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ERIC

Eric was just about to finish watering the plants when he spotted it—a car had just pulled into the driveway. It rolled in smoothly, the engine humming quietly before it stopped. His heart raced. “Oh shit, who can that be?” He dropped the watering can, splashing a bit of water on his sandals.

He didn’t want to be seen through the window like some common intruder peeking out to survey the situation, but curiosity pulled him in. He tiptoed to the side of the house, glancing through the window.

And there she was.

A gorgeous woman stepped out of the compact car, wearing sunglasses and a clingy blouse that showed off her huge boobs and super short-shorts that made his imagination run wild. She looked a bit out of place next to the overgrown hydrangeas and silly garden gnomes. Eric’s breath caught in his throat for a beat. “Wow," he breathed out, involuntarily adjusting his shirt. He wasn’t exactly feeling like a catch in his worn-out jeans and an old T-shirt, but her presence shifted something in the air.

What’s she doing here? Should I call someone? He had no idea what the heck was going on. His brain started racing, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that she might think he was a bad guy. Could a random neighbor be mistaken for a burglar? Possibly. Whoever she was, she didn’t know him. He was a total stranger to her as she was to him. She might know he didn’t usually belong here. Of course, if she were someone just stopping to sell insurance or sell raffle tickets to people she did not know, it wouldn’t matter so much. She might not question his being here at all.

He moved back, standing in the dim light of the foyer, and took a deep breath. The door creaked a little when he opened it wider. He hoped it didn’t make him sound too eager or weird. As he stepped into the doorway, the woman glanced up, her expression switching to surprise as their eyes met.

“Hello!” Eric called out, trying for casual but feeling anything but. What should he say next? She looked perplexed and unsure what was going on… but damn, she was gorgeous… even when she looked like she was ready to kick some ass.

JORDY

Jordy pulled into her parents’ driveway, expecting the usual sight of their familiar sedan parked in the driveway, but the spot was empty. Great. She drives halfway across the country to visit her parents for a couple of weeks and this is the welcome she gets.

She stepped out of her car, her shoes crunching on the gravel, and glanced up at the house. The front door was ajar. Odd. She knew her mom sometimes came out in the afternoon to water plants or check the mail, but she didn’t see her outside anywhere.

“Mom?" she called out, fear creeping in. Her heart kicked up a notch. It was totally unlike her mom to leave the door open like that. Was there a break-in?

She took a hesitant step toward the house, her palms suddenly clammy. Thoughts swirled in her head—had someone broken in? Was her mom lying on the floor? She quickly dismissed the darker images playing out in her mind. They always did this when she worried.

On the stoop, she crept over to the open doorway. “Mom!" she raised her voice again, trying to sound firm even as anxiety knotted in her stomach. She knocked lightly on the wooden doorframe, half reluctant and half ready to throw it open if she had to. “Mom, are you here?”

Nothing. Just silence.

Taking a deep breath, she leaned forward, ready to peek inside when a tall figure appeared in the doorway, blocking her view. Jordy’s heart skipped. A man stood there, older, maybe in his early forties, with an easy smile and warm brown eyes. He had a bit of salt-and-pepper in his dark, tousled hair, giving him a rugged, charming look. “Hello!”

“Uh, hi there!” she managed, clutching her bag closer. “Are you… what are you doing here? Where are my parents?”

The man chuckled lightly, his smile wide. “I’m Eric, the new neighbor. Your parents asked me to house-sit while they’re away.”

House-sit? That brought her up short. “Away? Where did they go?”

“Right, they went to Berkeley for your brother’s graduation,” Eric said.

“Great. Fantastic,” she mumbled, crossing her arms defensively. “So, I just drove halfway across the country to surprise my parents with a two week visit, and they’re not even home. Just my luck.”

He chuckled nervously, adjusting the cuffs of his sleeves. “Honestly, it’s probably not that bad, really. Your folks will only be gone for a few days. They’ll be back before you know it, and you guys can spend time together just as you planned.”

Jordy felt a strange mix of relief and annoyance. Typical of her parents to take off like that, no notice at all. “They didn’t tell me,” she sighed, shaking her head slightly. “I would have liked to know.”

Eric nodded, looking sympathetic. “Well, your mom did mention she would call you while they were away and fill you in.”

