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Mr. Tibalt couldn't believe the deal he'd gotten on the apartment. It was absolutely luxurious by the standards he was used to. A large living room was the focal point, complimented by a big master bedroom, a walk-in closet, a den he could turn into a work room, and a balcony. It was also on the top floor, which he knew drove the prices sky high. It was curious that the landlord was willing to lease him for what felt like pennies. He even got the impression that the landlord didn't want him to take the apartment.


The thought, however, was suppressed by the fact that he was looking at a huge apartment that was costing him far less than it should have. He wasn't about to have problems filling it, either. Between the stuff from his old place, and the liquidation of a couple of local stores, he'd be ready to go in a short time.


It was a lot shorter than he'd been predicting. It took a few days to move his new stuff up, set his office up in the den, and order the new stuff he'd need. Among these items was a rather comfortable patio set he'd acquired from a store going out of business. It only took him a half an hour to build it and set it up on the balcony.


The apartment building was actually two buildings, with the bottom floor serving as one giant lobby between the two. Even though his apartment was on the corner of the building, and gave him a beautiful view of the river to the east, the majority of his view was the building across from him. It was not something that bothered him, however. The balcony had enough sun throughout the day that it would be relaxing no matter what.


With his new patio set all built and ready to go, he knew the perfect way to celebrate. A big pitcher of fresh lemonade would be set in the center of the table. One chair would become a foot rest as he leaned back in the other. To make it perfect, he had loaded up his digital book reader with the latest entry in the series he'd been going through. The sun warmed the gray tabby's fur.


"Perfect," he muttered to himself as he dove into the story.


It was halfway into the detective's investigation of the warehouse when his attention was drawn away from the reader. He glanced across the way to the other bulding. One floor down, still within his view, someone else had decided to enjoy the wonderful summer weather as well. A little gray bunny girl, perhaps no older than ten, had dragged out a lawn chair and set it up so she could lay down. She wore a bright pink tank top and a blue skirt. He smirked to himself when he saw her settle down and pull out a teen magazine. "Kids," he muttered to himself as he went back to his own reading.


After another five minutes, he caught a wave of an uncomfortable feeling. He put his reader down and glanced up again. The bunny had seen him; her stare was fixated on him. He smiled uncomfortably and offered a friendly wave. He was pretty good with kids, but the way they stared bothered him. His actions seemed to work, however, as she smiled back. Satisfied that he'd made nice with one of the neighbor kids, he picked up his reader and went back to his story.


His ears flickered when he heard the heaving panting, and perked forward when he heard the moan. He peered over the balcony again, wondering what was going on. All he saw was the bunny girl. She had hiked her skirt up, revealing a lack of underwear. He quickly turned his attention away, his cheeks flushing a deep red. Such things were none of his business to be looking at, he told himself. He grabbed his reader a little tighter and went back to his book.


His ears perked again when he heard the second moan, and then a third. The tiny squeaks coming out of the young bunny seemed to be getting louder. He bit his lip, trying hard to ignore it.


"Oh yes..." The words floated up to his ears, causing them to retreat against his head. He leaned over to the side of the balcony once more. The bunny girl was holding her magazine open with one hand while her fingers danced along her young, tender slit. He watched, paralyzed, thoughts zipping through his head in a dance that terrified him. Why was she doing this? She knew he was there, why didn't she go inside to do her thing?


The thoughts were quashed when she looked at him again. She knew he was watching. He jerked his head, averting his gaze as quickly as he could. No good was gonna come out of it. He was expecting to hear a scream and the clattering of a sliding door as she ran inside to tell her parents about the pervert that was watching her on the balcony.


What he wasn't expecting was to hear a giggle and another moan. Against his better judgement, he looked again. She was working herself a little harder, rubbing her slit with a greater fervor. When she saw him looking again, she winked, brought her wet fingers up to her lips, and licked them clean.


A sense of dread washed over him. She wasn't just aware of the fact he could see what she was doing. She was getting off on it.


He sat up a little bit, adjusting his seat. Deep down, he knew his reaction to the young bunny down below masturbating was wrong. It didn't change the fact that his pants were suddenly very uncomfortable. He didn't like the idea of being turned on by the scene. Yet, when he looked down, there was a lump sitting front and center on his shorts. He turned his gaze to the bunny once more and shook his head. "This isn't what you're supposed to be doing," he thought, hoping that she'd understand that she should stop. 


She clearly understood him perfectly. She nodded, licked her lips, and brought her hand back down between her legs. He winced as he watched her plunge a finger into her young depths. It wasn't just a grimace, either. It was a full body twitch, one that caused his hand to brush against his bulge. He shut his eyes and bit his lip, trying to ignore how good it felt. Another moan blew his concentration.


