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Bad Neighbours Pt. 01

-- This is a story about a sexually charged couple who become entangled in the marriage of their neighbours. It involves femdom, blackmail, humiliation, manipulation, cheating, and cuckold themes... though most of these begin in PT 2. If those are not your thing, best to move on. --

"Thanks for inviting us over," Andy said. He and Abbie had just arrived at Dean and Jenna's home, which was right next door to their own home in which they'd lived for 10 years, since their daughter had been just 9 years old. Their new neighbours had moved in a little over a month ago, but until today they'd only spoken in passing.

"Glad you could make it," Jenna piped in, her voice husky and sexy. It reminded Andy of Demi Moore's. He tried not stare but he had always been attracted to the bad girl look and Jenna epitomized it.

Her dark hair was a shoulder length lob cut, accentuating her slender neck, and her hazel eyes sparkled like a fox watching its prey. She wore small cutoff shorts and a tight tank top that struggled to contain her large breasts. Andy was mesmerized by the numerous tattoos that graced her arms and shoulders. From underneath her shorts and down her right thigh was another black ink pattern that appeared to be the tail of a dragon or phoenix of some sort.

By appearance alone, she was almost the exact opposite of his wife. Abbie was slightly taller at 5'9" but had long straight blonde hair and skin milky white with not a tattoo to be seen. She was beautiful, no question, but it was a more wholesome beauty as opposed to Jenna's raw sexual magnetism.

Dean handed the couple each a beer. They accepted, but Andy cast an uneasy look at Abbie. She either didn't notice or at least pretended not to. Abbie had always been a flirt when she drank and particularly early on in their marriage, there were times that Andy felt it had crossed the line. If he were being honest with himself, he thought there was a time shortly after they got married that she may have slept with someone else, possibly even on more than one occasion. But he had no proof and so he had never challenged her on it.

What he knew for sure was that before they were married, Abbie had liked to party and had been quite promiscuous, though she rarely spoke of it. Now that they were married and had a college aged daughter, she had mostly settled into her quiet and comfortable marriage. But on occasion when she drank, Andy saw hints of her wilder side threaten to resurface.

They continued chatting into the evening, eventually making their way inside when it started to cool down. As they sat down on the sofa, Abbie picked up a photo album from the coffee table and opened it. Not many people had physical photo albums anymore and she thought it was cute that they liked to keep their most prized memories someplace that they could be celebrated.

As Abbie slowly thumbed through the pages, she found herself drawn to photos of the beautiful couple. In what Abbie assumed were earlier photos, Jenna didn't have as many tattoos and her hair had been longer but Abbie thought she was even more beautiful now.

A soft gasp escaped Abbie's lips when she turned another page and saw a picture of Jenna, Dean and a third woman standing naked on a beach. Dean was in the middle, an arm around each girl and a large grin on his face. The women were laughing and each had a hand over Dean's crotch. Abbie felt a rush of excitement as she stared at the photo. She regained her composure and quickly flipped the page. She glanced at Dean, hoping he hadn't noticed what she'd seen.

"So," she started, "what do you guys like to do for fun?" Abbie asked, innocently enough, but suddenly regretting her question. There had been rumours about their new neighbours since they moved in, that they may have had some sort of open marriage arrangement. Tales of their sexual escapades seemed to buzz around the neighbourhood and seemed to become more salacious and less believable as the weeks went by. While there may be hints of truth to some of them, both Abbie and Andy were certain the stories were probably far fetched.

Dean smirked and took a sip of his drink. "Well, we've been together for eight years now. Just enjoying life, I guess." Noticing Abbie's nervousness, he smiled and looked at Jenna. "I guess you've probably heard some stories. I'm sure they are exaggerated but it is true that Jenna and I decided early on that monogamy wasn't for us. We enjoy exploring our sexuality together, and it brings us closer."

Jenna nodded and smiled, hugging Dean's arm, her nipples poking through her thin shirt. Andy tried not to stare.

Abbie blushed and looked down at her hands, feeling suddenly intimidated by Dean. Not in an negative way, but the way he looked at her made her feel shy as a school girl.

His confident demeanor and muscular build made her heart race. She tipped her beer and finished it off.

"So," Dean remarked, breaking the silence, "what do you guys feel like doing?"

"Not sure, what did you have in mind?" Andy asked, happy to change the subject. He noticed Jenna had handed Abbie another beer.

Dean grinned slyly. "Well, I'm not sure," he replied. "Something fun, maybe a little naughty, if you guys are up for it?"

Andy almost spit out his mouthful of beer.

 "Ah, sorry man," he said nervously. "Abbie and I aren't into ...." he looked at his wife, then back to Dean and Jenna. "Well, we aren't that adventurous. I mean .... we aren't open to sharing if that's what you had in mind." Andy said nervously, hoping he didn't sound like he was judging them.

Dean laughed. "Easy big guy, I wasn't suggesting we all strip down and head to the bedroom," he chuckled. "How about just a little game to get to know each other better. But something a little naughty, I mean we are adults," he laughed disarmingly. "But nothing like what you're worried about, Andy, I promise."

"Sure, we're in," Abbie spoke up, her excitement evident.

Andy looked over at his wife, his eyes wide. She had been awfully quick to accept and neither of them knew exactly what Dean had in mind yet. He watched her take a long drink of her beer, and gave him a shrug and a smile.

"Ok, great. Well, we recently got a fun card game, let's try it out. I will go grab it,'" Dean got up and headed down the hallway.

He glanced at Abbie, sensing her growing eagerness. She licked her lips nervously, her eyes gleaming as she watched Dean return with the deck of cards.

"Okay," Andy agreed hesitantly. "So how does this game work?"

Dean sat down and opened the box of cards. "Simple. Everyone takes turns drawing cards and asking the question to the person on their right. The cards are a little racy to make it fun. And if you refuse to answer a question or the rest of the group "booo" your answer for being too boring then you have to perform a dare."

Andy shifted uncomfortably in his seat, sensing a storm brewing beneath the surface of this seemingly innocent game. He looked at his wife and realized that she had finished her second drink and was now on her third. Andy tried to catch her eyes, to signal her to pace herself. Abbie caught Andy's gaze and offered him a reassuring smile, though her eyes betrayed the excitement burning within her.

Dean cleared his throat and began to shuffle the cards expertly before sitting them facedown at the center of the table. "Who's first?" he asked, smiling broadly.

"I'll go," Abbie blurted with a giggle.

Dean sat to her left so picked up a card and read it to her. "Tell us about the most sexually adventurous vacation you've ever taken?"

Abbie thought for a moment before appearing to settle on a memory. She giggled shyly and began to recount a trip to Hawaii she had taken with some girl-friends years ago, laughing as she recalled the adventures they had shared. There had been a bonfire on a beach and there was a group of guys from a local rugby team hitting on them and feeding them drinks. She suddenly paused and glanced at Andy nervously. Andy looked at her curiously, waiting for her to continue her story.

"Anyhow, I guess we all got a little tipsy and maybe flirted a bit too much," Abbie said nervously. "I don't remember too much after that."

It was evident to everyone that Abbie had left out the best part of the story, obviously for fear of upsetting her husband.

"Boooooooo!" Jenna jeered. "Let's hear the rest of the story, Abbie, don't leave us hanging."

Abbie took a drink of her beer and glanced at Dean then Andy. "I really don't remember. I probably just passed out."

"Sooooo, you're ready to perform a dare?" Dean asked with a wide grin.

"Huh?" Abbie looked at him confused then suddenly remembered the rules he'd outlined at the start of the game.

"Leave her be," Jenna came to her rescue. "We will give you a pass. This time!" she teased and rubbed Abbie's leg playfully.

Abbie quickly picked up a card and read it for Jenna.

"Jenna, have you ever had a threesome?"

"Do you mean today?" Jenna asked, trying to hide a grin.

Abbie and Andy looked at each other, then back to Jenna.

"Um, no," Abbie said slowly, unsure if Jenna was serious. "I think it just means if you've ever had one."

Jenna laughed loudly. "I know, silly. Yes, I've had a threesome, Abbie. And more," she said, leaning closer as if to tell a secret. "Do you want to know what the most number of people I've had sex with at once was?"

Abbie's cheeks flushed a bright red. She swallowed hard, wondering if Jenna was seriously going to tell them. She felt her heart race and realized she actually wanted to know. Had she really been with more than just two other partners at once? It sounded so foreign to Abbie but she could feel her entire body tingle with anticipation and arousal at the thought of it.

Jenna laughed and picked up a card. "Maybe I will tell you sometime," she winked at Andy.

"Ok, Andy, ready for your question?" asked Jenna, her smile widening as she read the card to herself.

"Uh, yea, I think so," he said.

"Name the one thing your wife does or has done that most turns you on," Jenna asked.

Andy's heart was pounding as he tried to think. His and Abbie's sex life was great, or at least it had been. He had to admit that it had certainly lost steam over the last year or so. He sat quietly but in truth he didn't need time to come up with the real answer. His biggest turn on was something that Abbie had done on only a handful of occasions since he'd known her and only when she was really drunk. He wasn't even sure if he had ever told her what it was and now he debated on whether to admit it to the entire group. He swallowed hard and finally spoke.

"Well, I guess when she smokes I find it sexy," he said, looking nervously from Abbie to Jenna then back to Abbie before finally settling his gaze on the bottle in front of him. He picked it up and took a swig of his beer.

"What? Really?" Abbie exclaimed, looking genuinely shocked. Andy guessed he must not have mentioned it to her after all. Or perhaps he had, but she was drunk and didn't remember. He wasn't even sure.

Andy saw Jenna and Dean exchange a smile, eager to hear more.

"Umm, yea," Andy answered, trying to sound casual. "I told you that before. Didn't I?" he asked.

"Uhhhhhh, NO!" Abbie declared, clearly taken aback. "Why does that turn you on?"

Andy shifted uncomfortably. "I don't know. It just does, I guess. Maybe makes you seem less uptight or more rebellious. I'm honestly not sure. It just does."

Andy could feel all eyes on him and though the silence probably lasted just a few seconds, it felt like forever.

"Hey, I don't think that is strange at all," Dean offered. "It can be sexy when a hot girl smokes. Right babe?" He looked at Jenna with a smile. Jenna winked at him and blew him a kiss.

Andy appreciated the bailout. He picked up a card and read it to Dean, pretending not to notice that Abbie was still looking at him with a mix of surprise and curiousity.

"What is your least favourite sexual position?" he asked.

"Easy," Dean responded. "Missionary. Too boring, even the name suggests as much," he laughed.

"Ready for another drink, Abbie?" Jenna asked.

Abbie looked at her drink and realized there was only mouthful left. "Sure," she said and finished off what was left.

"How about we take a quick break," Jenna suggested. "I'm going to go outside for a smoke. Abbie, care to join me?" She glanced at Andy and gave him a wink.

"Um, yea ok," she hesitated. "I will come outside and keep you company at least."

Andy watched the girls grab two more beers from the fridge before slipping out the patio door to the back yard. He suddenly felt uneasy with just him and Dean left in the room.

"Ready for another one?" Dean asked, as he started for the kitchen. Andy got up and followed him.

"Yea, sure," he said and leaned against the island counter. Dean handed him one and they both took a long drink. Andy gazed out the patio doors into the dark. The room was quiet other than the faint sounds of the girls giggling outside. Dean seemed to sense Andy's discomfort.

 "Should we go out and join the girls?" he asked.

Andy shrugged, finding himself relieved at the suggestion. He wasn't sure why he felt so uncomfortable around Dean without Abbie and Jenna present. He seemed a little arrogant to Andy although he wondered if it was more about Andy feeling insecure around someone as manly as Dean. He appeared to have everything going for him, and perhaps Andy just felt a bit of jealousy.

As they stepped out onto the patio, Abbie and Jenna burst into laughter apparently amused by whatever stories they were sharing. They were sitting on the outdoor swing, each smoking a cigarette. 

Andy's heart skipped as he watched his wife take a drag from the cigarette and slowly exhaled.  He felt his cock twitch in his pants.

Although he'd only witnessed it 2 or 3 times, watching his wife smoke had always been a hidden turn-on for him, something he never fully understood but couldn't deny. The way her lips pursed and the smoke curled around her face, it was all so sensual.

As they approached, Andy watched her take another drag and hesitated before blowing the smoke out the corner of her mouth, her eyes carefully watching Andy. She grinned and turned her attention back to her conversation with Jenna.

Watching his wife indulge in this naughty habit, Andy felt his pulse quicken and he shifted uncomfortably trying to adjust himself without anyone noticing the bulge forming in his pants. He looked toward Dean and realized that he too was watching Abbie with a hungry look in his eyes. Andy felt a sudden pang of jealousy, but he quickly pushed it aside. It was hard to fault Dean for appreciating how hot Abbie looked.

"So Dean, what's the craziest thing you've done while you were drunk?" Abbie challenged, apparently still caught up in the spirit of the game.

Dean chuckled and took a sip of his drink. "Well, that could be a lot of things. I guess it depends on your definition of crazy. But there was one time in Cancun that got kind of crazy I guess. We met this friendly attractive couple at a club and ended up back at their place. It turned into a pretty wild night. Jenna could barely walk right the next day." He smiled, his eyes locked on Abbie. Andy could see he was trying to shock her.

He watched her meet Dean's gaze, her cheeks flushed as she took another drag from the cigarette, holding the smoke just a moment longer until she blew it out in a thin stream.

Andy felt a knot in his stomach. Abbie seemed to be captivated by Dean, her eyes lingering way too long on their neighbour as he laid on his charm.

"Oh, really?" Abbie managed to ask, trying to maintain a light-hearted tone despite the sudden knot in her stomach. "What happened?"

"Well, you'll have to use your imagination," Dean replied with a sly grin. He glanced at Jenna, whose sultry eyes met his. "You probably don't want to hear all the raunchy details."

Andy felt his heart race as he imagined the scene, his mind conjuring vivid images that made his cock throb. He tried to shake off the feeling, but the alcohol and the smoking had him more aroused than he'd been in as long as he could remember.

Jenna leaned forward, her voice barely above a whisper. "Or maybe she does," she teased.

Abbie's eyes widened, and she couldn't deny the surge of excitement that shot through her veins. She found herself longing to know more about this mysterious couple and their daring exploits.

"Sounds like a pretty crazy time," Andy chimed in nervously.  He saw the look in Abbie's eye and suddenly wanted to end this conversation. She appeared to hang on to Dean's every word, eager for more details.

"It was," Jenna beamed, winking at Dean. "Like out of a porn movie, really."

Jenna grinned mischievously. "But hey, we're all adults here, right?" She locked eyes with Abbie, challenging her to keep up. Andy's jealousy continued to seethe but he was also painfully aware of his rapidly growing arousal.

"How about you two?" Dean asked, shifting his gaze back and forth between Andy and Abbie. "What's the wildest thing you've ever done together?"

Abbie and Andy exchanged furtive glances.

"Like I said earlier, I don't think we are too-" Andy started, before Abbie cut him off.

"Sometimes we watch porn together. You know, to get worked up before sex," she piped up, clearly inebriated at this point.  "Not exactly wild to you guys probably, but I think it's hot. And Andy really gets excited by it."

"Oh really?" Dean asked, intrigued. "And what kind of porn do you like to watch together?"

Abbie's eyes sparkled with excitement. "Well, you know," She was clearly enjoying Dean's attention.

Andy tried to interject, but Dean held up his hand, signaling for him to remain silent.

"No, I don't know," Dean said, his voice low and intense. "Why don't you tell us?"

Abbie hesitated for a moment, then took another drag from her cigarette.

She was treading into uncharted territory here, but something about Jenna and Dean made her feel emboldened.

"Well, for starters, we like threesomes," she giggled, then quickly clarified. "Watching them, I mean. Not having them. I mean, not that we've had a threesome, so I wouldn't know. But I meant watching them."

Andy's heart skipped a beat, and he shot her a warning look. They had never discussed their private fantasies with anyone but each other, and here she was, spilling their guts to their new neighbours.

"Oooh, two girls having their way with a guy.  That is hot," Dean smiled, his eyes fixed on Abbie. 

Andy turned quickly to his wife but before he could stop her she corrected Dean.

"Oh no, not two girls.  Two guys and one girl," she announced.  Andy nearly choked on his beer.  "In fact, usually we try to find ones where a husband and wife invite another man into their bedroom." Abbie blurted out the words before she could stop herself, unable to stem the tide of her own salacious thoughts or the intoxicating effects of the alcohol.

"Abbie!" Andy hissed, closing his eyes in embarrassment.

"And," Abbie continued with a giggle, "Andy likes wild girls. He tries to find ones where the wife has lots of tattoos and orders the husband around.  He thinks tattoos are hot, don't you hun?" she smiled. She was either unaware of Andy's embarrassment or revelling in it. Andy couldn't be sure.

"Oh, tattoos like mine?" Jenna asked, with a devilish smile.  Andy swallowed hard.

"Yea, I guess so," he managed. "Ok, I think we should probably get going," Andy laughed awkwardly.

"Are you sure, Andy?" Jenna teased. "We're just getting to know each other. And besides, it's still early."

"Um, yea," he stammered. "I think we should head home for tonight. I think I've had a few too many, how about you hun?" Andy looked to his wife, his eyes pleading.



The mood had shifted from playful to suggestive and he wasn't quite sure how to navigate these new waters. To make things worse, his wife had obviously had too much to drink and he wasn't sure what may come out of her mouth next.

Abbie looked disappointed. "I guess," she said, glancing at Dean. "If that's what you want."

As they gathered their belongings and said their goodbyes, Andy knew he had thrown cold water on their evening.  It had just been harmless banter, really, but he had become more jealous as the evening went on and Abbie's increasing state of intoxication had him worried about where the evening might lead. Perhaps he was overreacting, but there was no denying the frequent glances and suggestive smiles between Abbie and Dean.

"Honestly though," he said as they started toward the fence gate that separated their back yards. "It was a fun night.  We should do it again sometime."

Abbie nodded in agreement, absently twirling a strand of hair around her finger as she stole a glance at Dean.

"It's a date then," Jenna chimed in, a hint of mischievousness in her voice. "I will give you a call sometime this week, Abbie, and we can set something up."

Andy hesitated, but the excitement in Abbie's eyes and the anticipation building in his own chest was almost too much to deny.

"Sounds good," he conceded, a small twinge of apprehension gnawing at the back of his mind.

When Andy and Abbie arrived back home, Andy watched his wife head straight for the refrigerator where she retrieved another beer. She cracked it open and took a long swig. Andy watched her carefully, trying to gauge her mood. He sensed she may be upset with him for cutting their evening short.

He approached his wife, trying to think of what to say. She took another large gulp of her beer and set it on the counter.

Before he could say anything, Abbie spun around and grabbed him, kissing him eagerly, the taste of beer and tobacco mixed with her saliva, arousing him instantly. She pressed her body against his, grinding her pelvis into his crotch. Andy moaned softly, his hands instinctively moving to cup her ass through her jeans. Abbie giggled, pulling away briefly to lock the front door.

"Let's go upstairs," she whispered, her voice husky with lust. Andy followed her closely, his heart pounding in his chest. They stepped onto the carpeted staircase, Abbie leading him to their bedroom.

Andy's mind began to race with the provocative conversations from earlier, twisting into a potent mix of decadence and fantasy.  Visions of Jenna and her tattooed body looking so incredibly sexy. Both she and Abbie smoking and how much it turned him on.  He thought about the story his wife began to tell about her vacation with girlfriends but had cut the story short when she got to the part about meeting a group of rugby players.  His mind was racing and his cock was raging hard.

The mere thought of Abbie surrounded by a group of horny athletes on some tropical island consumed his thoughts.

Abbie dropped to her knees and clumsily tugged Andy's erection from his pants.

"Mmm, I think I need to taste you now," Abbie teased, her lips hovering just above his throbbing erection. Her blue eyes danced with playful mischief.

Her sultry and seductive invitation sent a surge of adrenaline through him. This was much more forward than he was used to from his wife.

He laced his fingers through her silky hair, nearly panting as she took him into her eager mouth.

He fought to keep his thoughts tethered to reality, worried he might lose control if he allowed himself to drift too far into the fantasies racing through his mind.  He grabbed his wife by the shoulders and lifted her to her feet for fear of finishing before he could satisfy her. 

Abbie shed her clothes in seconds, throwing them haphazardly around the room as Andy kicked off his jeans and wrestled with the rest of his clothes.

They tumbled onto the bed, Abbie grasping for Andy's hard cock and guiding it inside her in a flurry of needful lust.

Andy began to slam into his wife with deep thrusts, their desperate grunts and moans echoing through the room.  He gripped her hips tightly, pulling her close and burying himself deeper with every plunge. 

The thoughts of that tropical island and the rugby players rushed back into his mind.  He didn't know what had happened but his imagination was running wild.

"Fuck, Abbie," he groaned, the dirty imagery fueling his desire. "You feel so fucking good." His hands gripped her tighter, his thrusts growing more urgent.

"Harder, baby," she encouraged him, her own voice growing ragged with pleasure. 

Andy didn't need further encouragement; he obeyed her command and began to drive into her with reckless abandon, their bodies slapping together with loud, wet noises.

Abbie responded in kind, wrapping her legs tightly around his waist and urging him on with every gasp and word. 

Andy could see her eyes closed tight and wondered what she was imagining.

Was she thinking of Andy and how much pleasure he was giving her right now?  Or was her mind elsewhere, brought on by the racy topics they had shared earlier in the evening. He couldn't shake the ideas that had been put in his head. Perhaps she was imagining Dean, the muscular neighbour, thrusting into her instead. 

The thought of his sweet Abbie with someone else made Andy's cock swell inside her. He groaned loudly, gripping her hips even harder.

"Yes, baby, like that," Abbie murmured, her voice filled with satisfaction as Andy's pace quickened.

A bead of sweat ran down Andy's forehead as he felt his orgasm rapidly approaching.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" he cried out, slamming himself into Abbie even harder than before.

She let out a guttural moan, her breasts bouncing from the intensity of their lovemaking.

In the midst of it all, Abbie's own orgasm crept up on her.  Her toes curled as she arched her back, and a low moan escaped her lips.

"Oh, baby, I'm close," Andy warned, sweat dripping from his forehead.

Abbie nodded hastily, biting down on her bottom lip as she felt him swell inside her.

"Fuck yeah, I want to feel you explode," she whispered, raking her nails down his chest, but her eyes still clenched shut. Somehow that made Andy throb even closer to the edge, trying to imagine what or who his wife was imagining.

Andy slammed into her once, twice, and then he let out a ragged moan as he spilled himself deep inside her.

They lay there panting for a few moments, their bodies slick with sweat.

"Jesus fucking Christ, that was good," Andy breathed, rolling over onto his back.

Abbie smiled and stretched languidly, her muscles protesting slightly at the motion.

"Fuck yes, it was," she agreed, her voice hoarse from her own cries of pleasure.

They lay in silence for a few moments, both lost in their own thoughts. Andy couldn't help but wonder what Abbie had been thinking about during their lovemaking.

Was it the same salacious images that had driven him? Or was she thinking about something else entirely? Her body had responded in kind, and she had been just as vocal as he remembered her, but something felt different.

It was as if the filthy talk and the provocative images from their conversation with Jenna and Dean had pushed something deep inside of her, something primal and uninhibited.

Andy couldn't explain it, but as he laid there, savouring the last moments of their shared ecstasy, he couldn't shake the nagging thought in the back of his mind that his sweet Abbie had been fantasizing about someone else entirely while they fucked. Andy shook his head, trying to dispel the unwanted thoughts and the strange sense of jealousy that had suddenly awakened inside of him. 

He couldn't put his finger on it, but he felt that their new neighbours were about to change things between them. He had no idea how or when.

But Andy couldn't possibly have imagined what impact his neighbours and the evening's events would have in the days to come.

..... PT 2 coming soon...


Bad Neighbours Pt. 02

-- This is the 2nd part of the Bad Neighbours series. I would encourage you to read Part 1 if you haven't already. Be forewarned, the series involves themes of cuckolding, blackmail, cheating, voyeurism, smoking, and femdom. If it's not your thing, no need to read any further only to leave disparaging comments about your dislike of these themes. With the stage set, in the next installment things begin to really ramp up. Part 3 coming soon. --

The next morning, Andy awoke to a headache and squinted to scan the room. Abbie was still sleeping soundly, her hair sprawled across her pillow and her mouth slightly open. Sex with his wife the night before was the best they'd had in years. He didn't know what got into her but he'd not seen her so eager or aggressive. Was it the alcohol that made her so free? If so, he thought he may actually like her when she's drinking. Or was it her attraction to Dean and their flirting at the party? Either way, he wasn't going to complain. Abbie had been on fire.

They didn't see their neighbours for the next several days, but Andy was surprised to receive a text from Dean on Friday morning saying they were going away for the weekend. He asked if Andy would mind keeping an eye on their house while they were gone, maybe even check in a couple of times. He assured them it was no problem and Dean said he had put the key under the plant by the front door.

