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Seducing My Older Neighbor

It was officially the first sunny day of summer. Our pool was clean, and I had a brand new bathing suit I couldn’t wait to break in. It was a red string bikini that hugged my curves in all the right places. After cutting off the tags and trying it on, I admired my figure in the mirror for a little bit.

Then, I went out the back door to sit poolside.

Okay, so I wasn’t exactly going out there to use the pool. That was just my excuse. Secretly, I was trying to get the attention of Robbie, our next door neighbor. He’d lived there ever since we moved into this neighborhood when I was eight, so he’d practically watched me grow up.

But not only that, my bedroom window faced his house. That meant that for over ten years, I’d been able to watch Robbie bringing home random women once in a while for a quick, passionate romp. I knew they were quick, and I knew they were passionate, because I could hear how Robbie made the women moan and scream.

I’d always been curious about what he was doing to those women to make them scream like that. But it wasn’t until high school that I kind of wanted to experience his skills for myself. Obviously, he wasn’t interested in me back then. I knew the type of girls he liked. Tall, sophisticated, mature, women.

Well, things were different now. I was legal, I just graduated high school, and I was about to go off to college in a few months. This summer was my last chance to really get a taste of Robbie for myself.

Because I was not going to show up to college a virgin...and I wanted to have my cherry popped by none other than the older neighbor I’d fantasized for years...

I had a plan. Phase 1 was to step out in my bikini to tan in the late afternoon sun, right at the time Robbie was due to come home from work.

I spread my towel on one of the lounge chairs and lay down on my back. After a little over five minutes, I flipped over onto my stomach. At that moment, I heard Robbie’s motorcycle rumbling up his driveway.

I knew his routine by heart. After parking his motorcycle in the carport, he liked to walk around the side of the house to the back door, so he could grab a beer from the kitchen the moment he walked inside. Our yards shared a chain link fence, so I knew he would be able to see me when he finally parked that bike.

His keys jingled with each step, so I could hear him coming. At precisely the right moment, I began undoing the ties of my top, so I wouldn’t get “tanlines.”

He walked right into my view just as I loosened the knot around my neck. From the corner of my eye, I saw him glance interestedly at me. Then, he did a double take.

“Cherry? Is that you?” he said.

Still on my stomach, I raised my head from my arms and pushed my sunglasses off of my face. I raised my eyebrows, feigning surprise.

“Oh. Hi, Robbie!” I said. I pushed myself up slightly, just enough to expose my cleavage. “Are you just getting home from work?”

Robbie hesitated on his way to the back door. Then, he pivoted and strolled toward the fence. My heart pitter-pattered in my chest as he approached.

“Yeah,” he said, grinning behind his mirrored aviator shades. “I am.”

I estimated that Robbie was about forty years old, but he looked like he was thirty-five, tops. He usually kept his black hair trimmed neat, but he was known to rock a pretty impressive beard every now and then over the years. Right now, his face was shaved smooth, making him look even younger.

Of course, his physique was magnificent, too. You had to be strong to haul around a big piece of machinery like a motorcycle every day, and Robbie’s strength definitely showed. He had broad shoulders, heavy, tattooed biceps hard as boulders, and forearms like pythons. I’d spent many nights in my youth fantasizing about those arms, those hands, holding me down...

I shook myself out of my daze and flashed Robbie my sweetest, most innocent smile. “It’s a hot day. Why don’t you come join me out here?” I said.

Robbie’s teeth flashed in a smile, but he rubbed the back of his neck nervously. The movement drew my eye to his arms, and I felt a nervous flutter of excitement in the pit of my stomach.

“Maybe,” Robbie said slowly, “if you put your top back on.”

I giggled. “Whoopsie. Well, I promise I’ll put it on for you.”

Robbie hesitated at the fence. His lips were set at a perfectly straight line, and I almost thought he was going to reject me. But then...

“All right. Let me just go inside and change,” he said.

Yes! I thought triumphantly to myself. But I didn’t let my face betray my emotions. The corners of my lips barely twitched.

“Okay. See you soon,” I said.

