

    
        
          Veronica

        

        
        
          Girl Next Door, Season 1, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Cherry Peach

        

        
          Published by Cherry Peach, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      VERONICA

    

    
      First edition. January 21, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Cherry Peach.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233748011

    

    
    
      Written by Cherry Peach.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Cherry Peach

	    

      
	    
          
	      daddy daughter, part 1

          
        
          
	          daddy daughter, part 1 - complete 5-book collection

          
        
          
	          Do I Have a Nice Ass, Daddy?

          
        
          
	          I Caught My 18-Year-Old Daughter Fingering Herself to Daddy Porn

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Found My Filthy Fantasies About Her

          
        
          
	          Daddy, What Does Cum Taste Like?

          
        
          
	          Breeding My Daughter on Our College Tour

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      daddy daughter, part 2

          
        
          
	          daddy daughter, part 2 - complete 5-book collection

          
        
          
	          Eating My Daughter's Pussy

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Fucks So Much Better Than My Wife

          
        
          
	          Breeding My Tight Daughter

          
        
          
	          Daddy, Whose Tits are Better, Mine or My Little Sister's?

          
        
          
	          Stretch Me More, Daddy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Girl Next Door, Season 1

          
        
          
	          Girl Next Door, Season 1 - The Complete 5-Book Collection

          
        
          
	          Becca

          
        
          
	          Veronica

          
        
          
	          Marissa

          
        
          
	          Lily

          
        
          
	          Elle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Girl Next Door, Season 2

          
        
          
	          Girl Next Door, Season 2 - The Complete 5-Book Collection

          
        
          
	          Kitty

          
        
          
	          Kendall

          
        
          
	          Grace

          
        
          
	          Skye

          
        
          
	          Callie

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Girl Next Door, Season 3

          
        
          
	          Lana

          
        
          
	          Kira

          
        
          
	          Victoria

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Cherry Peach

Epigraph

Veronica

Sign up for Cherry Peach's Mailing List

Further Reading: Becca

Also By Cherry Peach

About the Author



  	
        
            
            This book is for meant for sale to adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive. All sexually active characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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She came stomping down the sidewalk like she owned it, boots hitting the concrete hard enough that I heard her before I saw her. Music thumped faintly from somewhere on her body, earbuds dangling loose around her neck instead of in her ears, like she wanted the noise to spill out into the world.

Veronica.

Black boots, scuffed and heavy. Fishnets under cutoff shorts that barely qualified as clothing. The shorts hugged her ass tight enough that every step made the denim bite into the curve of it. A cropped jacket hung open over a thin tank top, the fabric stretched over her chest, the faint outline of metal rings visible through it when the sun caught her right.

She wasn’t trying to look good.

That was the problem.

She looked incredible without trying at all.

I was standing on my porch, coffee in hand, watching the street like I always did in the mornings. She noticed me noticing her and immediately rolled her eyes.

“What,” she snapped. “You got a staring problem?”

“Turn that music down at night,” I said. “Some of us sleep.”

She stopped walking and turned toward me slowly, like a predator deciding whether to bother with prey. Her mouth curled into a crooked smile, eyeliner smudged just enough to look intentional. She tilted her head, hands sliding into the back pockets of her shorts.

“Sorry, Grandpa,” she said. “Didn’t realize this was a retirement community.”

“I’m not that old,” I said.

She laughed, sharp and loud. “You sound mad.”

“I’m not.”

She stepped closer, close enough that I could see the faint sheen of sweat at her collarbone, the way her chest rose with each breath. She leaned forward just a little, enough to make the point.

“You sure,” she said. “Because you’re doing that thing with your jaw.”

I clenched it harder out of spite. “You’re loud. You’re disruptive. And you know it.”

“And you still watch me walk by every day,” she shot back. “Like you’re starving.”

“That’s not true.”

She smirked. “You didn’t look away just now.”

I forced my eyes up to her face. Her lips were dark, glossed, pierced at one corner. She caught me looking at that too.

“What are you gonna do,” she said. “Write me a stern letter? Call my mom?”

“You want to act like an adult,” I said. “Try behaving like one.”

