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Barbara blushed deeply, her cheeks and ears turning crimson. Yes – nothing seemed to have changed. It was just like the good old days.

Before she could say anything, Roger’s hand was on the small of Barbara’s back, pulling her closer to him, against his barrel chest. He lowered his face, his lips landing on hers.

Barbara had no intention of resisting. She closed her eyes and a hiss escaped her parted lips. Roger kissed her passionately and then withdrew, holding his lips an inch from hers, almost in a tease, daring her to make a move. The anticipation made Barbara’s heartbeats go berserk. Her eyes still tightly shut, Barbara moved her lips forward to meet his, sucking on his supple, thick lower lip. Roger pulled her closer till her full breasts caressed his sweaty hard chest. Barbara moaned throatily as their kiss became more frenzied with every passing second.

Roger’s hands cupped her breasts over her jacket, slowly caressing them. Barbara’s nipples were taut and craving for his attention. Roger broke the kiss, and with his hand clutching Barbara’s hair, he let his lips cruise up and down the side of her neck. Barbara’s fingers played with his unruly mop of hair, ruffled by the breeze.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Friendly Neighbour


[image: ]


As Barbara stepped out of the foyer, she immediately felt the nip in the air. She zipped up her jacket and rubbed her palms together, blowing into them. She had not thought it would be so cold outside. She took a long, deep breath. The smell of pines filled her senses. Her eyes darted to the distant peaks towering over the sleepy town, their pristine white forming an alluring contrast with the azure of the sky.

There was no one around. The party had continued till late last night. She jogged down the lawn to the boundary wall that separated their house from the Coles’. The chill in the air caressed her face.

And then she saw him, their neighbour, working out in his lawn.

He was wearing a fitted tee and shorts, with his long hair tied back in a ponytail, a couple of stray strands over his eyes. The muscles on his arms rippled and glistened with sweat. As he did push-ups, she could not help but admire the firmness of his butt. She stood there, rooted. She could feel her pulse racing, unable to take her eyes off him. She felt a delicious warmth spread across her body.

She pushed the iron gate that separated the two houses and walked into the Coles’ lawns.

“Good morning!” she raised her voice with difficulty, her mouth and throat suddenly dry.

Roger Coles turned to look in her direction. He was still sweating from his push-ups. He stood up and smiled, rubbing his hands together to get the grass off.

Barbara marvelled at his features. His eyes were narrowed by his smile, and his sweat formed rivulets down his square jaw. His full lips looked fetching, and he was rocking a day-old stubble. The tee clung to his chest with the sweat.

Roger untied his hair, letting his mane drop to his shoulders. He ran his fingers through his hair and said, “Good morning, Barbara! I thought you would sleep through the morning after the party last night.”

“You know me... I’m an early riser,” Barbara replied.

As he walked up to an arm’s length from Barbara, she could feel the heat radiating from his body. The clean, fresh smell of his sweat titillated her every nerve. She was acutely conscious of her own nipples hardening.

“Me too,” he replied. “As always.”

“Also, don’t they say, the early bird catches the worm,” Barbara said with a wink and immediately rebuke herself for sounding so outrageously flirtatious.

“That’s right,” he smiled.

Roger’s voice was deep and soft and it made Barbara blush.

“Well, it’s great to see you,” he said. Barbara thought he suddenly looked a bit unsettled. She looked at him closer and understood why Roger was shifty. His loose work-out shorts left very little to the imagination, as it was. And there it was, his massive hard-on! Barbara wondered if it was because of her. Even though the very thought of it sent a shiver of excitement down her spine, she brushed it away.

As they talked, they walked up to the edge of the grassy slope bordering the lawn. The breeze played with their hair, which fanned the desire burning in her heart. When they stopped, Roger turned to her, “It’s beautiful out here, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she replied.

“Just like you,” he murmured, turning towards her and holding her gaze with his. “You haven’t really changed you know!”

Barbara blushed deeply, her cheeks and ears turning crimson. Yes – nothing seemed to have changed. It was just like the good old days.

Before she could say anything, Roger’s hand was on the small of Barbara’s back, pulling her closer to him, against his barrel chest. He lowered his face, his lips landing on hers.

