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The hose hissed in my hand, water streaming over the lawn while the sun beat down like it had something to prove. My shirt stuck to my back, sweat pooling along my collar, and I was barely paying attention to the patches of dry grass I was supposed to be soaking.  

Then she jogged by.  

Lana.  

Tight little uniform clinging to every curve of a grown woman’s body. Crop-top straining across her chest, short skirt bouncing with each step, those white socks hugging up her calves to just under the knee. Blonde ponytail swaying like a metronome, mouth parted as she breathed through her pace.  

She spotted me. Grinned.  

"Hey, Mr. Grant."  

I lifted my hand in a lazy wave, mouth too dry to respond right away.  

"Hi, Lana."  

She slowed to a stop across the street, practically glowing in the late afternoon sun. That bratty smile stayed in place as she stepped onto the sidewalk, turned to face away from me, and bent.  

One foot out. Hands on her ankles.  

She stretched. Deep. Long. Slow.  

And that skirt flipped up.  

High enough to wreck a man’s week.  

No panties.  

Just bare, tight ass cheeks parted slightly, a hint of wet beneath, like her body knew exactly what it was doing.  

My throat closed. The hose kept running, forgotten. I stared.  

She held the stretch a second too long.  

She knew.  

"You okay over there?" she called, not even looking back.  

"Fine," I muttered.  

She stood up, glanced over her shoulder. Smirked.  

"Hot out, huh?"  

"Sure is." I adjusted my grip on the hose, eyes locked on her.  

She stepped closer to the edge of her yard, still across the street but not by much. Her ponytail bobbed as she tilted her head.  

"You look thirsty."  

"I’m staying hydrated."  

She stretched again, this time arms overhead, chest pushed out, hips swaying.  

"Moisture is important."  

The word tasted filthy coming from her mouth.  

"You running drills today?" I asked, trying to sound casual.  

"Practicing my splits."  

She said it like a challenge.  

"You always do that in the street?"  

"Only when someone’s watching."  

Jesus.  

My cock stirred hard behind my zipper. I shifted my stance, trying not to make it obvious. She didn’t miss it.  

Her eyes dropped to my crotch.  

Then back up. That smirk again.  

She jogged in place a second, tits bouncing under that tiny top. The elastic band of her skirt barely clung to her hips. No way it’d survive a breeze, much less a serious stretch.  

"You think I’m flexible, Mr. Grant?"  

I swallowed.  

"I’ve seen enough to assume."  

She twirled once, skirt flaring. Flash of ass again. Then she laughed, light and wicked.  

"Good."  

And just like that, she jogged off down the block, hips swaying like a metronome made to break men.  

I stood there, hose still spraying, cock thick against my jeans, staring at the curve of her ass until she turned the corner and vanished.  

Fuck.
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The knock came just after five. I’d barely cooled off from mowing the backyard. Sweat still clung to my neck, shirt half stuck to my ribs. I wiped my hands on a towel and pulled the door open.

Lana stood on the porch, cheeks flushed, ponytail high and bouncing like she’d just finished a sprint. She was still in that damn outfit, tight top stretched across her tits, skirt just barely covering her ass, legs bare and gleaming with a fine sheen of sweat.

“Hey,” she said, breathless like she’d run straight here. “Got any Gatorade?”

I stepped aside without answering. She slid past me into the house, her skirt swishing with every step, showing way too much thigh. She didn’t wait for permission. Just headed straight for the kitchen like she lived here.

I shut the door. Swallowed hard.

She opened the fridge, bent over to look inside.

There it was again. Bare ass. Smooth, tight, parted just enough to make me twitch. She wasn’t wearing panties. Still.

Every muscle in my jaw clenched.

She grabbed the bottle, twisted the cap, and leaned back against the counter to drink. Slow. Her lips wrapped around the top, her eyes on mine the whole time. Then she licked the rim when she finished.

“You always come over dressed like that?” I asked, keeping my voice steady.

“Like what?” She took another sip, then ran her fingers along the edge of her skirt, teasing it even higher.

“You know what.”

She tilted her head. “Didn’t think you’d mind.”

“I didn’t say I did.”

“I like your house,” she said, walking over to me. “Smells like a man.”

“You shouldn’t be here.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re trouble. And you’re too young for me.”

Her grin turned sharp. She stepped in close. Too close. Her chest brushed mine. I could feel the heat coming off her skin. Her eyes were locked on me like she was hunting something.

“I’m 18. Legal. And you haven’t even tasted me yet,” she whispered.

“Lana.”

“Say it again.”

My voice came out lower than I meant. “Lana.”

She bit her lip and leaned in, her mouth nearly at my ear. Her breath was warm and sweet. Like whatever she’d been chewing earlier.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she said. “All day.”

I didn’t move. Couldn’t. My hand curled into a fist at my side.

She backed off just a little, dragging her fingers down her side as she looked me up and down. “You work out or is that just how grown men are built?”

“Lana, you need to stop.”

“Or what?” She stepped back again, just enough to turn around and lean over the counter. Her ass pushed back, full and round, skirt flipping just enough to make my cock throb.

She looked back over her shoulder, lips parted.

“You gonna tell me to leave?”

I stared. Couldn’t stop.

She arched her back and wiggled her hips once.

“Didn’t think so.”
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She turned from the counter slow, licking a drop of Gatorade from her bottom lip like she knew exactly what it did to me. Her eyes locked on mine, and she walked straight over—hips swaying, skirt riding higher with every step.  

“You look tense, Mr. Grant,” she said, voice low, teasing. “Want to sit down?”  

Before I could answer, she took my hand and pulled me toward the couch. My legs gave out easier than they should’ve, and the second I was down, she climbed into my lap like it was hers.  

Skirt up. No panties. Bare pussy pressing against the bulge in my jeans, hot and slick through the denim.  

She rolled her hips once, slow and deliberate. I felt everything.  

“You gonna stop me?” she whispered, rocking again.  

“You don’t want me to.”  

“Didn’t ask what I want.”  

She leaned in close, lips brushing my ear. “Been wet since the second you looked at my ass.”  

Then she dragged her cunt over my cock again, grinding down with a slow moan.  

I gripped her thighs, couldn’t help it. The heat coming off her, the way she moved—she was fire in my lap.  

“You feel that?” she said, voice a breath. “I’m dripping through your jeans.”  

She was.

She rolled her hips, pushing her cunt right against the thick ridge in my jeans. The pressure made my cock
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