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The Hunk Next Door

Also By Madeline Woulfie

Ripley knew exactly what she wanted when she padded barefoot back to her bedroom, the soft hush of candlelight flickering across the pale blue walls, the shadows dancing over the row of toys lined neatly on her dresser like shy guests at a scandalous party. 

She’d planned every piece of it, the thick blanket twisted at her feet, the glass of water half-drunk on the nightstand, her phone propped up within easy reach. Screen timeout off, brightness low, James’s smile frozen on the phone display.

James, the neighbor with broad sunburned shoulders and that easy grin that made her tongue feel too big for her mouth when she borrowed sugar or raked leaves within his line of sight. She’d collected him in secret all summer, shirtless selfies from his garden posts, a flexed bicep while he pretended to trim hedges. Enough angles to build a private shrine nobody would ever see, except maybe her.

Her thighs were slick already when she lay back, knees bent, toes curling into the warm sheets. She traced two fingers over herself first, just a tease, enough to pull out a shiver and a soft, breathless laugh she didn’t bother to bite down. The row of toys waited politely for her decision. Her eyes drifted between them, the curved dildo, OR, the thick pink vibrator that promised to rumble her to pieces if she asked nicely.

She didn’t want the fuss of lube tonight, and so the winner was the vibrator. And yet, it was merely a substitute to the real deal. She wanted him. The vibrator just happened to be the closest thing her shameless brain could stitch together. She thumbed the button, felt the first gentle hum in her palm, then pressed the tip to her clit, picturing James’s rough knuckles, the way they’d look slipping under the hem of her shorts. 

Her hips jerked before she could help it. A soft moan curled from her throat, low and warm. She lay back on the pile of pillows, fully bare, as her knees bent wider for easier access to the toy buzzing between those shaved thighs. 

She pressed it to her clit, a sharp moan slipping free as it parted her wet folds. The vibrations moved through her flesh the way a landslide ripples through the river water closest to it. 

Her free hand moved up her body and squeezed her breast, nails dragging over her erect nipple and the soft warm flesh around it. She closed her eyes, taking turns pinching her nipples as her hips rocked up and rubbed the toy harder. She pictured his mouth on her tits and his fingers playing with her clit. The buzz grew stronger, her breath coming faster, soft moans filled the room as she fucked herself to the edge.

Her body trembled at the mere anticipation of the rush she was about to feel when she rode the waves of pleasure. The first roll of heat slipped through her belly, so sweet she bit her lip, hips grinding against the tool harder to meet the buzz more intensely. 

She was seconds, seconds, away from giving in, from sinking under that thick hum and those candle-flicker shadows that made everything feel secret and holy.

And then, ding dong.

The doorbell cut through her like a red hot knife through cold water, sharp, loud, rude. She flinched so hard the vibrator slipped from her fingers, buzzing against her thigh. Her breath caught on a curse as she slapped it off, heart hammering like she’d been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. Which, technically, she had, and she was this close to finding the cookie too. 

She lay there for half a heartbeat, chest rising fast, eyes flicking from the toys to the door like she could wish whoever it was away. No chance. The bell rang again, harder this time, impatient.

Ripley sat up, slick thighs sticking to the sheets, mind racing with half-baked curses and a single sharp thought:

If that’s some door to door salesman, I swear to God I’ll punch him right on his...

She barely managed to tug her robe around her shoulders, silk sticking to skin that still hummed with leftover heat, before she cracked the front door open. The cold air slipped under the hem, dragging a shiver up her spine. But none of that mattered when she saw who was standing on her stoop.

James. In the flesh. Hoodie unzipped just enough to tease the collar of that broad chest she’d been daydreaming over not five minutes ago. He looked tired, hair mussed like he’d run a frustrated hand through it a dozen times before ringing the bell. The soft porch light caught the scruff on his jaw, the shadows under his eyes, made him look more human than the sunlit snapshots she’d hoarded on her phone.

“Hey,” he said, voice rough. “Sorry. I know it’s late. I, uh...”

Ripley’s heart jumped up, lodged itself somewhere near her tongue. “James?”

He shifted on his feet, hands jammed into the pockets of his hoodie. “Blake’s here.” He didn’t say my ex, but everyone knew. The cheating ex. The pretty one who’d blown up his life and then stuck around to pick at the pieces. Or so the women in this neighborhood claimed her to be. 