“Right,” she said, forcing a smile and feeling a bit awkward. “I’m Jordan, by the way. My friends call me Jordy. I thought this place was being invaded or something.”

His laughter echoed warmly, easing the tightness in her chest. “Not just yet! At least, I hope you’ll find me less threatening than a burglar.”

She chuckled back, an unexpected familiarity starting to bloom. “You definitely are."

“So, would you like to step in?” Eric gestured to the open door. “I could give you a quick house tour. You can make sure everything’s okay for your parents.”

She hesitated, glancing back at her car. “I promise I won’t steal anything,” she teased, trying to shake off the anxiety.

“Good to know!” he replied, his eyes sparkling with humor.

With a deep breath, Jordy took a step forward. As she walked into the house, thoughts of panic slipped away, replaced by curiosity—at both the house and this new, charming neighbor.

Once inside, Jordy looked around and sighed, tension releasing from her shoulders. Everything looked like it was in its place. “Okay, so fine. What do we do now?”

Eric scratched the back of his neck, glancing around as if looking for answers hidden under the couch. “I mean, the house is yours. I’m just here to keep an eye on things.”

“Right. Good luck with that now that I’m here I guess it’ll fall on me.” She walked to the kitchen, the familiar smell of her Mother’s herbs on the windowsill pulling her in.

Eric followed hesitantly behind.

He filled the silence, trying to lighten the mood. “They left a note—I skimmed it. Said to keep the plants watered and make sure the windows are locked.”

“What else? Check for ghosts? Take out the trash?” she retorted, half-joking but feeling the muscles in her jaw tighten again. “I’m no good at any of this.”

“I think the ghosts will be fine tonight,” he replied, a grin forming on his face.

Jordy snorted a laugh. “You know, no one ever believes in ghosts until they see one.”

“Trust me, I’m a firm believer in ghosts,” he said, leaning against the counter. “You should see the place I moved from. Someone definitely died in my apartment.”

She raised an eyebrow, scrutinizing him now. “That’s just a selling tactic. I bet you didn't even check.”

“I did! The realtor showed me the reports.”

“Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” he said flatly, making her laugh again.

Jordy shook her head, torn between frustration and amusement. “Okay, but what about you? You’re just gonna hang around while I’m here?”

“I was thinking I’d make myself scarce, but now that you’re here, perhaps I should just consider myself your live-in security guard?” he teased. “Besides I can do all those chores you aren’t so good at.”

“Do you even have experience?”

He grinned. “More than you know. I can scare off prowlers with my lanky frame and charming good looks.”

“Good to know I’ll be secure tonight,” Jordy said, eyeing him with playful skepticism. Jordy was suddenly aware of her appearance. After her long drive, she must have looked a mess. She self-consciously raked a hand through her long, dark hair and smoothed her blouse over her jean shorts.

As awkward as it was, the tension began to dissolve. Eric stepped further into the kitchen, pointing at a kettle on the stove. “How do you want your tea? I was about to brew a cup. I’ve become a bit of a herbal aficionado since I moved in next door. They’ve got a whole selection here.”

“Yeah, I know Mom’s always pushing the stuff.” She paused, surprised. “Yeah? I haven’t made tea in ages.”

“We can fix that.” He moved with confidence now, navigating the cabinets with ease.

Jordy watched him, curiosity piquing. “You’re just a neighbor who signs up for house-sitting, and you can make tea?”

“Survival skills,” he shrugged, pointing to an assortment of jars. “Raspberry leaf, chamomile, peppermint—take your pick.”

“Alright, peppermint it is.”

He filled the kettle with water, and as it hissed on the stove, silence enveloped them save for the gentle bubbling.

“What’s your brother like?” Eric asked, filling the space, stirring an unexpected sense of normalcy into the air.

“Danny? He was always a handful as a kid, but I guess he’s mellowed out some,” she said, feeling warmth spread through her chest. “I can’t believe he’s actually graduating. Time flies.”

“Should we throw a little party here in honor of all the graduates?”

“Maybe we should just start with a cup of tea.” Her eyes raised to meet his. “And see where that leads.”

He didn’t bother hiding a smile. “Fair enough.”

