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Chapter 1 – The New Neighbor

Maggie Foster woke up sticky, sore, and smiling. Her king-sized bed was a wreck of tangled sheets, discarded clothes, and the faint scent of three different people’s orgasms. On her left, the tall, tattooed UPS driver-Marcus-lay sprawled on his back, his thick cock still half-hard against his thigh even in sleep. On her right, the petite redheaded bartender from The Rusty Nail-Lila-curled against Maggie’s tits, lips shiny with dried pussy juice, a fresh hickey blooming on her pale neck. Maggie stretched like a cat herself, feeling last night’s loads leaking slowly from her well-fucked cunt and ass. She didn’t bother cleaning up. She loved the filthy reminder.

She slipped out of bed naked, cum trickling down her inner thighs in warm, obscene trails, and padded to the back porch in nothing but an open flannel shirt. The morning sun warmed her bare tits and the puffy, used lips of her pussy as she lit a cigarette and surveyed her kingdom. Dozens of cats lounged across her overgrown yard-tabbies, calicos, void-black voids, and one sassy Siamese that ruled them all. Bowls of kibble and water were scattered everywhere. A few half-feral ones watched her with wary yellow eyes while others rubbed against her bare legs, purring at the scent of sex still clinging to her skin. This was her life and she fucking loved it. No boyfriend. No rules. Just rescue work by day and whatever warm, willing mouths and cocks she could drag home by night. 

Last night had been especially sloppy-Marcus pounding her ass while Lila sat on her face, then the two of them switching and making Maggie squirt all over her own sheets. She could still taste Lila’s sweet little cunt on her tongue. A loud engine rumble next door made her glance over the fence. The moving truck was finally gone. Someone had bought old Mrs. Hargrove’s quiet, pristine house. Maggie smirked. Poor bastard had no idea what he was in for. 

Ryan Mercer killed the engine of his truck and immediately regretted every life choice that led him here. The yard was already crawling with cats. A fat orange tom was squatting in his newly planted rose bed, taking a massive shit. Two kittens were using his truck tire as a scratching post. A sleek black cat sat on his porch railing like it paid the mortgage.“ Jesus Christ,” Ryan muttered, dragging a hand down his face. Thirty years old. Freshly divorced from a cheating nightmare of an ex-wife. All he wanted was silence, a cold beer on the porch, and zero drama. Instead he had feline fucking squatters. He marched over, scooped the black cat up (gently-he wasn’t a monster), and headed straight for the property line. That’s when he saw her. Maggie leaned against her porch railing, flannel shirt hanging completely open. Full, heavy tits with puffy pink nipples completely on display. Her smooth, shaved pussy glistened in the sunlight-swollen, red from recent use, with thick white streaks of cum slowly dripping down her inner thighs and onto the wooden porch. Her long auburn hair was sex-messy, lips swollen, and she had that lazy, satisfied “I just got railed for hours” glow that hit Ryan like a punch to the dick.

She took a slow drag of her cigarette and eyed him up and down like he was next on the menu. “Morning, neighbor,” she purred, voice husky and low. “You the new guy?” Ryan’s gaze locked on the cum sliding down her leg before he forced it back to her face. His cock thickened instantly in his jeans. “Yeah. Ryan Mercer. And these-” he lifted the black cat like evidence “-are all over my yard. Shitting in my flowers. Scratching my truck. I just moved in yesterday.” Maggie smiled, slow and filthy. She shifted her stance and the flannel rode higher, giving him a perfect view of her creamy, cum-filled cunt. “They’re strays, sugar. I run a small rescue. Fix ‘em, feed ‘em, find homes when I can. Whole town loves me for it.” “I don’t give a fuck if the Pope loves you,” Ryan growled, trying to ignore how hard he was getting. “Keep your cats on your side of the fence.”

Maggie laughed, low and throaty. She stepped closer until only the waist-high fence separated them. The scent of her-sex, cigarettes, and something sweet-drifted over. “Or what, big guy? You gonna yell at the poor kitties? Or maybe you wanna come over here and... punish me instead?” Her eyes dropped pointedly to the very obvious bulge in his jeans. “You look tense. I could help with that. My mouth’s real good at relieving tension.” Ryan’s jaw flexed. For one deranged second he imagined shoving her against the fence, burying his cock in that sloppy, cum-filled pussy and fucking her until she screamed. Before he could answer, a shirtless Marcus appeared behind Maggie, yawning and scratching his balls. “Babe, my dick’s hard again. You coming back or what?”

