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  Chapter one
New Neighbor


Lucy hopped out of the moving truck, her tight cheer shorts riding up her round ass as she stretched her arms overhead. The late August sun beat down on her tanned skin and made her massive perky tits strain against the thin white tank top. She was nineteen, built like a fucking wet dream, and she knew it. Her long blonde ponytail swung as she surveyed the neat suburban house next door. 
Ray stood on his back deck, coffee in hand, watching the new neighbors unload. At forty-three he kept himself in shape, broad shoulders and a solid chest from the home gym he barely used anymore. His eyes locked on the girl next door the second she bent over to grab a box. Those tits. Jesus. Full, high, and bouncing with every move. His cock twitched in his shorts before he could stop it. 
Sandy was inside, typing away at her laptop for the drug company, oblivious as usual. Their sex life had been dead for years. Quick, quiet missionary once a month if he was lucky. She had small sagging tits now and zero interest in fixing anything. Ray told himself he loved her. He did. But fuck if he wasn’t starving.
Lucy felt his stare and turned, flashing a bright cheerleader smile. She waved, then deliberately arched her back so her nipples poked against the thin fabric. “Hi! I’m Lucy. We just moved in.”
Ray cleared his throat and walked to the fence that separated the yards. “Ray. Welcome to the neighborhood.” His voice came out rougher than he meant. Up close she was even hotter. Big blue eyes, full lips, and those goddamn tits begging to be sucked.
Sandy stepped onto the deck a minute later, wiping her hands on her jeans. She was thirty-nine, pretty in a plain way, with shoulder-length brown hair and a soft body. Her small breasts barely made a bump under her blouse. She smiled politely. “Hi, I’m Sandy. Nice to meet you, Lucy.”
Lucy’s smile never faltered but her eyes flicked over Sandy quick, noting the tired lines and the way the older woman stood half behind her husband. Cute. Submissive. Lucy filed that away. “You guys have a pool? That’s awesome. I’m on the college cheer squad so I swim every day to stay in shape.”
Ray’s gaze dropped to Lucy’s chest again. “Yeah. You’re welcome to use it anytime.”
Sandy blinked but nodded. “Of course. We don’t use it much anymore.”
Lucy thanked them sweetly, then bent over again to pick up another box, giving Ray a perfect view of her ass cheeks spilling out of those shorts. She felt his eyes like heat on her skin and smiled to herself. Game on.
That afternoon Lucy changed into a tiny red bikini that barely contained her tits. The strings looked ready to snap. She grabbed a towel and headed straight for the fence gate Ray had pointed out earlier. The couple was already by the pool. Sandy lounged in a one-piece, reading a book. Ray sat under the umbrella in board shorts, pretending to check his phone.
Lucy strutted over, hips swaying. “Mind if I join?”
Ray’s eyes widened. Those tits were even bigger up close, round and perky, nipples stiff from the breeze. “Not at all.”
Sandy looked up and her mouth tightened a fraction, but she forced a smile. “Make yourself at home.”
Lucy dropped her towel and dove in, surfacing with water streaming down her body. She swam a few laps, then climbed out right in front of Ray, bending at the waist so her heavy tits hung and dripped. She knew exactly what she was doing. Ray’s cock thickened visibly in his shorts. He shifted, trying to hide it.
Sandy noticed. Her cheeks flushed but she said nothing, just went back to her book.
Lucy toweled off slowly, right there in front of them. “God, that felt good. You should come in, Ray. Water’s perfect.”
“Maybe later,” he muttered, voice thick.
Lucy grinned and stretched out on the lounge chair closest to him, arching her back so her tits thrust up. She chatted easily about college, cheer routines, how her parents were always busy with work. Every laugh made her chest jiggle. Ray couldn’t stop staring. Sandy kept glancing over, fingers tight on her paperback.
By the time the sun started to dip, Lucy stood up and gave Ray a little wave. “Thanks for letting me use the pool. I’ll be over a lot, if that’s okay.”
“Anytime,” Ray said too quickly.
Sandy just nodded.
Lucy walked back to her house with an extra swing in her hips, feeling Ray’s eyes burning into her ass the whole way. Inside she peeled off the wet bikini and fingered her soaked pussy, thinking about the married cock she was going to steal. She came hard with his name on her lips.
The next morning Lucy was back at the fence in tiny workout shorts and a sports bra that did nothing to hide her hard nipples. Ray was in the home gym he’d built in the garage, lifting weights. She knocked on the open door.
“Morning. Mind if I use your gym sometime? Ours is still packed in boxes.”
Ray set the dumbbells down, chest heaving. Sweat glistened on his skin. “Sure. Come on in.”
Lucy stepped inside, close enough that her tits nearly brushed his arm. She picked up a light weight and started doing curls, making sure to push her chest out with every rep. “You look strong. Bet you could bench me easy.”
Ray laughed, but his cock jumped again. “Probably.”
They worked out side by side for twenty minutes. Lucy kept up a stream of flirty little comments, touching his arm when she laughed, bending over to show off her ass while she stretched. Ray’s shorts were tented the whole time. When Sandy came out to call him for lunch, she found them laughing together, Lucy’s hand resting on his shoulder.
Sandy’s stomach twisted, but she smiled politely. “Lunch is ready, honey.”
Lucy waved. “Hi Sandy! Your husband is a great workout buddy.”
Sandy’s eyes flicked to the obvious bulge in Ray’s shorts. She swallowed. “Glad you’re settling in.”
Lucy blew Ray a little kiss as she left. “See you later, neighbor.”
That night Ray fucked Sandy for the first time in weeks. He closed his eyes and pictured Lucy’s huge tits bouncing. He came fast and hard, groaning louder than he had in years. Sandy lay there afterward, staring at the ceiling, a strange warmth blooming low in her belly that she didn’t understand.
Lucy, next door, fingered herself to orgasm again, whispering filthy plans into the dark. The couple next door had no idea what was coming for them. She was just getting started.