Jordy smiled too, her heart still racing but it was racing for a different reason altogether now. It was unexpected, this unlikely connection in her parents' home. Maybe this won’t be so bad after all. The visit certainly just got a whole lot more interesting…

JORDY

As steam curled upwards from their mugs, Jordy took a sip of the hot peppermint tea, the warmth spreading through her fingers and down to her belly. It was soothing, comforting even, against the backdrop of her increasingly scattered thoughts.

Eric took a sip, watching her over the rim of his mug.

She noticed his eyes on her, and she felt a tiny little thrill that threatened to grow if he kept this up. But she couldn’t deny how she felt. It felt good to be looked at that way by a handsome man, even a handsome older man she’d just met. 

“So,” she began, her eyes narrowing slightly over the rim of the mug as she leaned against the kitchen counter, “are you always this charming with people you’ve just met?”

“Only when I’m thrust into a last minute, unexpected house-sitting gig,” he said, a playful glint in his eyes. “What about you? You seem a little… out of sorts. No special guy back home waiting for your call?”

Jordy hesitated, the truth weighing heavy on her tongue. “I needed to get away for a while,” she finally admitted, the words tumbling out like fragile glass, “and I needed to see my parents… it’s been a while. Just… got out of a messy situation.”

Eric held his mug in both hands as he leaned a hip against the counter, the teasing grin fading. “You mean like a breakup?”

“Yeah. My ex decided he was a lot less into ‘committed’ than he initially let on.”

“Wow. I’m sorry.” He glanced down, his expression shifting to something more vulnerable. “I’m going through my own stuff. Just got divorced last year. It was… a process.”

“Yikes. So we’re both going through some things, huh?” she said, trying to bring back some lightness. There was something unguarded in his gaze, as if he understood.

“Yeah. At least I got some good tea out of it.” He lifted his mug in toast. “And no parents calling to pester me about how my life is going,” he added. “But also no crazy family dinners.”

Her eyes lifted to his. “Sounds lonely.”

“It can be.” He watched her closely. “But sometimes it hits you that you need to just keep going, you know? Figure out a different way to get through all the crap.”

Jordy nodded, letting his words resonate. A small part of her felt a surge of connection—fellow travelers on a rocky path.

“Anyway,” she shifted, brow furrowing, “I probably shouldn’t keep you too long now that I’m here. You can be set free and get on with your life. I’m sure your house-sitting gig is meant to be short-term anyways.”

A silence fell between them. He didn’t look at her as he finished his tea.

She froze. She didn’t like the way that came out. It sounded cold… maybe even mean, and she hadn’t meant it too. Things were still… well… awkward. The whole situation was so unexpected. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…”

He looked up at her now. “It’s okay. I get it. You’re right. Now that you’re here, I probably should just mosey on.”

She set her cup on the counter. “No, I only meant… I didn’t want to keep you if you had somewhere you needed to be.”

“No place in particular,” he said, his expression relaxing into a smile. “I could hang around for a while.”

“I’d like that,” she admitted, returning his smile. “It’s nice to have someone to talk to.”

“Same here.” He set his cup next to hers. “And your parents don’t have to know.”

“They sure don’t,” she agreed. Obviously, it wasn’t like her parents told her everything. Besides if she spent more time with handsome, older Eric, there might be some things she didn’t want her parents to know about. Maybe even things she couldn’t confide to her parents at all.

They shared a laugh, and Jordy felt the remnants of her earlier anxiety dissipate, replaced by a rare kind of ease.

Jordy watched as Eric neatly washed up his mug and put it aside to dry, they went into the living room where she seated herself on the sofa and he took the chair opposite.

They shifted into comfortable conversation, leaving behind heavier topics for the moment. The light banter bounced freely while sipping tea, like ripples on a pond. They traded stories, swapping their histories as they pieced together a new semblance of camaraderie.

And eventually the conversation turned serious again…

“Where’s your ex now?” Eric asked, genuine curiosity edging his voice.

“Still in the city,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Probably with the same girl he was texting when we were still together.”

“Sounds classy,” Eric quipped, and they both burst into laughter again.

“What about you? Any fallout from the divorce?”