On Saturday morning Abbie had some errands to run, so Andy said he was going next door and check on their neighbours house, as promised.

Andy walked next door, the anticipation building in his belly. He wasn't sure why, but he found himself excited at the opportunity to be inside their home while no one was around. He let himself in and locked the door behind him.

Andy casually walked around their home checking out each room. It was quiet and empty as expected. He approached the bedroom at the end of the hallway and peered in. This was obviously the master bedroom that Dean and Jenna shared. He felt a surge of excitement rise inside him.

He stepped inside and carefully scanned the room. There was a large 4 poster bed on the wall to his left with a nightstand on either side. There were two dressers and a large TV on the wall to his right, opposite the foot of the bed. There were two large windows on the wall opposite the door, with dark thick curtains opened a few inches, giving a small amount of light to the dimly lit room. He sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed his hand along one of the pillows. He imagined the wild sex Dean and Jenna had on this bed and felt his cock swell.

Andy reached down and stroked it through his pants. He stretched out, basking in the warmth of the sun streaming through the window. As he lay there, he wondered what it would be like to fuck Jenna right here. To explore her body, to run his hands over her tits as he thrust his cock into her. He imagined Dean walking in, catching him with his wife and ordering him to stop. But instead of stopping, Jenna would force Dean to watch as she fucked Andy relentlessly, taking what she wanted from him. His cock continued to tighten under his pants.

As Andy looked around the room his eyes settled on the dresser on the far side of the room. He got up and approached before opening the top drawer. A shiver went down his spine. The dresser clearly belonged to Jenna. Inside the drawer were an array of sexy panties and bras. His hand trembling he reached in and pulled out a pair of white lace panties. He felt ashamed for what he wanted to do, as if he were an immature teenager, but he couldn't stop himself. His body tingled and he, he lifted the panties to his face and inhaled deeply.

The smell of Jenna was intoxicating, a mixture of soap and perfume that sent a rush of blood to his cock, causing it to throb painfully.

He dropped the panties onto the bed listened hard for any sounds in the house, before finally sliding his pants down, exposing his hard erection. Slowly stroking the shaft with one hand, her panties in his other, he imagined Jenna straddling him, her wet pussy sliding up and down his cock as she rode him slowly.

An idea came to him and he opened his phone and clicked on the browser app and entered a familiar search command into Google: sexy tattoo girl getting fucked. He chose a video where the girl in the thumbnail looked similar to Jenna and hit play. He began to slowly stroke his cock, now covered in pre cum.

He leaned back on the bed, propping himself up on the pillows, and adjusted the volume on his phone. The video actually ended up being even hotter than he could have expected. The tattooed woman was being fucked by a large man while her small framed husband sat in the corner watching it unfold. He imagined that he was the man fucking the woman that looked like Jenna while Dean sat watching. Then his mind shifted and he began to imagine that HE was the man in the corner. And that he was watching Abbie with another man. His breath caught in his throat at the thought of Abbie getting fucked while he watched. The woman moaned loudly, her ecstatic cries echoing through the room. He masturbated to the rhythm of her gasps, his own grunts blending seamlessly with hers.

His strokes became faster, more frantic, matching the increasing urgency of the video.

As the video neared its climax, Andy's hand tightened around his cock, his grip almost painful. Each thrust of the man in the video pushed the woman deeper into submission, her screams of pleasure echoing through the room.

And as the video reached its climactic peak, Andy let loose a loud, guttural cry, releasing streams of cum across his abdomen. The sensation was overwhelming, a torrent of raw energy that washed over him, leaving him gasping for breath.

Andy lay there breathing hard, his heart pounding heavily in his chest. He had never experienced orgasm quite like that from masturbating, and his whole body still trembled. After a moment, he managed to catch his breath and slowly rose, wiping the sweat from his brow.

He wave of fear and guilt washed over him for what he'd just done. He knew no one would know but he felt ashamed for it nonetheless. He suddenly wanted to get out of there. He got up from the bed quickly smoothed the bed sheets and put Jenna's underwear back in her drawer. He felt a rush of exhileration mixed with shame as he locked their door and returned home.

On Monday afternoon, Andy was sitting through a boring meeting at work trying to keep from dozing off when he felt his phone vibrate. He discreetly held it under the edge of the table and saw the name "Jenna" on the screen. He felt his heart jump.

"Thanks for watching things over the weekend. Maybe you can stop by after work, we have something for you to show our appreciation." It read.

Andy's heart was racing. He remembered being in their house on Saturday morning, how Jenna's underwear smelled and the intensity of his orgasm. He felt his cock come to life and shifted uncomfortably. He responded that he would come by on his way home.

Two hours later, Andy pulled into his own driveway and then crossed the lawn to his neighbours' front door. He rang the doorbell and glanced around the neighbourhood.

After a brief pause, the door swung open, revealing none other than Jenna herself. She looked absolutely breathtaking, wearing a short skirt and halter top that barely concealed her voluptuous curves. Andy's eyes took in the tattoos that swept down her shoulders and over part of her right breast. He could see her nipples visible through her halter top. Her eyes sparkled mischievously, and her lips curled into a sultry smile.

"Welcome, Andy," Jenna purred, motioning for him to follow her inside. "Come in, please."

Andy swallowed thickly, his blood boiling at the sight of Jenna's tantalizing form.

He allowed himself to be led inside, his heart thumping wildly in his chest. Every step brought him closer to the delicious torment he had craved since their first meeting.

As they entered the living room, Andy noticed Dean sitting on the couch, smirking at him. His gaze swept over Dean's strong physique, and a strange mixture of fear and jealousy consumed him.

"Hey, Andy," Dean greeted him coolly. "How was your day at work?"

Andy tried to ignore the intense heat radiating from Dean's penetrating gaze.

"It was fine, thanks." Jenna handed him a low ball glass and he took a sip. The whiskey was strong but warmed his belly instantly.

"Come sit down," Jenna motioned for him to sit next to her on the sofa.

Andy sat down nervously, his leg brushing against Jenna's. His heart was pounding in his chest by the feel of her skin against his.

"How did things go over the weekend? Anything come up?" Jenna asked with a grin.

"All good," Andy replied nervously, though he wasn't sure why. "Things were pretty quiet."

"Ah, good," she said, and gave his leg a rub. Andy's cock began to swell. "Well, we wanted to show you something and see if it looked familiar." she continued.

Just then, Dean pressed a button on the TV remote and Andy looked to the screen. It only took him a few seconds to make sense of what he was watching and he thought he might vomit right then and there.

It was a recorded video from Dean and Jenna's bedroom. Andy froze, his heart sinking in his chest as he realized that the depraved act he'd committed in their absence had been captured on video. The recording showcased his shameless masturbation session, complete with a lingering close-up of his spent seed. It also clearly showed the porn video that Andy had been watching that had aroused him.

"We thought you might appreciate a glimpse of that lovely performance you put on this weekend," Dean drawled, his tone laced with mockery. "Did you enjoy yourself, Andy?"

Andy's cheeks burned with embarrassment, his fingers tightening around the lowball glass. He wanted to escape, to erase the evidence of his indiscretion, but Dean's cruel taunts held him captive. He struggled with the words to say.

"I'm... I'm sorry, I didn't mean.... " Andy stuttered, his voice cracking with unease.

"What was it that got you sooooo worked up, Andy?" Jenna teased, running her fingers lightly up his leg. "Was it the smell of my panties?" she whispered in his ear.

Andy wanted to disappear into the sofa.

"Or was it watching the girl in the video who, coincidentally, looked a lot like me," she continued to taunt him. Her finger now traced the outline of the bulge in his pants. Andy could barely breath. He felt utter humiliation and thought he would never be able to face Dean or Jenna ever again.

"Orrr....." Jenna continued. "Was it the idea of you sitting in a corner watching me being ravaged by a bigger and more virile man?" She squeezed his throbbing shaft through his pants, sending a shiver through Andy's entire body. No words came to him and he could not bring himself to make eye contact with either of them. He hung his head in shame wondering how to fix everything and get himself out of this.

"Andy, baby. What would Abbie think if she saw this video?" Jenna smirked, her eyes gleaming. Andy's stomach churned and he finally looked at Jenna.

"No, please," he pleaded, his eyes darting between Jenna and Dean. "I'm really sorry, it was sick and it was wrong. I don't know what I was thinking. Please, you can't show this to Abbie. Please." he begged, his voice growing more frantic.

"Hmmm, I don't know," Jenna responded. "I mean, how much is our little secret worth to you?"

"I can pay you," Andy responded quickly. "How much? I don't mind, just tell me how much for the video and I will get you the money."

Dean let out a laugh. "I think we can come up with something more fun than that, Andy."

"Well, what do you want? Anything, I will do anything," he pleaded.

"That's what I wanted to hear, baby," Jenna whispered seductively in his ear as she slid her hand down his shaft and cupped his sac.

"Since you liked that video so much, Andy, how about we make it a little more real for you?" Andy looked at her, confused.

"Would you like to watch Dean and I have sex, Andy? Is that what you've been fantasizing about?" she asked, her voice low and throaty. "Or maybe watch me giving him a blowjob? Would that turn you on, Andy?"

Andy couldn't believe what he was hearing. The thought of watching them together, to see Jenna naked and enjoying sex, made him feel dizzy. But she couldn't be serious. What was she up to, did she just enjoying taunting him?

"Yes," he answered quietly, his voice barely audible. He wondered to himself how this was actually punishment for what he had done. Despite his shame this seemed more like a reward.

Dean and Jenna exchanged knowing glances, their smiles widening. It was clear that they knew exactly what they were doing to Andy, pushing his buttons and driving him crazy.

Jenna smiled seductively, her hand still cupping Andy's testicles, squeezing gently.

"Ok then. We can do that. Maybe that will get it out of your system, huh? If you saw it live?" Jenna asked, her voice soft and enticing. "I mean Andy, really, we can't have you and Abbie visiting us and each time knowing that all you can think about is me naked, now can we?"

Andy shook his head slowly, his mouth dry and his heart pounding uncontrollably. He felt Dean's piercing gaze on him as Jenna got up from the sofa and got down on her knees in front of her husband. Andy wasn't sure whether he should look or not.

"Let's start slow, shall we?" Jenna purred, reaching for Dean's belt buckle.

With deliberate slowness, she undid it, revealing the impressive length of his erect penis. It wasn't necessarily like the movies, 10 inches and the size of a forearm. But it was impressive nonetheless. It was perhaps close to 8 inches and certainly girthier than Andy's.

Andy stared wide-eyed, his pulse quickening as he watched the spectacle unfold. Jenna ran her fingers along Dean's rigid length, admiring it hungrily. She bent down, her full lips tracing the contours of his massive member. She sucked greedily, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside, her moans filling the room.

Dean groaned, his hand grasping Jenna's hair, guiding her movements.

Jenna took Dean's cock out of her mouth and looked at Andy seductively. "Take out your cock, Andy. I want to see how hard you are. I want you to stroke it while you watch. You know, like you did on our bed while we were away," she finished with a devilish wink.

Andy hesitated for a moment, his eyes locked on Jenna's enticing figure. He swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest, and tentatively reached for his zipper. He shuffled out of his jeans and let them fall to his ankles. He pulled his penis through the hole in the front of his underwear, revealing his erect manhood.

Jenna's eyes widened in surprise, her lips parting slightly. "Oh, Andy," she murmured, with a smile. "It's so.... average," she giggled.

Andy flushed red, his cheeks burning with embarrassment.

He had hoped his average size would go unnoticed, but looking down at it and then at Dean's, he knew she wasn't wrong. Nevertheless, Jenna's comment cut deep.

Her eyes moved from Andy's cock back to Dean's much more impressive phallus in front of her face. She smiled and winked at Andy once more before engulfing Dean's member in her eager mouth.

Andy watched, mesmerized, as Jenna expertly bobbed her head up and down, savouring every inch of Dean's enormous cock. Dean's breathing grew louder, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He gripped Jenna's hair tightly, his knuckles whitening.

"You like that, Andy?" Jenna cooed, her eyes never leaving Dean's pulsating member.

"Does it make you want to touch it, Andy?" she teased, reaching out to lightly tug at Andy's arm.

Andy pulled away quickly. "What? No!" he said. "I do not want to touch it." Andy replied, swallowing hard. He watched as Jenna continued to perform oral magic on Dean's magnificent tool. He couldn't help but compare his own meager offering with Dean's impressive gift. He sighed inwardly, a wave of self-pity washing over him.

Jenna released Dean's cock from her mouth and glanced at Andy. She licked her lips suggestively, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Enjoying the show? Stroke your cock faster for me, Andy," she coaxed. "Watch me suck Dean's beautiful cock while you jack off. Let's see if you can hold out longer than Dean can."

Andy hesitated, his eyes glued to Jenna's enticing figure. He swallowed thickly, his heart pounding in his chest as he reluctantly obeyed. His hand wrapped around his shaft, pumping steadily. He watched Jenna continue to worship Dean's magnificent cock, his envy growing stronger.

"Mmm, that tastes so good," Jenna moaned, her eyes locked on Andy. She took Dean's cock deeper, her mouth stretching around it. Dean continued to groan, his eyes closed, relishing the sensations coursing through his body.

Andy's eyes never left Jenna as she continued to service Dean. He watched her skillfully bob her head up and down, her tongue swirling around the mushroom tip. Her lips tightened around the base, ensuring a perfect seal. Andy couldn't help but envy Dean's fortune.

"Faster, Jenna," Dean growled, his hands gripping her head tightly.

She obediently increased the speed and intensity of her sucking, her mouth muscles contracting furiously around his girth. Andy sat, transfixed, his cock throbbing in his hand.

"Harder, Andy," Jenna commanded, looking up at him between Dean's legs. "Stroke that little cock faster. Show us how desperate you are to cum."

Andy complied, his hand moving at a frenzied pace. He glanced at Dean, noticing the satisfied smirk on his face.

Andy blushed, averting his gaze. Jenna chuckled softly, sensing the tension between the two men. She took Dean's swollen cock out of her mouth, trailing her fingertips delicately along his shaft then lifted her head and looked to Andy once more.

"Tell me, Andy," Jenna said, her voice dripping with lust. "Do you like watching me suck Dean's cock? It's almost twice the size of yours." She teased.

Andy tensed, his grip on his cock tightening. Her words stung, but did little to deter his furious stroking. Instead, he focused on her mesmerizing performance, his cock throbbing with each successive lick and suck. Her mouth and throat muscles contracted ferociously around Dean's girth, demonstrating expertise honed by countless hours of practice.

"Mmmmm," Jenna murmured, "Do you think Abbie would like a cock this big, Andy?"

Andy cringed, trying not to imagine his wife with Dean. But it wasn't just jealousy he felt. Jenna's taunting about Dean and his wife made Andy's cock throb. Flashes of Abbie kneeling between Dean's legs, just as Jenna was now, her lips stretching to get around his thick shaft. Her eyes locked on Andy's while she took inch after inch into her mouth. Andy was ready to explode.

"Andy," Jenna murmured, her lips brushing against Dean's shaft. "I'm going to make Dean cum now. I want you to imagine your Abbie enjoying Dean's cock just like I am. Making it cum in her mouth, just like I'm going to. That's it. Stroke that little dick and cum for me, Andy. Cum for me while you imagine it," Jenna taunted.

Her words struck a chord within Andy, igniting a firestorm of conflicting emotions. Simultaneously humiliated and aroused, he clenched his fist around his average-sized cock, his strokes becoming rapid and desperate.

"Can you picture it, Andy. Abbie's innocent lips stretched over my husband's cock. Mmmmmm, cum for me baby," Jenna purred, her eyes locked on Andy and her fingers wrapped around Dean's engorged member.

It was too much for Andy and he felt his cock begin to pulse uncontrollably. Jenna's relentless teasing had proven too much for him to bear. His balls tightened, and with a final, agonizing squeeze, he ejaculated, his semen splattering onto his own chest.



Jenna watched Andy with amusement, as he let out a loud groan. She turned her attention back to her husband, and she began to stroke his cock much faster now. She used her other hand to cup his heavy sac. Her eyes were locked on Andy's, continuing to taunt him.

Andy squirmed uncomfortably, as he watched. Now that he'd finished, the arousal abated and he wished he could vanish into thin air, escape the reality of his inferiority. He looked down at his shrinking penis twitching in his hand, the remnants of his earlier release dribbling down his stomach.

Then suddenly it was Dean's turn to finish as Jenna expertly handled his cock.

His powerful ejaculation spurted into Jenna's mouth, painting her tongue and inner cheek with copious amounts of sperm. Jenna gulped down his hot seed, savouring the taste. She smacked her lips and then opened her mouth, showing Andy Dean's semen coating her tongue.

"Mmmmm, that was delicious," Jenna purred, her eyes sparkling mischievously.

He watched mesmerized as Jenna proudly displayed Dean's thick, viscous load in her mouth. He couldn't deny the intoxicating effect it had on him, how unbelievably sexy Jenna looked at that moment. In spite of his humiliation and no matter what happened after this, he knew he would remember this image for months when he jerked off.

Dean broke him from his reverie and began to fasten his pants. "Time to go, Andy."

Andy nervously stood up and tucked his cock back into his pants. He looked at the sticky mess on his stomach but ignored it and tucked his shirt in. He took one last look at the two of them, unsure what to say or what would come next.

"Don't worry, Andy," Jenna finally said as he reached the door. "We will be in touch if we need anything else," Andy's heart sank as he closed the door behind himself and retreated to his house.

Relief washed over him but his comfort was brief. Jenna's words replayed in his head and it filled him with dread. He was sure this was just the beginning, that his neighbours fully intended to hold this over his head. But what exactly would they do? What did they want from him? He had to figure out a way out of this. No matter what it took, no matter what they wanted from him, he couldn't let Abbie see that video. He wouldn't let that happen.

Part 3 coming soon...


Bad Neighbours Pt. 03

-- This is the 3rd installment in the Bad Neighbours series. You will notice the themes of cuckolding, femdom, manipulation, blackmail, and voyeurism ramp up with each chapter. If these are not themes you are interested in, please save yourself the time. If there appears to be enough interest, I will continue to post the series. ---

Andy didn't speak with their neighbours for the next two weeks. Well, not directly at least. He did see them a few times in passing as he went to his car or arrived home from work, but each time he nervously hurried along careful not to engage in any lengthy conversation if he could help it. When it happened to be Jenna in the driveway, he couldn't help himself from at least glancing in her direction to take in her sexy form. Her outfits seemed to get more and more provocative and he wondered if she was trying to torture him. Regardless, he didn't speak with her other than to respond if she waved or said hi, but he suspected she saw him stealing a glance now and then.

Unfortunately, Abbie was making no such attempts to avoid their neighbours. In fact her and Jenna seemed to spend time together with each passing day. On more than a couple of afternoons he arrived home from work to find his wife wasn't there. He would fix himself dinner, not wanting to go next door to retrieve her and have to face Jenna or Dean. Eventually, Abbie would eventually return home a bit tipsy from the wine her and Jenna had presumably shared that afternoon. On those nights, sex with his wife was incredible. He had a lingering suspicion it wasn't just the alcohol that had increased her sex drive after her visits, but he enjoyed how stimulated and assertive she became.

But it still made him very uneasy that she was spending so much time with Jenna. He wondered what Jenna was up to and all he could do was desperately hope that she wouldn't tell his wife about what happened.

"How was your day?" Abbie asked him as he entered their front door. Before he could answer she had her arms wrapped around him and pressed her lips hard against his. Andy enjoyed her attention but had a gnawing suspicion her frisky mood was the result of several glasses of wine with their neighbours that afternoon. His suspicions were confirmed when Abbie told him about inviting Jenna and Dean over to their place on Friday.

"I invited Jenna and Dean to join us for drinks tomorrow evening," Abbie announced, her voice muffled by Andy's neck.

His heart skipped a beat, and he pulled away abruptly. Why?" he asked, trying to hide the wave of panic that surged through him.

Abbie looked at him quizzically, a puzzled expression clouding her features. "I thought you'd enjoy a change from our usual routine," she explained, her brow crinkling in concern. "You haven't been yourself lately, and I figured this might lift your spirits."

Andy eyed her warily, unable to shake the feeling that Jenna and Dean were manipulating him and Abbie somehow. That there were ulterior motives for their friendliness.

"Um, yea. Okay," he agreed grudgingly, forcing a reassuring smile. "But maybe not too many drinks, huh?"

Abbie shrugged dismissively, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "I like Jenna, she's fun. And it's nice to have new friends. You should try to get to know Dean a bit better. You may have a lot in common, who knows." She said, turning to leave the room.

Andy suspected the one thing they had in common was an attraction to Andy's wife.

The following evening just after 8pm, Andy and Abbie found themselves welcoming Jenna and Dean into their home. They drank some wine and carried conversation, mostly Jenna, Abbie, and Dean laughing and sharing stories. Andy tried to take part, but he struggled to maintain composure, his thoughts racing with images of Jenna's insinuating smile and Dean's triumphant gaze. Perhaps he was just being paranoid.

"Cheers, everyone!" Jenna exclaimed, raising her glass high. "To new friendships and great memories! I mean we've already gotten to know each other pretty well, I think." she smiled, glancing at Andy.

Their glasses clinked together, and as the drinks flowed Andy felt the tension ease slightly as they talked. Jenna and Dean regaled them with sometimes explicit tales of their adventures, at times seeming to try to make the more conservative Andy and Abbie squirm. Their humour was candid and direct, perhaps designed to provoke reactions from their less experienced hosts.

The drinks flowed freely and Andy could see Abbie becoming more social, appearing drawn to Dean's magnetic personality. Andy felt pangs of jealousy but couldn't blame her, you had to admire his confidence and charm. He watched the two of them engage in lively banter her laughing and him teasing, it appeared.

He silently observed them, noting the way their eyes sparkled when they spoke to each other, the way their hands brushed against each other casually, and the way they both laughed loudly at each other's jokes.

Jenna was talking to Andy about something, about a vacation spot she suggested they try. Beaches and some other stuff. He barely heard her.

Andy felt an unsettling mix of feelings stirring inside him as he watched them interact. Every fiber of his being screamed with jealousy as he watched the two of them flirt openly, but he forced himself to suppress these emotions.

Instead, he smiled politely, acting as though nothing was wrong. His blood boiled with rage, but he maintained his composure, focusing on the task at hand--making sure the evening went smoothly. He did not want to say or do anything that may upset their guests and cause them to reveal the humiliating secret they shared.

Abbie, seeming oblivious to Andy's mounting discomfort, continued to chat animatedly with Dean. Their laughter filled the room, drowning out the ticking clock on the wall. Andy's heart raced, and his palms sweated profusely.

"Hey, where is your bathroom?" He heard Dean ask.

"The one down here isn't working, but there is one upstairs," Abbie offered.

Dean stared at her before she eventually realized he was waiting for her to show him. "Oh, here, I will show you where it is," she turned and headed up the stairs, with Dean in tow.

From the kitchen, Andy listened to their footsteps ascending the wooden staircase. His anxiety swelled within him, his fists balled tighter and tighter. He couldn't stand the thought of Dean and Abbie alone, especially in their personal space.

Jenna spoke, breaking him from his thoughts.

"Come here, Andy," she purred, her voice dripping with seduction. "I want to show you something in our backyard."

Andy hesitated, torn between curiosity and apprehension. He knew that whatever plans Jenna had in store for him, he wasn't prepared for the consequences. However, he couldn't resist the lure of the striking woman who seemed to hold his fate in her hands. Reluctantly, he followed behind Jenna, leaving Dean and Abbie alone upstairs.

As they stepped outside, the cool night air enveloped them. Jenna took the opportunity to light a cigarette. Watching her take a long drag, Andy felt a rush of blood to his cock. He couldn't have imagined she could look sexier than before, but watching her smoke was intoxicating.

Perhaps it reminded him of his wife's secret promiscuity. There was something undeniably erotic about watching her smoke. It had a certain defiant edge to it which made him excited. He imagined her pulling off her panties, exposing her shaved pussy. He pictured her touching herself as she smoked right next to him.

His cock was fully erect now, his shorts uncomfortably tight. He noticed her eyeing the bulge in his shorts, a naughty knowing smile playing on her lips. His faced turned a bright red.

"Can I show you something, Andy?" she whispered seductively into his ear. She grabbed his hand and led him towards the backyard. As they walked, he couldn't help but sneak peeks at her shapely ass, swaying hypnotically beneath her short skirt.

Once they reached the privacy of the yard, Jenna stopped abruptly, turning to face Andy.

She exhaled a puff of smoke directly into his face, her eyes glittering mischievously. Her lips formed a sinful pout.

"Andy," she murmured, stepping closer to him. "Do you ever imagine what it would be like if Abbie was a bit more .... uninhibited? Slutty, even?"

Andy recoiled at her blunt question, his pulse quickening with shock and arousal. He tried to respond, but his brain struggled to process the loaded question.

Instead, he simply nodded, his breath quickening as his heart pounded wildly. His eyes darted around the dimly lit backyard, searching for an escape route.