He looked up again. She was really going to town on herself, gliding a finger in and out of her snatch like she'd been doing it forever. Almost absently, he began to stroke himself through his shorts. His own breathing quickened a pace, making him even more nervous. He looked around, checking to see if anyone else was there. To his somewhat relief, they were the only ones out there.


He looked at her again. She'd switched to two fingers, and was on her back now. Her head was stretched back a little bit, tongue hanging out the side of her mouth as she rubbed at her deepest points. 


He couldn't take it anymore. He tossed common sense to the wind and slid his shorts down. It was just enough to let himself free. He now stood erect to nobody but himself and the sun. Little bumps lined the crown, a testament to the barbs his feral ancestors once had. He laced his fingers around the shaft. He turned his gaze to her one last time and started working.


As she worked her fingers in and out of her tiny muff, his hand traveled up and down. It shot tingles of guilty pleasure through his body. He found himself following along; his hips lifted a little bit as she lifted hers into her thrusting. He ran his thumb along the top of his cock, getting some of the dribble he was creating to smear over his length. It make for a slightly easier stroke. He didn't stop as she withdrew her fingers and reached over the side of her lounger.


His eyes did widen, however, as she pulled out a glass dildo the likes of which he didn't think she could take. He sat up a little bit, curious as to how she would manage it. She reached down again and pulled out the answer: lube, and a lot of it. She poured it out of the tube and onto the glass structure generously. He leaned back and continued to watch, still stroking, as she positioned it between her legs. Sure enough, she gave it a little push, and it eased into her. She pressed it in as far as it could go, before grabbing it and easing it back out.


As perverse as it was, he was rather impressed with the feat. The little one knew precisely what she was doing. It made him wonder how long she'd been doing it, and with whom. His mind wandered, as much as he didn't want it to. She took it so easily...what did she feel like? His hand moved faster as he leaned back, imagining himself on that balcony with her. Her legs spread for him. Those eyes of hers looking up at him, wanting what he had to offer.


She gripped her toy, sliding it in and out of her, faster and faster.


He matched her speed.


Her face contorted into a pleasured expression as she shoved it in and held it there. Her tiny little orgasm.


The very sight of it drove him over the edge. Within moments, his shirt was covered with his own sticky load.


He grunted, grabbed a napkin, and cleaned himself off before stuffing himself back into his pants. The shirt was going to have to go into the wash. He stood up and took it off, making sure it didn't soak through and into his fur. A sick feeling overcame him as he realized that, yes, he had just blown his load while watching a cub masturbate. He sighed and looked over to the balcony below.


She was gone.


Two days later, and he had yet to hear from the cops about it. He figured that it'd be an incident that he could file away to the darkest recesses of his memory and forget about. For his own good, of course. It was payday, anyway. Rent and utilities were paid up. So were his bills. With the costs being so low, he found himself with a bit of a windfall. His thoughts went to where he should spend his money. His computer needed a bit of an upgrade, especially for activities when he wasn't working. Perhaps he would even consider affording a television. Some of those game systems looked interesting.


He poured over the thoughts as the elevator left him on his floor. The hallway was quiet as he made his way to the door. It was kinda strange, actually. He realized that a lot of the apartments on his floor were vacant. It made for great neighbors; nobody bothered him.


At least, that was what he thought until he got to his door. Taped to it was a sheet of notebook paper with "Mr. B1806" - his apartment number - on it. Curious, he pulled it off and opened it up to read.

"Dear Mr. B1806,

My name is Molly. I am currently raising money to get myself one of the brand new video game systems that came out last Christmas. I was hoping that you'd be able to donate to my cause, as I only have $200 left until I can afford it.

I'd also like to point out that you met me the other day on the balcony. I do hope you enjoyed the show as much as I did performing. You're kinda cute for an old guy.

I slipped my paypal information into your mailbox. Send the money as a gift, and include the message "For my niece's gamestation". They'll never suspect a thing. If it's not in there by next week, I'm going to the cops. 

Oh, and don't worry; I only blackmail once per show.

Hope to see you again soon.

Molly"


The entire note was scrawled in what was clearly a ten year old's handwriting. Even the 'i's were dotted with little hearts, and had a bigger one next to her name. In a panic, he rushed back to the elevator, and to his mailbox once he got back to the ground floor. He found two notes. The first, as the note had said, was a paypal acddress. The second worried him; he was quick to open it up.

"She got you too, eh? Don't worry, she keeps her word. Just give her the money and go on with your life. She gets EVERY guy that moves up onto the floor, even me. The hardware store down the road sells something that'll let the sun into your balcony but not let you see her down below. It's quite the investment if you want to use it.

Don't worry. Everything is going to be okay. Welcome to the building.

-A friend in B1812"


He sighed and headed back to the elevator. First, he was gonna pay this blackmail. It wasn't going to hurt all that much; he was still going to have a big windfall. He was, however, going to go pay the hardware store a visit.

End