“A lot of paperwork and some awkward family dinners,” he said. “Keeping my contracting business running while the chaos swirled around me. Dealing with my ex’s demands and singing over the house to her. Zoning out as my mother asks when I’m going to start dating again.”

“Impossible standards, eh?” She set her mug down, leaning in with interest. “How long were you married?”

“Almost eight years.” He paused, gaze shifting momentarily to a corner of the kitchen as if he were sifting through memories. “But you know, sometimes you realize you’re better on your own.”

Jordy could hear the weight of that truth in his voice, something that resonated with her own experience.

“Maybe I’m not as good on my own,” she admitted, tracing her finger around the ceramic rim of her cup as thoughts flitted back to her ex. “I sort of spent years hoping things would change, you know?”

“Yeah. If we don’t learn our lessons, they just keep coming back, like an annoying song stuck in your head.”

“Exactly,” she laughed, though the dark humor didn’t lighten the ache altogether.

“Hey, why don’t we get some dinner?” Eric suggested, leaning forward. “I mean, it's a house-sitting adventure. We can order something, make a night of it.”

Jordy bit her lip, considering. “Are you sure? You sure you don’t have someplace else you need to be?”

“Well, I did agree to house sit for your folks, so no. Besides, it'll be fun, and you can’t leave me hanging with my newly learned culinary skills.”

“Alright, I could definitely go for a change of scenery.” Jordy was glad she hadn’t poo-pooed the idea too much. She didn’t want to drive the guy away. In fact, that was the last thing she wanted.

With a newfound sense of ease settling around them, Jordy felt that maybe—just maybe—this unplanned evening wouldn’t be so bad. After all, there was comfort in shared struggles, and unexpected connections often turned out to be the most valuable of all.

“Now I’m really gonna owe you,” she said playfully, standing up. “I’ll pick the restaurant, and you get the check.”

“Deal. But I’m gonna hold you to it,” Eric teased, a playful glint in his eyes. “Just nothing too expensive.”

Jordy caught his eye and grinned. “We’ll see,” she taunted.

As they chatted and began planning their dinner, Jordy couldn’t shake the feeling that the night had turned into something exceptional. In the oddest of circumstances, perhaps she had stumbled into a sense of belonging, if only for a moment.

JORDY

After a quick dinner of takeout pizza and laughter, they shuffled into the living room, an open bottle of red wine perched on the coffee table between them. Jordy felt a light buzz already, warmth radiating from her cheeks. Truth was, she’d felt that way ever since she met Eric. He had that kind of effect on her.

“So, this is your house-sitting life? Late-night pizza and wine?” she teased, pouring herself another glass.

“Hey, don’t knock it. The job has its upsides,” Eric replied, grinning as he filled his own glass. When he said that he stared right into her eyes.

“I guess.” She tilted her head back, taking a generous sip, the rich flavor rolling over her tongue. “The corporate life can be grueling. Maybe I should consider house-sitting for a career change.”

“Only if it includes late-night wine with neighbors.” He leaned a bit closer, his eyes glinting mischievously.

“Hey, cheers to that,” Jordy chimed in, reaching across with her wine glass to clink with his.

They settled into a comfortable rhythm, the conversation flowing like the wine. Stories began to mix with flirtation, an easy banter that energized the air between them. For a moment, the outside world faded away.

“Okay, but for real,” she said, looking directly at him. “How do you cope with just up and leaving a marriage? Like, don’t you miss it?”

“Sometimes,” Eric admitted, pausing as if weighing his words. “But it was never what I thought it was. It just became easier to say no to a life that didn’t fit.”

Jordy considered that, her gaze lingering on his face. “Easier, huh?”

“Most things worth having are hard, I guess. But when something fundamentally drains you… it becomes a no-brainer.”

Jordy nodded. “Yep, I get it.” His honesty stripped away layers of her defenses, and she felt a small rush of empathy. “Makes sense. I think I held onto my ex way too long, hoping the love was enough. Turns out it wasn’t. Just… denial, I guess.”

“Love can be a tricky thing,” he said, leaning forward as though he’d just uncovered a secret. “But wouldn’t it be so much easier if everything came with a manual?”

“Yeah, a cheat sheet for love.” She felt warm, her heart racing at the spark that had ignited between them. “Guess that would take away the spontaneity, though. It’d lose most of what makes it special.”