"Imagine waking up to a beautiful woman," Jenna continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. "One who looks exactly like your wife, yet behaves completely differently. She's uninhibited, aggressive, and hungry for sexual satisfaction."

Andy's cock twitched in response, betraying his deepest desires.

His eyes locked onto Jenna's tantalizing form, and he allowed himself to imagine. What if Abbie possessed such voracious appetites? Would he be able to satisfy her insatiable cravings? The idea both thrilled and terrified him.

"Would she treat you like a king, making love to you passionately and fiercely? Or would she degrade you, using her beauty and sexuality to torment you, to humiliate you?" Jenna's voice trailed off, her tone laced with wicked intent.

"Or perhaps your wife would find pleasure in being dominated by another man, while you helplessly watch from the sidelines. How would you feel seeing another man possess her in ways you could never dream of?"

Andy's heart hammered against his chest, his throat constricting with unspeakable dread. He tried to imagine his wife engaging in such debauchery. The mere suggestion sparked a forbidden flame within him.

"Maybe," he muttered hoarsely, his voice barely audible. "I think I would."

Jenna leaned close, her smoky breath fanning Andy's face. "What if I could offer you that fantasy?" she purred, her eyes locked on his. "Have you noticed how much better sex has been lately, Andy? Since your wife and I have become friends? I could help you, Andy. I know that's what you want, to see Abbie transformed into that unbridled slut you crave?"

Andy's heart leapt. He suddenly looked back toward his house, wondering what was going on right now between Abbie and Dean.

"You know," Jenna grinned, her teeth gleaming white against her dark lipstick. "Like she used to be before she married you." This stung Andy. What had Abbie shared with Jenna? He knew Abbie had been promiscuous when she was younger, before they met. A part of him was jealous of all the men she'd been with, imagining how they'd enjoyed and satisfied his future wife. Were they bigger than him? Did they give her more pleasure?

But in truth, And had always been more turned on by it than jealous of it. Thinking of Abbie in that way, easy and insatiable, going home with whatever guy she decided to pick up that night. His cock throbbed painfully.

Andy suddenly regained his composure. "No," he blurted, shaking his head. "I don't want that." he said, though he questioned his own conviction at his words.

"We should get back to the house, Abbie will be wondering where we are," he said, again glancing toward their home.

Jenna smiled devilishly and took another drag from her cigarette, clearly realizing the effect it had on Andy.

She tilted her head back slightly and blew a stream of smoke into the sky, arousing him even more. Andy didn't know why he was so aroused by women who smoked, but he found the habit incredibly erotic. The sight of Jenna smoking was almost too much for him to handle as he could feel his erection straining against his pants.

A vision of his beautiful Abbie with Dean alone in their home flashed through his head. It sent a mixture of dread and arousal through his body.

"We have to go back now," he said and hurried to his house.

Jenna flicked her cigarette away playfully before striding alongside Andy without saying a word.

As they approached the house, Andy paused briefly at the door, reaching for the handle. He looked back at Jenna.

"What are you waiting for?" she asked, her eyes gleaming. "Scared of what you may see?"

Andy swung the door open, his heart pounding violently against his chest.

Abbie looked at him nervously. "Where were you," she stuttered nervously.

Andy saw Dean sitting on the sofa sipping on his drink.

"Just went out to keep Jenna company while she had a smoke," he responded, eyeing the two of them with suspicion.

"Oh, ok," she seemed to have no problem accepting his explanation.

Dean stood up and downed the rest of his drink.

"Hey Jenn, I'm getting a bit tired, we should probably head home and let these two lovebirds get to bed," his voice sounded confident but sarcastic.

Andy looked at Abbie, who gave Dean a slight nod. Her face appeared flush, perhaps from the alcohol, perhaps not.

Andy breathed a sigh of relief, glad this night was coming to an end. He was already contemplating how he could confront his wife later about her flirty behaviour tonight. Or should he bring it up at all? A part of him felt such guilt for the secret being held over his head, he wondered if he even had a right to be jealous.

Jenna arched an eyebrow and smiled flirtatiously at Dean. "Sure thing baby," she replied, standing up from her seat. "Take me home and do nasty things to me." she teased, running her fingers along her husband's chest.

With a wink to Andy, she put her arm around Dean's waist and guided him to the door.

"Thanks for everything, Andy," Dean said, flashing a grin before exiting the house. "I really enjoyed it."

Andy watched them leave, his heart still pounding. He turned to Abbie, whose eyes were glued to the door.

"You okay?" he asked tentatively.

She nodded, her gaze remaining fixed on the empty doorway.

She turned to look at her husband. "I'm tired, we should head up to bed," she said hurriedly.

Her eyes still darted nervously to the door, indicating she was still distracted by something.

Andy noticed her agitation, and his heart fell. Had Dean's charm worked its magic on Abbie? Had something happened while he and Jenna were outside? He pushed the troubling thoughts aside, deciding to address the issue later. Both he and Abbie had a lot to drink tonight and he wanted to be clear headed for such a discussion.

"Yeah, I guess we should," he mumbled, swallowing the lump in his throat.

As they ascended the stairs, Andy glanced back at the living room, his gut churning with uncertainty.

To his surprise, the moment they entered the bedroom Abbie she'd her clothes.

"I need you to fuck me," she said without looking at Andy, unfastening her bra. He could hear a desperate urgency in her tone.

Andy was shocked but instantly turned on by her candid need. He was still hard from his time with Jenna earlier and he quickly stripped down to his boxers. He grabbed her hips and yanked her closer excited to kiss his gorgeous wife. Abbie quickly turned her head to the side.

Andy was confused by her denial but not deterred. He began to kiss her neck, slowly changing from one side to the other. Abbie let out a loud moan and he could feel her hot breath on his face. Her scent seemed different somehow.

With her eyes closed, Andy grabbed one of her breasts as he pressed his mouth against hers. His tongue darted forward seeking entrance. Abbie let out a low moan, and her lips parted just slightly. He took the opportunity and shoved his tongue into her mouth seeking hers. She tried to pull away but Andy kissed her harder. Her taste was unfamiliar somehow and he tried to place it. Perhaps it was the alcohol.

But before he could question it Abbie broke free and whirled around, placing her hands on the bed and swaying her ass at him.

"Dammit, just fuck me, Andy!" Abbie growled impatiently, shaking her ass as she waited for her husband to enter her.

Andy was taken aback by her tone, but quickly obeyed. He was as horny as she was and craved release.

He positioned himself behind his wife and guided his cock to her entrance. He immediately felt her wetness and slammed into her roughly. Abbie cried out from the sudden intrusion to her pussy. Andy felt something boil inside him and began to fuck his wife furiously. He was surprised by his own aggressiveness, he had never been this way with her before.

It was as if he had tapped into a primal energy and now that he'd tasted it, he couldn't resist.

Abbie writhed beneath him, enjoying the sensation of his throbbing member penetrating her, filling her with a burning desire.

"Fuck me harder, please," she begged, gasping for breath. "I need it."

Andy obliged, slamming into her harder and faster, driving her towards orgasm. He gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her flesh. With every thrust, Andy's lust grew stronger, fueled by Abbie's insistent pleas. He relished the power he held over her, controlling her pleasure and pain as he drove deeper within her.

"Harder, Andy," Abbie whimpered, her voice cracking with desperation. "Please, don't stop."

Andy complied, his cock plunging deeper into her wet, willing hole. Her muscles clamped around him, gripping him tightly, refusing to let go.

Suddenly his wife let out a loud cry of pleasure as she reached the brink of ecstasy. Abbie arched her back, pressing her ass against Andy's groin, causing his cock to rub against her sensitive spot. This unexpected touch sent a wave of intense pleasure coursing through her body, overwhelming her senses.

Andy, sensing her approaching climax, redoubled his efforts, thrusting into her with renewed vigor.

"Yes, yes, oh God, yes!" Abbie screamed, her entire body frothing with uncontrollable orgasms.

Each pulsating release drained her energy until she collapsed, panting heavily on the mattress. Her legs trembled as she struggled to catch her breath, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

Andy sat up, his cock still buried deep within her. His heartbeat echoed in his ears, and his breathing remained ragged as he gazed down at his exhausted wife. He had never seen her like this before; it was as if something had unleashed a hidden beast within her.

As he withdrew his cock gently, he marvelled at the transformation. What had gotten into her tonight, he wondered. He looked down and realized his cock was still rock hard, slick with his wife's juices.

He looked at Abbie, lying limply on the bed, her hair sticking to her damp forehead. She opened her eyes and smiled weakly, staring off to her side.

"That was amazing, Andy," she whispered. "Thank you."

He returned her smile, his heart swelling with pride but he was confused. He still had not cum. Was she not going to help him finish? Between the hard fucking he had just given and the flashing memories of Jenna smoking her cigarette earlier in the evening, Andy was desperate to cum. Every nerve in his cock tingled for release. But Abbie made no motion to move, she appeared utterly spent. She seemed almost oblivious to his presence.

He watched her lie there, her body relaxed and content, seemingly unconcerned with the lingering tension in Andy's body. As he stood there, his cock still erect and eager for release, he considered his options. Should he wake her up and demand satisfaction, or should he wait patiently until she was rested?

"Abbie," he called softly, nudging her lightly. "Are you awake?"

Abbie stirred slightly, her weary eyes fluttering open. "Mmmhmm," she grunted, her voice thick with satisfaction.

"I'm just going to sleep, honey," Abbie murmured, her eyelids drifting shut like heavy curtains. "You can take care of yourself."

Andy sighed, his disappointment evident in his voice. "Well, ok then," he conceded, the disappointment evident in his voice. "Goodnight, Abbie."



He climbed out of bed, his stiff erection leading the way. He strode across the cold hardwood floor, his naked feet padding quietly on the wood. He reached for some tissues, preparing to relieve himself.

As he closed the door to the bathroom, he noticed a faint scent, a familiar aroma that tugged at his memory. It was subtle, but distinct enough to remind him of his encounter with Jenna outside. Andy had always been intrigued by the allure of taboo pleasures, and the elusive scent seemed to draw him closer to fulfilling those fantasies. He decided to savour the moment, letting himself be swept away by a storm of sensations.

He rubbed his hard cock, his fingers sliding along the length until he reached the tip.

As he stroked himself, he envisioned Jenna's provocative mannerisms from earlier in the evening - the way she lounged in her chair, the way she flicked her cigarette gracefully, and the way she teased him about his wife's sexuality.

These images flickered through his mind like a movie reel, guiding his movements as he pleasured himself. He began to imagine that it was Jenna's hand wrapped around his erection, rather than his own. This mental substitution increased his arousal substantially, causing precum to leak from the tip of his penis.

As he pumped his shaft faster, he visualized Jenna standing over him, covered in her sexy tattoos, her mesmerizing eyes locked on his cock. She slowly slid her fingers under her skirt, revealing a pair of lace panties soaked with her juices. She bent down, kissing the head of his cock before slowly taking it into her mouth. Her tongue traced the length of his shaft, and her fingers began to stroke it rhythmically. Andy groaned, feeling his balls tighten as he neared climax. He could practically feel Jenna's warm breath on his skin as she swallowed his cock whole, her throat contracting around him.

Suddenly his thoughts shifted and he wondered once again what his wife and Dean had been up to when he was outside. He tried to push the thoughts out of his head, to go back to imagining Jenna's hands on his cock, but to no avail. His eyes closed tightly and he could see Abbie's hands around Dean's cock, stroking him as she looked into his eyes, desperate for his praise and approval. He started to lose control, his cock throbbing in anticipation of release.

He saw his Abbie knelt down in front of Dean, her eyes filled with lust. Caressing his balls, gently squeezing them, before running her fingers up and down his shaft. She kissed the head of his cock, tasting his precum, before taking it into her mouth. She sucked him hard, her lips tightening around him, as she bobbed her head up and down enthusiastically.

Andy wanted to shake the image from his thoughts, but he couldn't. The pressure on his cock built up, and he could feel his balls tightening as he neared climax. He imagined Abbie taking Dean's cock deeper into her mouth, her throat contracting around him, swallowing him whole as Dean unloaded into her mouth.

Andy's own orgasm came hard and fast, his semen exploding from his cock in waves. It shot across the floor in strands before finally just a dribble remaining that he could squeeze from the head.

He sat on the toilet seat and felt the jealousy fill him, his chest constricting and mind racing. How could he imagine such a thing? He didn't want anyone else to enjoy Abbie. Or perhaps he didn't want Abbie to enjoy anyone else. So why couldn't he shake those thoughts as he stroked himself furiously just moments ago. Why did it draw such an intense orgasm from him.

His thoughts began to drift back to Jenna and then to Dean. How they continued to have their secret hanging over his head. Was it inevitable that Abbie would eventually find out about his lewd display at their neighbours' house weeks ago? He felt a sense of impending doom and he could see no way out. For now at least, all he could do was hope that they had no intentions of using it. If Jenna really was becoming friend's with Abbie, would she really want to hurt her with something like that? Ruin her marriage or at the very least, cause her husband extreme humiliation?

Andy sighed, and pulled up his boxers before wiping up his mess. He brushed his teeth and once again remembered the faint taste of Abbie's kiss. He tried to push the thought from his mind. He shut off the light and crawled into bed with his wife. He looked at the ceiling and the room was spinning. He thought it was an appropriate reflection of how he felt right now. He somehow knew things were going to get worse before they got better. But what would come next was something he could never have imagined.


Bad Neighbours Pt. 04

The following morning Andy woke up to an empty bed. Trying to shake the cobwebs, he checked the time and realized he'd slept in unusually late, even for a Saturday. His cock was hard and thoughts of the previous night played through his mind.

He had enjoyed Abbie's passionate demands and even more so the steamy fantasy he had conjured in his mind. But now reality struck him like a cold douse of water. What had he done? And what had Abbie done? He felt guilty that he'd fantasized about Jenna while finishing himself last night, and it felt even more fucked up that he had gotten aroused imagining his wife with Dean. But something else was bothering him. Why had Abbie seemed so distant?

He squeezed his erection and considered masturbating again. In spite of taking care of himself in the bathroom last night, not being able to finish with his wife left him feeling unfulfilled.

Instead, Andy pulled on a pair of sweat pants and headed downstairs.

As he descended the stairs he could hear voices below and his stomach dropped. He paused to listen closer but couldn't make out who the voices belonged to. He entered the kitchen to see Abbie in her white bathrobe pouring Jenna a cup of coffee.

Jenna's tight tank top accentuated her ample cleavage, and her shorts revealed her toned thighs. Tattoos graced a good portion of her arms and shoulders as well as one that crept down her right thigh.

"Morning, Andy," Jenna greeted him, tilting her head sideways. "Didn't expect to see you up so early."

Andy cleared his throat, his voice cracking slightly.

"Umm, yeah," he managed to say weakly. "Good morning, Jenna."

Abbie turned around and gave her husband a peck on the cheek.

"Good morning, hun," she greeted him with a smile, tracing a finger across his chest.

It suddenly dawned on Andy that he was wearing just a pair of sweat pants and no shirt. He hadn't been expecting company.

"Good morning," he said with an uneasy smile.

"So Jenna, what brings you over this morning?" Andy asked, trying to sound casual despite the discomfort creeping up his spine.

Would it always be this way? Would he feel terrified every time his wife was alone with Jenna or Dean, for fear they had finally decided to reveal their secret?

Jenna gave him an innocent smile as she took a sip of her coffee, watching Andy closely over the rim of her cup.

"Just needed my morning caffeine fix," she replied. "Thought I would drop by and thank you guys for having us over last night. It was fun, we should do it more often."

"We really should," Abbie chimed in, filling another mug. "I mean, after all, we live right next door to each other!"

"Yea," Andy agreed, glancing nervously at Jenna. "Of course."

"Here hun," Abbie handed Andy a hot cup of fresh coffee.

"Thanks," he smiled.

She really was amazing. There was no question things had been tense lately, but he wondered if much of that was just in his own head. The video his neighbours had of him loomed over him every day, but in a lot of ways, things with him and his wife had been better than ever, particularly in the bedroom. They both seemed more sexually charged than they had been in years.

"So," Andy took a sip of coffee. "Where's Dean this morning?" he asked, breaking the awkward silence.

"Something came up and he had to go into work today," Jenna replied with a frown. "So looks like I'm on my own." she chuckled softly, stirring her coffee with a spoon. "What about you, Andy?"

"Me?" Andy raised an eyebrow questioningly. "What about me?"

"Oh, nothing," Jenna feigned innocence but Andy saw the mischief in her eyes. "Its just, I heard you didn't quite finish last night."

Andy's cheeks reddened and he shot a nervous glance at Abbie.

"What? I don't know what you mean," he stammered.

"Jenna!" Abbie exclaimed.

"What?" Jenna asked. "Was I supposed to keep that a secret?" She giggled taking another sip of coffee.

Abbie put her hand on Andy's back and rubbed it reassuringly.

"Sorry, hun," she said with a grin. "I was just telling Jenna how amazing you were last night. That you wore me out and I was too exhausted to help you... you now... finish." Abbie laughed.

She leaned in and gave him a tender kiss.

"Andy, you stud," Jenna teased. "Who knew?" she giggled.

Andy blushed. "Ummm, thanks. I try."

"So, what do you guys have planned for the rest of the weekend?" Abbie asked, changing the subject.

"Not sure," Jenna shrugged. "With Dean gone for the day, I'm probably just going to hang out in the yard and catch some sun. Maybe read a good book."

Jenna did not look like a bookworm, Andy thought. If she was, he would bet his last dollar the books wouldn't be ones you'd want your kids to come across.

"That sounds relaxing," Abbie commented sincerely. "Andy's been working overtime lately, and we've barely had time to sit outside and relax. We might just swing by your place later, if you don't mind some company?"

"That sounds fun," Jenna replied excitedly. "I'd love some company."

Andy shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to conceal the burgeoning erection forming in his pants. He realized that while he'd been listening to the girls talk, he'd perhaps been staring a little too closely at Jenna. Despite his best efforts to maintain composure, he suddenly felt an overwhelming arousal. He casually looked down at his lap, praying he wouldn't see a tent in his sweat pants, but there it was. Andy slid his chair in closer to the table hoping for some cover.

"That sounds like a great plan," Jenna said excitedly. "Let's say in an hour then?"

"Yea, sure. Sounds good," Andy replied, hoping to wrap up their conversation so Jenna would leave.

"Great," Jenna smiled broadly, her gaze wandering between Andy and Abbie. "Then I'll see you two in an hour. That should give me enough time to give the pool a quick cleaning with the skimmer."

"Oh shoot," Abbie said thoughtfully. "I just remembered, I have to run a few errands this morning, so it may have to be a bit later."

Andy felt a mix of relief yet disappointment. He really didn't want his wife becoming too close to his neighbours. But the thought of Jenna sunbathing was enticing.

"But Andy can come over and help you clean the pool and I will join you guys in awhile," Abbie suggested.

Andy shot her a look of astonishment but Abbie paid him no attention.

"Well that sounds great," Jenna chimed in. "If that's ok with you, Andy?"

Before he could respond, his wife answered for him. "Of course he doesn't mind, do you Andy? And I shouldn't be too long." Abbie added, giving Andy a gentle pat on the back.

"I guess that means I'm stuck with the fun task of cleaning the pool, huh?" Andy joked, forcing a smile to mask his inner turmoil.

Jenna gave Andy a wink.

"Ok, well Andy I will see you in about an hour. And Abbie, join us when you can. You may have some catching up to do. It may be early, but I'm already craving a margarita," she teased.

With that, she turned and left.

Andy stared at the back of his wife as she cleaned up their dishes. He wanted to say something, to let her know he could just wait for her to be finished her errands and they could go together. But she had committed him to helping Jenna clean the pool before they enjoyed their day together and he saw no way out of it.

Abbie dried her hands and bent over to give him a quick kiss.

"Ok," she said, as she turned and headed for the stairs. "I'm going to get showered and dressed before I head out. I have a nail appointment in just over an hour and then a few errands to run. Then I'll meet up with you guys. It will be fun, I'm looking forward to it."

With that she was up the stairs to get ready and Andy was left sitting at the table staring down at the bulge in his pants.

By the time he had showered and gotten dressed, Andy was feeling a bit better about things. He had had time to calm himself down and reasoned that perhaps he was feeling stressed for no reason. Neither Jenna nor Dean had given any indication since that day that they intended to cause his marriage any harm. In fact, they'd been quite friendly. Perhaps this would all just blow over, at least until he could figure out a way to put it behind him for good.

When Jenna answered the door, Andy's heart raced. She looked stunning. She had not changed her clothes, she was still wearing a tight white tank top and a pair of shorts that he now realized barely covered her ass. But something was different and it took him no more than a couple of seconds to realize it. She was no longer wearing a bra. Jenna's nipples were clearly visible through the material that fit so perfectly against her chest.

Andy gulped. Her breasts looked perfect, her nipples protruding shamelessly. Seeing them now, poking straight through her thin shirt, excited him beyond belief. She looked incredible. His cock grew hard beneath his swim trunks.

"Come on in, Andy," Jenna said, opening the door wider.

Andy stepped inside, trying hard not to stare.

He followed Jenna to the kitchen, and she handed him a drink from the counter.

"Drink up," she said, as she finished the last of her drink and began to fix another.

Andy took a large mouthful of his drink and nearly spit it back out. Wow, that was strong! He managed to swallow it, his eyes watering slightly.

"Too strong?" she asked, giggling. "Here, let's get your palette warmed up."

Jenna reached into the cupboard and pulled out two shot glasses. Before Andy could protest, she filled them both to the brim with tequila and handed Andy his.

"To a fun afternoon," Jenna proposed, clinking her glass against Andy's.

"To a fun afternoon," Andy parroted, feeling the potent liquid burn and numb his throat.

He downed the fiery fluid, wincing slightly as it seared his taste buds. The burning sensation subsided, leaving him feeling pleasantly buzzed.

Jenna stood staring at Andy for several seconds, as if pondering something. Andy shifted uncomfortably, trying to think of something to say to break the tension.

"Andy, I have a bit of a confession to make. I don't really need the pool cleaned. Actually, I was hoping I could ask you a different kind of favour," she said softly, biting her bottom lip seductively.

"Ok," Andy replied nervously, "What's up?"

"Well, it's kind of... well let's just say it's of a sexual nature," she continued, her eyes studying Andy's reaction.

Andy's eyes widened and he took another big gulp of his drink. This time, he welcomed the burn of alcohol in his mouth.

"Ok, this is kind of embarrassing. Well, as you know, Dean and I are quite adventurous," she began.

Andy nodded and took another drink, wondering where this was going.

"I mean, we've done almost anything you can think of," Jenna stepped closer to Andy and he felt his cock twitch in his shorts. "But there is one thing I've always wanted to try, but Dean said he just isn't into it."

Andy's mind tried to imagine something sexual that Dean wouldn't be willing to give Jenna and nothing came to mind.

Jenna was now inches from Andy's face. He could feel her breath on his cheeks, smell the mix of alcohol with her perfume. His cock began to throb and he prayed she didn't look down.

"Andy, have you and Abbie ever tried... anal?" Jenna asked with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

Andy was shocked. "What? NO," he said, sounding flustered. "I mean, I've thought about it, but... it's just... it's not something... Look, Abbie is amazing and all, but... I know she wouldn't be into that." He downed the rest of his drink.

His eyes locked onto Jenna's lips as she spoke. He watched her tongue lick those full pink lips, making his cock throb. Jenna looked him directly in the eye as she spoke.

"Would you be willing to try it, Andy? For me," she whispered, her breath tickling his ear.

Andy swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. Was this real? Was she serious? Or was she testing him? He didn't dare speak, fearing that his voice would betray him. He shook his head slowly then finally found the words.

"I don't know if I'm the right person for that," Andy managed to mutter.

A knot formed in his gut, but the intoxicating mixture of liquor and Jenna's sensual allure kept him from backing away. He desperately needed to break the spell she had cast upon him.

He could see the disappointment on Jenna's face. She slid her hand down and carefully traced the outline of Andy's erection with her fingers. Andy shivered and glanced around the room nervously.

"Andy, I've wanted to try it for so long. It sounds like something you've imagined before as well. I promise not to tell if you don't."

Andy's heart was pounding in his chest.

His eyes darted around the room nervously as he felt the heat rising within him. Of course he'd thought about it with Abbie, but he knew that was just a fantasy, he wouldn't even dare bring it up to her. But hearing Jenna offer it up to him like this -- that was almost too much to wish for.

"Andy, please," Jenna pleaded, her voice trembling with desperation. "I really want to try it," She leaned forward and her lips grazed his. Andy moaned as Jenna gently squeezed his cock.

"Ok," he whispered, fully under her spell at this point.

"Oh my god, Andy, that's amazing," Jenna said with evident glee. "I knew you would be into it." Jenna smiled, clearly pleased with his response as she ran her fingers up and down his abdomen. His swimming trunks bulged, straining against his engorged member.

"Follow me, Andy," Jenna commanded.