Maggie grinned wickedly at Ryan. “Duty calls. Try not to step in any cat shit, Ryan.” She turned and walked inside, flannel riding up to show the full curve of her perfect ass and the messy trail of cum still leaking from both holes. Ryan watched every step, fists clenched. That night, Ryan couldn’t sleep. He’d spent hours cleaning cat shit from his yard, hosing down his truck, and cursing under his breath. He’d even installed a cheap motion-sensor sprinkler on a timer. Petty? Yes. Satisfying? Also yes. 

Then it started. Through the open window between their houses came the unmistakable sounds of raw, filthy fucking. “Oh fuck-yes, Maggie, eat my pussy!” Lila’s high, desperate voice. Followed by wet, obscene slurping sounds and Maggie’s muffled, hungry moans. Then Marcus’s deep growl: “That’s it, take my cock, you dirty little slut.” The headboard slammed rhythmically. Skin slapped skin. Maggie started moaning louder, filthier-“Harder, fuck my ass, fill me up again!”-until she came with a guttural cry that went straight to Ryan’s balls. He lay in the dark, cock throbbing painfully in his fist. He tried to ignore it. Failed miserably. He stroked himself in long, angry pulls, picturing Maggie’s cum-glazed thighs, her dripping cunt, the way she’d smirked at him like she knew exactly what she did to him. He imagined bending her over that fence, spanking her ass red while he railed her sloppy holes, making her apologize for every cat that ever shit in his yard.

He came so hard he saw stars, thick ropes of cum painting his stomach as Maggie’s next orgasmic scream tore through the night. Panting, spent, and furious with himself, Ryan stared at the ceiling. “This is going to be a problem,” he muttered. A soft meow came from his porch. Another goddamn cat had curled up right outside his window. Ryan groaned and pulled the pillow over his head. Welcome to the neighborhood.

Chapter 2 – The Fence War
Ryan woke up to the sound of his motion sprinklers going off like machine-gun fire. Psst-psst-psst-psst! “Goddamn it!” He stormed outside in nothing but gray sweatpants, his morning wood still tenting the front obscenely. Three cats were sprinting across his yard, soaked and yowling, while a fourth orange bastard sat on his truck hood looking personally offended by the sudden bath. He’d installed the sprinklers at 2 a.m. after another night of listening to Maggie get railed senseless. Petty revenge felt good for about five minutes. Now he was just tired and horny and covered in cat hair.
Across the fence, Maggie stepped onto her porch wearing a tiny white tank top with no bra-her heavy tits bouncing freely, dark nipples clearly visible-and a pair of loose cotton shorts that barely covered her ass. Her hair was messy, thighs still marked with faint bruises from last night. “You absolute asshole!” she shouted, pointing at the sprinklers. “You’re terrorizing innocent animals!” “They’re terrorizing my yard!” Ryan yelled back. “I stepped in warm cat shit this morning. Warm.” Maggie’s eyes flicked down to the very obvious bulge in his sweatpants, then back up with a wicked little smirk. “Poor baby. Maybe if you weren’t such a heartless prick, the kitties wouldn’t want to shit on your sad little roses.” 

Ryan’s jaw clenched. He hated how hot she looked when she was pissed. Hated how his cock jumped every time she called him names. He turned and chased two more cats out of his flowerbed, waving his arms like a lunatic. Maggie watched him, arms crossed under her tits, pushing them higher. “Real tough guy,” she taunted. “Chasing scared little kittens. Does it make your tiny dick feel big?” Ryan spun on her. “You know what? Fuck you, Maggie.” She licked her lips. “Say that again but slower, neighbor. Might make me wet.” He stormed back inside before he did something stupid-like climb the fence and hate-fuck her against it.



