she needed until she finally shuddered and went still.

When it was over, she rested her palm on the crown of my head, grounding me.

I stayed on my knees, breathing hard, heart pounding.

Mara straightened slowly, her hand still resting on my head for a moment before she let go. She stepped back just enough to look at me again, really look this time, and something warm and satisfied passed over her face.

“Come here,” she said.

Before I could overthink it, she reached for the knot at the back of her neck and loosened the halter dress. The fabric slid down her body in one smooth motion, pooling at her feet. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. No bra. No pretense. Just her—full breasts heavy and natural, skin flushed, curves soft and unapologetic.

I stared.

She smiled at my reaction, not smug, just quietly pleased.

“Up,” she said, placing her hands on my waist.

She lifted me with ease, guiding me back until the counter pressed against my hips. The cool stone shocked my skin as she helped me sit, then nudged my legs apart until I was open at the edge. I gasped, embarrassed by how exposed I felt, by how wet I already was.

Mara’s gaze lingered between my thighs.

“God,” she murmured. “You look beautiful like this. All flushed and open. You have no idea.”

Heat rushed to my face. I gripped the edge of the counter, my fingers digging in as she stepped closer. She kissed me then, slow and deep, her mouth warm and confident. It wasn’t rushed or clumsy like I was used to. She kissed me like she knew exactly how long to linger, when to pull back just enough to make me chase.

Her hands slid up my sides, thumbs brushing under my breasts. She pinched my nipples gently, then harder, and I broke away from her mouth with a soft, helpless sound.

“Mara,” I breathed.

She kissed down my jaw, my neck, lingering where my pulse jumped. Her mouth closed over one nipple, sucking slowly while her fingers teased the other. I arched into her without thinking, my body responding instinctively.

She kissed her way down my stomach, taking her time, until she dropped to her knees in front of me. The sight of her there—bare, confident, completely focused on me—made my head spin.

I felt her breath first. Then her tongue parted my slick folds.

The first touch was light, exploratory, a slow lick along my folds that made my thighs tremble. I cried out softly, my back arching as she settled in, her mouth warm and sure. She licked my pussy without hesitation, like she’d been dying to taste me since she first saw me.

Her fingers joined in, one at first, then two, sliding inside me easily. She curled them just right, finding something deep inside that made my vision blur.

“Oh—oh my god,” I gasped, clutching the counter.

She hummed against me, the vibration sending sparks up my spine, then flicked her tongue over my clit with intent. I jerked, overwhelmed by how good it felt, by how fast everything was building.

I’d never felt this before. Not even close.

With boys, it had always been awkward hands and rushed kisses, me pretending I was fine when I wasn’t feeling much at all. I’d thought something was wrong with me. That my body just didn’t work the way it was supposed to.

But now—now my whole body was lighting up under her touch.

“Mara,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “I—I’ve never… I’ve never come like this. With anyone.”

She stilled for half a second, then looked up at me, eyes dark and intent.

“Is that right?” she asked softly.

I nodded, embarrassed and shaking.

Her mouth curved into a slow, satisfied smile. “Then we’re going to fix that.”

She went back to work with renewed focus, her tongue relentless now, her fingers moving faster, deeper. She watched my face closely, adjusting every movement to my reactions. When my hips tried to pull away, she held me in place.

The pressure built so fast it scared me. My legs shook, my grip on the counter tightening as the sensation crested, overwhelming and sharp and impossible to escape.

“I’m—I’m going to—” I cried.

“I know,” she said, calm and steady. “Come for me.”

And I did.

The orgasm tore through me, sudden and intense, my whole body shuddering as I clung to the counter, gasping. My vision went white, my thighs shaking around her head as wave after wave crashed through me.

She didn’t stop until I was completely spent, slumped and trembling, breathless and undone.

When she finally stood, she kissed my inner thigh gently, then my knee, grounding me again.

I looked at her, dazed, my chest still heaving.

Whatever I thought I knew about myself before was gone.

I wasn’t broken. I’d just never been touched like this before.

[image: ]


Mara kissed me one last time before I left. It was different from the kisses earlier—slower, softer. Her hand cupped the side of my face, her thumb brushing just beneath my eye like she was memorizing the shape of me.

“Now you’re officially my favorite neighbor,” she murmured against my lips, a sly smile tugging at her mouth.

I laughed, breathless, unsure if my legs would even work. She gave my hip a light, almost affectionate tap, and I stepped back out into the warm air. My clothes clung to my body in all the wrong ways, sticking to skin that was still flushed and sensitive. Every step back toward the fence felt a little unsteady, like the ground hadn’t fully settled underneath me.

I slipped through the side gate the same way I came, barefoot, hair a mess, thighs still trembling slightly with every movement. It was only a few feet from Mara’s yard to mine, but it felt like I was crossing into a different world. My fingers brushed the tops of my thighs as I walked, and even that was enough to make me twitch. Everything down there felt raw and electric, like my skin was still buzzing from her touch.

I didn’t rush. I couldn’t. I let myself move slowly, trying to process what had just happened—what I’d let happen. I kept blinking against the sunlight, half-dazed, like I’d just come out of a dream that wasn’t entirely mine.

Inside my house, I went straight to my room. I stood there for a moment, letting the silence settle around me.

Then the memories came in flashes.

Mara’s voice, low and steady. Her fingers. Her mouth. The way she tasted. The way I tasted when she kissed me after. The sound I made when I came. That deep, surprised, helpless moan I didn’t even know I was capable of. My body had responded so completely, so shamelessly, like it had just been waiting for this kind of attention.

I sat down on the edge of my bed, legs parted, still not fully recovered. I could smell myself. Her. The faint scent of sex clung to my thighs, my hands, my lips.

There was no pretending anymore. No spinning this as a one-time accident or something I got talked into. Mara hadn’t pressured me. She hadn’t tricked me. If anything, I’d offered myself up before she even asked.

And I liked it.

I liked her.

The realization made me lightheaded all over again.

I’d gone my whole life assuming I was straight. That boys were what I was supposed to want. That if it wasn’t working, it was my fault. That maybe I was broken. Cold. Frigid, even—Caleb’s words when he was drunk and annoyed that I hadn’t wanted to go further.

But now? I couldn’t stop blushing when I thought about what I’d done today.

Caleb thought I was boring.

He had no idea that his so-called “uptight” girlfriend had just knelt in a stranger’s kitchen and let her neighbor eat her out on the counter until she couldn’t breathe.

That image alone sent a shiver through me.

He didn’t need to know.

None of this was for him.

This was mine. My secret. My body, finally waking up in ways I didn’t understand but didn’t want to question. I pulled the comforter up over my lap and curled into myself, still dazed, still glowing.

I wasn’t broken.

I was just finally being touched by the right person.
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