Andy obeyed, striding behind Jenna as they made their way down the hallway to the bedroom. His heart was pounding in his chest and he found it hard to slow his breathing. Was this really happening, he thought.

"How about you get out of those shorts, Andy," Jenna instructed, her voice soft and soothing.

His heart thumping wildly against his rib cage, Andy complied without hesitation. As he released his shorts, his erect penis sprang loose and Jenna's eyes widened with delight.

"Mmmm, Andy, you're absolutely gorgeous," she breathed, reaching out to lightly touch the tip of his cock.

A shiver ran down Andy's spine, and he couldn't hold back a gasp. Jenna smiled, her fingertips tracing along the length of his shaft.

"Now Andy, I hope you don't find this weird, but I've imagined this a very specific way in my head. Do you trust me, Andy? Can we do it just like I've always wanted?"

Andy nodded, swallowing hard. He was still trying to fathom the fact that Jenna and Dean had never tried anal sex before. It didn't seem that crazy considering their reputation.

"Thank you," she said with a sly smile.

She put her hands on either side of his face and pulled him in for a kiss. Andy's knees almost buckled, as Jenna pushed her tongue deep into his. He couldn't believe how incredible she tasted and he found himself falling deeper under her spell.

"Now," Jenna said, breaking the kiss and leading Andy towards the bed. "Let's put these on," she said producing a pair of pink fur covered handcuffs.

She clicked a cuff around one wrist then pushed his arms behind him before locking the other in place. She looked at him and smiled before softly kissing him again.

"You look so cute," she smiled. "Now, lie down on your back."

Andy followed her orders, his anticipation mounting with every word. He positioned himself on the edge of the plush mattress, and let himself fall back, his legs dangling over the foot of the bed. Jenna kneeled down, her warm breath tickling his balls. Andy thought he might cum right then and there and suddenly hoped he would not let her down.

He could feel his hands clasped behind him, his vulnerability somehow making him even harder. Jenna put one hand on each of his knees and pressed his thighs as far open as they would go. Then she leaned in and slowly licked from the base of his shaft to his throbbing head. Andy shuddered in pleasure.

As she continued to lightly lick at his cock, Andy could feel Jenna's hands gliding lightly up and down his calves, then his ankles and finally settling on the tops of his feet. He felt his entire body tingling at her touch.

Something cold squeezed against his ankle and he heard a click, before feeling the same on his other one. Jenna stood up, lifting Andy's legs with her, the handcuffs on each of his ankles hooked over her thumbs. Andy could only watch confused, as she linked each of them onto large rings that were mounted high up on the tall foot-posts of the bed.

Andy's wrists remained bound behind his back, his thighs now spread wide apart and his ankles in the air. He tried to make sense of his sudden vulnerable state as Jenna's delicate fingers danced across his skin, sending shivers down his spine.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his waist, her thinly covered breasts brushing against his stomach.

"Are you ready, Andy?" she asked, leaning down to nibble on his neck.

He whimpered softly, his cock pulsating beneath her. Andy didn't understand why she had bound him in such a position but supposed Jenna was probably far more imaginative than he was when it came to these things.

She slid off of him and reached into her nightstand. Andy tried to look up and over his shoulder to see what she was doing but couldn't tell. Jenna returned to his side.

She leaned over his face and ran her tongue slowly across his bottom lip. Andy tied to lean closer, desperate to kiss her again.

"Ah, ah, ah," Jenna teased.

Before Andy realized what was happening, she swiftly put the ball into his mouth and pulled the velcro strap closed. Andy had never had a ball gag in his mouth and panic set in immediately. He suddenly realized just how vulnerable he felt and he feared what was coming next.

He tried to relax and convince himself that he should trust Jenna and that everything would be alright. Jenna's breath tickled his ear as she kissed and licked his neck, her intoxicating smell filling Andy's nostrils. He felt a strange combination of fear and arousal coursing through his veins.

"Thank you for doing this for me," she whispered into his ear.

Jenna slid off of him once again and sauntered across the room before opening her dresser drawer. She returned to the bed with one hand behind her back and the other brandishing a bottle of lubricant. Andy imagined what it would feel like when Jenna mounted him and slowly lowered herself onto his cock. How tight her ass would feel as she struggled to take all of him inside of the one place Dean had never dared go.

Jenna tipped the bottle, allowing a generous amount of lubricant to flow over Andy's cock and drip down his balls. She tossed the bottle onto the bed and reached down and slowly oiled his throbbing cock. Her hand stroked his shaft slowly, teasing him as he eagerly awaited what she had in store. She continued to spread lube over his balls rubbing them gently then giving them a tug to stretch his sack away from his cock.

Andy let out a loud moan. Jenna's hand continued to explore him eventually sliding down to his ass and lightly ran her finger across his sphincter. His erection bounced against his abdomen, crying for attention. Jenna expertly massaged his shaft, applying the lube generously.

"Andy, are you ready for me?" Jenna murmured into his ear, her hot breath igniting a fire within him. His cock throbbed with anticipation, but he was also feeling more uneasy with the helpless position he found himself in. He had imagined what it would be like for Jenna to climb onto him and slide her asshole carefully over his well oiled member, but something seemed off. The reality of his predicament started to set in.

Jenna's hands slid back down, past his scrotum, and onto his perineum. She applied pressure, squeezing his sensitive flesh, causing him to arch his back in response. Despite his heightened state of arousal, he couldn't shake the feeling of dread creeping up his spine.



"Relax, Andy," Jenna crooned.

Andy struggled to comply, his muscles rigid with anticipation. He arched his back, pressing his pelvis upward into a submissive position. Jenna chuckled softly, her fingers dancing over his sensitized skin.

"That's it, Andy," Jenna whispered, her voice like honey. "Just relax, sweetie."

Andy closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. His heart hammered wildly in his chest, his blood rushing through his veins. He felt Jenna's fingers dance down his inner thigh, tracing the path to his most sensitive spot. He suppressed a moan as his dick ached with unbearable longing, desperate for release. Every movement, every touch, amplified his feelings of vulnerability and arousal.

"You're so beautiful, Andy," Jenna said. "So eager."

Suddenly Andy felt a pressure on his hole and he gasped loudly. Jenna had taken a finger and pressed it against his entrance. She wiggled it slowly and Andy felt his cock strain and dance. She pulled her finger teasingly away then plunged it back in, stretching him open. She repeated this process a few times and Andy groaned in pleasure.

"I think you're ready," Jenna said simply.

Andy looked panicked, as the reality of the situation dawned on him. He stared at Jenna, his eyes pleading. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his cheek.

"Andy, you're such a good boy," she whispered. "Trust me, baby. I'm going to make you feel like you've never felt before."

Jenna squatted down to the floor and stood up straight again, this time pulling something up her thighs. Andy's eyes widened as he watched Jenna fasten the strap-on harness around her waist, the attached dildo pointing straight at him. He had seen these devices before in adult stores and even in porn. His heart pounded in his chest, his pulse racing with anticipation.

The horror of what was about to happen made Andy struggle violently against his restraints. He thrashed on the bed, his pleas muffled by the ball gag in his mouth. Jenna, however, seemed oblivious to his distress. Her eyes were ablaze with lust, and he could see the determination in her eyes.

"You're going to love this, Andy," she said softly as she positioned herself closer. "I promise."

With a sinister grin, Jenna grabbed the dildo attached to the harness and slowly maneuvered herself between his spread legs. She paused for a moment, savoring the sight of Andy's vulnerable form.

"This is what you wanted, right Andy?" she asked, her voice like a predator closing in on its prey. "You said you wanted this. That you'd imagined it before but Abbie wouldn't be into it."

Andy struggled against his restraints. He screamed internally, his mind racing with images of Jenna violating him repeatedly until he broke. But his efforts were futile; Jenna was clearly determined to carry out her twisted deed.

Andy's horrified gaze met Jenna's gleaming eyes, which reflected a sickening satisfaction. She gripped the phallus in her hand and began to press and wiggle the head of it against Andy's quivering hole.

"Don't worry, sweetie," she said. "I'll be gentle. Just breathe."

Her reassuring words did nothing to quell Andy's mounting anxiety. He squirmed beneath her touch, his cock stiffening despite his best efforts to resist. His heart pounded in his chest, his vision clouding with a haze of terror. He knew he was trapped, his fate sealed by Jenna's cruel intentions.

She rubbed the head against Andy's entrance, the tip touching the sensitive ring of muscle guarding his most private domain. The sensation of the dildo pressing against his sensitive spot sent a shockwave through his body. He bit down on the ball gag, suppressing a scream as Jenna finally pressed forward.

The head of the dildo slipped past Andy's rim, stretching him wider than he had ever been before. He gasped in surprise, his body reacting instinctively to the violation. The dildo slid deeper inside him, filling him up, forcing him to accept this foreign object. Each inch that entered him was agonizing, yet strangely exhilarating. His body responded with a mixture of resistance and surrender, as if battling itself.

"Andy, you're doing so great," Jenna said, her gleaming eyes locked on his. "Do you like it?"

Jenna reached down with one of her hands and grasped Andy's rigid cock in her hand. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and she gave it a firm squeeze. Andy let out a muffled cry, his hips bucking upward in response.

"Oooh, Andy, you're so hard," Jenna murmured. "You do like it, don't you sweetie?"

Jenna pumped Andy's cock a bit faster, her hand moving up and down with a fluid rhythm.

Andy's breathing grew shallower, his heart pounding in his chest. In spite of the pain he felt in his ass, he could feel his orgasm building, threatening to overwhelm him.

Jenna's skilled hands worked magic on his cock, stimulating every nerve ending and bringing him tantalizingly close to the edge. The intrusion of the dildo, coupled with Jenna's vigorous pumping, was more intense than anything he had ever experienced.

"Mmmmpphh," Andy tried to utter through the ball gag. The words were incomprehensible and his voice was hoarse. "MMMPHHH!"

Jenna merely chuckled, her grip tightening around Andy's cock. Andy shook his head vehemently, his eyes pleading with Jenna. His face contorted in pain and desperation, his heart hammering in his chest. He tried to twist away from Jenna's relentless pumping, but his restraints held him captive.

Abruptly, Jenna withdrew the dildo, leaving Andy's ass gaping and empty.

He breathed a sigh of relief, his body still recovering from the invasion. Jenna smiled, watching Andy's body trying to relax.

"Oh, Andy," she crooned, her voice oozing with mock sympathy. "Look how hard you are. You want it back inside?"

Jenna grinned wickedly, reaching down to cup Andy's balls. She squeezed them gently and his testicles tensed. Andy moaned into the ball gag, his hips bucking upwards in response.

Jenna slid the cock slowly back into Andy's hole and he let out another loud groan his body going rigid once again. She stroked his shaft faster as she began to grind against Andy's prostate. His heart leapt in his chest as he realized there was no being spared from what she had planned.

Jenna began to thrust harder, her movements becoming rougher and more forceful.

Andy clenched his jaw, his eyes shut tight as he tried to block out the pain and focus only on the pleasure. The sensation of Jenna's cock deep inside him was overwhelming, and he was sure he was going to cum any second whether he wanted to or not.

"Mmmmm. So -- Fu -- cking -- Tight." Her words burned in his ears, each syllable paired with a powerful thrust into Andy's ass.

Andy's body convulsed, his muscles contracting and relaxing in an endless cycle of submission. He could feel himself getting close. The sensations coursing through his body were unlike anything he had ever experienced.

"That's it," Jenna murmured. "You're almost there."

Jenna drove deeper and deeper into Andy's rectum, plowing him without mercy. The latex cock stretched Andy wide, sending ripples of pleasure mixed with pain coursing through his body. As she did, her hand continued to stroke Andy's shaft, now coated in a mix of lubricant and precum.

"Mmm, MMMMMM," Andy mumbled, his body writhing.

Jenna chuckled darkly, her grip tightening around his throbbing cock.

"That's right, Andy," she purred. "I want you to cum for me," Jenna panted, her voice echoing through the dimly lit room.

"Do you want this? Say yes, Andy. Show me how bad you want this." she was breathing hard now, as she pumped her hips and his cock with a furious intensity.

Andy hesitated, unable to think straight. His body trembled, the tension mounting with each passing second. He just wanted this to be over. He nodded repeatedly, his eyes wide.

Suddenly they were startled by a distant voice. Andy recognized it immediately and his heart sank.

"Andy, are you here? Jenna?" Abbie's voice was distant, coming from the back yard.

Andy struggled hard against his restraints as panic overtook him. He looked up at Jenna, his eyes pleading, but Jenna's grin widened.

"You'd better cum soon, Andy," she taunted. "What will Abbie think if she catches us like this?"

Andy was torn between the horror of his wife catching him like this and the intensity of the pleasure and pain Jenna was inflicting upon him. His body trembled, the tension mounting with each passing second.

"Abbie's coming, Andy," Jenna hissed, her voice dripping with urgency. "Come on sweetie, cum for me."

Andy's heart hammered in his chest, the realization of imminent discovery flooding his veins with dread. He struggled desperately against his restraints, his eyes pleading with Jenna.

"Andy, are you here?" Abbie called out. Andy could tell his wife had now entered the house.

Suddenly, he fell off the edge, his mind reeling as he surrendered to the rapture of his orgasm. His entire body convulsed, the restraints biting into his skin as he arched his back in ecstasy.

The moment Andy's first rope of cum shot violently from his cock, Jenna let go of his dick and let it slap helplessly against his stomach, flopping like a fish out of water.

She began to grind her hips into him, burying every inch of her latex cock inside him.

Andy looked at his tormentor with desperation, his eyes begging her to continue stroking him to finish. But Jenna simply giggled as he came all over his abdomen, his hips thrusting upward desperate for friction that would never come. The walls of Andy's ass clamped hard around the latex cock, milking it as his orgasm subsided.

"Oooooh, you came so hard, Andy," Jenna whispered. "Good boy."

She pulled back slowly, her latex cock retreating from Andy's abused hole. The cool air rushed in, providing a brief respite from the unrelenting heat of the encounter.

She finally released Andy's restraints, allowing his legs to ease limply to the floor.

He was stunned, unable to comprehend the humiliating and degrading experience he had just lived through. Abbie's voice echoed in his ears, growing louder and more urgent.

"Andy, Jenna... are you guys here?" Abbie's voice now carried a hint of concern, and Jenna chuckled softly, running her fingers through Andy's sweaty hair.

Andy moaned weakly, his body shivering with exhaustion and shame.

"So, ready for another drink?" She asked nonchalantly, as if they had just finished a game of checkers.

Andy raised his head, his gaze meeting Jenna's triumphant expression. He rolled off of the bed, his legs wobbly and weak. He tore the ball gag from his mouth and grabbed his swim trunks from the floor.

He watched Jenna walk to the door as he heard Abbie's footsteps approaching. He knew they were about to be caught. Jenna looked back at him with a smile then glanced to the glass patio door from the bedroom to the back yard.

"Meet you out back?" she said, as if she hadn't just violated him and drawn out the most intense orgasm of his life.

Andy's eyes darted to the glass door and he raced to escape.

As he exited to the backyard he heard the bedroom door open behind him and Jenna greeting Abbie.

"Hey there, how did your errands go?" she asked, sounding as calm as could be.

He rushed into the back yard and stood at the edge of the pool, unsure of what to do next.

Moments later, he saw Jenna and his wife come out of the patio doors from the kitchen.

"Hi, hon," she greeted him with a smile. "Did you help Jenna out like a good neighbour?"

Andy swallowed hard as Abbie crossed the deck and leaned up to give him a kiss on the cheek. His legs were still trembling and he tried not to show how hard he was still breathing.

"Everything ok, dear?" Abbie asked, concerned about his flushed, sweaty appearance.

Jenna smiled at Abbie, crossing her arms.

"Oh Andy has been a great help," she reassured Abbie with a grin. Jenna turned and strolled back toward the doors.

"You guys ready for a drink?" she asked.

Without waiting for an answer she retreated into the kitchen.

Andy blinked, his heart racing, his face hot and flushed. Abbie reached out and touched his arm comfortingly. He felt guilty, ashamed of what had just happened in spite of having no control over it. Despite his best efforts to maintain composure, his heart continued to pound erratically in his chest.

Jenna returned to the deck with a tray of margaritas and set them on the table between them.

As Abbie sat down on one of the lounge chairs, she motioned for Andy to join her, patting the seat next to her. Andy gingerly took a seat next to her, his ass still feeling the sting of being violated. He smelled of sweat and sex and he prayed the outdoor breeze would carry it away from his wife.

Abbie accepted a margarita from Jenna and thanked her. They sipped on their drinks as Abbie talked about her morning. Andy tried his best to focus on what she was saying but barely heard a word as his mind still tried to make sense of what had just happened. He glanced toward the patio door to Jenna's bedroom and his body shivered.

By late afternoon they had managed to finish off two full pitchers of margaritas. The buzz was beginning to set in, Abbie and Jenna giggling and talking about things Andy had little interest in. His mind was somewhere else anyhow and he found himself drinking faster than normal, trying to forget what had happened earlier.

Dean arrived home around 5pm, carrying a six pack of beer and wearing his signature cocky grin. Jenna welcomed him warmly with a long deep kiss while giving his cock a squeeze through his pants. Andy glanced at Abbie, feeling awkward but his wife seemed to be watching their neighbours display of affection closely. Her face looked flush, Andy assumed from all of the alcohol and the heat of the afternoon sun that was just beginning to fade.

"I'm just going to grab a quick shower then I will join you guys. It is supposed to cool down, maybe we will start a bonfire later if you guys don't have any plans for the evening?" Dean suggested.

Andy started to say that they probably should call it a day, but Abbie beat him to it.

"That sounds great," she said, giving Dean a warm smile.

A surge of jealousy swept over Andy. He could tell his wife was feeling no pain. He lost track of how many drinks she'd had but if she had kept pace with him, he knew it was at least 5 or 6. That was far beyond what either of them usually drank and he knew it was going to be difficult to get her to go home.

Dean retreated to the house and Andy continued to try to focus on the girls' conversation, but it was no use. Finally he got up from his chair and excused himself to the bathroom. His legs threatened to fail him and he quickly realized just how much he must have drank.

It was no longer a buzz he felt, he was full on drunk. He entered the house and made his way to the bathroom. After he finished he splashed some cold water on his face, hoping to sober up even a little bit. He finally opened the door and from the corner of his eye, caught a glimpse of a movement across the hallway. The door to the master bedroom was ajar and he saw Dean cross the bedroom floor, unaware of Andy's presence in the hallway. He was fully naked except for a towel slung over his shoulder. He stopped in front of the bedroom mirror and looked himself over, running his hands through his hair. Andy's eyes dropped and he caught a glimpse of Dean's naked cock. Even in its flacid state, it looked magnificent, large and uncut, dangling between his legs proudly.

Andy froze in place, his eyes glued to the sight before him. He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. The faint sound of Abbie's and Jenna's laughter drifting in from the backyard shook him from his thoughts and he rushed back down the hallway to rejoin them.

Andy entered the backyard and saw Jenna first, lounging in her chair with her shirt half untucked, exposing her toned midriff. Her top looked almost a size too small for her full breasts. Abbie sat across from her, her back to Andy, as they bantered about something amusing, their voices melded together in laughter.

Jenna was smoking a cigarette and took a long drag as her eyes met Andy's. Andy's cock twitched instantly and he paused for a second in awe of how sexy she looked. He approached and sat next to his wife, picking up his drink from the table next to them.

"Well, hello, stranger!" Jenna chimed. "Did you miss us?"

Andy forced a smile, sitting down next to Abbie. That's when he noticed that Abbie had a cigarette burning between her fingers as well.

"Hi hon, what took you so long?" she asked, putting her hand on his thigh. "Did you see Dean in there?"

"What?" Andy replied, perhaps a little too quickly. "No! I mean, I guess he must still be in the shower. But I didn't see him." Andy lied nervously, feeling his pulse quicken. "I just needed to use the bathroom."

Abbie giggled, confirming what Andy had already known. She was officially drunk. She took a drag from her cigarette as Andy watched her closely.

"You don't mind, do you hon? If I smoke?" she asked, running her hand teasingly up his thigh before squeezing his package.

Andy jumped and looked at Jenna, feeling embarrassed by Abbie's boldness in front of their host.

"Ooooh," Abbie cooed, squeezing his cock tighter. "I forgot, you like it when I smoke." she giggled teasingly.

Andy looked down and realized the tent pitched under his swimming trunks. He tried to adjust himself but Abbie's fingers held firm. She playfully squeezed his erection, her touch both soft and intoxicating. She gave Andy a sexy wink and continued her conversation with Jenna.

Andy knew that look, a mix of intoxication and arousal. He thought about how incredible sex would be with her if they left to go home right now, before either of them got too sloppy drunk. When Abbie was drunk like this she inevitably got more and more horny, which typically ended with her being very uninhibited in the bedroom. His cock swelled in her hand.

"Dean says you guys should try one of our parties sometime," Jenna offered casually.

"Oh, I don't think we would fit in at your kind of party," Abbie laughed, raising an eyebrow and taking a sip of her drink.

"You might surprise yourself," Jenna laughed back. "You enjoy sex, don't you Abbie?"

Abbie leaned against her husband and gave him another rub. "Oh, I LOVE sex," she said drunkenly, clearly trying to impress her new bestie. "Don't I Andy?" she teased.

Andy couldn't help but feel the stirring of excitement within him. He glanced at Jenna, whose gaze lingered on their exchange with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. Abbie leaned closer, her wonderful scent filling Andy's nostrils.

Her soft breath tickled his neck as she whispered, "I'm really horny, baby?"

It was far from the quiet intimate whisper she had likely intended it to be and Andy blushed as he looked over at Jenna and then back to his wife.

"Abbie," Andy protested feebly, his heart thumping wildly against his chest.

"Abbie, you naughty naughty girl!" Dean's voice boomed playfully behind them.

Both Andy and Abbie whirled around, unaware that he had rejoined them.

Dean smirked at them, his piercing blue eyes shining. His muscled form radiated confidence, and his stance oozed charm. Dean's cocky grin broadened further as he caught sight of Andy's erect penis, partially concealed by his swimming trunks.

"Andy, you lucky man," Dean quipped, his voice smooth and confident. "Sounds like your wife is a real handful." Dean grinned suggestively, his eyes dancing with wicked delight. "You'd better keep an eye on that one."Dean advised, his tone heavy with insinuation.

Andy's cheeks flushed and he looked at his wife. Abbie appeared to be hanging onto Dean's every word. He saw the grin on her face as she watched him as if proud that Dean had heard her sexy admission. It seemed to feed her desire for his attention.



Abbie had been know to flirt with other men when she was drinking, but Andy had always been able to brush it off and casually remove her from the situation before it escalated. But tonight was different. Abbie seemed in no rush to leave. Instead, she seemed to relish her newfound connection with Dean, enjoying their playful banter and lingering glances.

Andy looked at Jenna who appeared to be enjoying watching her husband and Abbie's exchange. She winked at Andy.

As the night went on, Dean shared stories of his and Jenna's adventures, each story more racy than the first. Even in Andy's inebriated state he realized Dean's intentions, to try to shock Abbie, perhaps get her to engage in some racy banter. He could see Dean masterfully trying to excite her with topics that might otherwise make her uncomfortable were it not for the alcohol easing her inhibitions.

"I bet you're quite the catch in the bedroom, aren't you?" Dean grinned, as he gave Abbie a soft nudge.

Abbie blushed and smiled. Andy could tell she was trying to come off as seductive and in spite of her drunken state, he thought she'd actually pulled it off quite well.

"What can I say," she replied, taking a sip of her drink, her eyes not leaving Dean's. "I like to fuck." Abbie blurted out loudly and unexpectedly, surprising everyone around the fire. She exhaled heavily with a giggle that sounded almost like a gasp but also had a certain desperate quality to it.

Andy glanced at his wife, unable to believe what he was hearing.

"Abbie!" he scolded, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. "Jesus."

Abbie ignored him and looked directly at Dean as if trying to prove she could be just as shocking and explicit as he could.

"Oh yeah," she added, taking another sip of her drink. "I've been with a few guys. I mean, before Andy."

Andy shifted uncomfortably in his seat, feeling uneasy at the way his wife was behaving. He tried to interject.

"Abbie, maybe we should--"

"Oh, shut up, babe," Abbie cut him off dismissively, waving her hand at him before turning back to Dean. "Dean can handle it, can't you, Dean?" Abbie teased, tilting her head slightly and smiling seductively.

Dean laughed and stood up, breaking the tension.

"OK, who needs another drink?" He offered.

Andy thought the last thing they needed was more alcohol. His head was already spinning and he was having a hard time focusing.

"I will," Abbie responded loudly, giggling at nothing in particular. Jenna confirmed she would as well, but Andy shook his head.

"Not for me," he said. "We really should be going soon." He heard the words from his mouth sound slurred.

Dean retreated to the house. After a minute of awkward silence, Jenna finally spoke.

"Let's go for a swim," she said cheerily, standing up. "Come on Andy, the cool water will help."

