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      The top half of a man’s buff torso practically radiates from my phone, his tanned, smooth flesh glistening from the water that he’s just stepped out of. A playful and mischievous smile is frozen on his face, and when I try to enlarge the image, my internet craps out.

      “Come on, not now,” I plead, trying to refresh the app, but that only leads me to an error page, and Tanned Taylor is no more.

      Sure, he was about 100 miles away, but that’s pretty much everyone on every single dating app I’ve opened.

      I’ve been home from college for a single day, and I’ve already run out of anything to do, and now even ogling potential hookups is off the table.

      Not that I was really going to meet up with him. While I’m not as prim and proper as my parents seem to believe, well... I am still a virgin. They forced me to break it off with my high school boyfriend, and when I left for college, there was just so much to do that dating took a backseat to everything else.

      But as I stare at the blank app, I feel bored for the first time in almost a year, and when I’m bored, I get horny.

      I wish I had saved some dirty pictures from the internet before I left school.

      I toss the phone onto my bed as I go to the window. It’s so eerily quiet, even with the warm spring air filtering in through the screen. The only sound for miles is the rustling of leaves and the buzz of insects. Every once in a while a bird might call out its mating song, and I find myself wondering what a human’s mating sound might be.

      “Veronica, get dressed for dinner, your Uncle Jack will be here soon!” my mother calls from downstairs, and I let out a soft sigh.

      How is it not even dinner time yet?

      “Yes, mother!” I return, ever the obedient young lady, and I open my closet. I had unpacked earlier this afternoon and rearranged everything twice over just for something to do. I pick out a white blouse and a black, pleated skirt, and begin to strip out of my more comfortable loungewear. The grey tshirt lifts from my torso, my large bust barely contained in an unpadded, white bra, and I toss it on top of my phone. I leave my black pants in a pool at my feet as I step out of them.

      I never did gain much weight in my first year at college. At least, not around my middle. My tits and ass had definitely filled out, though, much to my father’s disapproving stare when he picked me up at the airport.

      Looking at myself in the mirror, though, I can’t help but feel a faint smile tugging at my lips. I run my palms along my waist, down my hips, and my skin prickles with excitement.

      A knock at the downstairs door tells me to get my butt in gear, though, and I quickly pull on my skirt and begin to button my blouse. The fact that I wasn’t at the door when our guest arrives is a major faux pas, and I’m in such a rush that I don’t notice that my blouse is buttoned askew.

      I step into my black, indoors shoes, and practically race down the stairs, right as Jack walks in.

      He’s always been my Uncle Jack, but it’s not through birth, nor through marriage. He’s just my parent’s best friend, and our neighbour ever since before I was born. He’s also the only person around for at least ten miles.

      And it’s funny, because while I’d had a crush on him as a girl, I’d kinda forgotten about that over time. And it’s only now, that I’m standing there, blouse askew, that I remember exactly why I had a crush on him.

      He is all man.

      A towering, handsome hunk, with all the best aspects of country living: primarily those big strong hands, broad shoulders, hard body. But with a hint of some culture to him, as he knows how to dress when the work is done. With some nice sleek black pants that look a bit european, a nice dress shirt and a blazer. And his silvered hair is well styled, his jaw chiseled and broad, while that gorgeous pair of eyes glinted as he looked at me. Right at me.

      “My goodness, Veronica,” he says in that deep, husky voice of his. Those eyes scan over me, stopping for just a moment at the button mishap that was leaving my cleavage exposed. “You’ve really blossomed into womanhood. Welcome home.”

      Just as I notice my mother’s scowl at the crooked blouse.

      A full body flush washes over me, and those illicit tingles begin building between my thighs.

      “Welcome, Uncle Jack. I’m sorry I missed you at Christmas this year.” I step towards him for a hug like usual, but my mother interrupts that.

      “Go set the table and get yourself straightened up,” she says cooly, before directing Jack into the sitting room. I stare after them for a second before I glance into the hallway mirror and notice why I was getting such looks. My large, firm cleavage was pushed up, and the tight blouse pressed my tits together.

      Remembering how Jack’s eyes had lingered there sent another shiver up my spine, and my nimble fingers began fixing the buttons as my skin burned beneath the cloth. Once I’m straightened up, I run my fingers through my straight, auburn hair, the tips curling slightly just below my collarbone.

      I quickly set the table, just in time for the three adults to return.

      Inwardly I chuckle at the instinctive thought. For so long, I had been the only child, surrounded by these towering giants, but now, I’m an adult too, much to my parent’s chagrin.

      Jack sits beside me, him and my father at the heads of the table, as my mother begins to serve up the meal.

      There is a curious tension in the air, but Jack smiles at me, speaking in that usual calming manner of his, that radiated strength and protectiveness.

      “Your parents say you’re doing great in your studies, Veronica. But are you enjoying it at college?” he asks me, as he picks up his wine glass and sips it.

      “There’s always a lot to do and keep me busy,” I say sincerely, trying to be as polite as my parents raised me to be. Ever since I got back this morning, their disapproval was dripping from them, and they had been nitpicking the strangest things, and there’s a part of me that still just wants to make them proud.

      But I am getting kind of annoyed with how they keep staring at me, as if they’re warning me to keep in line.

      I glance between them before turning back to Jack, smiling at his ruggedly handsome face. He’s the same age as my parents, but he looks almost twenty years younger, since he doesn’t have the deep frownlines that graced both of my parent’s faces.

      “I’ve just really thrown myself into my studies. I’ve hardly even had time to explore the city, honestly, except for going to the grocery store.”

      Jack smiles and chuckles at that, shaking his head in that friendly manner.

      “Just like you. Always overachieving, huh?” he says with that glowing smile, his friendly, doting eyes. Whereas my parents always made me feel like I was failing to live up to their standards, Jack always made me feel like I was excelling. It was a nice change. “Just be sure you take some time to live now too, huh? You don’t wanna burn out. Or worse yet, let life pass you by,” he says with a playful wink.

      And without even needing to look at my parents disapproving faces, I could tell they did not care for that message. They were always a strange friendship that way.

      I never really understood it, even when I was young, but I just chalked it up to grownups being strange. Now I’m thinking it’s likely more something of a symbiotic relationship between neighbours. All of their church friends are at least a half hour away, and the woods are awfully lonely without some companionship.

      After a single day back home, that’s clearer to me than ever, and as I take my first bite of food, I let my leg casually brush against Jack’s.

      “Well, I have an entire summer home to relax now. The internet barely even works, and I could only bring so many books home, so I’ll have lots of time to live.”

      He didn’t quite react to my leg brush, not openly. But he looked my way for a moment, as he began to eat.

      “Oh yeah, the internet out here is as bad as ever,” he says with a chuckle. “But if it’s reading material you’re after, feel free to pop by my place any time. I’ve got a whole library, a lifetime’s collection. And you’re welcome to help yourself to whatever you like,” he sas with a warm smile. “And I’m no snob, so I’ve got books on every possible subject and genre,” he adds on, trying to maintain his casual warmth as my parents dourly ate.

      “Oh wow, that’d be great. I haven’t been to your place since that Christmas our power went, and you cooked a turkey over the fire,” I gushed, the memory having been totally forgotten until now. I remember how warm and welcoming his house felt, how much I didn’t want to leave at the end of the night.

      But as innocent as I was trying to sound, my leg brushed against his again, just in case he thought it was an accident the first time.

      “The college library has a lot of books, but mostly research, and one of the things they say about doctors is that they’re always better if they’re well-rounded,” I say, once more reminding my parents that I can’t just do science courses.

      “That’s
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