“You know,” Eric said, his tone suddenly shifting, “you can kiss me if you think we’re both losing a grip on reality.”

Jordy swallowed hard, startled but not displeased by the thought. She laughed self-consciously, not sure if he was teasing or even if she cared whether he was or not. She looked at him, the gentle confidence in his eyes matching the wild flutter in her stomach. Before she could even process it, his face was inches from hers, and that brief moment stretched like elastic between them.

She granted him a soft smile, then closed the gap, their lips brushing together. It was tentative at first, sweet and unhurried, but the moment took on a life of its own as their lips moved in unison. Enjoying the warmth of connection, her fingertips found their way to his neck, pulling him closer.

But just as quickly as it began, they jerked back. They both breathed heavily, the electric energy dancing in the space that now felt impossibly charged.

“Wow,” Jordy exhaled, a mix of surprise and anticipation playing on her features.

“Yeah, wow. Maybe that was… a mistake?” He looked unsure, eyes darting away.

“Or maybe not a mistake, but… too soon?”

“Right.” He chuckled awkwardly, running a hand through his hair. “We both didn’t just escape our partners to instantly jump into something new.”

Despite the tension, she fought to suppress a grin that was creeping onto her face. Wine had made the idea of getting swept up a little less daunting.

“Okay, hear me out,” Jordy continued, her heart still racing from the kiss, “what if we just… go with it? No expectations? Just fun? Just… living?”

“Just living,” he echoed softly, taking in what she meant. “It’s tempting.”

She leaned back against the couch, her head tilted playfully. “Look, we can take it slow. But I won’t lie—I totally want to see where this goes.”

Eric straightened up, an amused smile creeping across his face. “Understandable.”

“It could be our fun little adventure together,” she said, taking another sip of her wine and feeling more relaxed than she had in months. “You know what I mean. Exactly what you think.”

He smiled, seeming pleased by the way things were going. “Okay, but we’re both pretty obliterated by the wine,” he countered, humor twinkling behind his eyes. “By the time we get around to that… we may be asleep or… passed out.”

She laughed, “It’ll probably be me. If that’s the case, you have my permission to have your way with me as long as you wake me up before the grand finale!”

“Okay, I have to admit, that’s a strong pitch. But I make no promises.”

“Don’t worry,” Jordy said, finishing off her wine. “I doubt that will be a problem.”

Following her lead, he finished off his wine as well and refilled their glasses.

Jordy yawned, and the sound broke through the moment. She hid her mouth behind her hands, feeling a little embarrassed. “See? Already tired. Guess that’s what cheap wine does to you.”

“You might actually just fall asleep on me while I’m waiting,” he teased, still holding her gaze.

“Not if you have your way with me first,” she shot back, laughter bubbling between them.

Eric’s laughter cut through her playful tone, his expression shifting to something softer. “Hey, that’s a lot to unpack here, but I like the way you think. I mean, but there’s always tomorrow, right?”

She nodded, feeling the fizzle of excitement ebb and flow. “Yeah, tomorrow. Right now, though…”

Jordy sunk further into the couch, letting her head tilt back, eyes fluttering shut. Against the witching hour, nestled in the remnants of the evening, she felt the presence of something new forming between them—something that pushed back against all her past fears.

“So… tomorrow then?” Eric asked, a softness lingering in his voice.

“No, not tomorrow,” she replied, not quite ready to cast the day away just yet. “Tonight.” She slurred the word and drifted off to sleep.

“You’ve got it, lovely lady,” Eric said. “Tonight.”

ERIC

Eric looked down at the beautiful sleeping Jordy, her chest rising and falling gently with each breath. He couldn't help but feel a surge of desire as he admired her. She was absolutely stunning, with her long, dark hair and curvy figure. Remembering that Jordy had given him permission to play with her while she slept, he couldn't resist the temptation.

Eric couldn't believe his luck.

Feeling his arousal beginning to press against the front of his jeans, he scooped up Jordy’s slender body and carried her up the stairs and into the master bedroom. There, he placed her on the bed and stared down at his lovely captive prize.

She shifted in her sleep and turned partially on her side, towards him as if, even in her sleep, she wanted him to have access to her intimate parts.

