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Peter Langston kicked the door shut behind him, his arms straining under the weight of the last cardboard box. Sweat ran down his back, soaking his gray t-shirt. The house smelled like old carpet and the previous owner's cigarettes, but it was his. He dropped the box with a thud and wiped his forehead with the back of his hand.

"Fucking finally," he muttered to the empty room.

He stood in the middle of his new living room, surrounded by stacks of boxes labeled with black marker in his messy handwriting. The place wasn't much – worn wooden floors, walls that needed a fresh coat of paint, and a cracked window frame. But the rent was cheap, and it was all his.

The street noise filtered through the thin walls – car horns, people yelling, the constant hum of city life. Peter walked to the window and pushed it open wider, letting in a burst of cool air. People hurried along the sidewalk, wrapped in their own lives.

He turned away from the window and surveyed the chaos of his new home. Boxes everywhere, furniture still covered in plastic wrap, a layer of dust on every surface. The unpacking job would take days. Peter scratched his chin and decided it could wait.

First things first. He dug through a box labeled "ELECTRONICS" and pulled out his laptop. The kitchen counter was the only clear surface, so he set it up there, plugging in the charger and waiting for it to boot up. He rummaged through the box for the Wi-Fi router.

Five minutes later, he was online. Peter clicked through to his business dashboard, scanning the day's sales numbers. Not bad for a Tuesday. His online store selling custom-printed t-shirts wasn't making him rich, but it paid the bills and let him work when he wanted. He closed the laptop with a satisfied nod.

His stomach growled, reminding him he hadn't eaten since breakfast. The fridge stood empty in the kitchen. Peter grabbed the small cooler he'd brought with him and pulled out a beer. The cold bottle felt good in his hand. He popped the cap off against the edge of the counter and took a long drink.

"Shit, I need food," he said to himself, making a mental note to order delivery later.

Peter cleared a space on the couch by shoving aside some clothes and a box of books. He dropped onto the cushions with a satisfied sigh, stretching his legs out in front of him. The beer was cold, the couch was comfortable enough, and for the first time in months, he had a place that was just his. No roommates, no girlfriend, no one to answer to but himself.

He took another long drink of beer and closed his eyes. The move had worn him out more than he expected. His muscles ached from carrying boxes.

After finishing his beer, Peter decided he should at least unpack his bedding before it got too late. He was digging through a box of sheets when a knock at the door interrupted him.

"Package for 3B," called a voice from outside.

Peter opened the door to find a delivery guy holding a small box.

"That's me," Peter said, taking the package and signing the electronic pad the guy held out.

"Just moved in?" the delivery guy asked, looking past Peter at the mess inside.

"Yeah, today."

"Good luck with that," the guy said with a knowing nod before heading back down the hallway.

Peter closed the door and tossed the package – some computer cables he'd ordered last week – onto the counter. He decided he needed some air. The house felt stuffy, and unpacking was already boring him. He grabbed his keys and headed out.

The street was busy with early evening activity. Peter locked his door and jogged down the sidewalk. The row of connected houses and apartment buildings stretched down the block, most of them older structures with character but questionable maintenance. He walked a few doors down, getting a feel for his new neighborhood.

An older woman stood on the steps of the building next to his, smoking a cigarette. Her fingers were yellowed from years of smoking, and her face was lined with deep wrinkles. She nodded at Peter as he approached.

"You just move in?" she asked, blowing smoke to the side.

"Yeah, 3B," Peter replied, stopping in front of her steps.

"Welcome to the block. I'm in 2A next door." She gestured with her cigarette to the building next to his house. "Been here twenty years."

A man who looked like he was in his forties came out, his jaw covered in stubble that looked like it never quite became a full beard no matter how long he left it. He had the tired eyes of someone who worked nights.

"New neighbor?" he asked the woman, who nodded. "Moving day, huh?"

"Yeah," Peter replied, rubbing his shoulder. "I'm Peter."

The man nodded. "Ray. This is Darlene."

Darlene took another long drag of her cigarette. "So you're in 3B. That means you're right next to the Thornes' place."

"The Thornes?" Peter asked.

Ray and Darlene exchanged a look that Peter couldn't quite read.

"You just moved in next to the Thornes, huh?" Ray asked, a strange tone in his voice.

"I guess so. I haven't met any neighbors yet."

Darlene leaned forward, lowering her voice. "Have you heard about their daughter? Amanda?"

Peter shook his head. "No, what about her?"

Darlene and Ray exchanged another look, this one loaded with something that made Peter curious despite himself.

Darlene motioned for Peter to come closer, and he stepped up onto the first step. She leaned in and whispered, "They keep her locked inside."

"Locked inside? What are you talking about?" Peter asked, raising an eyebrow.