Andy thought she may be right. He needed something to sober up. He could see that trying to convince Abbie to go home when she was like this would likely end up in an argument. He stood, his legs unsteady from the alcohol, and walked to the edge of the pool.

Jenna dropped her shorts and peeled off her tank top and Andy stared in disbelief. She wore nothing now but her skimpy panties. Her bare breasts bounced and jiggled as she approached the pool and jumped in. Trying not to stare at Jenna, he stepped in and lowered himself to his shoulders, looking back at his wife. Abbie seemed unphased by Jenna's sudden nudity.

"I will be in soon, I just need to change into my suit," she said and headed for the house before Andy could say anything.

He watched nervously as she went inside. He did not like the thought of her and Dean alone together, but what could he say.

Jenna playfully splashed water at him and he turned to look at her. He leaned his back against the edge of the pool resting his elbows on the concrete lip, trying to appear more relaxed than he really was. She stood up, her wet body shimmering in the moonlight. Her nipples pointed upwards at him, perky and inviting. He wanted to look away but found her body mesmerizing.

"You want to join me?" she asked, smiling coyly.

Andy hesitated, his gaze lingering on Jenna's curvaceous form and soaking wet panties. The evening light on her body cast a sultry glow that made her look even more enticing.

"Uh, I don't think," he managed to reply, looking over his shoulder toward the house for any sign of Abbie or Dean. What the hell was taking her so long, he wondered.

Jenna suddenly ducked under the water and he saw her swim toward him. Her hands tugged his shorts down and before he could reach down to stop it, Jenna had them down to his ankles. She resurfaced in front of Andy, her glistening full breasts grazing Andy's chest.

He felt Jenna wrap her arms around him, her body pressing tightly against his. The sensation sent a shiver down his spine.

"Feels good, doesn't it?" Jenna murmured into his ear, her breath warm and intoxicating.

"Jenna, we can't!" He said, again looking for any sign of their spouses. "They're going to be back any minute," he hissed.

Jenna giggled at his obvious discomfort. "Are you sure about that?" Jenna asked, her fingers tracing delicate patterns on Andy's stomach.

Andy hesitated, torn between his loyalty to Abbie and the overwhelming desire that Jenna stirred within him. In that fleeting moment, he considered the consequences of his actions. His marriage meant everything to him, yet he couldn't deny how incredible Jenna looked and felt.

"Look, I think we should stop," Andy said, attempting to break free from Jenna's embrace.

Jenna pressed herself against him, her eyes locked on his. "Why? Don't you find me attractive?" she asked with a pout.

Andy faltered, his resolve weakening under Jenna's magnetic allure.

"Of course you're beautiful," he conceded truthfully. "But I love my wife."

Jenna smirked, her hands roaming lower, cupping Andy's butt.

Her fingers tightened, gripping his firm cheeks, kneading them gently.

"Of course you do, sweetie. And I love Dean. What happens here stays here," she whispered, her breath hot against Andy's cheek. "We won't tell a soul."

Andy remained silent, his breathing growing ragged. He glanced at the house, hoping Abbie would emerge any moment. Right now he didn't even care if she saw Jenna draped over him, he just wanted to know she was free from Dean's charms.

"You're not going to let me down, are you?" Jenna asked, her tone soft and sultry. Her hand found his shaft and she slowly began to stroke it, her eyes locked on his.

"I know you want this," she whispered, her grip tightening around his member.

Andy groaned softly, his entire body responding to Jenna's touch. She moved closer, her lips brushing against his neck, sending chills down his spine.

"I'm a really fun fuck, Andy," she said with a grin, before nibbling on his ear lobe. Andy thought he could have cum right there. He struggled to resist, but her skilled hands and seductive whispers began to overwhelm his defences.

He turned to face her, his hands clutching her upper thighs. They floated in the water, their bodies pressed tightly together. Each breath Andy took became increasingly laboured, his heart pounding in rhythm with the pulsing vein in his dick. The water felt cool and comforting, but the tension between them was obvious.

With a sultry sigh, Jenna pressed her lips against his, her tongue slipping eagerly into his mouth. Their tongues danced, exploring every inch of each other's mouths. The taste of Jenna's soft lips and sweet saliva combined with the intoxicating aroma of her sweat filled Andy's senses, driving him wild with desire.

She kissed his neck, moving downward until her lips met his chest. Her mouth worked its magic, sucking and licking, drawing moans of pleasure from Andy's lips. She trailed kisses down his torso, as she slid her body further under the water. She reached his navel just above the water surface.

"Sit up on the edge," she commanded.

Andy did as he was told, placing his palms on the concrete edge and lifting himself to sit with just his feet dangling in the water. Jenna continued to kiss down his abdomen before finally reaching his dancing erection.

She looked up at him, her lips puffy and moist from their earlier make-out session.

"Is this what you've been thinking about, Andy? When I catch you staring at me," she whispered seductively.

Andy gasped at the sensation of Jenna's lips closing around his cock head. Her tongue slid out, swirling around the tip, teasing him mercilessly. He moaned loudly, his hips bucking involuntarily. Jenna chuckled softly, her hands firmly holding his hips in place.

"Tell me to suck it, Andy," Jenna said, grinning up at him. "Tell me that's what you want."

"Yes, please, Jenna," he managed to croak out. "Please suck my cock."

Jenna smiled broadly, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, squeezing it gently. His massive erection was pointing straight at her, ready to burst from the anticipation.

"Do you trust me, Andy?" Jenna asked softly, her voice dripping with promise.

"No, Jenna. I mean, Christ, not really," he stammered, remembering her assault on his ass earlier in the afternoon. "Abbie is going to be back any second."

He wanted his cock in Jenna's mouth so badly. But he was fighting with everything he had, knowing it was only a matter of time before their spouses returned.

Jenna tilted her head with a curious grin.

"Really, Andy? Do you really think so?" Jenna challenged, her tone laced with a hint of amusement. "Because I'm not so confident Abbie is coming back anytime soon."

Andy looked at her skeptically. "What do you mean?" he croaked, his voice trembling slightly.

Jenna smirked, her gaze fixed on Andy's face.

"Well....," she purred. "I'm guessing maybe her and Dean are... catching up."

Andy tried to stand, his legs shaking underneath him. His cock bounced against his abdomen.

"Uh, I really should go check on her," he said nervously.

He fumbled for his swimming trunks and quickly pulled them on. Jenna came out of the pool and stood beside him, her incredible body glistening with water droplets.

"Andy," Jenna said, placing her hands on his shoulders. "Don't worry about Abbie. Trust me, she's in very capable hands."

Andy shook his head, trying to clear the foggy haze caused by the alcohol and his arousal. His gut twisted in knots at the thought of his wife alone with Dean. He didn't want to think about what they might be doing.

"Listen, Andy," Jenna sighed in resignation. "Do you want me to take you inside to see Abbie?"

Andy nodded, looking toward the house again.

"OK, then," Jenna shrugged before grabbing his hand and leading him to the house.

When they entered through the kitchen, the house was quiet except for some music still playing on a stereo somewhere Andy couldn't place. Jenna led him to the sofa in the living room and pushed him down. The house was warm and Andy's head spun as he fell back onto the cushions. If it hadn't hit him before, he realized it now: he had drunk way too much.

"What are we doing? Where's Abbie?" He asked, his voice slurring. He tried to scan the dimly lit room.

"Just relax, Andy," Jenna assured him, her smile never wavering.

She stood behind him and began to massage his shoulders.

"Do you think maybe she went home? She was pretty drunk, after all." she suggested.

Andy tried to gather his thoughts, but the warm embrace of the sofa seemed to engulf him. The combination of exhaustion and alcohol washed over him. Maybe that was it, he thought. She went home to pass out. He tried to think of why she wouldn't have told him though. He closed his eyes trying to clear his head, before surrendering to the sensations that washed over him.

Her soft hands caressed his shoulders, kneading the tense muscles.

"Does that feel good, Andy?" Jenna whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Mmmm," Andy moaned, his mind beginning to drift.

Jenna traced her fingers down his arm, her touch both comforting and arousing.

"Andy," she whispered softly, her voice like a gentle caress. "You don't have to worry about Abbie. Trust me."

Andy nodded, his eyes fluttering closed as his awareness of the world around him faded.

"Ok," he mumbled, his voice thick with fatigue.

Jenna's hands worked magic on his shoulders and neck and he let himself fully relax. He laid his head back and darkness overtook him.

When Andy opened his eyes, he wasn't sure how long he had dozed off for. He no longer felt Jenna's hands on his shoulders, but he could hear her nearby. He looked to his left and saw her pouring herself another drink. When she saw him awake, she smiled and walked toward him, her hips swaying and her full perky breasts jiggling with each step. He thought he'd never seen anything so sexy in his life and wondered if perhaps he was still asleep.

When she reached the sofa, she sat beside him, her body pressed tight against him. He felt her hand slide lightly down his chest tracing her way past his abdomen before finally settling on his cock. She grasped it in her hand. Andy gasped from the incredible sensation. He looked down at her fingers around his shaft.

That's when it struck him: where were his swimming trunks? He was sure he'd had them on when they came inside. He reached to grab the arm of the sofa to pull himself up but after getting halfway up, he felt his legs turn to rubber and he fell back to the sofa with a loud grunt.

"What the fuck?" Andy mumbled.

"Looks like someone had a bit too much to drink," Jenna giggled.

"How long was I asleep?" He asked, his eyes scanning the room for answers.

"Not long," Jenna replied casually, sipping her drink.

Just then, Andy saw Dean stroll casually down the hallway and into the kitchen. He looked over at Andy and Jenna, as he poured two glasses from the pitcher sitting on the counter.

"Hi baby," Jenna greeted her husband, her eyes gleaming.

Andy just stared at him trying to make sense of what was going on. Dean looked from Andy to Jenna and smiled. Andy could see he was in his boxers but no shirt. He was still disoriented but he knew something felt very wrong.

"Hey, Andy," Dean nodded, before taking the glasses and retreating down the hallway.

"Waaas...what's goin' on, what's... where's Abbie?" Andy pleaded, his voice slurring from the alcohol.

Jenna kept her calm as she crouched between his legs, her eyes locked on Andy's pleading gaze.

"Do you really want to see Abbie, Andy?" Jenna asked softly, her hand never ceasing to tease Andy's growing erection.

Andy squirmed uncomfortably, his heart pounding in his chest.

"I need.... to see her," he insisted, his voice betraying the fear and confusion coursing through him. "Where is she?"

Jenna chuckled softly.

"You're such a naughty boy, Andy," she said, her hand tightening around his shaft. "I can't believe you want to watch. But ok, if that's what you really want."

She reached across Andy's body toward the side table next to him and retrieved a remote control. She pointed it at the TV and it came to life.

Andy squinted from the sudden brightness of the screen and it took him several seconds to be able to focus on it. On the large flat screen in front of him he saw his wife, sitting on a bed next to Dean. She took a long drink from her glass before giggling at something Dean said. He strained to make out what they were saying but could only hear muffled voices.

"Awww, Andy, sweetie," Jenna purred sympathetically, gazing at the TV screen. "Looks like your dear Abbie has found someone else to play with tonight."

Andy's jaw dropped. He squirmed to pull himself out of the plush sofa, but Jenna easily held him back with a hand placed against his chest.

"No," he muttered under his breath, his heart sinking. "Why is she.....? Where is she?"

Jenna chuckled softly, her eyes twinkling.

He watched the television intently, his heart pounding in his chest. His mind told him to stand up and find his wife but his body wouldn't respond. He watched as Abbie set her drink on the nightstand then turned her attention back to Dean.

She ran her fingers along and massaged his muscular chest. Her eyes sparkled with lust, and her pupils dilated with anticipation. Dean leaned in as Abbie pulled down his boxers, revealing his impressive erection. Dean grabbed Abbie's waist and pulled her close, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss. She whimpered softly, her hands sliding down Dean's sculpted abs, stopping at his swollen member.

"Look how hard you make me, Abbie," Dean whispered into Abbie's ear, his breath hot against her neck.

Abbie bit her lip, her eyes sparkling with lust. Her hands tightened around Dean's erection, as he leaned in and kissed Andy's wife.

"Come on, Andy," Jenna whispered softly, her hand still firmly gripping his shaft. "Look at them. Don't they look sexy together?"

Andy's heart hammered against his chest. He watched, transfixed, as Abbie and Dean entangled themselves in a passionate embrace, their hungry kisses punctuated by moans of pleasure. Dean's hands roamed all over Abbie's body, exploring every beautiful curve.

As Andy watched, Abbie's hands tightened around Dean's erection. She stroked it, her motions slow and deliberate. Dean groaned, his head falling back against the pillow. He put his hands behind his head as he laid back and watched Andy's wife stroke his cock.

"Put it in your mouth," Dean commanded.

Abbie's eyes widened, her mouth opening instinctively. She obediently sucked Dean's erection, her tongue swirling around it. Dean moaned, as she worked the head of his cock with her mouth. She seemed to struggle to take more than a few inches of it so she put all of her effort on the bulbous head.

"Watch them, Andy," Jenna whispered, her hand slowly pumping his erection. "Watch your wife suck Dean's cock."

Andy couldn't tear his eyes away from the television, his bitter anger and jealousy mixed with an undeniable arousal. His heart pounded erratically; in spite of his inebriated state, his cock stiffened in Jenna's grasp. As he watched, Abbie released Dean's cock from her mouth, her lips glistening with pre-cum. She looked up at him, her eyes shimmering with lust.

Dean smiled down at her, his eyes alight with satisfaction. He reached down and cupped Abbie's breast, his thumb rubbing gently against her nipple. Abbie moaned softly, her breathing becoming ragged. Dean leaned forward, planting heated kisses down her neck and across her cleavage. Abbie reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She tossed it to the side as Dean let out a soft whistle.

Abbie blushed, but she smiled at him and playfully shook her shoulders side to side making her breasts jiggle.

"That's it, Abbie," he smiled approvingly. "Make those beautiful tits bounce for me."

Andy stared at the screen, mesmerized as Dean roughly squeezed one of Abbie's tits suckling on her nipple, before moving to the other.

Abbie writhed beneath his touch, whimpering softly as he continued to explore her body. Her breathing became laboured, and her moans grew louder. Dean reached down and slipped a finger between her thighs, tracing the wetness that gathered there.

"You're so wet," Dean murmured, his voice low and sultry. "Do you want me to fuck you, Abbie?"

Abbie whimpered softly, her eyes locked on Dean's face.

"Yes," she managed to croak out, her voice hoarse with longing.

"Say it," Dean teased, rolling his thumb in circles around her clit.

"I want you to fuck me. Please," Abbie whimpered.

Dean smiled wickedly, his eyes sparkling with satisfaction. He reached down and slipped two fingers into Andy's wife and Abbie let out a loud moan of pleasure.

"Mmmmm, I think she likes it," Jenna teased.



Andy tore his eyes from the screen, looking down at Jenna. His cock was hard and he could see the glistening head covered in precum. Jenna locked eyes with him and with a seductive grin, slowly rolled her tongue around the head of Andy's cock. A string of his cum stretched out from her lips as she made eye contact with Andy.

"I knew you'd get hard for me, Andy," she moaned. "You like watching, don't you?"

Andy swallowed, his Adam's apple bobbing nervously. He glanced past Jenna in time to see his wife now straddling Dean's thighs as she leaned down to kiss him, her breasts mashing against his chest.

Andy's heart ached but he couldn't deny how turned on he felt. Was it from Jenna's sexual advances? He tried to tell himself it had nothing to do with watching his wife on the TV screen, but the combination of Jenna's hands on his erection and Abbie's mouth wrapped around Dean's cock was almost too much for Andy to bear.

He watched as Abbie climbed onto Dean's lap, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She mounted him clumsily, obviously still feeling the effects of the alcohol. Her crotch pressed against his erection and Dean's eyes widened, his gaze locked on Abbie's face.

"Are you ready for me, Abbie?" he murmured, his voice just loud enough for Andy to hear.

Abbie nodded, her eyes shining with anticipation.

"Yes," she breathed heavily, her voice trembling slightly. "I'm ready."

"I want you to ride me," he whispered encouragingly. "Can you do that for me?"

Andy's eyes were transfixed on the screen as Jenna slid back down onto her knees, her hand gliding smoothly up and down his shaft. Her touch was delicate yet powerful, sending waves of pleasure coursing through his entire body.

She glanced up at Andy, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Why don't you tell me what you're thinking, Andy?" she asked. "Are you imagining how your wife is going to look on my husband's cock?"

Andy let out a loud groan and more precum seeped from the head of his cock.

"Fuck Jenna, I'm gonna cum," he whimpered. Suddenly Jenna let go of his cock and it slapped against his stomach with a loud smack.

"Nooooo," Andy pleaded, his voice cracking with desperation.

But Jenna ignored him, instead reaching down to her panties and pulling them down to expose her pussy.

It was completely shaved, and glistened with moisture. She stood between his legs, bending down to lick his tip. She moved lower until her lips were surrounding his balls and she gently tongued them.

He arched upwards, trying to keep his cock deep in her mouth.

"Keep watching," Jenna said before taking one of his balls into her mouth once again.

Andy looked to the screen just in time to see his wife's tiny hand wrapped around Dean's cock, guiding the head against her wet folds. Abbie rocked forward and moaned loudly as she impaled herself on Dean's huge cock. Her eyes widened and she let out a loud wailing sound. Dean gripped her hips tightly and thrust upward, driving his cock deeper into her pussy.

"Oh fuck, YES!" Abbie gasped, her voice shaking uncontrollably. "That's so... fucking big!" She whimpered.

As Andy watched, Jenna's stroking sped up but he could not tear his eyes from the screen.

"Do you like that cock, Abbie?" Dean asked, clearly confident in the response he would get.

"Oh God, yes," Abbie gasped.

Dean responded by thrusting harder into Abbie, his massive cock stretching her pussy wide open. Andy could tell Abbie was loving every second of it.

Jenna leaned in close, her warm breath tickling his skin.

"Watch them, Andy," she whispered. "Tell me you like it, Andy. Admit that you like watching my husband fuck your wife."

Andy swallowed, his throat dry and tight. He watched as Abbie bounced up and down on Dean's cock, her cries of pleasure filling the room. He knew he should be angry, but instead he felt more aroused than he'd ever felt.

"Mmm, hmm," he murmured, his voice shaking, "I... like it."

Jenna's eyes glittered with triumph, her lips quirking into a satisfied smirk.

Andy squirmed awkwardly, his cock throbbing uncontrollably in Jenna's grip. He stared at the television, mesmerized as Abbie rode Dean's cock with wild abandon. Her tits swayed in time with her bouncing movements, and she cried out in ecstasy at every downward thrust.

"Is this what you wanted, Abbie," Dean murmured. "Have you been thinking about my cock? What it would feel like inside you?"

Abbie whimpered in response, her eyes shining with excitement.

"Yes," she gasped, her voice trembling with delight. "Please, don't stop."

Jenna began to stroke Andy's cock faster, her fingers dancing up and down his shaft. She licked her lips, her eyes glued to Andy's cock.

"Oh, Andy," she purred, her voice dripping with lust. "You're so hard. You really like this. Do you want to watch her cum on Dean's cock, Andy?"

"Yes," he whispered, barely hearing her.

"Tell me, Abbie," Dean continued to encourage her. "Do you imagine my cock when Andy fucks you?"

Andy's heart jumped to his throat as he heard Dean's question. He watched his wife squirm atop his thick cock.

"I-I," Abbie stammered, her voice cracking with uncertainty. "Sometimes," she whispered reluctantly.

Dean chuckled softly, his eyes gleaming with triumph.

"Good girl," he murmured, and he turned to look directly into the camera with a grin.

Andy looked on in shock, his face turning red as he felt Dean looking at him through the camera, revelling in his humiliation.

"OH fuck!" Andy yelled out as Jenna's sweet, moist mouth suddenly engulfed his cock head, sucking and slurping noisily.

Her hands continued to pump his rigid pole, adding extra friction to his sensitive flesh.

"God, Jenna," Andy moaned, his voice shaking with pleasure. "That feels so fucking good."

Jenna hummed approvingly, her lips never leaving Andy's engorged cock. Her fingers slid up and down his shaft, stimulating his sensitive nerve endings.

"You're going to make me cum!" Andy whimpered, his voice quivering with pleasure. He felt the head of his cock swell as he prepared to erupt into Jenna's mouth.

Jenna immediately released his cock from her mouth, letting it fall against his stomach once again with a wet sloppy sound.

"No!" Andy moaned, his voice breaking with frustration. "Don't stop! FUCK! I'm almost there!"

"Sorry, sweetheart," Jenna teased, her voice dripping with amusement. "I can't let you cum yet. Trust me, you aren't ready for that." she assured him, looking back at the screen.

Andy groaned, his cock throbbing painfully in her grasp. He watched as Abbie continued to bounce up and down on Dean's cock, her screams of pleasure escalating with every downward thrust.

Andy could tell she was close to climaxing, her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open. Her breathing became erratic, and her moans grew louder as Dean reached up and cupped her cheek, his eyes locked on hers.

"Do you want to cum, Abbie?" he asked.

Abbie nodded, her eyes shining with excitement. "Yes," she gasped, her voice trembling with urgency. "I want to cum."

"Ok, Abbie." he said, his voice dropping to a low, commanding tone. "You can cum on my cock now."

Andy watched in awe as Abbie's body immediately reacted to his words, her pussy contracting tightly around Dean's cock. She threw her head back, screaming incoherently as her orgasm washed over her. Dean gripped her hips tightly, helping her maintain her position as she bucked wildly on his cock.

"Fuuuuckkkk YESSSSS! Yes, Yes, Yessssss!" Abbie screamed, her voice echoing in their ears.

Jenna's eyes glittered with lust, her lips quivering with anticipation. She licked her lips, her gaze locked on Andy's engorged cock.

"Mmm," she murmured, licking Andy's glistening head. "I can't believe how much you love watching your Abbie being such a slut."

Andy could only stare as Abbie continued to bounce up and down on her lover's cock, her pussy stretching obscenely around his massive member. He glanced at Jenna, hesitant to take his eyes from the screen for even a moment.

Jenna grinned wickedly, her eyes gleaming with lust.

"You've got me so wet," she purred.

Andy watched her reach down between her legs and slide her fingers inside her bald pussy. She took them out and forced them into Andy's mouth.

"Lick them clean, sweetie," she whispered softly.

Andy eagerly sucked her fingers clean, savouring her taste.

"Mmm, that's it, baby," she murmured approvingly. "Do I taste good?" Jenna asked, her voice soft.

"Fuck yes," Andy panted, his voice cracking with desire. "You taste so fucking good."

Jenna grinned wickedly, her eyes shining with lust.

"Good boy,"

Jenna stood up and turned to face the screen, her naked body just inches in front of Andy.

She placed her hands on her knees, and bent forward, displaying her perfect ass just inches from his face.

Andy could smell her musky scent, and his cock twitched involuntarily. He leaned forward to meet Jenna's pussy as she pressed backward against his face.

He inhaled deeply, savouring her smell before sticking his tongue out to taste her. His cock throbbed, yearning for release.

"Andy," Jenna murmured softly, her voice dripping with lust. "I want you to eat my pussy."

He could now hear Abbie's screams of pleasure blaring in stereo, both from the television and echoing down the hallway.

"Do you want to taste me, Andy?" Jenna whined.

Andy swallowed, his breath catching in his throat. His cock throbbed wildly, begging for release.

"Yes," he murmured, his voice shaking with anticipation. "I want to taste you."

"Well, then," she purred. "Get to work, baby."

She moaned and reached back to grab a handful of his hair, painfully yanking his head into her sex.

"Oh, yea," Jenna moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. "That feels good."

He struggled to breathe but licked wildly, relishing in her sweet taste.

Jenna moaned, her whole body mashing against Andy's mouth. He tasted the tanginess of her arousal while the musky scent of her pussy overwhelmed him. He dragged his tongue up and down her slit, revelling in the sensation of her stickiness coating his lips.

"Oh, fuck Andy," Jenna moaned, her voice rising in pitch. "That feels so good. Lick my clit, baby. Just like that."

Andy obliged, his tongue darting out to flick against her sensitive bundle of nerves. Jenna cried out, her body shaking with pleasure.

Andy felt her juices coat his tongue, and he lapped greedily at her pussy.

Her moans of satisfaction only made him want to pleasure her more and he focused on licking her clit with fervent intensity. She moaned loudly, her body trembling. He felt her juices trickle down his chin and onto his chest, further fueling his arousal.

"Andy," Jenna moaned, her voice shaking with anticipation. "Please, make me cum."

Andy focused on Jenna's pussy with renewed vigor. He grabbed fistfuls of her ass and held her tight to his face. He used his tongue to tease her entrance, making circles around her most sensitive spots. Her moans became louder, her muscles tightening under Andy's attentions. She pressed her body backwards hard against Andy's face, grinding her pussy into his mouth.

"Oh, my fucking god," Jenna cried, her voice echoing in his ears. "I'm gonna cum! I'm really gonna cum, Andy!"