Even though Jordy's eyes were closed, Eric wanted to make sure she really was asleep. So, he got an idea. He brushed his lips against hers, feeling a thrill run through him as she responded. He could feel her breath quickening, and he knew that she was as turned on as he was.

But he was pretty sure she was asleep because she wasn’t kissing him back the way she had earlier. He was pretty sure she would not be able to resist–if she were awake. He did feel her lips part against his, though, and the tip of her tongue pushed lightly against his–as if even in sleep she had an idea that something sexual was going on.

Slowly, he began to undress her, pulling up her blouse and exposing her breasts. They were even more beautiful than he had imagined, full and round with hard nipples. He couldn't resist reaching out to touch them, feeling their softness against his palms.

He leaned in and licked her nipples, careful not to nip and risk waking her. He did take one nipple into his mouth and suck while he lightly twisted and pinched the other between his thumb and forefinger.

He got an idea.

He unzipped his pants and freed his cock, feeling it throb with desire. On his knees, he sank into the mattress beside her, and he positioned himself where his cock tip was right near her mouth. He could feel the coolness of the seeping pre-cum gathering at his tip.

He gripped his thick shaft in his hand and swiped the tip of his cock across her sweet mouth, smearing his pre-cum across her lovely lips. He bucked his hips slightly, pushing in and the tip slipped just between her lips. He pushed a little harder, and his cockhead began to slide between her lips. While he watched, his cock began to disappear inside her warm mouth, sinking into her throat.

He rocked his hips lightly several times, trying not to awaken her. He could feel her teeth sliding along his veiny shaft. Mmmm. He closed his eyes. He could cum like this, he knew, but he didn’t want to come just yet. If he did, it’d be over, and he didn’t want that.

The fun was just begging.

He pulled out of her throat and mouth, and she shifted a little, even moving her lips as if she were sucking his cock.

He waited until she settled back into a deep sleep, then he trailed his wet cock down her neck and onto her bare breasts, circling her nipples, then leaning forward and letting his heavy balls sink between her breasts. He pulled back and sank his cock between her cleavage. He thrust his hips lightly a few times.

Jordy moaned softly, and Eric could feel his arousal growing. He needed to pull back, he knew. He wanted to take things further, to explore every inch of her body. But he knew that he had to be careful. He didn't want to risk waking her up too soon.

If he did, the thrill would be gone along with the chance to explore her body while she slept.

So, he pulled back for a moment, watching her sleep, her breathing slow and steady now.

Then he slowly and carefully removed her shorts, peeled her panties down and focused on her pussy, running his finger gently over her pussylips. He could feel her wetness, and he knew that she was ready for him. He slid his finger inside her, feeling her warmth and tightness.

She shifted in her sleep, moving against her finger, almost as if she wanted it to shove in deeper and fuck her. He pushed in a bit, wiggling his finger around in her growing wetness.

Grabbing carefully and gently below her knees he parted her legs, exposing her pussy to his view.

He leaned in, inhaling the scent of her arousal. He licked around her clit, and she moaned and shifted in her sleep, bucking slightly, involuntarily against his mouth.

He fought the urge to sink in and eat her.

But he knew that would most likely wake her up–and damned fast.

He nuzzled her neck now, trailing light kisses down to her bare shoulder.

Jordy's moans grew louder, and Eric knew that he couldn't hold back any longer. He dropped his jeans and underwear. He positioned himself over her, rubbing the head of his cock against her clit. He took a few seconds to rub his tip up and down her slit, his breath hitching as he anticipated what he was about to do.

Even in her sleep, Jordy's hips bucked, and Eric knew that she was ready for him. He slid inside her, feeling her warmth and tightness envelop him. He began to move, thrusting in and out of her with increasing urgency.

When Jordy pulled her knees up and wrapped her legs around him, he knew she was awake and he couldn’t help taking a dig at her.

"You’ve been a naughty girl, Jordy,” Eric said against her ear. “You’re supposed to be asleep!”

Her eyes flew open.

"I'm sorry about that," she drawled sleepily. "Couldn’t help myself. You give good sleep sex!"

Eric shook his head. "You’re horny even when you’re asleep!"

