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Chapter 1

A really hot guy moved into my neighborhood the summer between my freshman and sophomore years of college.

He was in his late 30's, about 190 pounds, a hunky 6'1" with light brown hair and a well sculpted body.

As I watched him move boxes from across the street, the stud glanced over and gave a half-wave which I returned.  Then he took off his sweaty tee-shirt and revealed a hairy chest glistening with the sweat from all his work.  I wondered what it would be like at that very moment to have his strong arms pull me against his muscular body.

Just then, his wife came out of the house and handed him what I assumed was a glass of lemonade.  He drained the glass in one gulp and handed it back to her.  He leaned in to give her a hug, but she pushed him away, holding him at arm's length.  I figured she didn't want him to get his hot, sweaty chest on her blouse.

For a moment, I imagined myself as her, standing next to that fucking gorgeous stud.  In my version, I wouldn't push that hunk away.  Hell no!  I'd reach over and run my fingers through his manly chest hair.  He'd reach around me, put his hand around the back of my head, pulling me closer to him.  Our lips would lock in a passionate kiss.

I blinked and shook my head trying to clear the tantalizing image from my mind.  For the second time in as many minutes, I told myself to get a reality check.  I had never been into older guys.

Sure, I could appreciate a hot daddy type as much as the next girl if I passed one on the street.  But to think of one actually touching me?  To picture us in sexual situations?  No, that never entered my girly nineteen-year-old mind until I saw that new neighbor.

Hell, I had a boyfriend, even if he was young and inexperienced.  He thought he was the world's greatest lover – as all nineteen year old guys do.  As any young woman can tell you, they're all wrong!

He didn't have a clue.  Everything in bed was all about him.  His cock, his balls, his pleasure.  I was like, fuck, I do have a body of my own and it has needs too.  One day I read an article in a "stupid chick magazine" (as he called it) about how to discuss your sexual needs, wants, and likes with your partner.

I followed every single point in the article.  It all turned out pointless.  The article said discussing that stuff would bring us closer together.  Instead, he just got horny and demanded that I get him off at that moment.  He proceeded to act just as sloppy and self-centered in bed as always.  As soon as he blew his load, he didn't give a shit about what I needed or wanted – as usual.

OK, so I kind of lied earlier when I said I had never thought about an older guy before in a sexual way.  I didn't even tell my friends about this, though.  I only wrote it in my diary.  Then I ripped out the page, crumpled it up, and tossed it in the trash.

It was a total accident, I swear.  Let me start at the beginning...

We cheerleaders would share the campus playing field with football players.  They stayed on their end and we stayed on ours, but of course, both sides snuck glances at the other whenever possible.

The football coach had let the guys go early from practice that evening.  My cheerleading coach kept us ladies even later than usual.  By the time we got back to the athletic building (which  we all shared), the guys had already cleared out.

The male and female facilities were on opposite sides of the large building, but college football players are noisy.  If there had been any left, we would have heard them.

"Brittany," my cheerleading coach called as I left the ladies' locker room.  "Would you do me a favor?  The mail office delivered a catalog meant for Coach Hawkins to me again.  That happens like once a week."  She flipped through the catalog before she handed it to me.  She continued, "I mean, I don't know what the mail office guys expect you girls to do with jockstraps!"

I had to cough to cover the laugh!  Believe me, my fellow cheerleaders and I could think of plenty of things to do with a football player's jockstrap...especially if a hunky athlete was in it at the time!

"Sure, I can take the catalog over for you," I said.

"Coach Hawkins should be gone by now so just leave the catalog on his desk if his office is open or on the floor by the door if it's locked."

I walked over to the other side of the facility.  I peeked through the open door to the coach's deserted office.  I tossed the catalog on his desk.  I should have just left and walked out to my car.  Instead, I looked down the empty hallway that led towards the showers and locker room.

I had never seen a guy's locker room before in person.  I wondered if they looked the same as on TV.  "Everybody's gone," I mumbled to myself.  "What could it hurt to look around?"

