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Sasha Blackwood
I wasn't looking for trouble when I glanced out my second-floor window that Tuesday afternoon. The sun blazed through the glass, forcing me to shift my laptop away from the glare. That's when I saw her—my next-door neighbor, sprawled across a towel in her fenced backyard like some offering to a pagan sun god. The sight hit me like a physical blow, my mouth going dry as dusty concrete.

She lay there, face up to the sky, wearing nothing but the tiniest black thong and oversized sunglasses that covered half her face. Her body glistened with oil, the sun catching every curve and hollow. But it was her tits that stopped my breath dead in my lungs. Jesus fucking Christ, those tits. Massive, perfectly round globes that defied gravity despite their size, spreading slightly to each side as she lay on her back. They were pale and freckled—a constellation of light brown dots scattered across creamy skin that looked almost translucent in the harsh sunlight.

I stood frozen at my window, the quarterly report I'd been working on completely forgotten. My hand gripped the edge of my desk so hard my knuckles went white. She was a goddamn redhead, too—her hair tied up in a messy bun, strands of fiery copper escaping to frame her face and brush against her shoulders.

Those tits, though. I couldn't tear my eyes away. They rose and fell with each breath she took, hypnotic in their rhythm. Her nipples were pale pink, tight despite the heat, pointing skyward like they were reaching for something. I counted seven freckles around one areola before I realized what I was doing.

My cock twitched in my sweatpants, stiffening so quickly it made me dizzy. I hadn't even realized I was getting hard—that's how fucking entranced I was. Without thinking, my hand slid down to adjust myself, and I hissed at the contact. I was rock solid, a steel pipe straining against cotton.

"Fuck," I whispered, unable to look away as she reached for a bottle beside her and squirted more oil onto her stomach.

She rubbed it in slow circles over her torso, hands gliding up to cup those magnificent tits. My mouth watered as she massaged them, fingers disappearing into soft flesh before resurfacing. Every squeeze made them change shape, molding to her hands like living clay before bouncing back to their perfect roundness when she let go.

I couldn't help myself. My hand slipped beneath my waistband, wrapped around my cock, and started stroking. A strained groan escaped my throat as pre-cum leaked over my fingers, making the glide slick and easy. I was breathing hard, my face hot with a mixture of arousal and the uncomfortable heat of guilt.

But I couldn't stop. Those tits had me in a fucking trance—round, heavy, glowing in the sunlight like they were made of something more valuable than mere flesh. The freckles scattered across them made intricate patterns, darker where the sun hit them directly. I imagined my tongue tracing those patterns, connecting freckle to freckle like a dirty constellation.

She shifted on her towel, arching her back slightly as if stretching, and her tits lifted, highlighting the shadow beneath their underside. I stroked faster, my breath fogging the window slightly.

Then she turned her head.

Right toward my window.

Right at me.

I froze, cock in hand, panic surging through me. I should have ducked away, pretended I wasn't there. But I was caught in her gaze like a deer in headlights, unable to move, unable to breathe.

The smallest smile curved her lips. Not angry. Not disgusted. Amused. Maybe even... pleased? She pushed her sunglasses up onto her head, revealing eyes that even from this distance I could tell were green. She looked right at me, that smile growing wider, and deliberately stretched again, thrusting those magnificent tits up toward the sky.

My heart hammered in my chest. My cock throbbed painfully in my grip. I still couldn't move.

She raised one eyebrow, then slowly crooked a finger—beckoning me toward her like she already owned me. Then she reached down and tugged the string on one side of her thong, loosening it just enough to tease.

Fuck. My cock twitched in my hand. I was so hard it hurt, pre-cum smearing across my palm. I looked at the window, at my reflection—flushed face, wild eyes—then back at her. She winked, slowly and deliberately, then turned back to face the sky, those perfect tits once again pointing upward.

I didn't even wipe off my hand. Just yanked my sweatpants back into place over my straining erection and bolted for the door. Down the stairs, through the living room, stumbling over the coffee table and not even feeling the pain when my shin connected with the edge.

I was out my front door in seconds, barely remembering to grab my keys before it slammed behind me. The summer heat hit me like a wall, but I hardly noticed. Three steps down my porch, across my lawn, to the fence that separated our properties.

The gate was unlatched.

She was waiting for me.

My hand trembled as I pushed the gate open, cock throbbing with every step I took, the image of those freckled tits burned into my brain like a brand. I stepped into her yard, the gate clicking shut behind me, and knew there was no turning back.
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She was waiting for me at the gate, standing tall with one hip cocked to the side, still wearing nothing but that pathetic excuse for a thong. Her pale skin had flushed pink from the sun, a rosy undertone that made the freckles across her chest stand out like spatters of cinnamon. That same knowing smirk from the window played on her lips as she watched me struggle to look at her face instead of her tits—a battle I was losing spectacularly.