Andy could still hear Dean's grunts and Abbie's screams coming from the television, which only further drove his desire to give Jenna even half the pleasure his wife was getting.

Finally, Jenna let out a scream and her entire body convulsed, her fingers tightening in Andy's hair. She ground her pussy into Andy's face, her moans becoming louder and more intense.

"Fuuuuuuuckkk, yeessssss!!"

Andy felt Jenna's pussy contract around his tongue, the warm fluid pouring onto his face. Her scream reverberated in his ears, sending a thrill of excitement through his body. Jenna collapsed back onto Andy's chest, panting heavily. Her heart raced, and her breathing remained ragged as she attempted to recover from her intense orgasm.

"Andy," Jenna murmured softly, her voice still shaking with aftershocks. "Thank you. That was incredible."

She turned to him, her face flushed with arousal. She leaned into him, pressing her lips against Andy's mouth.

"Mmmmmm," she murmured softly, her voice still shaking with aftershocks.

Andy returned her kiss, his tongue darting past her lips, the remnants of her orgasmic fluids lingering on his taste buds and across his face.

As Jenna stood up Andy's eyes returned to the TV screen. Abbie was on all fours, unknowingly facing the hidden camera, as Dean slammed into her from behind.

Her breasts hung heavy and swayed hypnotically as he pistoned his hips into her, his giant cock filling her beyond belief. He leaned forward and grabbed them roughly in his hands, squeezing and mauling them almost painfully. He found her nipple and pinched it hard.

"AAHHH," Abbie cried out, her body jerking forwards as he twisted her nipple.

"You like it rough don't you Abbie?" Dean asked through gritted teeth, his cock slamming into her relentlessly. He gave one of her ass cheeks a sharp slap followed by one to the other cheek. Dean looked straight ahead at the camera, as if looking directly into Andy's eyes, and grinned arrogantly.

"You don't get this at home, do you Abbie?" he asked, his eyes still staring ahead at the camera.

Abbie let out a high pitched yelp as Dean pulled back, before thrusting his cock deep inside her once more. This caused her body to shudder uncontrollably with each forceful entry.

"Mmmmm," Abbie moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. "No. Not like this, not even close." she cried out.

Her answer seemed to satisfy him and he rewarded her by slamming into her even hard, making her breasts shake and bounce violently. Dean's cock filled her to the brim, stretching her pussy wider than Andy would have thought possible. He reached forward, grabbing handfuls of her tits and squeezing them roughly. Abbie whimpered, her body quivering with pleasure.

Andy looked to his side, his attention drawn by the flick of Jenna's lighter.

He watched her light a cigarette and inhale deeply, her face still masked with satisfaction from Andy's efforts. She straddled Andy's legs and sat on his lap, her tits in his face. Andy looked down to see her slick pussy just inches away from his cock. He wanted inside of her so badly it hurt.

"So, Andy," she said, blowing smoke into his face. "Do you like it?"

Andy swallowed, his heart pounding in his chest. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his erection throbbing.

"I.... I don't know," he managed to say, his voice shaking slightly. His mind was a whirlwind.

Jenna laughed mockingly, her voice dripping with contempt.

"Just admit it, Andy," she taunted, rolling her eyes at him. "You're getting off on watching your wife get reamed by my husband. Aren't you?"

Andy's face burned red as he tried to muster a retort, but the words caught in his throat, replaced by a guttural groan as Jenna suddenly grasped his rock-hard erection.

"Oh, Andy," she breathed into his ear, her silken voice wrapping around him like a suffocating caress. "Look how excited you are," Jenna laughed smugly, running her manicured nails lightly over his erection. "Your wife is getting fucked like she's never been fucked before, and you're ready to explode in my hand. Isn't that right, Andy?"

Andy swallowed nervously, his mouth dry and his heart pounding in his chest. He glanced at the television screen, watching as Dean continued to plunder Abbie's pussy with unrelenting force. Dean's eyes continued to stare directly at the camera, as if intentionally provoking Andy.

His expression, a cruel mixture of arrogance and satisfaction, seemed designed to rub salt into Andy's wounds. He wondered what Abbie would think if she knew she was being filmed, that she was being used. Not only for Dean's sexual pleasure but to torment her husband while he was made to watch it all helplessly. The thought of her naivety made him feel ashamed and embarrassed for both of them.

Jenna leaned down and kissed Andy teasingly. Her breath smelled faintly of tobacco, and her lips were damp and cool.

"Mmmmm," she said. "You taste like my pussy, Andy," Jenna said softly.

She slid up Andy's lap the few remaining inches and began to rub her soaked pussy against his shaft. It glistened with her juices as she glided back and forth over top of it.

"I bet you want my pussy on your dick, don't you Andy?" she teased.

She took a drag from her cigarette and kissed him, her tongue probing his mouth aggressively. Andy moaned desperately, his erection throbbing painfully under her.

Jenna smiled, knowing exactly what she was doing to him. She reached down with one hand and grasped Andy's slick shaft, guiding the head of it to her folds. She rubbed his bulbous head up and down her soppy entrance, preparing to take him in.

Dean's commanding voice drew Andy's attention back to the screen.

He could see he now had a handful of his wife's hair in his fist and was pulling her head back as he continued to thrust in and out of her pussy. Her face was flushed and her eyes were squeezed shut tightly, her mouth hanging open. She was facing the camera directly now and Andy could see just how much she was enjoying the mixture of pain and pleasure.

"Do you want me to make you cum again, Abbie?" Dean asked, as he continued to look into the camera.

"Oh fuck, YES!" Abbie begged, her voice trembling with pleasure. "Please, make me cum."

Andy felt his blood boil with jealousy and anger as he watched Dean continue to abuse his wife.

"Are you going to be my fucktoy from now on, Abbie?"Dean asked, his grip tightening on her hair.

Abbie's eyes widened, her face flushing even redder. Her chest heaved, and her voice cracked as she struggled to utter a response.

"Y-Yes," she stuttered, her voice trembling. "I-I'll be your fucktoy. Please, just let me cum, Dean. I need to -- to cum!"

Dean smirked, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

"Who's pussy is this, Abbie?" Dean continued to taunt, his voice dripping with sadistic glee.

Abbie's eyes were glazed over, her face flushing crimson. She gasped, unable to form coherent words. Her breasts swayed in all directions and her voice cracked as she struggled to respond.

"Y-Yes," she stammered, her voice trembling. "It's your pussy, Dean. It's your fucking pussy."

"I want you to beg for it, Abbie," he demanded. "Beg me to fill that pussy with my cum."

"P-please, Dean," she pleaded, now panting like an animal. "Fill my pussy."

Abbie's body suddenly began to convulse, her face contorted in agony. Her eyes widened as she let her impending orgasm overtake her. She gasped, her voice cracking weakly.

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck, Oh fuck, OHHH FUUUCCCCKKKK!!" she cried. "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

Abbie's body convulsed, and Andy could have swore he saw her pussy clamping tightly around Dean's huge cock.

"That's it, Abbie," Dean muttered. "Cum for me. Cum hard."

Abbie's body shook violently, as he slammed into her like a jackhammer. Andy looked on in disbelief, his wife's tits bouncing uncontrollably and her face flushed with orgasmic bliss. The feral sounds coming from his wife were unfamiliar to Andy.

"Oh, fuck yea," Dean bellowed. "I'm going to fill that pussy now, Abbie!" Dean roared, his voice booming.

His thick cock pulsed within Abbie's walls, and she moaned and screamed in delight, her body writhing beneath him as she begged for more.

Andy could tell that Dean was now unloading his seed into his wife and the reality of the situation hit him like a punch to the gut. His heart sank. The image of his wife cheating on him, and the humility of how she'd enjoyed it like he'd never seen her enjoy anything was devastating.



"Andy," Jenna said, breaking his train of thought. "Do you want to cum now, baby?"

"Yes," Andy whimpered. "Please."

Jenna let just the head of Andy's cock slide past her entrance. She took a drag from her cigarette and held it for a few seconds as she stared at him. She slowly blew the smoke to the side, her eyes still locked on his.

The feeling of Jenna's pussy clamped tightly around just the head of his swollen head was too much. Andy felt his body shake and he tried to thrust further into her as his orgasm began.

Suddenly, Jenna stood up leaving Andy's cock to slip from her folds and slap against his stomach for a third time. She stood straddling his knees, her legs spread showing the beautiful wet pussy that Andy was suddenly deprived of. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his face hard against her pussy.

"NO!" Andy moaned into her pussy, as he began to shoot his load onto his own stomach. His hips bucked into the air as rope after rope of cum sprayed over Andy's body. His cock twitched and danced wildly, his climax ruined once again.

"Why did you do that?" he whined once his cock stopped twitching. He felt tears well up in his eyes as he was suddenly overcome with emotions.

Jenna chuckled and took another drag off her cigarette. Her eyes sparkled mischievously as she blew a slow stream of smoke in his direction.

"Wow, Andy," she smiled. "You sure know how to shoot a load. Did you think I would want all that sticky mess inside me, silly?"

Andy looked down at his deflating cock and the mess he had made.

"Now Andy, there are just a couple of things we need to go over before I let you go," she said matter of factly, as she sat down beside him.

Andy's heart sank but at this point, he could hardly think straight. He felt utterly spent and defeated. He stared ahead at the TV feeling ashamed and emotionally drained.

He heard Dean give a final order to his wife as she lay on the bed in front of him recovering. His cock dangled in front of him, covered in a slimy mix of their juices.

"Get over here and clean my cock off, Abbie," Dean ordered.

Abbie rolled onto her back, letting Dean's cock dangle over her head. She started to reach for it, but Dean stopped her.

"Ah, ah, ah," he said, pushing her hand away. "No hands. Clean it off, Abbie."

Abbie understood. She lifted her head off the bed and ran her tongue the length of Dean's messy shaft. Before long, she was eagerly lapping up their sticky mess, her eyes never leaving his. Then she took his cock in her mouth. When she finally let it slide from her lips, Andy could see it glistened with her saliva. His wife smiled up at Dean and licked her lips.

With Andy's orgasm long gone, watching all of this unfold had lost any sexual appeal for him. He felt nothing but humiliation and pain as he watched his beautiful wife service her lover's cock. He thought he may throw up.

"Good girl," Dean said approvingly. "Now, there's just one more thing, Abbie." Dean looked at the camera but leaned down close to Abbie's ear. Andy could not make out what he said but Abbie looked at him with surprise.

"I -...." she hesitated.

"Do you promise, Abbie? You're going to do what I told you, right?" he asked, the look on his face suggesting he already knew her answer.

"Ok," she conceded.

Jenna leaned in and whispered in Andy's ear. "Andy, are you still with me?" she asked.

Andy turned to look at her, realizing he'd not been paying attention.

"What?" he said, his mind numb.

"Abbie is going to be coming out of the bedroom soon, and I'm guessing you don't want her seeing... this mess," she waved her hand at the pools of cum covering his stomach and giggled. "I have a couple of rules I will need you to follow after you leave here tonight. Do you understand?"

Andy didn't understand at all. He was confused and both physically and mentally exhausted. He nodded.

"Andy, let's be honest. There are a lot of things you've done on camera over the past few weeks. Things I don't think you'd want Abbie or anyone else to see. Am I right?" Jenna asked, her tone insinuating she was fully aware of Andy's predicament. "If I were to share some of these moments with your lovely wife, do you think she might be upset, to say the least? Maybe even disgusted?"

Andy swallowed and tried to gather his thoughts. It had somehow not occurred to him that besides his first indiscretion caught on video while his neighbours were away, there had been other things he'd been forced to do and those too were undoubtedly captured. How could he have been so stupid? Why hadn't he thought of that at the time? He felt even more panicked than before. He wasn't sure what to say, but he knew he had no choice but to comply with Jenna's demands.

"Yes," he finally answered, his voice shaking slightly. "I understand. What do you want me to do?"

Jenna smiled coyly, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"First rule, Andy," she whispered conspiratorially. "No telling Abbie about tonight."

Andy's heart skipped a beat. He knew that lying to Abbie would be wrong, but he also knew that telling her the truth would only lead to disaster.

"Not only what happened between you and I. But you are not to give her any indication that you know about her fucking Dean. Is that clear?" He hesitated for a moment before reluctantly agreeing.

"Second rule," Jenna continued. "You should support and encourage your wife."

Andy looked confused.

"What I mean is," Jenna chuckled. "Abbie is clearly going through a sort of sexual awakening, don't you think? I don't mean to be crude or disrespectful, Andy, but let's be honest: she's becoming a bit of a cheating slut. But I think you like that. So if she asks you to do something in the bedroom, you do it. No matter what it is. Understood?"

Andy cringed at Jenna's depiction of his wife, but he nodded, just wanting this night to be over with.

"Oh and just one more thing," Jenna added, taking one last pull on her cigarette and crushing it out. Without exhaling, she leaned in close, looking Andy directly in the eyes. "Whenever Abbie says she is coming next door to visit, you are not to discourage her. In fact Andy, I think you should encourage her. You know, it's healthy for a marriage if couples have other... friends." She giggled, exhaling a steam of smoke to the side.

Andy felt his heart sink. He knew that he had no choice but to obey Jenna's commands. He swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his decision upon him.

After what seemed like an eternity, Jenna finally helped Andy to his feet, allowing him to stumble home, still in shock from everything that had transpired. She assured him that Abbie would be along shortly and not to worry. And she reminded him one last time that he had better not forget her instructions or the repercussions would be unpleasant to say the least.

When Andy got home, he made his way upstairs and stood in front of the bathroom mirror feeling ashamed and exhausted. He used a wet cloth to clean his cum from his stomach and the remnants of Jenna's cum from his face. He fell into bed, just as he heard the front door slam shut.

Moments later, Abbie entered the bedroom looking disheveled.  Her top was back on, but he could see she no longer wore her bra.  Her hair was a mess and her eyes were glazed over. He could smell the booze and sex on her as she staggered towards him. 

She hesitated for a moment looking nervous, before peeling off her shirt.

Her large breasts bounced free, her nipples hardening in the cool air. 

Andy couldn't help but stare. He had seen her naked countless times before, but the way she was looking at him now, with such raw desire, made him feel like it was the first time. He saw the red marks over her body, reminders of the rough fucking she'd just endured. He felt hurt and ashamed. He also felt his cock begin to stir as his eyes trailed over her curves and settled on her breasts.

"Where have you been?" He asked, trying to hide his pain.

She hesitated for a moment, before crawling into bed next to him.

"I fell asleep on Jenna and Dean's sofa," she lied, avoiding eye contact.  "I had too much to drink. Sorry. I didn't realize you'd left."

Andy stared at his wife.  The smell of sex from her breath and her entire body was strong. 

"I see," he said, treading carefully. "Did you have a good time tonight?" he asked, trying not to sound accusatory.

Abbie nodded, her eyes wide and full of guilt. He thought he saw her eyes begin to tear up.

"Yeah," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "It was fun I guess."

She nuzzzled up closer to him, her breasts pressing against his arm. He felt her hand reach down and grasp his cock. Her breath reeked of alcohol and Dean's cum. It made him feel sick to his stomach, but he couldn't deny that it also sent a jolt of excitement through his body. He was disgusted with himself for feeling this way, but he couldn't help it.

He wondered why she hadn't gone directly to the shower, to brush her teeth, and wash away any hint of her infidelity.  Was she really that drunk? Did she feel no shame after what she'd done tonight?

She slowly stroked his cock which was now fully erect.  She rolled onto him, straddling his hips, and cautiously leaned down to kiss him.

Her breath, tainted with alcohol and the taste of their neighbour's semen was repugnant.  Was she really going to kiss him after what had happened? She had to know he would recognize the unfamiliar taste if she did.

She paused, her lips only an inch from his,  seeming to sense his unusual reluctance at her advances.

"I'm -..." she seemed to struggle with what to say next.  "I have to, baby." She pressed her lips hard against his and her tongue dove into his mouth, swirling and probing as she ground her hips against his pelvis.

Andy tasted the strong bitter taste of alcohol mixed with the unmistakable tang of another man's semen. The realization of what he was experiencing hit him like a punch to the gut.

"No," he fumbled, half-heartedly pushing her away. "I..... wait, Abbie." he said, but the words sounded hollow and weak even to his own ears.

"Don't be like that, baby," Abbie pouted, her voice dripping with honeyed false sweetness. She pushed herself up on her hands and knees, straddling his legs still. She reached beneath her and guided his cock to her entrance, sinking down onto him in one swift motion. Andy hadn't realized he had become so hard already.

She let out a low moan as she took him deep inside of her.  He felt self conscious, wondering if she would even feel him after experiencing Dean's massive member.

"Oh fuck, baby, that feels so good," Abbie groaned, rocking her hips back and forth.

Andy could feel how wet she was and he realized it wasn't just her juices that were coating his cock. Dean's cum was mingling with hers, creating a slick, sticky mess between them. He tried to push the thought out of his mind and focus on the pleasure building within him.

But he couldn't. Every thrust of Abbie's hips, every moan that escaped her lips was a reminder of what had happened just minutes before. He couldn't escape the image of Dean's cock, plunging into his wife's pussy, filling her with his seed. Of Abbie eagerly cleaning their mixture of juices from his cock.

Abbie began to bounce harder on Andy's cock, her tits jiggling in front of his face. He stared at them, unable to tear his gaze away, remembering Dean roughly squeezing them while he made her orgasm.

"Oh baby, you feel so good inside me," Abbie moaned, closing her eyes as she grinded against him. Andy's heart hurt as he thought how her words sounded much less convincing and passionate than she had sounded with Dean.

She leaned back down and kissed him again, more forcefully this time. Her tongue clumsily explored his mouth and Andy could clearly taste Dean's semen this time. It made him feel sick to his stomach, but his body betrayed him as his arousal grew.

He couldn't believe what was happening. Here he was, making love to his wife, knowing full well that she had just been fucked by another man. 

Despite himself, Andy felt his urgency build.

He watched with sick fascination as Abbie rode him harder, her hips gyrating with an animalistic intensity. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, her nipples hard and begging for attention. He reached up and cupped them, feeling her sensitive flesh beneath his fingertips. Abbie gasped, her eyes flying open as she looked down at him.

He had a hard time deciphering her expression. It looked to be an odd mix of pleasure and guilt, perhaps even pity, the latter of which seemed to somehow only fuel Andy's desire. He squeezed her nipples, twisting them gently, and Abbie moaned with delight.

"Yes, baby, just like that," she gasped, her breath hitching as she ground down onto him.

Andy felt her pussy clench around him, her inner walls pulsing with need. He could feel her wetness coating his cock, mixing with the remnants of Dean's semen. The thought only served to heighten his arousal, his hips thrusting up into her with renewed vigour.

"Fuck, Abbie, I'm gonna cum," he grunted, his voice low and intense. He had only been inside her for a couple of minutes and in spite of his impending orgasm, he suddenly felt ashamed at how disappointing his performance must be compared to lengthy and thorough fucking Dean had given her not long ago.

Abbie ground down onto him, her pussy tightening around him as she chased her own orgasm.

"Yes, Andy, I need more -- cum inside me. Fill me up," she moaned, her voice urgent.

Whether intentional or not, Andy didn't miss her choice of words: "I need more - cum inside me" and wondered if she'd unintentionally meant Dean filling her up just a short time ago. Though he couldn't comprehend why the thought of her subtle slip up sent Andy over the edge. With one final thrust, he released inside his wife, his hot seed spilling deep within her as she cried out in pleasure.

They lay there, panting and sweating, as they both came down from their high. Abbie collapsed onto his chest, her body trembling as she caught her breath.

Andy wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close as he struggled to process what had just happened. He could still feel the warmth of his own semen inside her, mixing with Dean's leftover mess. With his diminishing high, it was a sickening thought.

"Fuck, Abbie," he whispered, "That was...."

Abbie lifted her head, her eyes glazed over with pleasure as she looked down at him.

"Yeah," she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. "It was amazing, Andy."

The musky smell of her breath in his face hit him again before she rolled off him, her body slick with a mix of their sweat and cum.

Andy lay there, staring up at the ceiling, his mind racing. It was difficult to comprehend the events of the day that had just passed. Abbie had just cheated on him with their neighbour, lied about it and now here he was, lying in bed next to her, still coated in their mixed fluids.

Andy couldn't help but feel a mix of disgust, shame, and arousal as he recalled the events of the evening. He knew he should be angry, and in fact a part of him did feel like he might actually cry. But he couldn't deny the thrill that ran through him as he remembered the sight of Abbie on her knees, taking Dean's massive cock in her mouth.

He turned to look at Abbie and saw she'd fallen asleep. Strands of hair stuck to her still flushed face.  Andy thought he could see the dried remnants of their neighbor's semen glistening on her lips and it sent a shiver through him.

He tried to shake the images of Abbie and Dean from his mind and instead remembered the way Jenna had looked at him while she smoked, the way she had made him say that he was enjoying having his wife cheat on him. The way he had came all over himself as he admitted it. And he realized with a sense of self-loathing that he might have actually meant it.

He swallowed hard, pushing those thoughts down deep inside. 

What had they done?  What was happening to his marriage? A wave of anxiety swept over him as he wondered what would come next.

Moments later, Andy fell into a deep sleep feeling more exhausted and confused than he'd ever been.
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Bad Neighbors Pt. 05

-- All parties are well over the age of 18 --

Andy and Abbie didn't see their neighbors for almost 2 weeks after that night. For the first couple of days things had seemed tense and uncomfortable between the two of them but it had faded a bit more with each passing day and things eventually went back to some semblance of normal. 

Their nights on the other hand were anything but normal. Andy couldn't believe it but both their sexual appetites seemed insatiable.  For the first few nights after their last visit to their neighbors' place, they fucked like newlyweds. For Andy's part, he couldn't get the thought of that entire day out of his mind. The way Jenna had tied him up and violated him against his will on her bed (although he couldn't deny how the humiliating thought of it somehow turned him on). How later that night she had teased him relentlessly and made him watch his wife with Dean. The thoughts tore him apart inside, the feelings of jealousy clashing with how aroused it made him.

Abbie also couldn't seem to get enough since that night. On more than one occasion Andy awoke in the middle of the night to find her mounting him or wrapping her mouth around his cock, things she hadn't done even early on in their marriage. Her aggression was new and exciting, bringing an element of carnality to their lovemaking that had never been there before. He loved it and yet when he let himself think about it for too long, it hurt to think of what may have been driving it on her part. That she was, perhaps just like him, fantasizing about that night. About how much she'd enjoyed having Dean possess her like he did.

Andy would see Dean or Jenna once in awhile when he left or returned from work.  He tried to avoid contact but he was sure he could sense their smirks from across the lawn as they exchanged knowing glances.

One afternoon as Andy pulled into his driveway, Jenna approached him. Her tank top was skin tight, barely covering her large breasts. Her short denim shorts revealed plenty of tanned skin. Her hair was still wet, as if she'd just come from the shower or perhaps the swimming pool and her eyes sparkled with mischief.

"Hey there, neighbor," she greeted him, approaching him with swaying hips.

"Uh, hey Jenna," he stammered. In spite of his discomfort, he could feel himself growing hard just hearing her voice.

At the same time he wondered if today would be the day the shoe would drop and she may decide to use the videos against him.

"How have you been?" she asked, biting her lower lip seductively. Jenna's eyes flashed with amusement at his visible discomfort. 

"Good," he muttered nervously. "I mean, I'm fine."

Jenna leaned in closer, her ample cleavage spilling out of her low-cut top. "I'm so glad to hear it, Andy," she purred. "I was worried about you, you know. After your last visit."

Andy felt a wave of panic wash over him. God, he didn't want to have this conversation. He'd done so well at avoiding it, avoiding them, and now here he was, dreading where this may be headed.

"I-I'm fine," he stammered, taking a step back.

Jenna chuckled softly, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

"Oh, I know you're fine, stud," she said, her voice dripping with innuendo. "I saw how 'fine' you were the other night."

Andy felt his face grow hot, his heart racing. He glanced around, nervous that others in the neighborhood may be watching, somehow suspecting what they were talking about.

Jenna took a step closer, her face mere inches from his.

"I have to admit, Andy," she whispered, her breath hot on his cheek. "I've been thinking about you a lot since our little encounter. How you tasted, how you felt inside me, even if it was just a little bit. How talented that tongue of yours is."

"Jenna, I-I don't think this is a good idea," he stammered, taking another step back.

But Jenna wasn't deterred. She moved closer to Andy, closing the distance between them once again. Her eyes locked onto his, and he could feel the heat radiating from her body.

"Oh, come on, Andy," she said. "You don't think about that night?  Never imagine my body and how it felt?" She leaned in closer now and whispered in Andy's ear. "The look on your wife's face as my husband made her cum."

Jenna's voice was barely above a whisper, but the words sent a shockwave of anger and arousal through Andy's body.

"You do remember that, don't you, Andy?"

Andy's heart was racing as Jenna's words sunk in. He couldn't believe she was bringing it up, rubbing it in his face just to get a reaction out of him.

Jenna leaned in even closer, her lips brushing against his ear as she spoke.

