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It’s the Wednesday before Easter, and I have my parents’ place all to myself while they take a two-week vacation to the ocean. Since I’m a freshman, I normally live on campus, but I’m on a break from school and am looking forward to some peace and quiet to focus on my upcoming finals. At least, that was the plan until my mom mentioned the neighbor guy would be around and checking on me to make sure I was okay. I wanted to tell her I’m a grown woman and I can take care of myself, but whatever.

I vaguely remember her pointing him out to me years ago at some block party, but I never really paid attention. According to my mom, his name is Miles, and he’s a successful dentist in his 40s who’s divorced. Not that it matters to me. I’m 19; he’s super old. I’ll be polite if I run into him, but I’m not looking to socialize, especially not with my parents’ friends.

On my first morning alone, I’m doing yoga in the backyard, soaking up the morning sun and enjoying the tranquility. The breeze ruffles my hair as I breathe in the fresh morning air, the scent of blooming flowers and freshly cut grass filling my nostrils. I can hear the distant sound of birds singing and the leaves rustling in the trees, adding to the serene atmosphere. 

My eyes are closed as I step back into the downward dog position, and I’m listening to music through my earbuds. Even so, I sense a presence and open my eyes to see a tall figure standing on the other side of the fence. Startled, I rise and pull out my earbuds.

“Oh, sorry! I didn’t mean to scare you,” a deep, sexy voice says. “You must be Kristy. I’m Miles, your neighbor.”

I take in the sight of him—over 6 feet tall with chiseled features, stormy gray eyes, and thick dark hair with a touch of silver at the temples. He’s wearing a white t-shirt that shows off his muscular chest and arms.

Oooh, he’s yummy. 

My body immediately goes into overdrive, and I can feel wetness pooling between my legs. He’s just the type of guy I always imagined I’d lose my virginity to but knew it was more likely I’d fuck some guy my own age at college.

Trying to play it cool, I give him a polite smile. “Hi Miles, it’s nice to meet you. My parents mentioned you’d be around.”

His eyes skim over my yoga pants and tight shirt before meeting my gaze again. The sound of his voice is smooth and soothing, like a warm summer breeze. “Well, I don’t want to interrupt. But please let me know if you need anything at all while you’re here. I’m on vacation this week as well and not going anywhere, so I’m around.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that,” I reply, not sure what else to say. Can I lie down in the grass and beg him to come fuck me? No... that’s crazy talk.

An awkward beat passes between us before he flashes me a warm smile. “I’ll let you get back to your morning, then. See you around, baby girl.”

He turns before he sees my mouth drop open, and my entire body hums alive. My heart races and my body flushes as I watch him walk away, his muscles flexing with each step. Shit, if that’s how I react to him calling me baby girl, what would happen if he touched me? I’d probably combust.

I need to get a hold of myself. He’s not going to want to fuck his neighbor’s daughter. Plus, he’s way too old for me...but that doesn’t mean I can’t fantasize about what-ifs.

I take a deep breath and go back to my yoga, trying to shake off the unexpected meeting and the effect he had on me. At least he’ll give me something to daydream about later tonight when I’m touching myself...
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The two days pass uneventfully as I settle into a routine—mornings doing yoga and then studying outside in the fresh sunshine by my parent’s in-ground pool. I only catch a couple of glimpses of Miles during the days, usually getting into his car or doing yard work. We exchange brief waves, but that’s it. I can’t deny that I’m curious about him, but I remind myself he’s off limits.

In the evenings, I binge-watch trashy reality TV, and then each night before I go to bed, I rub my clit and think about Miles. In my daydreams, he’s calling me baby girl and I’m begging him to fuck me. I’m able to make myself come, but something is lacking. I bet an older guy like that is a great lover. Why shouldn’t I have someone experienced for my first time before I go back to campus?

On Saturday, the temperature is particularly hot, so I decide to go for a swim. As I’m floating on my back, eyes closed and enjoying the cool water on my skin, I suddenly bump into something solid. My eyes fly open, and I realize I’ve drifted to the edge of the pool right near the fence separating our yards. And on the other side of that fence is Miles, looking down at me with an amused expression.

“We have to stop meeting like this,” he jokes. 

I blush, embarrassed, and move to stand up in the shallow water. “Sorry about that. I guess I got lost in my little world,” I say sheepishly, very aware of how skimpy my string bikini is. 

His eyes definitely notice too, before he glances back at my face. He gives me a playful grin. “No worries. I was just taking a break from yardwork and heard splashing. Thought I’d make sure you were okay.”

“I’m all good. Just cooling off,” I reply lamely, suddenly feeling tongue-tied in his presence. 

Fuck, I bet he dates sophisticated, older women and I seem like an annoying college girl. An awkward silence stretches between us as I try to think of something else to say.

Before I come up with anything, Miles clears his throat. “Well, I should probably let you get back to your swim. Wouldn’t want to keep you from enjoying the pool on such a hot day.”

I give him a small smile, already moving back towards the center of the pool. “Right, of course. I’m sure you’re busy, too. Thanks for checking on me.”

“Anytime, Kristy. I’m right next door if you need anything.” He gives me a friendly wave before disappearing from view. 

Oh...I can think of a few things he could help me with. I submerge myself under the water, trying to cool the flush that has spread across my cheeks. God, what’s wrong with me? I’m never this flustered around guys. There’s just something about Miles that makes me feel both nervous and excited at the same time. 

I shake my head, trying to dismiss these budding feelings. He’s the neighbor and probably my dad’s age—completely inappropriate to be thinking about in that way. I need to focus on my studies, not silly crushes.

The rest of the day passes without incident as I buckle down and study for my finals. But as evening falls, my mind wanders to thoughts of Miles once again. Annoyed at my lack of self-control, I decide to watch some more trashy TV to get him out of my head. 

But instead of watching TV, I find myself flipping through porno videos on my cellphone. I get stuck binging ones where the guy ties a younger woman to a picnic table or a tree and ravishes her while she screams with multiple orgasms. My head is feeling fuzzy as I imagine I’m the woman and Miles is the guy in the video. 

The women talk dirty in the videos, and my favorite one is where she’s begging the older guy to breed her. I don’t know why it affects me so much, but just the thought of some guy filling me with cum while I beg him to knock me up is the dirtiest thing I can think of. My nipples harden and I rub my thighs together as I imagine saying those things to Miles.

When I finally stop binge watching porno clips, it’s close to midnight and almost officially Easter. I should head to bed, but the sexual buzz from watching the videos has filled me with a strange boldness. What would Miles do if I showed up on his doorstep and asked him to breed me?

Before I can second guess myself, I find myself padding out to the backyard in my short silk robe. The only thing I’m wearing underneath it is a pair of pink lace panties. I know I should turn back around, but something is pulling me towards Miles’s house. 

I have to know if he wants me.

The night air is balmy as I approach the fence separating our properties. I can see the faint glow of lights from his house. It’s warm enough that his patio sliding door is open, and I can hear the low murmur of the TV through the screen. He said he was just staying in this week...

“Miles?” I call out softly, “Are you still up?” 

I hear movement, and then the back screen slides open. “Kristy? Is everything okay?” 

He appears at the fence, brow furrowed in concern. He’s wearing a snug t-shirt and low-slung sweatpants that makes my mouth go dry.

“Everything’s fine,” I reassure him, trying to keep my eyes on his face and not his muscular chest. “I was just feeling a little lonely and wondered if you wanted some company?”

He studies me for a long moment
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