"You like watching, huh?" Her voice was huskier than I'd imagined, confident and amused. She tossed something at me that I nearly fumbled—a bottle of sunscreen, the expensive kind that smelled like coconuts and cost more than my dinner. "Then come rub me down."

I caught it against my chest, my throat suddenly too tight to speak. Up close, she was even more devastating. Her ginger hair had escaped further from the messy bun, wild tendrils framing her face and clinging to her neck in the heat. A light sheen of sweat glistened across her collarbones, drawing my eyes downward.

And her tits. Holy fuck, her tits. They were impossibly better up close—heavy and full, but somehow still perky, with the perfect amount of natural sag that proved they were real. The freckles I'd seen from my window were more varied than I'd realized—some tiny as pinpricks, others larger, creating a map of constellations across her pale skin. Her nipples were tight, puckered circles of dusty pink, surrounded by slightly darker areolas that crinkled at the edges.

"You gonna stand there gawking all day?" She turned and walked back toward her towel, the muscles in her ass flexing beneath the thin strip of her thong. "I'm burning up here."

I followed her like a man hypnotized, my cock painfully hard against the front of my sweatpants. When she reached the towel, she lay face down, her breasts pressing against the terry cloth, and glanced back at me over her shoulder.

"Well? I'm waiting."

I dropped to my knees beside her, the grass tickling my shins through my sweatpants. My hands shook as I squeezed sunscreen into my palm—too much, it overflowed and dripped onto my thigh. I rubbed my hands together, the lotion warm against my skin, then hesitated.

"Just my shoulders for now," she said, settling her cheek against her folded arms. "Don't be shy."

I placed my hands on her shoulders, and the contact sent a jolt through me like I'd touched a live wire. Her skin was hot from the sun, impossibly soft. I began to rub the lotion in small circles, feeling the delicate bones beneath my fingers. She sighed, a small sound of pleasure that went straight to my cock.

"Mmm, that's good," she murmured. "Go lower."

I worked my way down her back, spreading the lotion across her shoulder blades, down the knobs of her spine. My fingers dipped into the small hollow at the base of her back, just above the swell of her ass. Her skin was flawless here, protected from the sun, porcelain white against my tanned hands.

"Turn over," I managed to say, my voice rough like I'd been screaming.

She complied, rolling onto her back in one fluid motion. And there they were, those magnificent tits, splayed slightly to each side, jiggling with the movement before settling. My mouth watered at the sight. I squeezed more lotion into my palm, but I couldn't tear my eyes away from her chest.

"You seem distracted," she teased, stretching her arms above her head, which pushed her breasts up and together. "Something on your mind?"

I couldn't help it. Couldn't stop myself. I reached out, abandoning all pretense, and cupped one heavy breast in my hand.

She didn't stop me. Didn't slap my hand away or tell me to fuck off. Instead, she arched her back, pushing herself more firmly into my grip, and let out a low, satisfied moan that nearly made me come in my pants. "About fucking time," she whispered.

The feel of her tit in my hand was better than anything I'd imagined. Soft yet firm, yielding to my touch, warm and slick from the sun and oil. I squeezed gently, testing its weight, watching as my fingers sank into the flesh, leaving white indentations that quickly filled back in when I released the pressure. Her nipple hardened further, pebbling against my palm.

"You ever touched real tits like these before?" she asked, her green eyes hooded as she watched my face.

I couldn't answer. My brain had short-circuited. All I could do was reach for her other breast with my free hand, now holding both, kneading them with growing pressure as she writhed beneath me. I ran my thumbs over her nipples, feeling them stiffen further, and she hissed in pleasure.

"That's it," she encouraged. "Show me how much you want them."

I leaned down, drawn by some primal instinct, and took one nipple into my mouth. The taste of sunscreen and salt and something uniquely female exploded on my tongue. I sucked hard, rolling the tight bud between my lips while my hands continued to squeeze and mold the soft flesh of both breasts.

"Fuck," she gasped, threading her fingers through my hair and holding me against her. "That's good. Suck harder."

I obliged, sucking like a man dying of thirst, my tongue swirling around her areola before flicking rapidly over the nipple. My hand squeezed her other breast almost desperately, fingers sinking into the pliant flesh, feeling the weight of it, the perfect fullness that filled my palm completely.

I switched to her other breast, lavishing the same attention on it while my hand continued to work the first, unwilling to let either one go. The freckles tasted different from the rest of her skin—a subtle difference that had me tracing patterns with my tongue, connecting them in wet lines.

"You're fucking obsessed with my tits, aren't you?" she laughed breathlessly, her back arching as I bit gently on the underside of one breast, leaving a pink mark among the freckles.

"Can't help it," I mumbled against her skin, speaking for the first time since I'd touched her. "They're fucking perfect."

She pushed me suddenly, hands firm against my shoulders, and I found myself flat on my back on the towel. Before I could protest the loss of those magnificent breasts, she was straddling my thighs, her hands reaching for the waistband of my sweatpants.















[image: ]












































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
lezmg on






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