Just as an extra precaution, I tip-toed down the hall.  It seemed like the smart thing to do.

I rounded the corner into the empty locker area.  Lockers and benches filled three walls.  Everything looked gray, dirty, and dingy. Nothing like the pretty pastel colors and clean conditions in the female locker room.

Also, it had the distinctive smell of masculine sweat.  I know that most other girls don't really care for that, but I have to admit that I inhaled deeply.  There's something that drives me wild about the way a guy smells when he's been working out hard.  

I heard a noise.  Whistling!  "Must be the janitor," I whispered to myself.  I looked around for a place to hide.  I couldn't let the janitor find me in there.  Imagine if word got around campus that a cheerleader got caught in the boys' locker room!

A break between the lockers in one dark corner caught my eye.  I could definitely fit in there.  I hurried across the tiled floor.

With the fluorescent light burned out near that corner and the wooden bench blocking the area too, I ducked down so the janitor wouldn't see me.  My heart raced.  I peeked out around the corner of the locker and peered over the bench.

The whistling got louder.  It wasn't the janitor after all.  Coach Hawkins came strolling out of the showers into the locker room – completely dripping wet and totally naked!

Boy, did I get an eyeful!  Literally!  The coach's huge prick swung back and forth as he walked and whistled his way towards the bench where he'd left a towel.

From my kneeling position on the floor, his cock dangled right at my eye level.  He swiveled the towel around his body to dry off his back.  His gigantic piece of meat whipped around as the guy shifted his weight between each leg.

I looked up.  My eyes traveled from his worked-out arms to his hairy, muscled chest.  Then they swept down his rippled stomach.  Fuck!  He had better abs than some of the football players.  Of course, I didn't stare at the abs for long when that prick practically begged for me to prove I knew how to handle it.

I couldn't even believe my own body's reaction.  No denying it... I experienced what my friends jokingly call "lady wood."  Thank goodness I'd changed out of the cheerleader outfit into jeans.  I would have died if I felt any of the wetness slipping down my legs.

I was embarrassed and horned up all at the same time.  How could I be so turned on by Coach Hawkins, a forty-five year old man?  That's the same age as my father!  That would give being called a "daddy's girl" a whole new meaning!

I held my breath while the coach walked closer to my hiding place.  Had I been caught?  What would I have to do to make him keep my secret?

"Hey coach," a voice called from the door.  A burly, uniformed maintenance guy carrying a toolbox stepped through the doorway.

Coach Hawkins turned away from me and towards the entrance.  "Hi, Fred.  You're working late tonight."

"I need the overtime.  Works out so I can get that shower head fixed before tomorrow's game."

"Come on, I'll show you which one," Coach Hawkins told him.

I watched in awe as totally nude Coach Hawkins led the maintenance guy into the other room.  His ass cheeks still glistened from where he missed a spot with the towel.

Neither one of the guys seemed bothered by the fact that Coach Hawkins held that conversation in the buff.  I couldn't believe how free men were about being naked in front of each  other.  We'd never do that in the ladies' locker room.  We had individual changing stalls for privacy.

With both men out of sight, I booked it out of there.  They never saw me.

Of course, I could never look at Coach Hawkins again during the rest of the football season without imagining (wishing?) what might have happened between us if Fred, the maintenance guy, hadn't shown up.

Anyway, on that hot summer day when I watched the hot guy moving in across the street, it had been many months since the locker room incident.  I had never (For real this time!) entertained sexual thoughts about another older man again until I saw that new neighbor.  

I pretended to tend to my mother's flower garden while I kept glancing over to watch the new neighbor's muscles flex as he moved those heavy boxes.

As it got dark and the sun went down, I wished he would go down on me.  Instead of indulging in that fantasy, I decided to go in the house and get ready for my date with my boyfriend.  

He picked me up a couple hours later.  As usual, his horny mood took priority over everything else. 

He pushed me on the couch and practically pawed at my chest – also like usual.  He reached down and started rubbing the outside of his tight jeans, playing with the outline of his growing bulge.

