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My name is Ethan. I am twenty-nine years old and I have spent most of my adult life as a complete loser. I live in my parents' basement apartment. I am overweight with a big belly that hangs over my sweatpants. My hair is long and greasy. I rarely shower. Most days, I sit in the dark scrolling through forums where guys like me complain about how women only want Chads. Tall. Muscular. Confident. Rich. I hated them all. I hated myself even more. I was a virgin. I had never even kissed a girl. Every night, I jerked off to porn and fell asleep bitter and angry at the world.

Our neighbor Sophia was everything I despised and secretly craved. She was twenty-seven years old with long, dark brown hair that reached the middle of her back. She had bright hazel eyes, full lips, and a body that looked like it belonged on social media. Big firm breasts. A tiny waist. Wide hips and a round ass that swayed when she walked. She was married to Derek. He was thirty-two. Tall. Athletic. A successful sales executive who traveled constantly for work. He drove a fancy car and barely looked at her when he was home.

I first really noticed Sophia six months ago. I was taking out the trash when she pulled into the driveway. She smiled at me politely. I mumbled something and looked away. After that, we had small conversations whenever our paths crossed. She always seemed friendly. I assumed she pitied me.

One hot afternoon in July, her air conditioning broke while Derek was away on a week-long trip. She knocked on our door and asked if I knew anything about fixing it. My dad was out of town, too, so I said I would take a look. I followed her into their beautiful house, wearing my usual stained t-shirt and sweatpants.

Thanks so much, Ethan she said. It is so hot in here I cannot stand it.

I worked on the air conditioning unit for over an hour in the blazing heat. Sweat poured down my back and soaked through my old t-shirt as I took apart the filter, checked the refrigerant levels, and tightened several loose connections. It was not easy. I had to look up a few things on my phone, but eventually I got the system running again. Cool air slowly started flowing through the vents.

Sophia stayed nearby the whole time. She brought me a cold bottle of water and a clean towel to wipe my face. We ended up sitting together at her kitchen island once I was done. The conversation started light but quickly became deeper. She told me how lonely she felt with Derek always gone on business trips. How he would come home exhausted and distant. How he barely touched her anymore and never wanted to go out or do anything romantic. She even admitted that their sex life had become almost nonexistent.

I listened quietly. No one had ever opened up to me like this before. For once, someone was treating me like a real person instead of the weird guy in the basement. I nodded at the right moments and asked gentle questions. Sophia seemed relieved to have someone who actually cared about what she was saying.

When I finally stood up to leave, she walked me to the door. Before I could step outside, she pulled me into a warm hug. Her soft, full breasts pressed against my chest. Her vanilla scent wrapped around me. The hug lasted several seconds longer than a typical thank-you. My heart raced, and my cock stirred in my sweatpants.

Thank you so much Ethan she whispered. You have no idea how much this means to me.

I mumbled something awkward and walked back to my basement apartment. The moment I closed the door, I pulled out my cock and jerked off furiously. I imagined her body against mine. Her full lips. The way her ass looked in those shorts. I came hard within minutes, thinking about the married woman next door.

She texted me the next day. Just to say thank you again. Then she asked if I could help with her computer. It was running slowly. I went over that evening. This time she wore tight shorts and a thin tank top. We fixed the computer quickly, but she asked me to stay for pizza. We talked for hours. She opened up more about her marriage. Derek
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