Their gossip painted her as a manipulative sociopath with a rich daddy. The kind of woman who’d show up at a man’s house unannounced just to check he still cracked when she pushed. The type of woman who would rather burn her toys than let anyone play with them, even if they would’ve kept it safe. 

“She parked two streets down,” James continued. “She’s been calling me all day. I didn’t...” He rubbed the back of his neck, the sleeve of his hoodie pulling tight over his bicep. Ripley’s brain fuzzed out for a second. “I thought about getting a hotel. But I didn’t wanna leave the place empty. If she came by and...” His mouth twisted. He didn’t have to finish. Crazy exes are well known for stalking and destroying other’s properties. “Can I just crash here tonight? The couch is fine. I just... I can’t...” He struggled to word his thoughts, so she helped. 

Ripley nodded so fast she probably looked like a bobblehead. “Yeah. Yes. Of course. Couch. It’s fine. Totally fine.” Oh god. Oh god. Her thighs still felt warm, and the body part between them was even worse. 

Her heart was doing gymnastics in her ribs as she led him in, flipping on the soft lamp by the couch, fussing with blankets like she needed an excuse not to look him dead in the eye. Her mind spun useless circles, the toys are still out, the phone, the candle...

“Hey, uh,” James interrupted, breaking her invisible to the outside eye spiral. He lifted his phone, screen black and dead. “My battery’s dead. Mind if I use your charger?”

“Sure, it's in my bedroom,” Ripley’s mouth opened and the words came out so fast, it sounded like she wanted to set the record for the fastest sentence spoken by a human. Only, she didn’t even notice she’d said anything. 

Her mind was absent from the conversation, focusing instead on the couch and wondering if James would sleep here with, or without his clothes. Get a grip slut! She scolded herself mentally. 

She looked back and found him gone.Where did he go? It took her a few seconds to realize what she had just done. What she had just said. Her brain screamed BEDROOM! too late. 

Before she could choke out a warning, James was already moving, a tired thank-you muttered under his breath as he padded down the short hall.

No, no, no...

She scrambled after him, like the hare who just realized how far the tortoise had gotten. But just like the hare, she was not fast enough. James had already pushed her door open and stood there frozen, like he’d hit a glass wall. 

The soft flicker of the candles caught his face first, then the dresser, the neat row of silicone that hadn’t made it back to the drawer yet. Then the phone, propped up, full brightness, frozen on a shot of him. No shirt. Backyard. Hose in hand, water droplets on his abs. Taken from a distance, her bedroom window. 

Ripley felt the blood drain from her ears straight to her toes and then flood back up so hot she thought she might combust. James’s eyes darted from the toys to the phone to her. Wide. Stunned. A faint, helpless cough broke out of him.

“Ahh... Sorry... I...” His voice cracked halfway through. He pivoted so fast he nearly smacked his shoulder on the doorframe. “Sorry, Ripley. Sorry... I didn’t kno... Sorry...”

He vanished down the hall before she could make her tongue work. The couch was forgotten for the next few seconds, until she heard him fall onto it and cover himself with the blanket. 

He was fast asleep, or at least pretending to be. Could she blame him? He just found out his next door neighbor is a secret admirer at best, and a stalking bimbo at worst. 

Ripley stood frozen in the doorway, robe askew, candles flickering like little traitors. The phone screen stared back, to mock her. She checked on him one last time to make sure he was still on the couch, asleep or not, before closing her bedroom door behind her. 

She spent the next ten minutes shoving every toy she owned into drawers, snuffing candles with shaking fingers, and wishing, praying, the floor would swallow her before James woke up the next morning. It didn’t. She spent the next few hours tossing and turning, before finally drifting to sleep. 

Morning hit Ripley too soon, all fuzzy light slipping through her bedroom blinds, making her groan as she shuffled barefoot down the hall. She was half-ready to find James crashed out on her couch, maybe awkward but grateful, maybe pretending last night hadn’t happened. They were both grown ups. She had to find a way to deal with this. 

She was still pondering the solutions to her dilemma when she heard it, a sharp, too-perfect voice cutting right through
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