Barbara had no intention of resisting. She closed her eyes and a hiss escaped her parted lips. Roger kissed her passionately and then withdrew, holding his lips an inch from hers, almost in a tease, daring her to make a move. The anticipation made Barbara’s heartbeats go berserk. Her eyes still tightly shut, Barbara moved her lips forward to meet his, sucking on his supple, thick lower lip. Roger pulled her closer till her full breasts caressed his sweaty hard chest. Barbara moaned throatily as their kiss became more frenzied with every passing second.

Roger’s hands cupped her breasts over her jacket, slowly caressing them. Barbara’s nipples were taut and craving for his attention. Roger broke the kiss, and with his hand clutching Barbara’s hair, he let his lips cruise up and down the side of her neck. Barbara’s fingers played with his unruly mop of hair, ruffled by the breeze.

The only sounds were those of a stream gurgling beyond the slope, birds chirping in the woods behind the Coles’ lawns and their heavy breathing. There was no one around for as far as they could see.

As their urges got the better of them, Roger unzipped Barbara’s jacket and slid his hand under her t-shirt, feeling her bare warm skin. He impatiently pulled on the shirt, tugging it off her hair. He tossed it aside on the ground. Roger kissed her breasts over the bra, paying extra attention to her taut nipples. He kissed her between her breasts, the tip of his tongue moving up and down, leaving a moist trail of fire on her tight cleavage.

Roger unhooked her bra and her breasts sprang free. Her nipples turned to stiff buds because of the chill and her raging desire. Barbara guided her nipples towards his lips. She felt Roger’s warm, moist lips wrapping around her nipples as he sucked on them softly. He took them between his teeth and grazed all over them. His hands caressed her bottom over her running pants and she squirmed on the grass.

As her breasts turned into pink globes with Roger’s caresses, he lowered her pants down to her knees. Barbara could almost smell her arousal in the morning air.

Roger’s tongue made its way down her inflamed body. It moved in and out of her deep navel as his fingers traced the curve of her waist. He went lower and lower. Barbara’s flimsy panties were already soaked.

“Take these off,” Roger commanded, mischievously looking into her eyes, and he tried to pull them off. Barbara raised her bottom, but they would not come off. The flimsy material was stuck in her butt crack. Roger turned her over and parted her ass cheeks, pulling out the panties with his teeth. He kept rolling down her panties, kissing her on the small of her back and all over her bottom.

“And now I need to get some breakfast,” Roger whispered. His raunchy talk was driving Barbara insane. As Roger got her on all fours, he slipped underneath her, lying on the grass with his face between her thighs, and started nibbling on her slick, puffed-up pussy lips. Barbara started rubbing herself on his face, calling out his name again and again. He could not get enough of her. Her juices made his face sticky as he kept sucking on her, his tongue delving deep inside her.

Barbara lost count of how many times she came right there in the woods under the open skies, crying out Roger’s name loudly. With the sun shining on them, the birds chirping around and the sound of the river, the two of them were lost in the animal lust they felt for each other.

“I want to make love to you...right here, right now.” Roger was throbbing. He got on his knees behind Barbara still on all fours and spread her legs wide. He lowered his shorts and looking back past her legs in anticipation, Barbara could see his bare pink crown glistening. He entered her deep and fast. He pulled out and shoved himself back in. He repeated the act a few times, building up a frenzied rhythm. He caressed her bottom and thrust his fingers into her mouth. He fondled her breasts, holding on to her by her hair. As they broke apart, the silence of the dawn was pierced by the animal cries that escaped their lips till both of them were spent.

***
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BARBARA WOKE UP ON her bed with a start. Her body was drenched in sweat, the fire coursing through her veins. She wanted someone to make wild passionate love with her then and there. 

She turned around. Steve was still sleeping like a baby, his mild snores filling up the room. Her husband must have been completely exhausted after the party last evening. And the showdown they later had in that very room. 

Their marriage was on the rocks and they had planned to take a week off from work and come down to the country to spend time with each other. Right after the party, however, Steve had switched on
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