I wasn't into it for some reason.  I just couldn't get excited from his selfish groping.  He seemed so small – and I don't mean the size of his prick or muscles.  Both of those aspects were more than adequate.  I mean his immaturity had become apparent.  I realized I had outgrown him.

I wanted a real man with worldly experience.  An older man.  Like Coach Hawkins.  Like my new neighbor.  I couldn't believe I had just admitted that to myself.

"Come on, Brittany," my boyfriend said.  "What other girl in town has 6 feet of rock hard solid muscle in front of her like this?"  He unbuttoned my shirt and traced my nipples with his clumsy fingertips.  "I love your big boobs," he said as he threw his face into my chest.  His tongue licked my tits up and down.

Without encouragement, he opened his zipper and pulled out his throbbing prick.

He grabbed the back of my head.  He eased it down into his lap.  Finally noticing my lack of enthusiasm, he acted all disappointed and put on his best version of a seductive voice.  "I bet a hottie like you knows what to do with all this hard meat..."

I closed my eyes.  The smell of his crotch filled my nostrils.  Shit, there was something about his masculine, musky scent down there that always got to me.  I felt my pulse quickening.

When I flicked my tongue out to tease his cockhead, I started to get really aroused.  I loved to fill my mouth with a guy's cock, knowing how the feeling drove him out of his mind with desire.

He laid back and relaxed a bit.  "Yeah, that's it," I coaxed, "Stuff my mouth with that cock!"  My lips completely enclosed his pulsating dick.

I could feel my heart racing even faster.  I was totally getting into it.  I bobbed my head up and down like a jack-in-the-box.

My boyfriend threw his head back.  He moaned with pleasure.  "Oh, Brittany, I must have got you so turned on tonight.  This is the best blowjob I've ever had."

I smiled as my cheeks bulged with his thrusting dick.  That's when I realized that I wasn't thinking about my hot jock boyfriend as his cock furiously slipped in and out of my mouth.  I was actually thinking about my new neighbor and his heaving hairy chest!

I pictured the guy across the street moving those boxes.  Imagining what that older man packed inside his jeans below the waist sent a surge of excitement through my body.  

My boyfriend grabbed the back of my head harder.  He shoved me down deeper onto his cock.  I didn't mind because now I imagined servicing my neighbor like that.  

He started swaying his hips and ramming the back of my throat.  In my thoughts, he was the more experienced man teaching me how to give a proper blowjob.

That sent my mind into a spin.  I felt like I was buzzed or something.  I suddenly swallowed his cock so hard and so deep that I started to choke on it.  I couldn't breathe, but I didn't care.  I just wanted to feel that thick cockhead explode inside me.

Based on the way he pounded my throat, my boyfriend was on board with that idea!  "Oh, yeah, Brittany, suck my cock, baby."  I grabbed his balls and stuffed them into my mouth too.  His legs tightened around the sides of my face.  He pulled my hair as he screamed, "Take it all, take it, you dirty little bitch!"

"Mmmm.  Urrrg," I gurgled as he mercilessly drove his prick into me.

"You're gonna make me... Blow this load..." he groaned.

Hearing those words made my tongue whip around his cock even faster.  I sucked as hard as I could.  My cheeks looked they would implode.

The vacuum pressure tripped his cum reflex.  I knew I'd pushed him over the edge when he yelled, "It's cumming!"

His prick erupted.  He doused my throat with several squirts of cum.  "You're so fucking good," he moaned.  His thighs shook and his legs twitched as he emptied all of his seed down my throat.

Of course, when it was over, he didn't give a shit if I got off.  It was all about making his cock feel good.

Later that night, I lay in my bed thinking about what happened.  The familiar stirring had begun below my waist.

I went over the blowjob in my mind.  I got wet between the legs again when I got to the part about imagining that sexy neighbor DILF exploding inside of me.  I could just imagine him filling my mouth with cum instead of my college jock boyfriend.

I had to go look out the window.  A light shone in an upstairs room in the new neighbor's house.

"I bet his wife is on her knees sucking down his juices and pleasuring him all night long.  Lucky bitch," I muttered to myself and went back to my bed to think about him some more.