She laughed at that comment. “Dude, I’m horny most of the time. Among my friends, I’m known as the slutty one!”

His eyes were wide searching hers. "That’s not such a bad thing among young people these days, is it?”

She snickered. ‘Only when I can’t get laid!”

“Well, tonight you got lucky.”

“I sure as hell did.”

Eric nuzzled her cheek before he pulled away from her. “So did I,” he groaned, breathing hard.

He stared into her eyes as he rammed into her.

Jordy moaned out loud like it had been knocked out of her. She came, hard.

“Geez!” he said under his breath, grabbing her hips, holding her in place while he slammed into her, fucking her so forcefully that it felt like the bedframe was going

to fall to pieces beneath them. Just when she couldn't take another

orgasm, he slammed into her again. Hard. And he came and came, shooting her full of his cum.

Afterwards he collapsed on top of her for a moment and then rolled off… she turned to him, and she kissed him hard on the mouth.

“What was that for?” he asked when their kiss broke.

She grinned. “Just a little thank you for a very good fuck,” she said and giggled.

His eyebrows shot up. “Thanks for the compliment. It was good for me too. Maybe we can do it again before your parents get home.”

“I’d like that. A lot.”

JORDY

Jordy stood by the window, peering through the slats of the blinds. The street outside was still, the mid-morning sun spilling over the rooftops. She hadn’t expected to feel this… uneasy. Her parents would be home soon.

They would have to explain why she was here and why they were together.

“Should I head out?” Eric’s voice broke through her thoughts. He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, casual but tense. “They’re your parents, after all.”

“I mean, yeah. Probably,” she replied, her fingers tracing the cool glass. “I’ll explain that I came for a visit and you were here housesitting, and I relieved you of your duties and you went home.”

“Sounds awkward,” he said uneasily, “but I guess it’s the best we’ve got.”

Her eyes met his. “Yep, we can’t tell them everything.”

“No, ut-uh, definitely not,” he said with a sexy smirk, a playful tone in his voice. “I’m just the neighbor and nothing more.”

“Just a neighbor who…” She paused, biting her lip, trying not to get caught up in the moment. It felt too important, too delicate, the way the corners of their world had shifted. “Just a neighbor who made sure I didn’t drown the houseplants while they were gone.”

He chuckled softly, giving her a sidelong glance. “You’d have managed somehow.” The way he said it made her stomach flutter.

“I guess so.” Jordy turned away from the window, switching the view for his tired smile and noticing the way his dark silver-flecked hair fell into his eyes. Her heart raced with the urgency of the countdown lurking in the back of her mind. “But being with you was much more fun.” She paused as he smiled a silent agreement and she smiled back at him. “I’ll explain to my parents and leave out the good parts.”

“Okay,” he said, eyebrows raised. “Sure your parents will buy it?”

She shrugged it off, deflecting the reality of their shared laughter that echoed in her mind, the warmth of their late-night conversations. “Yeah, probably. Who cares? They won’t know anything for certain, right? I’ll beg off after a catch up with them and head over with a few cookies or a slice of cake as a ‘thank you’ for the housesitter. They’ll think it’s a nice gesture on my part, and then we can pick up where we left off.”

He stepped closer, the air between them tightening.

“Yeah,” he murmured, an intensity in the way he looked at her. “I’d like that.”

Jordy felt the heat rise from her cheeks, surprised at the way the thought of them being together again turned her insides to butterflies. Damn, no guy had ever made her feel this way before. She’d better be careful or she’d start thinking she was falling in love with him.

His fingers brushed against her cheek, a soft graze that sent a jolt of anticipation coursing through her. They drew close, breath mingling, the moment stretching like the silence before a storm. When their lips met, it was soft—a lingering promise, unspoken desires sparked between them.

Breaking away, he stepped back, the moment splintering just enough for reality to seep in. “I should really go,” he said with a hint of reluctance, and she nodded, even as her heart protested the distance.

“Okay,” she replied softly, watching as he turned toward the door.

He glanced back one last time, the corner of his mouth lifting, and Jordy returned his smile just before he stepped out the door and clicked it shut. She turned away, hearing her parents’ car pull into the driveway. She started towards the door, not quite ready to face her parents and desperately yearning to be with Eric again as soon as she could…

the end
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