Her brows lifted. “You wanna come over and spank me?”

The words hit harder than they should have.

She laughed when she saw my reaction, delighted by it. “Relax. I’m kidding.” She stepped back, slow, dragging it out, giving me a full view again. “Unless you’re not.”

“I’m not,” I said.

“Mm,” she murmured. “You don’t sound very convincing.”

She turned sideways and took a few steps, then stopped and looked back over her shoulder. Her hips shifted when she did it, deliberate, the fabric of her shorts riding up even higher.

“You know,” she said, “you could just admit you like looking.”

“I don’t.”

She smiled wider. “Liar.”

She started walking again, slower now, every step exaggerated like she was daring me to say something else. I didn’t. I watched her go, because pretending I hadn’t seen her body like that would’ve been the real lie.

Halfway down the block, she turned again.

“Oh,” she called. “And don’t worry.”

“About what.”

She grinned. “I hope you dream about it.”

Then she was gone, boots echoing, music fading, leaving me standing there with cold coffee and a pulse that hadn’t slowed down.

I told myself she was just a problem neighbor.

I told myself I didn’t want anything to do with her.

My body disagreed.

—-
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The storm came in fast, the kind that turned the sky green and made the air feel electric before the first drop ever hit. I was halfway through dinner when the power cut out, the lights snapping off so suddenly it left spots in my vision. Thunder rolled right after, close enough that the windows rattled.

I stood at the sink for a moment, listening to the rain slam against the roof, telling myself I didn’t care. Telling myself she wasn’t my problem.

Then there was a knock on the door.

Not the light, polite knock I was used to from her. This one was uneven. A little frantic. Followed by another crack of thunder that sounded like it split the sky in half.

I opened the door and there she was.

Veronica stood on my porch soaked through, rain plastering her tank top to her body like a second skin. The black fabric had gone nearly transparent, clinging to the curve of her breasts, the outline of her piercings visible through it. Water streamed down her bare arms, along the sharp line of her collarbones, dripping off her fingers and onto the wood.

Her makeup was a mess. Eyeliner smudged beneath her eyes, lipstick smeared like she’d been biting it. Her hair hung wet and heavy around her face, darkened by the rain. She smelled like whiskey and rain and something hot underneath.

She was shivering.

“You gonna let me stand out here,” she said, voice rough, “or are you enjoying the show.”

I stepped back without answering. She slipped inside, boots leaving wet prints on the floor, not bothering to apologize. She shrugged out of her jacket and dropped it on the chair, leaving her in that soaked tank top and the same cutoff shorts from earlier, now clinging to her thighs.

“You’re dripping everywhere,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s what rain does.”

She swayed a little when she turned to face me, then caught herself, one hand bracing on the wall. Her eyes flicked up to mine, daring me to comment.

“You’re drunk,” I said.

She scoffed. “Little bit.”

Thunder boomed again and she flinched despite herself, shoulders tightening. The tough-girl act slipped for half a second before she caught it.

“You scared,” I asked.

“No,” she snapped. Then quieter, “I just hate storms.”

She crossed her arms over her chest, which only pressed her breasts together more, the wet fabric pulling tight as she hugged herself. Her nipples were obvious now, dark points against the thin material. She saw me notice and didn’t hide them.

“You gonna offer me a towel,” she said, “or you just gonna stare.”

I grabbed one from the hall closet and tossed it to her. She caught it clumsily and wrapped it around her shoulders, but she didn’t pull it closed. It hung open, framing her body instead of covering it.

“Sit,” I said.

She raised an eyebrow. “Bossy.”

“Sit down,” I repeated.

She did, dropping onto the couch with a dramatic sigh, spreading her legs slightly without thinking about it. The towel slid off one shoulder. She didn’t fix it.

“So,” she said, leaning her head back against the cushions. “You hate me.”

“I don’t hate you.”

“You do,” she said. “You look at me like I’m a problem you want to solve.”

“I look at you like you’re trouble.”

She laughed softly. “Same thing.”

Lightning flashed through the window, briefly illuminating the room. She turned her head toward it, then back to me, eyes dark and bright all at once.

“You know what I hate,” she said. “That everyone thinks I’m loud
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