Ray glanced around as if checking if anyone was listening. "She's a total nympho," he said in a low voice. "Can't control herself."

Peter snorted. "Seriously? That sounds like bullshit."

"No, man, I'm telling you," Ray insisted. "I've only seen her outside maybe three times this year. Always with her parents, always looking like she'd rather be anywhere else."

Darlene nodded eagerly. "My nephew works for the electric company. He had to go into their house to check the meter. Said he heard her upstairs, making these sounds." She raised her eyebrows meaningfully. "You know what kind of sounds."

Peter shrugged. "So? Maybe she was watching porn or something."

"No, it's more than that," Ray said. "My cousin's son dated her before all this started. Said she was insatiable. Couldn't get enough. Would jump him the minute they were alone."

"Then one day, boom – she disappears from public view," Darlene added. "Parents pulled her out of college, and now she never leaves that house. Word is, she tried to fuck one of her professors, right there in his office."

Ray nodded. "I heard it was two professors at once."

Peter looked back and forth between them, not sure how much of this to believe. "So what, her parents just keep her locked up because she likes sex? That's messed up, if it's even true."

"It's not just liking sex," Darlene said, her voice dropping even lower. "It's a condition. Nymphomania. She needs it all the time, can't function without it. Becomes like an animal."

"The dad told my buddy at the hardware store that doctors couldn't help her," Ray added. "Said she'd sneak out at night, pick up strangers, do anything for a fix."

"A fix? It's not drugs," Peter said.

"Might as well be, for her," Darlene replied. "That's what nymphomania is. Sex addiction, but way worse."

Peter felt a flicker of curiosity despite his skepticism. "How old is she?"

"Nineteen?, twenty?" Ray looked at Darlene for confirmation.

"Nineteen," she said with certainty. "Pretty girl, too. Such a waste."

"I heard she tried to seduce the delivery guy from the pharmacy," Ray said. "Just opened the door wearing nothing."

"No, that was the cable guy," Darlene corrected. "The pharmacy story was that she ordered all these condoms and lube, and her father had to intercept the packages."

Peter raised an eyebrow, his disbelief growing with each wild claim. "You guys sure know a lot about someone who never leaves her house."

Darlene shrugged. "People talk. And in a neighborhood like this, with walls this thin..." She trailed off, taking another drag of her cigarette.

"Well, I should get back to unpacking," Peter said, stepping back down to the sidewalk. The stories seemed ridiculous, clearly exaggerated through neighborhood gossip. But there was something about the way they both seemed so convinced that made him wonder if there was any truth to it.

"Just don't be surprised if you hear weird noises at night," Ray called after him as he walked away.

Peter waved without turning around, heading back to his apartment. He found himself glancing at the door to what must be the Thornes' house. It looked exactly like every other house in the street. Nothing to suggest anything unusual was happening inside.

Back in his house, Peter resumed unpacking, but the conversation with Ray and Darlene kept playing in his mind. He sorted through kitchen supplies, putting plates and glasses in cabinets, but his thoughts kept drifting to the mysterious Amanda. Was any of it true? It seemed like the kind of urban legend that neighborhoods created out of boredom.

As evening fell, Peter moved his unpacking efforts to the bedroom. The window of his bedroom faced the back of the house, with a small wooden fence separating their tiny concrete yards. He could see the windows of the Thornes' house from here. Most were dark, but one had a faint light behind drawn curtains.

He set up his bed frame, occasionally glancing out the window as he worked. Part of him felt stupid for even being curious. It was just gossip, the kind of thing nosy neighbors spread about people who kept to themselves. Still, he found himself pausing now and then, listening for any unusual sounds.

The night was quiet except for the normal noises of the city – distant sirens, the bass from someone's stereo, voices from the street. Peter sat on his newly assembled bed and stared out the window at the light in what he now thought of as Amanda's window.

"This is stupid," he muttered to himself, standing up and deliberately turning away from the window. He was not going to become one of those creepy neighbors who spied on others and spread rumors. He had his own life to focus on.

Peter continued unpacking his clothes, hanging shirts in the closet and stuffing socks and underwear into drawers. He tried to ignore the occasional urge to look out the window again. The neighbors and their wild stories had gotten into his head more than he wanted to admit.

Peter shook his head and went back to the living room to find sheets for his bed. He rolled his eyes at himself.

"Nosy fucking neighbors and their bullshit stories," he muttered. "Get a life."

But as he made his bed and prepared for his first night in the new house, he couldn't quite shake the image the neighbors had planted in his head – a beautiful young woman, locked away like some fairy tale princess. Only in this version, she wasn't waiting for a prince to rescue her. According to the neighbors, she was waiting for something else entirely.
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