"I know you do, Andy. I bet you've been jerking off thinking about it, haven't you?"

Andy felt his cock twitch as his breathing became more ragged. Jenna stepped back and laughed as Andy's face turned red. She ran her fingers over her collarbone, drawing his attention to her large breasts barely hidden by her small top.

"I'll let you go for now," she said, winking at him before sauntering away. "I've got plans for tonight I have to get ready for. Bye, Andy."

Andy tried to compose himself and once again glanced around at the houses on their street. He realized his cock was pressing against his pants and quickly adjusted himself. He finally took a deep breath and walked into his house, where Abbie was waiting for him.

"Hey, honey," she said, smiling at him.

Her long blonde hair cascaded down over her shoulders, framing her perfectly made-up face. She wore a simple white sundress that showed off her toned legs and full breasts.

"Hey," he replied, making an effort to keep his tone even. "You look like great. Are you going somewhere?"

 She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him in for a kiss.

"Yea, Jenna asked me over for a girl's night.  I guess she's invited a few of her friends as well and asked if I'd like to join them."

Andy's heart sank at the thought of Abbie going over to Jenna's house. He didn't want her anywhere near Jenna or Dean.

"Look, Abbie," he began to protest. Then he faltered as he remembered the last thing Jenna had told him that night: her rules.  Specifically, that he should never discourage his wife from spending time with their neighbors. 

A cold shiver ran down Andy's spine. He knew he couldn't tell Abbie about Jenna's rules without risking his own shameful secret being revealed. But then again, how would Jenna know if he did? Maybe he could subtly dissuade her from going over there without breaking his agreement to Jenna.

"Are you sure that's a good idea?" Andy asked, trying to keep his voice casual.

Abbie looked at him, a hint of nervousness flickering across her face. "What do you mean?"

Andy shrugged, feigning nonchalance.

"I don't know, I mean she's a little... wild," he said cautiously. "I can only imagine her friends are a lot like she is. They just don't seem... like us."

Abbie raised an eyebrow at him. "Really? Well, is that so bad? I mean, she seems really fun and friendly. And she's been really welcoming to me since they moved in. And maybe I like that she's free spirited. Is that such a bad thing?"

"I know, I know." Andy could feel himself losing ground in the discussion. "I just.... I don't know. Never mind I guess." Andy sighed, defeated. "Just be careful, okay? And call me if you need anything. I'll be up waiting for you."

Abbie smiled reassuringly.

"I will. I promise. And," she continued, leaning in to whisper in his ear, "I'll make it worth your while when I get back."

She winked at him, and Andy felt his cock come to life in response. He watched as she grabbed her purse and left, before he finally turned and headed upstairs.

After changing into something more comfortable, Andy warmed up some leftovers and had a quick dinner before finally cracking open a beer and settling into his recliner. He turned on the TV and flipped through the stations aimlessly, but his mind kept wandering back to his wife and what she might be up to at Jenna's. "Stop it," he muttered to himself. "She's a grown woman. She can handle herself."

But even as he thought the words, he couldn't shake the feeling that something wasn't right. He thought back to the last time Abbie was in their home.  Her infidelity, which she seemed to be all too comfortable hiding from him.

He remembered the way she had moaned and gasped as Dean fucked her, the way she had climaxed over and over again under the skilled manipulations of the man's hands and cock. He could still hear the noises she made echoing through his head. Her obscene words as she begged Dean for more. Had she really meant all of that? Some of the degrading comparisons she'd said about her own husband?

Andy realized his heart was pounding in his chest. He downed his beer and went to the kitchen for another.  He hesitated, his hand on the door of the fridge before finally turning and opening their liquor cabinet.  He feared it was going to be a restless evening waiting for his wife.  Whiskey would help take the edge off.

He poured himself a generous helping and downed it in one swift motion. He felt the burn in the back of his throat as the liquor went down. He poured another and returned to the living room. His mind was in turmoil as he fell back into his chair and took a sip of his drink. He could already feel the effects of the alcohol. 

He tried to think of something else, anything but his wife and Dean together. He tried to remind himself, she wasn't visiting Dean, he probably wasn't even at home tonight, it was Jenna's girls night. His thoughts shifted to Jenna.  He could picture her incredible body so clearly in his mind, and his cock twitched again. He remembered how she smelled, how she tasted. He suddenly found himself overwhelmed with a deep yearning to have her. What would it be like to truly fuck her rather than the unfulfilling endings she had tormented him with in their previous encounters.

He imagined her riding him slowly, her breasts swaying in his face, her pierced nipples hard and begging for his mouth.

He envisioned taking her from behind, watching her ass jiggle with each thrust, feeling her pussy clutch around him while he admired the tattoos that adorned her skin.

"Fucking hell," Andy swore, adjusting himself in his chair as his cock grew harder and more insistent.

He downed the rest of his drink in one gulp and poured himself another. He looked at the clock and realized it was after 11pm. Abbie had been gone for almost 4 hours.

Suddenly he heard his phone ping and he jumped.

It was a text message from Abbie: "Omg, Andy, you wouldn't believe what's happening over here!"

Andy's heart sank. He didn't want to imagine what was happening, but he couldn't help himself. He typed a reply, "What's going on? Are you okay?"

Another message appeared on his screen, "Yes, I'm good. Jenna's friends are even crazier than she is! Lol."

Andy stared at the message, his mind racing with questions. What did she mean by "crazier"? Was she safe? Was Dean there? Before he could reply, another message came through.

"They're talking about going to the clubs but I'm not sure if I should go. I'm pretty drunk already." Followed by several emojis, a couple that made no sense to Andy.

He took a deep breath and tried to calm himself down.

"Maybe thats not such a great idea, Abbie. I mean if you've already had that much to drink." he typed.

He hit send and waited for a reply. It didn't come for several minutes. Andy stared at the screen, willing her to reply.

"Okay, I guess you're right," she wrote. "I'll just stay here for a bit and sober up before coming home." Andy sensed her disappointment but he let out a sigh of relief. At least she wasn't going to the clubs with Jenna and her friends. He tried to push the thought of his wife in a club full of strangers out of his mind.

"Okay, that's probably best," he wrote back.

He started to type something else, but his phone pinged again.

"I'm really horny, baby," Abbie's text read. Again, some emojis Andy wasn't sure of their meaning. He assumed they represented something sexual.

"Fuck," he muttered under his breath.

He didn't want to imagine Abbie getting horny with Jenna or any of her friends. He hoped she'd be home soon. He took another gulp of his whiskey and squeezed his erection again. He closed his eyes and imagined his wife coming through the door soon, how she would grab him and lead him upstairs. Or maybe not even make it upstairs. He smiled and finally beginning to relax, happy that she'd agreed not to continue her evening with Jenna and her friends.

Andy didn't realize he had dozed off until he heard the ping of his phone again. He rubbed his eyes and looked at the time. It was almost 1 am. He looked around the dimly lit living room and tried to clear his head, wondering if Abbie had made it home. Perhaps she had gone directly to bed and passed out, he thought. Or had she decided to go out with Jenna and her friends after all?

He looked at the message on his phone and didn't recognize the number. It was a picture and he had to look closely trying to make sense of what he was seeing.  It appeared to be a selfie Jenna had taken, her arm extended and she and 3 other women posing for the camera. From the large crowd dancing in the background it was clear they'd gone to the club. Jenna's lips were pursed together in a kiss for the camera. They looked very drunk. He noted Jenna's friends were almost as beautiful as she was.  Almost, he thought.

But what struck Andy wasn't who was in the picture,  but who wasn't. There was no sign of his wife.

He sat up quickly and messaged Jenna back.

"Where's Abbie?"

He waited several minutes before getting a response.

"Abbie decided not to come," she wrote. "She said you wanted her to stay there. Party pooper!"

Andy's heart raced and he jumped from his chair and rushed upstairs.  He expected to find her passed out in their bed or perhaps in the shower, but his stomach churned when he found their bed untouched. There was no sign of her being home.

"She's not here!" He texted Jenna frantically.

Again, what seemed like several minutes passed before her response came.

"Ooooooh! Well that's interesting." A winking emoji followed and Andy felt his stomach drop.  If Abbie hadn't gone to the club but hadn't come home, that could only mean.... 

"Fuck!" He shouted, the sound echoing through the empty house. He quickly returned downstairs.

She's probably just passed out on Jenna's sofa, he tried to reason. There was no need to panic. In fact, there had been no mention that Dean was even at home with the girls. He was probably out with his own friends.

Andy picked up his half empty glass from the table and downed it.  He wanted to rush over there, wake her up and bring her back home. Could he do that?  Would she think he didn't trust her? I mean, could she actually blame him if he didn't trust her? She knew what she'd done behind his back, even if she didn't realize he knew.

His phone pinged again. He looked at it and read another message from Jenna.

"Don't do anything stupid, Andy. Remember the rules."

Andy's mind raced trying to remember exactly what the rules were. He was pretty drunk and frankly having a hard time to focus, more so now that he was panicking about where his wife was. Don't tell Abbie anything about that night, including that he knew what she'd done.  Never discourage her or prevent her from spending time at their neighbor's.  And.... shit, what was the third one, he tried to recall. Right. To always do anything Abbie might ask of him in the bedroom. 

The last one had confused him that night until he thought more about it in the days that followed. He began to think that Jenna and Dean had encouraged Abbie to go home and kiss him after she'd been with Dean. He was beginning to realize what master manipulators they truly were. He brushed it from his mind, returning to the second rule. He knew this was the one Jenna was warning him about. 

Another message from Jenna, this one a short video clip. He opened it, dreading what it might be.

Andy's eyes got wide and he felt sick to his stomach. 

The video was a short clip of Jenna fucking him with the strap on. On the video, he heard her asking him if he liked it and Andy's head nodded vigorously in response.

Andy let out a loud groan and sunk back into his chair, thinking he may throw up.  How the fuck did all of this happen? There was no way Abbie could ever see that video. Nor any of the others Jenna probably had of him in some extremely inappropriate situations.

"FUCK!!" he yelled again. He was furious with his neighbour but perhaps even more furious with himself for having lost control of the entire situation. He sat there in misery, trying not to imagine what his wife was doing.

Just then, he heard a scraping sound at the front door. He looked at it, trying to make sense of the sound when finally the door swung open, slamming against the door stop on the wall.

Andy's wife stumbled through the doorway, a wide grin spreading across her face. The scent of alcohol and cigarettes clung to her clothes. She threw her keys on the table where they slid across and fell to the floor. She swung the door shut with a loud slam.

"Ooops," she said with a shrug and a drunken smile.

"Heyyy baby, sorry I'm so late," Abbie slurred, throwing her arms around Andy's neck. Her breath reeked of liquor and her movements were sloppy.

Andy felt a mixture of relief and frustration wash over him. He was relieved she was home safely, but he couldn't shake the feeling of dread as he wondered where she had been all this time.

Abbie stumbled over to the staircase and turned to look at her husband.  She smiled a drunken attempt at a seductive smile, crooking her finger and motioning for him to follow.  She giggled and not so gracefully climbed the stairs.

Andy's hand reached down and he felt his erection growing.  He remembered her text from hours ago, proclaiming how horny she was.  

He hesitantly followed her, still trying to suppress the turmoil of emotions he felt. He thought about asking her where she'd been, but wasn't sure he wanted to hear the answer. And he certainly didn't want to ruin the mood she was in.

As soon as they entered the bedroom, Abbie ordered him onto the bed.  Andy looked at her tousled hair and her mischievous grin and felt his cock swell with desire.  She looked so sexy his legs trembled.  He tore off his clothes and laid back onto the bed.

Abbie slid the sleeves of her sundress off of her shoulders and the dress fell away, leaving her standing stark naked.  It took Andy's breath away. He thought his wife's breasts looked even bigger than ever and her entire body looked flush with color.

"Fuck," Andy couldn't help but murmur, his cock now throbbing.

He reached his hand out and Abbie approached, clumsily climbing onto the bed and straddling his thighs.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," he groaned, his hands exploring her body.

Abbie grinned, her eyes shining with lust. She leaned down, pressing her lips against his as she ground her hips against his.

Andy groaned, feeling his cock swell even more as she rubbed herself against him.

"Do you like that, baby?" Abbie whispered breathlessly, pulling back from the kiss.

Andy nodded with eagerness. 

"I need you to do something for me," Abbie whispered, her hot breath on his cheek.

Andy's heart raced with anticipation, wondering what his wife had in mind.

"Anything, Abbie," he murmured, running his hands down her back and gripping her ass.

Abbie grinned.

"I want you to kiss me," she whispered, "Want you to taste me."

Andy swallowed hard.  He'd never seen his wife look so sexy as she did right then.

"Yes," he agreed, his breathing ragged.  Abbie's smile spread wide.



"Mmmm, thank you, baby," she purred. "You're so good to me."

With that, Abbie shuffled her body up Andy's torso before finally straddling his face. 

"Kiss me here, baby," she groaned, sliding her fingers over her already slick folds. "Kiss it better."

Kiss it better? What the hell did that mean? he wondered. Andy looked at his wife's pussy, just inches above his face.  It was red and swollen and glistening wet.  He could feel the heat radiating off of it, even from a few inches away. He was practically drooling at the sight of it, his mouth watering at the thought of tasting her.

"Please, baby," Abbie begged, her voice husky and full of need. "I need you to eat me."

A strong musky scent filled his nostrils and Andy's cock throbbed against his stomach. Obediently, he leaned forward, extending his tongue to flick against Abbie's swollen clit.

Abbie moaned, shifting her hips so that her pussy was directly above his face.

"Mmm... yesss," she hissed, reaching to brace herself on the headboard.

Andy continued to lick and tease at Abbie's folds, revelling in her taste. He couldn't believe how wet she was. It was like a river of warmth and sweetness, streaming onto his tongue and filling his senses. He savored her, feeling his cock throb in anticipation.

Abbie squirmed, pressing herself down onto Andy's face as she ground her hips against his tongue.

"Just like that, baby," she moaned, gripping the headboard tighter. "Oh, fuck, yesss."

Andy groaned beneath her, his tongue darting out to taste her more fully. It was thicker than usual and there was a saltiness to her that had never been before.

Suddenly it hit him. That salty taste... the somehow different texture of her wetness. The notion hit Andy like a freight train, and he almost choked as he swallowed her juices, desperately suppressing a gag.

Jealousy and anger surged through him. He couldn't help that his cock was rock-hard as his mind played out images of her and Dean together. But bringing it home to her husband seemed cruel and perverse.  Why would Abbie do that without him knowing. Did she think he wouldn't notice?

"Mmmmm, come on baby, don't stop. I'm getting close." Abbie whined, pressing her sodden pussy down into his face until he struggled to breathe.

Andy's brain was buzzing, his anger mixed with arousal as the twisted taste of his wife mingling with what he presumed was Dean's lingered on his tongue.

Suddenly, Andy made up his mind.  He was angry and humiliated, but he would deal with that later.  Right now there was no use denying that he was also intensely aroused and his cock throbbed for release. He lifted his head up, burying his face between Abbie's legs, and let his tongue plunge into her cunt with a vengeance.

He was determined to make her scream with ecstasy. To make her remember why she was coming home to him, no matter what pleasure she got from Dean.

Andy lapped at her pussy voraciously, using long, languid strokes that allowed him to taste every inch of her. He cringed and tried not to think about the thick salty residue that coated his tongue and slid down his throat. Rather than let it deter him he used it to fuel his desire to pleasure his wife, to reclaim her in some way.

"Goddammit, Andy," Abbie moaned, mistaking his muffled protests for ecstatic enthusiasm. "You really like that, don't you baby?"

Abbie moaned, rocking her hips gently against Andy's face. Her legs trembled as his tongue explored her pussy, every lick driving her closer to the edge. She clutched the headboard, her nails biting into the wooden frame as she continued grinding herself against Andy's mouth.

He could feel her getting closer to an orgasm as she writhed and moaned above him.

"That's it, baby, get in there good," Abbie urged, gripping the headboard even tighter. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum soon."

Andy doubled his efforts beneath her, his tongue darting out to flick against her clit as he simultaneously thrust two fingers deep inside her pussy. He wanted nothing more than to make her forget anything else she may have done that night by giving her an incredible climax.

"Oh my God!" Abbie shouted, her hips jolting upwards as Andy's fingers fucked her vigorously.

Her legs began to tremble, and she gripped the headboard so tightly her knuckles turned white. Andy felt her body shake as she came hard, her pussy clenching around his fingers in tight, pulsing waves. Abbie let out a loud wailing sound but Andy didn't stop thrusting, even as she rode out her orgasm. 

As his wife climaxed above him, he suddenly felt a large glob of cum fall into his mouth, quickly followed by another as her orgasm forced the rest of Dean's load out of the deepest parts of her pussy.

Andy tried desperately not to gag, not wanting to do anything to ruin his wife's orgasm, as his mouth filled with the sticky mixture of his wife's and neighbor's cum. It was a combination of sweetness and saltiness that made him feel both repulsed and incredibly turned on.

Flashes of his wife and Dean together, their bodies entwined as they fucked with wild abandon, filled his mind. It should have made him angry, but instead, at least at this moment, Andy found himself getting even more turned on by the thought.

Finally, Abbie's orgasm subsided and she panted and gasped for breath. Andy slowly withdrew his fingers from her pussy, now slick and sticky.

Without a word, Abbie rolled off of him and onto her back, opening her legs wide, revealing her red and swollen pussy to Andy's hungry gaze. She looked at him and grinned mischievously as she saw his face soaked and his lips a sticky mess. Andy felt a surge of humiliation run through him. She grabbed his wrist and pulled his sticky fingers into her mouth, sucking and licking her juices from them, before finally releasing them.

"Fuck me, baby," she moaned. "I need you inside me."

Andy couldn't resist her seductive plea. He scrambled up and kneeled between her legs, positioning his cock at her entrance.

He slid inside her with ease, her pussy still dripping wet from her orgasm and whatever else she'd been up to tonight. He groaned in pleasure as he filled her, her warm cunt tightening around his cock.

"Fuck yeah, baby," Abbie moaned, her legs wrapping around Andy's waist as she urged him to go deeper.

Andy began to thrust his hips, his cock pistoning in and out of her pussy with a raw, primal force.

He stared down at their sweaty bodies, their skin slapping together with each brutal thrust.

Abbie's tits bounced with each impact, her nipples hard and rigid with arousal. He reached down to grab them, pinching each of them between his fingers and twisting them roughly. He had always been gentle with his wife but he felt driven by anger, jealousy, and a primal hunger like he'd never felt before.

Abbie let out a loud moan, her body writhing beneath him.

"Yes, Andy! Just like that!" she cried out, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slapping together.

Andy continued to fuck her, his cock driving deeper and deeper into her pussy. He could feel himself getting closer and closer to orgasm, the feeling building in his balls like a pressure cooker about to explode.

Abbie reached up and pulled Andy's face to hers kissing him aggressively, her tongue demanding entry into his mouth. As they kissed, she wrapped her legs tighter around him, urging him to thrust faster and harder.

Andy's cock felt like it was on fire as it plunged deeper and deeper into her still twitching pussy.

"Mmm, that felt so good," Abbie's eyes met his. "How did I taste, baby?  Did I taste good?" She asked him. Her eyes shone with mischief as she bit her lip, awaiting his response.

Andy's mind raced as he tried to find the right words. He didn't want to admit that he had tasted a mixture of her juices and Dean's cum, but he also didn't want to lie to her.

"You tasted... amazing," he finally said, deciding to leave out the specifics.

Abbie smiled, seemingly satisfied with his answer.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," she whispered, her lips brushing against his.

Andy couldn't help but moan as her words sent a chill down his spine. He felt his cock twitch inside her, ready to release all of his pent-up aggression and jealousy.

Abbie squeezed his cock with her pussy, as if sensing his impending orgasm.

"Cum for me, baby," she urged. "I want to feel you fill me up."

That was all it took to send Andy over the edge. With a loud groan, he felt his cock erupt, his warm seed exploding into his wife.

"Fuck, Abbie," he cried out, his body shuddering with pleasure. "You feel so fucking good."

Abbie moaned in response, her pussy still clenching around him as he emptied himself inside her.

Finally, Andy collapsed onto her, both of them covered in sweat and panting heavily.

"That was fucking incredible," he said, pressing a kiss to her shoulder.

Abbie smiled, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

"Yes, it was," she said, running her fingers through his hair.

They lay there for a few minutes, neither one of them speaking.

Andy's mind was racing, still trying to process everything that had happened. The odd taste still coating the inside of his mouth only further reminded him of the depraved act he'd just performed and once again he thought he may vomit.  He felt embarrassed and humiliated that his wife knew what he had just done and how much he had enjoyed it. He felt angry that she would not only subject him to something like that but seemingly revel in her wicked deception.

But a small part of him also felt an odd sense of satisfaction. It was twisted, and wrong on so many levels, but he couldn't help the way his cock twitched at the thought of it. At how she had forced it on him, almost daring him to deny her or admit that he knew what she'd done.

"Holy shit, Andy," Abbie breathed, her eyes shining with lust and desire. "You have no idea how hot that was."

Andy didn't know what to say. He just stared down at her, his cock still buried deep inside her. He felt like he had just crossed a line he could never uncross, and yet, he couldn't bring himself to regret it.

"I don't think I've ever seen you like that before," Abbie murmured, tracing patterns on his back with her fingertips. "So hungry. So eager. You've never eaten my pussy like that before. It was fucking hot."

Andy didn't know how to respond. He had never thought of himself as an aggressive or passionate lover. He had always been the quiet, reserved accountant. But maybe there was more to him than he realized. Something was clearly driving him though he didn't want to admit what it might be.

"I just wanted to make you feel good, Abbie," he finally said, lifting his head to look at her. "I love you so much."

Abbie smiled up at him.

"You definitely made me feel good, baby," she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "I'm glad you enjoyed it too."

He pulled out of her slowly, enjoying the way her pussy clung to him for a few more seconds. Then, he scooted up and lay next to her. His stomach churned as he looked at her. Was some part of her disgusted by what he'd just done? Would she think less of him as a man?

As he lay there thinking he watched his wife drift off into a blissful sleep.   A smile remained on her flushed and sweaty face. Just as he was about to succumb to his own exhaustion he heard his phone ping. He reached to the nightstand and checked his most recent message.

It was another picture from Jenna, a selfie of her riding Dean.  Her tits looked even more incredible than he remembered and her open mouth and the look of sheer pleasure on her face suggested she may have been mid orgasm when she snapped the shot. 

Her message simply read, "Was my husband a tasty fuck, Andy?" Followed by a winking emoji.

Andy had thought his humiliation couldn't have gotten any worse, but he had been wrong.  Clearly she knew that Dean had fucked his wife again, but how could she have known that he would go down on Abbie when she arrived home? But he knew the answer, understood full well now that Dean had sent her home with clear instructions to have Andy go down on her. To emasculate and humiliate him in the worst possible way.

He remembered his wife's first encounter with Dean, how he had dominated her, ordering her to say things he wanted to hear.  He remembered at one point Dean whispering something to Abbie that Andy couldn't hear. And that was the night she had forcefully kissed Andy right after she had Dean's cum covered cock in her mouth.

He had completely forgotten about that little detail until now. If there had been any doubt before, there was none now: Jenna and Dean were manipulating him and Abbie in ways he couldn't have imagined. He cringed to think of what they might do next. There had to be a way to turn the tables, to get both him and Abbie out of this horrible situation. He drifted off into a restless sleep, trying to come up with some solution.


Bad Neighbors Pt. 06

-- All involved are well over the age of 18. Thanks to all of the feedback on this series so far. --

The next morning Andy trudged down to the kitchen with a bad hangover. His head was throbbing and he felt like he had slept for only a few measly minutes. The bright sunlight shining through the kitchen windows stung his sore eyes and when he reached up to rub away the dryness he was met with the musky scent of last night's events still lingering on his fingers. His cock twitched at the memory.

Last night had been sureal. He began to replay the details in his head and a wave of shame washed over him as he recalled how he had tasted what he was now certain was Dean's cum while eating out his wife. The thought of it brought on a sudden urge to vomit.

As he replayed the night in his head he heard Abbie shuffle into the kitchen behind him. She wore a simple white robe that stopped halfway between her knees and her hips and Andy he couldn't help but admire her curves beneath the delicate fabric. Even after just crawling out of bed, she looked like a goddess in his eyes, with her long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders and her bright blue eyes sparkling in the morning light.

"Morning, baby," Abbie said, her voice hoarse from drinking last night. Andy thought it may have been the sexiest she'd ever sounded.

She walked over to Andy and wrapped her arms around his waist, pressing her body against him. Andy's cock stiffened in his boxers as he felt her breasts pressed against his chest. He kissed her deeply, tasting the remnants of last night's events on her lips.

Abbie moaned against his lips, her hips grinding against him. He knew she could feel his hard cock pressing against her thigh, but he didn't make any moves to take it further. He just wanted to enjoy the moment, the feeling of her body against his.

"Good morning," he whispered, breaking the kiss. "Did you sleep well?" 