  
  Chapter two
Poolside Tease


Lucy waited until the next afternoon when the sun was high and brutal. She knew Ray would be out there because she had watched him from her bedroom window like a cat stalking a bird. Sandy was home too, typing away on her laptop at the patio table under the big umbrella, but that only made the game sweeter. Lucy slipped into the smallest red bikini she owned, the kind that made her huge perky tits look like they were one deep breath away from spilling out completely. The top was two tiny triangles held together by strings so thin they looked ready to snap. The bottoms were basically a thong that rode high on her hips and disappeared between her round ass cheeks. She grabbed the bottle of coconut sunscreen, a towel, and headed straight for the gate between the yards, hips rolling with every step. 
Ray was already by the pool in his board shorts, shirtless, pretending to scroll on his phone. The second he saw her his eyes locked on her chest. Those tits. Jesus Christ. They bounced heavy and high with every stride, the sunlight catching the smooth tanned skin. His cock gave a thick twitch inside his shorts before he could even think. He sat up straighter, trying to look casual, but his mouth went dry.
Sandy glanced up from her laptop and her polite smile tightened just a fraction when she took in what Lucy was wearing. The girl looked like pure sex walking. But Sandy kept her voice light. “Hi again, Lucy. Back for more swimming already?”
“Couldn’t stay away,” Lucy answered, all sweet cheerleader charm, flashing that bright smile that made her look so innocent. She dropped her towel on the lounge chair right next to Ray’s, close enough that her bare thigh brushed his knee when she sat down. “It’s so hot today. You guys mind if I oil up real quick?”
She didn’t wait for an answer. Lucy popped the cap on the sunscreen and squeezed a thick white line straight down between her massive tits. The lotion looked obscene against her skin. She started rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles, pushing her breasts together so they jiggled and spilled over her hands. Her nipples stiffened instantly, poking hard against the thin red fabric. The coconut scent filled the air, mixing with the chlorine from the pool.
Ray stared. He couldn’t stop. His cock swelled fast, thickening and rising until the front of his board shorts was tented like a fucking flagpole. He shifted his hips, trying to hide it, but there was no hiding something that obvious.
Lucy caught the movement and her smile turned just a little sharper at the edges, though her voice stayed sugary sweet. “Ray, you’re staring. Everything okay?”
Sandy’s eyes flicked down to her husband’s lap. The bulge was impossible to miss. A strange hot flush rolled through her belly and settled low between her legs. She told herself it was nothing, just the heat of the day, but her thighs pressed together anyway. She stayed quiet, fingers frozen on her keyboard.
Ray cleared his throat, voice rough. “Yeah. Fine. Just… hot out here.”
Lucy giggled and held up the bottle. “My back is impossible to reach. Can you get it for me? Pretty please?” She turned around on the lounge, presenting him with the smooth expanse of her back and the perfect curve of her ass where the thong disappeared. She arched a little, pushing her tits out toward the sun.
Sandy watched her husband stand up. His hard cock bobbed visibly in his shorts as he moved behind Lucy. Ray took the bottle, hands a little shaky, and started rubbing the lotion into Lucy’s shoulders. His big palms looked huge against her young skin. Lucy let out a soft, breathy moan that went straight to Ray’s dick.
“Mmm, your hands feel so good,” she purred, tilting her head so her long blonde ponytail brushed his arm. “Strong. Sandy is so lucky to have a man who knows how to use them like that.”
Sandy’s cheeks burned. The words sounded innocent but they landed like a slap. That low throb between her legs got worse. She crossed her legs tighter, pretending to read her screen while she watched Ray’s hands slide lower down Lucy’s back, thumbs brushing right along the edge of the bikini string.
Lucy pushed her ass back just a fraction, brushing against the front of Ray’s shorts. She felt the thick, hard length of his cock through the fabric and smiled to herself. “A little lower, Ray. Don’t be shy. Get right down to where the string is.”
Ray’s breath hitched. His cock throbbed painfully against her ass as he worked the lotion lower, fingers grazing the top of her cheeks. The coconut oil made everything slick and shiny. He could smell her skin, warm and sweet, and it made his head spin. He hadn’t been this hard in years. Sandy was right there, watching every second, and it only made the guilt twist hotter in his gut while his dick got even harder.
Sandy’s heart hammered. She should say something. She should tell the girl to stop flirting so obviously with her husband. But her mouth stayed shut and her pussy kept getting wetter. The sight of Ray’s big hands on that perfect young body was doing something filthy to her. She hated it and she couldn’t look away.
Lucy turned her head and looked up at Ray with those big blue eyes, lips parted. “You’re really good at this. I bet you could oil up the rest of me if I asked nice.” She batted her lashes, all sweet and bratty at the same time. Then she rolled onto her back, tits bouncing heavily as she settled. “Actually, my front needs some too. The sun’s brutal
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