Phase 1 complete, I added privately in my mind.

I sat up to retie my bikini strings. A few minutes later, Robbie emerged from his house, and I noticed he had a beer in his hand. He was shirtless, wearing only black and green trunks.

Although I’d glimpsed him shirtless countless times, like when he mowed the lawn in the summer or cleaned his motorcycle on his driveway, I still couldn’t help but feel a tiny twitch of lust at the sight of his bare chest. He had a tattoo of a mandala on his left pectoral, and I thought it was the hottest thing ever.

Robbie unlatched the gate and let himself into the backyard. I pointed at the lounge chair right next to mine, which I’d been saving just for him. He simply shook his head and opted to sit on the edge of the deck instead, dunking his feet into the pool.

He cracked open his beer and took a long pull. “So, you’re graduated now, right?” he said.

I rested my chin on my hand, watching Robbie’s back as he kicked his feet underwater. “Yeah.”

“What are your plans?”

“College. I’m going out of state.”

“Cool.”

Robbie took another deep gulp of beer, and the conversation fell to a lull. I could practically feel him getting bored with me already, and I scrambled for something interesting to say.

“Hey!” I piped up. “Wanna jump in the pool?”

Robbie finally pivoted at the waist to look at me. He fixed me with his icy blue eyes, raising his eyebrows. A smirk pulled at the corners of his lips.

“Let me finish my beer first,” he said playfully.

I smirked back, equally playful. “Why don’t you just chug it?”

Robbie cocked an eyebrow. “What do you know about chugging beers, little girl?” he said in a dark, ominous tone.

Little girl. The sound of his voice shaping those words made me shiver.

I kicked my feet up and bit my lip as I watched him tilt his head back to chug the rest of his beer. The sinews in his throat tightened, and his Adam’s apple bobbed. Then, he crushed the empty can and tossed it out onto the lawn.

“Are you coming in or what?” he asked. Then, he pushed off into the water.

My heart raced. I can’t believe this is really happening, I thought.

I stood up and tiptoed into the pool, going as far as the second step. Even in my bikini, I felt naked and exposed. Robbie had never seen so much of my body. But I felt powerful, too. I knew exactly how good I looked. I’d played on the volleyball for four years, making my body long, lean, and strong, and I had a really good tan.

At eighteen years old, with my long, dark hair and youthful, pouting lips, I was irresistible to most men with a pulse. But right now, the only man I cared about was Robbie.

At least...until I got him to pop my cherry.

I watched him dive underwater, his form distorted by the waves, and imagined what his cock might look like. For some reason, the thought made my mouth water irresistibly, and I had to swallow several times to get a hold of myself.

As I watched Robbie swimming underwater, I suddenly realized he was coming toward me really quick. Shortly, I figured out what he was trying to do. Before I could even react, he snatched my ankle and gave it a good hard yank, swiftly pulling me into the water.

I shrieked, delighted and electrified.

I collided with him, knocking both of our heads under the water’s surface. After a few disorienting seconds, I floated back to the top and gasped for air. The very first thing I saw was Robbie’s rugged, dripping face. He was grinning, and his dark-lashed eyes were the exact same color as the turquoise pool water.

Our eyes connected. At that moment, it just felt right. My stomach clenched. If I waited another second, I knew I wouldn’t have the guts...

Slowly, I closed my eyes and tiptoed forward until we were almost nose to nose. Then, I put my hand on the back of Robbie’s neck, pulling him closer until our lips met.

At first, his mouth was unyielding. It was like kissing a rock.

Then, I heard the most beautiful sound ever. Robbie groaned, and it was a real man’s groan. Deep, throaty, vibrating, and powerful. He wrapped a thickly muscled arm around my waist and the other around my shoulders, pulling me against him. The moment my torso touched his, I had to gasp, because he felt more muscular than he looked, if that was even possible!

I moved my lips against his. Tingles shot down my spine as I felt his stubble against my sensitive skin. It felt so exciting to kiss a real man for once. I pulled away and tilted my head back, inviting him to kiss my neck.

He obliged, groaning in that sexy way of his again. My pulse
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