I naturally reached down into my panties.  I imagined having the new neighbor in my bedroom with me right then and there.  I would start by kneading his basket while he felt me up.  Then we would lay down side by side and remove each other's clothes.

When I felt that hairy chest rubbing all over my tits, I would want him to take matters into his own hands and take over.  He would roll me on my back and jerk his dick and make it squirt all over my boobs.

Then he would want to rub his cum into my nipples and get them all hard and excited.

I started spitting on my hand for extra lube.  My fingers disappeared between my legs while I thought of him.  Just like earlier, it got to be too much for me and I couldn't control my own thoughts.

The hot older neighbor...kissing my mouth...

"Your lips taste like sweet strawberries," he'd say.

Fondling my breasts...

"Let me slide my cock between them," he'd beg.

On top of me...

"Let me hold you and take care of you," he'd whisper.

Pumping his engorged prick in my mouth...

"Take my cock.  That's it, all of it, all the way," he'd coax.

Pounding my tight pussy...

"You hot little bitch!  So tight!  So sexy!  Let me fill you up, make you mine," he'd say

He'd make me feel wanted, needed, and appreciated as only an older, experienced man could.

My hips undulated, drawing my fingers inside faster and faster.  My muscles tensed.  I couldn't stand it any more.  

I had to relieve that internal pressure.  My whole body shook and convulsed.

My body let loose all over my hand.  I pulled my fingers out and found them coated.  I could smell my own juices.

If my orgasm were this good just imagining being fucked by the neighbor, what would it be like when it really happened?

Chapter 2

The next day, I went outside again under the pretense of working in my mother's flower garden.  I would have looked silly to anyone who had bothered to pay close attention to my puttering around out there.  It's not like a bunch of weeds had sprung up overnight.  I essentially accomplished nothing other than observing the older hunk from various angles.

I didn't see his wife anywhere.  He moved more boxes from his van by himself.  His faded cut-off jean shorts revealed muscular hairy legs that matched the dark hair on his chest.

My mind tried to focus on finding a way to start a conversation with him.  Duh!  The solution  presented itself - literally in the palm of my hand.  Flowers!

I snipped an assortment of pretty flowers in full bloom.  I cut them from the back of the plants as much as possible hoping my mother wouldn't notice later when she got home from work.

A car passed by.  Then I casually walked across the street acting all cool.  I waited for him to come back out of the house.

The sun had warmed the metal on his van – a fact I discovered when I leaned against it trying to look relaxed.  I held the floral bunch in one hand and shoved my other hand in my pocket.  I could almost feel my panties getting wet just at the thought of being so close to this guy.

He emerged from the house.  His face showed the surprise at seeing me leaning against his van.  "Hi there," he said, holding out his hand for me to shake.  He had huge, real masculine hands and knuckles.

My more delicate fingers melted away in his firm and powerful grip.  My boyfriend or any of the frat boys I knew from school would have stupidly squeezed my fingers until they hurt.  That's the kind of clods they were.

Despite his obvious strength, my neighbor tenderly lifted my hand to his mouth.  He bent his head down and gingerly swept his lips across the back of my hand like a true, refined gentleman.

For the first time in my life, I understood the meaning of the word "swoon" that I used to come across in romance novels all the time.  I wanted to drop all my clothes right there and have him ravage me on his front lawn!

As he lowered my hand, I instinctively wrapped my fingers around his.  I didn't want to ever let go of our physical connection.  Did he have any idea about the kinds of reactions my body produced for him?

"My name's Jason," he declared in a deep and alluring voice.

"I'm Brittany," I said in what came out as an immature girly tone, not at all like the sophisticated womanly response I had planned.

He then looked me up and down.  "Brittany, is it?" he asked like he was sizing me up for something.

I nodded like an over-eager schoolgirl.

Jason stood there silently for a few seconds.  I couldn't help but notice the sun bouncing off his white shirt which clung tightly to his muscled chest and revealed the thick dark hair beneath it.

