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I come home during a college break expecting boredom, burned coffee, and my mom asking if I’ve gained weight. Instead, I get him.

He’s standing in the driveway next door with a rake in one hand and a smile on his face. Gray at the temples, broad as hell, and a tan like he’s allergic to shirts. He wipes sweat off his forehead with the back of his arm, and I swear to god, I feel it in my ovaries.

“Who’s that?” I whisper, even though no one’s around to hear me except my overpacked duffle bag and the poor lilac bush I nearly obliterated while parallel parking.

My mom’s voice echoes in my head from the last time we talked: “Oh, the Mitchells moved. A guy bought the house. Widower, I think.”

Widower. Translation: single and probably not expecting a horny, virgin college girl next door to be drooling over him.

I let myself into the house, toss my bag in the hallway, and peek through the blinds like a total creep. He’s still out there. Raking. Sweating. Oblivious to the fact that his new neighbor’s daughter is about five seconds away from baking him a thank-you-for-your-service pie with her uterus.

Okay. I’m being dramatic. But also, I’m not, because this break is gonna be a disaster otherwise. Three whole weeks at home without any of my friends. I came back because it’s Mother’s Day weekend, and since Dad left when I was twelve, I try to be here for all the important stuff. Mom works so hard, and she deserves the kid she labored 36 hours to produce to make her feel special.

But the timing sucks. There are end-of-the-year parties I wanted to go to, and I recently got dumped by my first boyfriend. He’s now dating someone who looks like she drinks perfume. Then at the last minute, my mom said she was going on a girls’ weekend with friends and she won’t be back until tomorrow’s brunch.

So yeah, I’ve been left alone...with the hot neighbor in my thoughts. What happens next is not a decision so much as a deeply slutty instinct.

I throw on a tight little crop top that screams ‘daddy issues’ and decide to pretend I need help with something in the garage. Classic bait. I’m not even sure what I’m gonna ask him for. A ladder? A strong pair of arms? His seed?

Too much? Yeah, but also not enough. I never got wet for my ex, which is why I wouldn’t fuck him. Now I’m horny as hell and ready to give my virginity up to the first guy who actually turns me on. I’ve decided the hot older neighbor is that lucky man.

I step into the garage from the warmth of my house, reaching for the automatic door opener mounted on the wall. As the button clicks under my finger and the door rumbles to life, I immediately regret my coming in here. The garage smells like dust and man. Which is to say heaven. It’s leather, cedar, and faint gas fumes. It’s like testosterone colonized the space and decided to taunt me with it.

The hot neighbor glances over from his yard and sees me standing there like a dumbass. I wave, awkward and too bouncy, feeling my boobs nearly bust out of my crop top.

“Hey!” I call out, and my voice is way too high-pitched to be casual. “Sorry to bother you, but...do you have a wrench? Or a hammer? I—something fell off my car.”

Nailed it.

He lifts one eyebrow like he’s not sure he believes me. I wouldn’t either. Then he drops the rake, wipes his hands on his jeans, and strolls over.

His jeans, by the way? Worn in all the right places. His thighs strain against denim that’s seen better days. His dominant stride says he’s used to being obeyed. My mouth goes dry as I watch him.

“What fell off?” he asks, and his voice is deep enough to rumble between my legs.

Me. I’m the thing that fell off. Off the rails. Off sanity. Off my self-respect.

“Umm. Something under. I think. Maybe.” I shrug and attempt to casually prop my elbow on the workbench, trying to look chill. Instead, I knock over a can of WD-40 and my elbow misses the edge completely, leaving me suddenly off-balance. As I flail wildly to catch myself from a near-faceplant, my hand accidentally slides right across the front of his jeans—and lands on something hard. Very hard. I freeze, but don’t let go.

He steadies me with one hand on my waist. His hands are huge, strong, and warm. I look up...and up...and up. Damn he’s tall. His thumb is pressing into my waist, branding my skin with the heat of his hand. I might actually spontaneously combust.

He tilts his head slightly. “Babygirl, whatever game you’re playing, it’s not going to work on me.”