That evening, Maggie decided payback was best served dripping. She invited her two best fuck-buddies over: Jax, a muscular, pierced bartender with a fat nine-inch cock, and Sophie, a curvy blonde tattoo artist who squirted like a fountain when she came. Maggie left every window facing Ryan’s house wide open. They started on the living room couch, loud and shameless. “Oh my fucking God, Maggie-your tongue feels so good in my cunt!” Sophie moaned at the top of her lungs as Maggie buried her face between her spread thighs, slurping noisily on her soaked pussy. Jax stood behind Maggie, gripping her hips and slamming into her from behind, his heavy balls slapping wetly against her clit with every brutal thrust. “Fuck her harder, Jax,” Sophie gasped, grinding on Maggie’s tongue. “Make the bitch scream so the whole neighborhood hears what a nasty slut she is.”

Jax growled and pounded Maggie’s dripping cunt mercilessly, the wet schlick-schlick-schlick sounds echoing through the open windows. Maggie’s moans vibrated straight into Sophie’s pussy as she sucked her clit hard, two fingers buried knuckle-deep in her ass. Ryan heard everything from his couch. He tried to watch TV. Failed. His cock was rock-hard and leaking in his pants as Maggie’s filthy screams ripped through the night. “Yes-fuck my slutty holes! Deeper, Jax! Fill me up-!”Sophie started squirting with a shrieking orgasm, soaking Maggie’s face and tits. Maggie laughed breathlessly, mouth shiny and dripping, before Jax flipped her onto her back and shoved his thick cock down her throat. Sophie straddled Maggie’s face again, grinding her soaked cunt while Jax face-fucked her until drool and pussy juice ran down Maggie’s chin in messy strings. Ryan’s hand was in his pants before he could stop himself, stroking furiously to the obscene symphony next door. He hated her. He wanted her. He wanted to storm over there and shove his cock into whatever sloppy hole wasn’t being used and make her choke on both of them.



At 11:47 p.m., Ryan snapped. He marched across the lawn, still rock-hard, and pounded on Maggie’s front door. It flew open. Maggie stood there completely naked, flushed and glistening with sweat and juices. Her tits were covered in Sophie’s squirt, her thighs absolutely soaked-thick strings of creamy girl-cum and Jax’s load dripping down her legs onto the floor. Her pussy lips were swollen and gaping slightly, creamy white cum bubbling out with every breath. Her mouth was shiny, chin messy. She leaned against the doorframe, breathing hard, and smiled like a cat who’d just eaten the canary. “Well hello, neighbor. Something wrong?” Ryan’s eyes raked over her cum-drenched body. His cock throbbed visibly in his sweatpants, a wet spot forming at the tip. “You’re doing this on purpose,” he growled, voice rough. “Every fucking night. Windows open, screaming like a porn-star. You’re trying to drive me insane.” Maggie stepped closer until her dripping tits nearly brushed his chest. The smell of sex rolled off her-sweet pussy, thick cum, pure filth. “Is it working?” she whispered, reaching down to boldly palm the massive bulge in his pants. Ryan hissed but didn’t pull away. “Because you look like you want to bend me over right here and fuck the attitude out of me.” From inside, Sophie called out lazily, “Who’s at the door, babe? Tell him to come join if he’s got a big dick.” Jax laughed. “Yeah, man. Maggie’s holes are nice and loose for you.” Ryan’s hand shot out and gripped Maggie’s hip, fingers digging into her soft, cum-slick skin. He was so close to snapping-close to shoving her against the wall and burying himself balls-deep in her sloppy, used cunt while her friends watched. “You’re a filthy fucking menace,” he snarled, but his thumb was already stroking the crease where her thigh met her dripping pussy.

Maggie moaned softly, pressing into his touch. “And you’re a grumpy, sexy asshole who secretly loves it. I see the way you stare at me every morning. You want this messy pussy so bad it hurts, don’t you?” Ryan’s forehead dropped against hers, breathing ragged. “I want peace and quiet.” “Liar.” She squeezed his cock through his pants, feeling it jump. “You want to hate-fuck me until I can’t
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SOMETIMES THE PERSON YOU LEAST EXPECT
IS THE ONE WHO CAN HEAL YOUR HEART.
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