"Do you have some free time this afternoon, Brittany?"

"Uh, yeah, I guess so, sure," I stammered like a fool.  The only thing I could have done to look any more ridiculous in his estimation was show up in pig tails.  Thank goodness I'd chosen to put my long hair up and back.

"Do you need to complete your flower delivery first?" he asked.

"Huh?"

Jason's glance drifted towards the flowers dangling from my left hand which I'd completely forgotten about.  "I think they're kind of wilting in this hot weather," he observed.

"Oh.  These.  No.  I don't have to deliver them anywhere."

Jason looked at me curiously.  "Then why did you cut them?"

I really wanted to slap myself.  I had to do something to break the fog of stupidity that had settled in my head and started directing my tongue.  What happened to the confident young woman who had very definite ideas of how her tongue would be relating to the stud standing in front of her?

Jason continued to stare at me, waiting for an answer to his question.

"I'm sorry.  I don't know what's gotten into me today."  I swallowed audibly at my next thought...wanting to tell Jason exactly which body part of his I longed to get into me at that very moment.  I continued, "I picked these flowers for you.  I thought you might need a little housewarming gift."

"Wow.  That was neighborly of you."

Neighborly?  Is that how this guy thought of me already?  The freaking girl you see in the supermarket, vaguely recognize and then nod as you pass by?  The one you'd borrow two eggs and a cup of sugar from if this was, like, 1954?

Suddenly, I wanted to get out of there.  I felt so silly.  Who was I fooling?  Certainly not Jason.  No longer myself either.

What exactly did I think I was doing, marching across the street to throw myself at a married man?  Yes, I had a boyfriend of my own, but that pathetic relationship was never going anywhere.  He was simply taking up space in my life until something better came along.

I came to that conclusion after he cheated on me - the second time.  In fact, I had told him that much after I caught him with one of the other cheerleaders from my squad.  From that point on, we had an agreement that we didn't have to be exclusive with each other so I wasn't doing anything wrong from that angle.

Jason's wife was another matter entirely.  I figured the best way to extract myself from our conversation at that point was to mention his wife.  I finally transferred the flowers to Jason's hands.  "I'm sure your wife will know just where to put these to brighten up the new place," I suggested.

Jason's eyebrows shot up.  "Wife?"  He laughed a little.  "I'm not married.  What makes you think I have a wife?"

"The woman who brought you the lemonade yesterday," I blurted out without thinking.  Nothing says "Hey, new neighbor, I've been spying on you!" like admitting something only a stalker would know. 

Jason laughed again.  "Hailey?  She's not my wife.  She's my sister.  And she's already gone.  She just came over yesterday to see the new house."  

"What about when you tried to hug her?"  Oops, I did it again – letting him now I'd been watching them closely.  I feared he'd think that I'd put a surveillance bug in the flower petals like in some stupid movie.

"Hmm, stalker much?" Jason laughed.

I assumed his laugh was the step before calling the police!

He continued, "If you must know, I was just trying to give her a brotherly hug as a joke because I was all sweaty from the moving.  I knew it would gross her out.  Just me being a pesty little brother even though we're both in our late 30's."

"I bet there's nothing little about you," I responded.  Oh, my God!  I couldn't stop myself.  The words just kept tumbling out with no filter.

"Well!" Jason said sounding reasonably taken aback.  "I have a feeling I'm going to like this neighborhood!"

"I hope you do," I said as I turned to leave.

"Where are you going?  I thought you said you had some free time this afternoon."

I looked at him blankly.  In my flustered state, I'd already forgotten about that.

Jason continued, "Brittany, perhaps you'd like to show me where you think these flowers should go inside the house."

I shrugged.  "I could do that if you really want me to."  I could feel my heart pounding.  Was this amazing stud trying to get me into the house with him?

"Please.  In fact, that's related to why I wanted to know if you were free this afternoon.  Since I'm


















































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
= ‘ " T "

Naughty Girls
Need It Too

Z Hot Sexy Stories

/ T Lo Nk

HOT OLDER

L Lacy" Wren






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