Oh god.

“You think I’m playing a game?” I blink up at him, all fake innocence and accidental cleavage, my hand still pressed shamelessly against the growing situation in his jeans.

He chuckles. “I know you are, because you asked for a tool and now your hands are all over mine.”

That’s the line that does me in. I gasp. Literally gasp like I’m in a porno, because he just called his cock a tool and I’m now wet enough to need a damn mop. I’m also even more determined to make him my first.

“You—you shouldn’t say things like that,” I whisper, even though I’m still not backing away. My heart’s hammering so hard I’m surprised he can’t see it pushing against my ribs.

“Why not?”

“Because now I’m thinking about letting you use it on me.” I don’t mention that I already was thinking about it because something tells me I’m close to getting what I want.

He stares down at me in silence for a moment, and then says, “Jesus Christ, you’re adorable.”

He crowds me up against the workbench and kisses me like he’s about to breed me and make me earn a Mother’s Day card the hard way—and I’m ready for it.

His mouth crushes mine. I moan like I’ve been waiting for it all semester. Because I have. I absolutely have. I’m only a virgin because no one has ever turned me on this much. I don’t know what it is about him, but I don’t care. I want him and I’m going to have him.

His tongue slides against mine, tasting faintly of coffee. His stubble scrapes deliciously against my skin, and I’m dizzy with how quickly this is escalating. His hand slides down the curve of my ass, and he squeezes the soft globe.

When he pulls back, his voice is low and ragged. “Sweetheart, I need to warn you. I’m not gonna play nice.”

My breath hitches. “I was hoping you’d play dirty.”

He spins me around and before I can blink, I’m bent over the workbench. Oh shit, this is awesome. I don’t know where this slutty side of mine is really coming from, but whatever I’m doing, it’s working. I’m pretty sure he’s going to fuck me.

The air is cool on my thighs as he yanks my shorts down. I squeak—half shock, half hell yes. My panties go with them. My clothes get caught on my sneakers and he leaves them tangled. I have just enough time to register the total depravity of the moment before his hand comes down on my ass. Hard.

I yelp as a zing of pleasure heads straight for my clit. “Ooooh, god!”

“I think the little slut likes being spanked,” he murmurs, and slides his thick fingers between my slick folds. “You’re dripping for me. Jesus, babygirl. Is this what you want?”

“Uh-huh,” I say, my head is still spinning from how fast this is going. “Want it so bad.”

He stops fingering me, and I hear the soft click of his belt buckle unfastening before his zipper slides down. My stomach tightens with anticipation. This is happening. This is actually happening. I’m bent over a workbench in my mom’s garage, ass in the air, about to get railed by a man whose name I don’t even know.

He teases my pussy with the length of his cock, not pushing in, and I whimper. My whole body is screaming yes, and if he doesn’t fuck me soon, I’m going to start begging.

He rubs his cock between my folds until I’m trembling. “Did you come home from college expecting to get knocked up by your neighbor in a garage?”

Wait, knocked up? I was just joking about wanting him to breed me...right? He taps the tip of his cock against my clit and my eyes roll back. Fuuuck, he can do whatever he wants to me—fuck me, breed me, spank me—I don’t care as long as he shoves that thing in.

I moan, “Yes, please,” and push my ass back towards him.

He thrusts inside, one deep stroke. I cry out and tense up from a pinch of pain. He stills instantly and rubs my lower back with his hand.

“Jesus.” His voice is rough and hoarse. “You’re—fuck. You’re a virgin?”

My cheeks burn. “Was.”

There’s a beat of silence and I actually feel him shudder.

“Goddamn,” he mutters, like I’ve just shattered his brain. “You should’ve told me.”

“I didn’t want you to stop.”

“I’m not stopping. But I am gonna take a second, babygirl. Let you adjust.”

He stays inside me and continues to rub my back. “Breathe for me. You’re doing so good.”

It hurts a little, but not in a way I want to stop. He’s thick and overwhelming and too much—but it’s the good kind of too much. The kind I’ve dreamed about late at night under my covers, except better because he’s real.

“I’m
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