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She passed my porch every Sunday like clockwork, always in a pale blue dress that looked like it had been ironed three times. Her hair was pulled back tight, not a strand out of place, and her Bible was clutched against her chest like a shield. That girl walked like she thought the world might look up her skirt if she wasn’t careful. But I noticed something different this time.

She walked slower. Not by much, but I noticed. Her sandals made soft sounds against the sidewalk, hesitating with each step as she neared my house. I watched from the shade, one arm slung over the back of the porch chair, a sweating glass of iced tea in my hand.

Her eyes flicked toward me. Then away. But not fast enough to hide the flicker. The kind that came just before a spark caught fire. She knew I was watching.

“Good afternoon,” I said. My voice was low, even.

She startled. That little jolt made her Bible dip slightly in her arms. She gripped it tighter.

“Oh—hello. Sorry, I didn’t mean to... I wasn’t doing anything.”

She wasn’t. Not yet. But her voice trembled around the edges, like it wasn’t sure whether to shrink back or lean forward. Her fingers fidgeted with the hem of her dress, tugging it down like she knew how high it had crept up her thighs.

I didn’t smile. Didn’t say another word. Just looked at her.

The wind caught the fabric, and the dress pulled across her hips. She shifted like she felt it, her hand pressing down against the curve where it hugged her ass.

That dress did no favors for her modesty. The cotton clung tight where it shouldn’t, rode high when it wasn’t supposed to. And her nipples were pushing faint little points into the fabric. Maybe she thought the bra did its job. It didn’t.

She swallowed. Eyes still not meeting mine. Her fingers clutched that Bible so tight her knuckles went pale.

“I should get going,” she said. Voice quieter this time.

She turned. Walked fast. Too fast. But I watched the sway of her hips as she tried to hurry away without looking like she was running. That ass was perfect. Round, tight, just enough give under that soft blue cotton.

I waited until she was gone before I moved. The tea in my glass had gone warm. I set it down and leaned back in the chair, legs stretched out, cock already thickening against the seam of my jeans.

That night, I couldn’t stop seeing her mouth open in surprise. The way her face flushed when I spoke. The shape of her tits under that pale blue dress. I told myself it was nothing. Just a Sunday girl passing by. Just a flicker of curiosity in her eyes. Harmless.

But when I got into bed, I kept thinking about the way her hands had tugged at the dress. The way she’d shifted when it stuck to her hips. I adjusted myself beneath the sheets, but it didn’t help.

Her ass. That was what did it. That round, perfect ass clinging to cotton, and the way her pace had slowed as she walked past. That wasn’t innocent.

I wrapped a hand around my cock, slow. Thought about the way her eyes had darted to my chest, then down. How she’d sucked in a breath before catching herself.

I stroked myself harder. Faster. Imagined her standing at the foot of my bed in that same dress, hands clasped, eyes wide. Trembling. Waiting.

She’d say, “I shouldn’t be here.”

And I’d say, “But you are.”

My cock throbbed in my fist. I came hard into the sheets, jaw tight, her face still in my mind.

Pale blue dress. Tight hair. Open mouth.

Not so innocent. Not anymore.

—-
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She kept showing up.

Not every day. Not enough to be obvious. But enough for me to notice the pattern. She started taking the long way home. I knew because I started timing it. From the church steps to her front door should’ve taken six minutes, maybe seven if she walked slow. But she’d linger past my house for nine. Ten.

She didn’t look at me the first few times. Not directly. But her eyes would skim across the porch, then jerk away like she’d caught herself. Like if she looked too long, something might happen. Something had already started.

It was hotter that week. The kind of heat that settled into your skin and stayed there. I’d been working in the yard, shirtless, sweat running down my back, dirt under my nails. I didn’t expect her to come by again so soon, but there she was.

Her steps faltered the moment she saw me. Her lips parted just slightly, breath catching.

I straightened up, stretched my back. The rake hung loose in one hand.

She stopped.

“You okay?” I asked, watching her.

“Yes. Just... walking.”

Her voice was soft. Wavering.

She licked her lips. Not exaggerated. Not performative. Just instinct. Then her mouth snapped shut like she hadn’t meant to do it. Her hands fluttered near her waist, then pressed flat against her stomach like she could hide the movement of her own body.

“You stopped walking,” I said.

Color bloomed across her chest, crept up her throat and settled in her cheeks. Pink, flushed, guilt-written heat.

“I didn’t mean to stare,” she mumbled.

But she had. Her eyes had locked on my chest, slid over the line of my abs, then dipped lower, just for a second. Just long enough.

Her arms crossed, squeezing around herself. That only pushed her tits up under the thin cotton of her dress. No coat. No sweater. The fabric hugged her in the heat, and I could see the outline of her bra now, the pale lace just barely obscuring the tight points of her nipples.

“You need something?” I asked.

She blinked. “No. I was just walking.”

She turned before I could say anything else. Quick steps. Hips stiff. Her sandals slapped against the sidewalk as she hurried away, but not before I caught the shape of her ass again. The dress clung to it when she moved, damp from sweat, molded against her skin.

I stood there, rake hanging loose, sweat drying across my chest, cock starting to thicken again inside my jeans.

She knew what she was doing. Maybe not fully. Maybe not consciously. But some part of her wanted to be seen. Wanted to be caught.

I wanted to go inside. I wanted to strip down, wrap a fist around my cock and get it over with. Jerk off fast, hard, until I could shake her image loose from my head.

But I didn’t.

I stayed out there. Let the ache settle in my gut. Let it spread down between my legs, heavy and uncomfortable. My jeans rubbed rough against the swelling. I adjusted, but it didn’t help.

She had stared.

She had licked her lips.

She had crossed her arms over her tits like that would make me forget the way her nipples pressed through the fabric.

That night I waited until it was dark. No lights on. I climbed into bed, pulled the sheet over my lap, and let my hand drift low.

I didn’t rush.

I thought about
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