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The bell over the door chimed, a sound I usually tuned out, but today it cut through the haze of sun and wax fumes. I looked up from the rail I was waxing, and there she was. Victoria. My next-door neighbor’s girl. Except she wasn’t a girl anymore. Not even fucking close.

“Hey, Mr. D,” she said, her voice a lazy, sun-bleached drawl that vibrated right up my spine. She let the screen door slam shut behind her, the sound echoing in the cavernous space of the shop. The afternoon light caught her, and Jesus Christ. She was a fucking dream. A California fantasy brought to life. Golden blonde hair, so light it looked almost silver, was piled in a messy bun on top of her head, with stray strands clinging to the sweat on her neck and temples. Her skin was the color of warm honey, tanned to a perfect sheen from a life spent on the water. And her body... her body was built for sin. She wore a tiny, bright pink bikini top that barely contained the swell of her tits, huge and natural, the kind of perfect, heavy-looking handfuls that made a man’s mouth water. Her stomach was flat and toned, and the frayed denim cutoffs she wore were cut so high I could see the gentle curve of her ass cheeks when she turned.

“Victoria,” I grunted, trying to sound like a bored thirty-six-year-old and not a man whose dick was suddenly waking up with a vengeance. “What’s up?”

“Just cruisin’,” she said, wandering over to the rack of women’s wetsuits. Her hips had that loose, easy sway of a lifelong surfer, a rhythm that promised all kinds of filthy things. “Needed a new suit. My old one’s getting a little thrashed.”

She ran a hand over the neoprene, her fingers tracing the seams. My eyes followed her hand, then drifted down to the perfect, juicy curve of her ass outlined in those cutoffs. I could see the faint tan line from a smaller bikini, a paler shade of honey that framed the darker skin. I felt a familiar, unwelcome throb in my groin. This was the neighbor’s daughter. I was old enough to be her father. It was wrong. It was so fucking wrong.

“This one,” she said, pulling a short-sleeved spring suit from the rack. It was black, which would look incredible against her tan. “You think this would look sick on me?”

“I think it’s a wetsuit,” I said, turning back to my board. I needed a distraction. The smell of coconut wax and the rough texture under my hands were my only defenses. “They all look the same.”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound. “Nah, dude. They don’t. You gotta have the right gear. It’s all about the vibe.” She held the suit against her body, turning to check herself out in the full-length mirror leaning against the far wall. The way the black neoprene stretched across her chest, hinting at the softness of her tits underneath... it was fucking criminal. “What do you think, Mr. D? For real.”

I risked a glance. She was watching me in the mirror, a knowing little smirk playing on her swollen, glossy lips. She knew exactly what she was doing. The little tease had been doing this for months, ever since she’d come home from her first semester of college. The lingering looks, the accidental brushes against my arm when we were both getting the mail, the way she’d sunbathe in her backyard where I couldn’t help but see her from my kitchen window. She was playing a game, and I was terrified of winning.

“It’s fine,” I managed, my voice tight.

“Just fine?” She pouted, turning back to face me. She put a hand on her hip, pushing one tit forward. The movement was subtle, but it was calculated. “Lame. I was hoping for a little more enthusiasm from the local expert.” She took a step closer. “You gotta help me out. I need to know if it fits right.”

Before I could protest, she was already untying her bikini top. The pink scraps of fabric fell away, and her tits were free. They were perfect. Fucking perfect. Heavy, round, with pale pink nipples that were already hardening in the cool air of the shop. They didn’t sag an inch, just sat there, defying gravity, begging to be touched. I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry as sand.

“Whoa,” I said, holding up my hands like that could stop the freight train of pure lust barreling towards me. “What the hell are you doing? Put that back on.”

“Chill out, dude,” she giggled, completely unbothered. She was already wriggling out of her cutoffs, revealing the matching pink bikini bottoms. They were just as tiny as the top. “It’s just a suit. I can’t try it on over my bikini. It’s all bunchy.” She shimmied out of the bottoms, too, and for a second, she was standing there in nothing but that golden skin and a wicked smile. I caught a glimpse of the soft, downy hair between her legs before she started pulling on the wetsuit.

I turned away, my face burning. I stared at the surfboard, at the comb marks in the wax, at anything but the naked nineteen-year-old getting dressed a few feet away from me. My cock was a hard, aching ridge in my shorts. I was so fucked up. This was so wrong. But my body didn’t give a shit about wrong. It only cared about the image burned into my retinas: Victoria’s tits, her flat stomach, the curve of her hips.

“Okay,” she said, her voice a little muffled. “I’m in. Zip me?”

I took a deep breath and turned around. She had her back to me, the black neoprene clinging to her like a second skin. The zipper was open, revealing the smooth, tan line of her back. I could see the dimples just above her ass. My hands were shaking as I reached for the pull tab.

“Ready?” I asked, my voice hoarse.

“Born ready,” she breathed.

I pulled the zipper up slowly, the sound of the teeth connecting loud in the quiet shop. My knuckles brushed against her spine, and she shivered. I could feel the heat coming off her body through the thin material. When the zipper was all the way up, I let my hand rest for a second too long on the small of her back.

“Thanks, Mr. D,” she said, turning her head to look at me. Her eyes were the color of the ocean on a cloudy day, a stormy blue-green. They were filled with a mischief that was both innocent and predatory. “So? What’s the verdict? Am I a total kook, or does it look epic?”

I looked her up and down. The suit was tight, showcasing every single one of her ridiculous curves. Her ass looked like it had been sculpted by a god, a perfect, heart-shaped peach that my hands itched to grab. Her tits were pressed together, creating a deep shadow of cleavage that I wanted to bury my face in.

“It looks fine,” I said again, the lie tasting like ash in my mouth.

She rolled her eyes. “You’re the worst,” she said, but she was smiling. She turned back to the mirror, running her hands down her sides. “I think it looks sick. Thanks for the help.” She looked at me in the mirror again, her eyes locking with mine. “Hey, you got anything to drink back there? I’m parched.”
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[image: ]


I just stood there for a second, my brain short-circuiting. My cock, which had barely started to go down, was back at full attention, hammering against my zipper. This was a line. A bright, shining, do-not-cross line. But she was the one holding the fucking chalk.

“Uh, yeah,” I finally managed. “Fridge in the office. Got water, soda.”

“Sick,” she said, peeling the wetsuit down to her waist. Her tits bounced free again, and I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning out loud. She kicked off the suit and started pulling on her cutoffs, leaving her top off. She walked toward the small, cluttered office in the back of the shop, her bare feet silent on the concrete floor. I watched her go, the sway of her hips, the jiggle of her perfect, unrestrained tits. I was a fucking goner.

I followed her, feeling like a man walking to his own execution. The office was tiny, crammed with paperwork, a messy desk, and an old mini-fridge that hummed constantly. Victoria bent over to open it, giving me a spectacular view of her ass as the cutoffs rode up. She grabbed two bottles of water and straightened up, turning and leaning against the desk. She
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