Abbie nodded, her lips curling into a seductive smile.

"I guess you really wore me out," she teased.

Andy suspected it wasn't him that had worn his wife out, but he made no comment. He felt pangs of jealousy as he imagined their neighbor ravaging his wife, giving her orgasm after orgasm before finally emptying inside of her. Inside of his Abbie.

Abbie looked up at her husband with a playful smile. "I want you," she whispered, as she slid her hand down to squeeze his cock.

Andy looked down at his wife and was about to suggest they go back to bed when a knock on their front door interrupted their moment.

Abbie pulled away from Andy, her eyes filled with disappointment.

"Who could that be this early?" she muttered, tying her robe tighter around her waist.

Andy took a deep breath, trying to calm his racing heart. He had a sinking feeling he knew who it was before he even opened the door. He reached for the handle and sure enough, there stood Dean and Jenna.

Dean's eyes twinkled mischievously as he looked at Andy, a smug smile on his face.

"Morning, neighbor," he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "I hope we're not interrupting anything."

Jenna raised an eyebrow, her eyes scanning Andy and Abbie up and down. Her gaze settled on the bulge in Andy's pants before looking back up at the couple.

"Ooh, I think we are interupting," she said, a knowing smile spreading across her face.

"Good morning," Andy said simply, ignoring her insinuation.

Dean smiled, leaning against their doorframe.

"Just thought we'd drop by and see if you two want to grab breakfast with us," he said, his voice dripping with faux innocence. "You look like you could use some coffee."

Their neighbors' smug and casual smiles angered Andy. They knew exactly what they'd been doing, how they'd inserted themselves into his and Abbie's relationship. He felt a swirl of anger and embarrassment, his face growing hotter by the second. He couldn't believe these people were standing on his doorstep, acting like they hadn't just completely fucked with his head last night and literally fucked his wife.

"No, I'm sorry, we have plans today," Andy said shortly, trying to keep his anger in check.

Jenna pouted, looking genuinely disappointed.

"Are you sure?"  She looked past Andy.  "Abbie dear, how are you feeling this morning?  You had a lot to drink last night.  You were wild, girl!" Jenna laughed. "It was nice to see you let loose!"

Abbie's cheeks flushed.

"I don't remember much," she admitted with a shy smile. "But I do remember having fun." 

Dean nodded, his gaze locked on Abbie's curves. "Yeah, you did. You're a wild one, Abbie."

Andy's chest tightened at the way Dean looked at his wife, but he kept his cool, forcing a tight smile. He noticed Abbie was clearly avoiding eye contact with their neighbours. Her cheeks were flushed, and she was obviously uncomfortable in their presence this morning.  Was it guilt?  Fear of Andy finding out about her indiscretions?  Or mere embarrassment over her own behavior?

Dean's eyes trailed over Abbie's body, lingering on her firm breasts mostly hidden by her thin bathrobe. A dark, lustful hunger burned in his gaze, reminding Andy of what he suspected they had done together.

"Well, we'll let you get back to it then," Jenna chimed in, her eyes flicking between the two of them. "But promise me we'll grab drinks soon, okay?"

"Yeah, sure," Abbie mumbled, her cheeks still flushed. 

It suddenly struck Andy as he watched his wife's discomfort, that it wasn't just Dean that Abbie was uncomfortable around. It was Jenna. Abbie believed Jenna was oblivious that she'd slept with Dean. Just as she assumed Andy was unaware, she was feeling guilty at facing her new friend after sleeping with her husband. If she only knew, Andy thought.

Andy began to close the door, when Jenna suddenly turned and rushed back up their front step.

"Oh Abbie, I almost forgot," she reached out and put something in Abbie's hand. "You forgot these at our house last night."

Andy and Abbie both looked down at the lace bra and panties in Abbie's hand, neither sure what to say. Jenna raised an eyebrow, smiling wickedly.

"I think these belong to you, don't they?" She asked playfully.

Abbie's face turned a deep shade of red.  She looked up at Jenna then Andy, then down at her underwear again. The silence was almost deafening for what felt like an eternity until Abbie finally tried to speak.

"Umm," she stammered, her voice trembling.

"Dean said he found them next to the sofa.  Guess you must have taken them off before you passed out." Jenna continued, winking at Andy.

Abbie's face was a mixture of shock and embarassment as she quickly shoved her underwear into her robe pocket, averting her gaze from both Jenna and Andy.

"Um.... thanks, Jenna," she mumbled, her voice barely audible.

"No problem, what are friends for, right?  We gotta look out for each other," Jenna smiled, giving Abbie a knowing look before turning to leave with Dean. "Alright, see you both later," she called over her shoulder, sashaying down the front steps with Dean in tow.

The door closed with a hollow thud, and the couple were left in stunned silence. Abbie looked like she was about to burst into tears.  He could see the overwhelming guilt on her face and in spite of the anger and humiliation that was coursing through his body, all he wanted to do was make her feel better.  So he decided to let her off the hook by playing dumb.

"Geez, hon," he said with a playful grin. "You must have been pretty drunk.  Guess you girls got pretty crazy."  He chuckled, trying to diffuse the tension in the room.

Abbie didn't respond. She just stood there, staring at the ground, her face still flushed. Andy walked over to her and wrapped his arms around her shoulders.

"You okay, babe?" He whispered in her ear.

She nodded, still not meeting his gaze.

"Mmm, hmm," she murmured, her voice trembling.

He could feel the tension radiating off her body, could tell she was struggling with what to say. Andy sensed she was beginning to feel overwhelmed by her betrayal of both her husband and her friend.

It suddenly occurred to him that Abbie may be about to confess, tell him everything she had done and beg for his forgiveness. The thought terrified him.  He wasn't ready for that, to hear her actually admit it.  It was crazy, but he thought he might prefer if she never told him that she'd cheated on him and they just put it all behind them and pretend life was normal again.  

Andy sighed, pressing a soft kiss to the side of her head, and Abbie leaned into him, visibly relaxing.

"Maybe we should lay off the drinking for a bit, huh?" Andy suggested. "I know I'm feeling pretty hung over.  I had quite a bit of whiskey while you were out with your friends,"  Andy was hoping he could use her current emotional state to steer her away from Jenna and Dean for awhile at least.

"I know, I drank too much, I should have known better," she admitted quietly. "Fuck, I'm really sorry." She said, closing her eyes, completely mortified. "I don't even remember taking those off. I'm so embarrassed, Andy."

Andy smiled reassuringly, pulling her closer. "Don't worry about it," he soothed. "I've seen your lingerie collection before. And I don't think finding someone's underwear at their house would be too shocking for our neighbors," he chuckled.

Abbie laughed nervously, "Yeah, that's true. Thanks for being so understanding.  I don't deserve you."

Andy smiled, relieved that Abbie seemed to have agreed to ease off the drinking, which he hoped would mean avoiding their neighbors for the forseeable future.

"Of course," he said, brushing a strand of hair out of her face.

That night, as they lay in bed talking about the coming week, Abbie's phone rang. Andy glanced at the clock, surprised anyone would call so late.

"Hello?" Abbie answered, trying to sound more awake than she felt.  "Oh hi, sweetie, how are you?" 

Andy could hear the excitement in her voice and knew it had to be Katie. They hadn't seen their daughter in more than two months.  Between her university classes and her part time job, she hadn't had much time to visit or even call. 

Andy's worries melted away as he watched his wife laugh and talk with Katie.  He waited to see if she would hand him the phone so that he could say hi, but Abbie wrapped up the call. 

"That's fantastic, honey, I can't wait," she sounded happier than Andy had seen her in some time. "We'll see you soon.  Be safe."

After Abbie hung up the phone she bounced over and cuddled against Andy, squeezing him tightly.  

"Katie is coming home tomorrow," she said, unable to hide her excitement. "She has a few days before exams so she took some time off work so she could come visit."

"That's great," Andy said, equally excited to see their daughter. 

Katie was a great kid.  Ok, perhaps not a kid anymore, he thought, she was 20 years old after all.  But she was really starting to find her way.  Her teenage years had been a challenge, which Andy figured was typical for girls that age.  But Katie had a wild streak and she went through a rebellious phase that strained their relationship not so long ago.  She sometimes wouldn't come home at night, dated a string of guys that were definitely not guys Andy wanted anywhere near his little girl, and she liked to party.  It struck Andy as he lay there that she may have gotten that wild streak from her mother.

But while her first year of university was spent partying and making poor decisions, her sophomore year seemed to be a turning point.  Her grades were up and until their recent breakup, she had been dating a junior from her school that both Andy and Abbie thought was a pretty decent guy.

"When will she be home?" Andy asked.

"She said it would be around dinner time." Abbie responded.  She lifted her head and looked at Andy excitedly. "We should take her someplace nice for dinner!"

They continued to talk for another half hour, about their daughter, about work, both of them carefully avoiding bringing up anything to do with their neighbors.

Eventually, Abbie's eyelids began to droop and Andy knew that she was spent. He pulled her close, spooning her body with his, wrapping his arm around her waist, and pressing his lips to the curve of her neck.

"Get some sleep," he whispered.

She sighed softly, her body relaxing into his.

"I love you," she mumbled. It was the first time she had said that to him in days.

Ever since his wife's lapse in judgment at their neighbor's, she had been distant and reserved.  There had been some amazing nights, last night being the most intense so far, but most days Andy felt like they were both walking on eggshells as they tried to conceal their respective secrets.

He thought perhaps some time with Katie was just what they needed to take their minds off of everything and refocus on each other. The thought made him smile and he drifted off feeling more relaxed than he had in weeks.

Dinner the following night with Katie was a welcome distraction for both Andy and Abbie.  They laughed and caught up on what was going on in Katie's life at school.  Her grades were steady and she was enjoying most of her courses. One of her profs was 'an old perv', as she put it. Turns out he was likely only a few years older than Andy.  Funny how you never see yourself as old as your kids see you, he thought.

In spite of agreeing to ease off their drinking alcohol, they indulged in a glass of wine over dinner to celebrate Katie's being home.  It truly did feel like an uplifting celebration for Andy. Over the past few weeks his life had been turned upside down to an almost unimaginable degree.  

He had done something stupid and inappropriate and was now being blackmailed. Then it spiralled out of control. He was sure his wife was cheating on him and he couldn't tell her he knew, nor even discourage it, per his neighbors threatening instructions.  And as if that wasn't enough, he was being manipulated by his neighbors to engage in or be a party to oddly degrading sexual acts he had never before considered.  Ones that he should have been downright disgusted by.

But in spite of all of that -- and it was a lot to wrap your head around -- he couldn't deny that his and Abbie's sex life had been more intense and exciting than it ever had. He had stumbled upon a side of his wife that had both thrilled and terrified him. The way she had seemingly surrendered to her impulses, even if it was by cheating on Andy, had ignited a fire in their marriage he couldn't have imagined.  What he really couldn't understand though, was why wasn't he more angry about it?

Sure, there were moments of intense jealousy, times when he could barely contain the rage he felt when he thought about his arrogant neighbor fucking his wife. When he thought about how she was essentially choosing her own sexual gratification at the risk of her marriage. But he just couldn't deny that the thought of Abbie submitting to another man behind his back turned him on in ways he just couldn't comprehend. He wished he understood why, it seemed absolutely absurd, but there it was. He felt so torn.

When they finished their dinner and returned to their house, Katie threw her bag to the side and headed for the kitchen. By the time Andy and Abbie entered she already had another bottle of red wine opened and was filling three glasses.

It was not lost on Andy that he and Abbie had just agreed to lay low on the alcohol for awhile.  But Katie handed them each their glass and Abbie showed no hesitation before accepting.  They retreated to the back deck to sit and enjoy the warm evening.

Katie asked about their new neighbors and Abbie and Andy exchanged a nervous glance, neither of them wanting to discuss the topic. Granted, neither of them would be able to tell her the truth about them anyhow, since Abbie didn't know that they were blackmailing Andy, and she didn't think Andy suspected her of sleeping with Dean. It all seemed so confusing.

"They're a fun couple I guess, adventurous I've heard," Abbie offered, trying to downplay her knowledge of the neighbors' sexual exploits.

"I see," Katie replied, certain that there was more to the story but not pushing it.  She was curious though, there was obviously something they weren't telling her.  She would find out somehow, she thought.

As they finished their wine, Andy excused himself to go to the bathroom.  Katie refilled their glasses, and both she and Abbie took another drink. The alcohol was starting to kick in, and Katie became braver. Now was her chance.

"So, seriously Mom, what are the neighbors really like?" she asked, arching an eyebrow.

Abbie shifted uncomfortably. "What do you mean?" she asked, although she knew very well what Katie was digging for.

"Come on, Mom," Katie said, rolling her eyes. "I'm not an idiot. I've heard the rumors about them. Sounds like they are.... a little wild." She winked at Abbie. "I think it would be exciting to live next door to a couple who are so open about their sexuality. It's rare to find people like that, who aren't afraid to just be themselves."

Abbie felt her cheeks flush as she thought about her encounters with Dean. She had been so turned on by not just his looks but his dominance. He knew what he wanted and he wasn't afraid to take it. She had felt powerless to resist him and even though she knew how wrong it was she had given in to her primal urges. The thought of it made her heart race.

Katie leaned forward, her eyes shining with excitement. "Mom, you must have heard some stories. What are they like?" she urged, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Katie," Abbie responded with a sigh, beginning to get annoyed. "There's nothing to tell. I mean, I barely know them." 

"But you've met them, right?" Katie said, her voice dripping with excitement. "I know you're not telling me everything. I can see it in your eyes." She giggled, her eyes dancing.

"Jesus, I don't know, Katie," Abbie sounded exasperated with her daughter's probing.

She looked at her for several seconds unsure how to share her assessment of their neighbors.

"Fine," she relented. "Yes, they're attractive and certainly not afraid to be themselves, to say the least. And they're pretty open about their sexuality, which can be... intriguing, I suppose. I guess you could say they have a certain charisma. But that doesn't necessarily mean they're good people," she added quickly.

Katie's eyes widened with excitement. "Intriguing, huh?" she repeated, savoring the word. "How many times have you hung out with them?"

"I don't know, a couple I guess. They seem nice enough, but I wouldn't say I know them well," Abbie replied, hoping to end the conversation.

"Mom, you're blushing," Katie teased, grinning mischievously. "You like them, don't you?"

Abbie felt her cheeks grow even hotter. "No, I don't. I mean... yea, ok, they're nice enough. But I don't know them very well, I don't know that we have enough in common that we'd ever become close friends or anything like that."

Katie leaned back, revelling in her mom's discomfort.

"Well, you guys had better be careful. You may become better friends than you planned," she laughed, trying to get a rise out of her mother.

"What? Jesus, Katie! Don't be ridiculous," Abbie stammered, feeling her face turn red. "That's not your father and I. We are just... a boring old married couple," she added with a grin, taking a drink from her wine glass. She was feeling warm and a little lightheaded from the alcohol.

"What are we talking about?" Andy asked as he returned to the deck.

Abbie blushed even deeper, as if caught sharing secrets she shouldn't be sharing.

"Oh, nothing really, we were just talking about the neighbors," Abbie answered as casually as she could.

Katie chimed in, "Yeah, mom said you guys are thinking of becoming swingers," Katie laughed. 



"Katie!" Andy and Abbie exclaimed in unison.

"Just kidding," she smirked, winking at Andy. "We were just discussing how cool it must be to live next to a couple like Dean and Jenna. I bet they have some fun stories to share."

Andy felt a surge of jealousy pour over him as he glanced at Abbie.  He could no longer deny there was a part of him extremely turned on by some of the things that had happened. But for some reason, hearing his daughter's curiosity about their neighbors while Andy was certain that Dean was fucking his wife behind his back made him feel deeply ashamed.

It was one thing to suspect his wife was cheating but it was another to think about how spineless his daughter would think he was if she knew he was aware of it and hadn't put a stop to it. That he was essentially allowing himself to be cuckolded. God, that was the first time that word had crossed his mind, but he guessed that's what he may have become, he thought.

"Yea, I've heard they're pretty... carefree," Andy said, shifting uncomfortably. "To each his own, I guess."

Andy and Abbie managed to steer the conversation away from their neighbors and after some further catching up, Katie eventually excused herself to bed. As she hugged them both goodnight, Andy tried to ignore the embarrassment he felt, as if there was some way Katie suspected her mother was cheating on him. It horrified him to imagine what she would think of him if she knew.

After she left, Andy took a long drink of his wine. Abbie picked up the bottle and poured the rest into her glass and they sat in awkward silence several minutes.

Finally, Abbie spoke up.

"It's nice to have her back, isn't it?" she asked.

Andy nodded. "Yeah, it really is. I miss our little girl," he replied, relieved at the change of topic. "It feels like she's grown up so fast."

Abbie nodded in agreement, smiling as she thought about their daughter.

"I know, right? It feels like just yesterday she was taking her first steps and now she's almost done with university."

"Yeah," he replied quietly. The silence stretched on for a moment, both of them lost in their own thoughts.

Finally, Abbie stood up and finished her last mouthful of wine.

"Ready for bed?" She asked with a smile.

Andy's heart skipped a beat at the thought of crawling into bed with his wife. Although he hadn't enjoyed hearing Katie go on about their neighbors, thinking about them had made him very horny. He set his empty glass down on the table and stood up, holding out his hand to her.

"Yeah, I am."

She took his hand and led Andy to their bedroom.

The following morning Andy woke before 7am. He had messaged work to say he was taking a few vacation days to spend time with his family, so there was no pressure on him to get up to go to the office.

He rolled over and watched Abbie sleeping peacefully, her soft breasts rising and falling with each even breath. She looked so serene and calm, a stark contrast to the less inhibited woman he had seen her become recently.

He smiled to himself, remembering how she had moaned as they made love last night. They had both been highly aroused by the time they'd gone to bed and the sex had been amazing.

He slipped out of bed careful not to wake her.

Downstairs, he made a pot of coffee and settled at the kitchen table. He still felt sexually charged from last night and his recollections of the antics with their neighbors over the past few weeks. He thought about Jenna and her tattooed body, firm and curvy. He imagined Dean with his wife, Abbie undeniably enjoying her first new cock in more than a decade. He couldn't help himself, he opened his web browser and brought up a site he had visited on more than one occasion.

He scrolled through the categories, looking for something that would excite him, something that related to the thoughts in his head. He settled on a video of a busty blonde being fucked by a younger muscular guy, while her supposed husband held her hand and watched in awe. It was low quality but that only made it feel all the more real.

As he watched, he found himself getting more and more turned on. He reached down and squeezed his erection through his pants, the pleasure building up inside of him. He shuffled his chair closer to the table, making sure that on the off chance anyone did wake up this early and come into the kitchen, they would not see the tent in his pants.

As he watched the video, thoughts of Abbie and Dean fucking drifted through his mind. He could almost hear the sound of her moans, the way her body moved and buckled beneath Dean's powerful thrusts.

He was about to get up and retreat to the bathroom to get himself off when he heard footsteps padding softly down the stairs. He quickly removed his hand from his lap and slammed his laptop closed. 

He casually took a drink of his coffee as Katie entered the kitchen.

"Morning, Katie," he said, his voice steady despite the erection that tented his pants under the table.

Katie rubbed the sleep from her eyes.

"Morning, Dad. Ugh, I'm starving, just going to make some breakfast."

Andy nodded, watching as his daughter moved around the kitchen with ease. She was an adult now, but it still felt strange to see her making breakfast in their kitchen in her pajamas.

"So any thoughts on what to do today?" Katie asked, pouring herself a cup of coffee. She added a splash of creamer and took a cautious sip.

"I'm not sure but I think your mother had some ideas," Andy replied.

As if on cue, Abbie joined them in the kitchen, yawning and stretching.

"Good morning," she said, smiling at them both.

Her hair was disheveled and her eyes were still heavy with sleep, but she looked relaxed and content. Andy's smiled at the sight of her.

"Morning, hun," he said, feeling his face heat up as he remembered the explicit video he had been watching just moments before. He imagined it was Abbie in the video, being ravaged by another man while he held her hand and it made his cock throb under the table. He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts.

Abbie poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down next to her husband.

"So, Katie how about we do a little shopping today? My treat," she suggested, her voice light and cheerful.

"Heck yea," Katie responded quickly. "You know, retail therapy always makes me feel better. Especially when someone else is paying," she laughed.

"Ok, its settled then," she said, smiling at her daughter warmly.

"What about you, Dad? Feel like wandering aimlessly from store to store for a few hours and carrying our bags?" Katie teased.

"Noooooo, thank you!" He chuckled, getting up to refill his coffee mug. "I think I will pass,"

"Well, suit yourself," Katie laughed.

They sat talking for several minutes more before Abbie finally got up.

"OK, I'm going to shower. How about we plan to leave in an hour?" She looked at Katie.

"Sounds good," she answered.

"OK, I'm going to take my laptop into the office and get a bit of work done." Andy said, folding his laptop under one arm and grabbing his coffee.

Katie nodded, watching curiously as her father left the room. She couldn't shake the feeling that something was up with him. She hoped it wasn't anything serious. Since she'd been home the dynamic between her parents had seemed different somehow. She wasn't sure how, exactly, nor could she say it was good or bad. It was just... different.

She looked out the glass door to the deck and saw the sun shining bright so she refilled her coffee and went outside to wait for her mother.  She eased herself into one of the lounger chairs and stared at the fence that separated their backyard from their neighbors. 

She couldn't help but feel curious about Dean and Jenna. Thoughts of their less than traditional lifestyle was some much needed distraction from her upcoming exams. She knew it was silly to be so nosy, but she felt a shiver of excitement run down her spine as she thought about them. Although she didn't know them other than stories she'd heard, just thinking about her neighbors' unconventional relationship made her curious.

She got up and walked over to the fence that separated their yards.  She thought she heard voices but couldn't see anything so she walked the length of the fence and cautiously opened the gate, careful not to spill her coffee.

"Hey there," Jenna greeted her from a chair beside their pool.

"Hi, back," Katie replied. "I thought I'd come by and introduce myself," she said, feeling a rush of nerves and excitement. "I'm Katie, Andy and Abbie's daughter."

"Hi, Katie," Jenna said warmly, standing up to greet her. "Nice to meet you. I've heard a lot about you from your proud parents. I'm Jenna, and this is my husband, Dean."

Dean stood up from his chair with a wide smile and gave Katie a hug. She could feel how his arms totally enveloped her small body, pressing her breasts against his chest and she felt a tingle course through her. He let go of her and she stood there blushing, unsure what to say.

"Why don't you join us? I'd offer you a coffee, but looks like you brought your own," He smiled.

Katie took a seat and sipped on her coffee.  God, they were both beautiful, she thought. Jenna was stunning, in a sexy bad girl kind of way. The numerous tattoos adorning her body but in a tasteful way; the piercings; the messy but stylish hair; and all wrapped up in a bikini that struggled to contain her large perfect tits and round ass. No question, this woman screamed sexuality.

Dean was different. Unlike Jenna's edgier look, Dean had a more polished appearance. His hair was impeccably styled, his body taut with muscle that rippled beneath his designer swimwear. And he looked what Katie thought of as movie-star handsome.

So these were her parents' notorious neighbors,  she thought.

"Jenna and Dean, the new neighbors," Katie mused, then blushed at how it must have sounded.

Jenna giggled. "Yep, that's us." She leaned back and took a drag off of her cigarette, looking Katie over.

Fuck, now that's a girl that makes smoking look sexy, Katie thought to herself. She couldn't deny the dirty thrill she got from being so close to the couple who had become notorious among her parents' social circle.

Jenna grinned mischievously. 

"You know Katie," Jenna said, looking her over. "You look a lot like your mom. Don't you think so, Dean?" Jenna asked, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

"I see it too, no question." he answered.

Katie's face grew bright red as they both looked at her in a way that made her feel naked.

"Oh, come on," Katie said, shifting uncomfortably in her seat. "I don't look anything like my mom. I mean, she's kind of.... old."

Jenna raised an eyebrow.

"Old?" she laughed, taking another drag of her cigarette and blowing out a long plume of smoke. "Oh Katie, your mom isn't old at all. She's a very sexy woman. She's in her prime, my dear."

Katie's face grew even redder, if that was possible. It sounded odd hearing strangers talk about her mom in that way. But at the same time, she couldn't deny that the idea of her mom being considered sexy made her feel oddly proud. She had always thought of her mom as just that - mom. She knew how pretty she was but had never really thought of her as sexy.

Jenna could see the embarrassment on Katie's face, and she knew she had hit a nerve. She smiled wickedly and took another drag of her cigarette.

"I'm just saying, your mom is a very attractive woman. And you, my dear, look a lot like her. Take it as a compliment, trust me," Jenna said.

Katie felt a shiver run down her spine.

"Well, I mean, I guess so," she said, taking another sip of coffee. "Thanks."

Katie considered herself confident and articulate around others, but for some reason she felt uncharacteristically intimidated around Jenna and Dean.

"So, what do you have planned while you're back home?" Jenna asked, flicking the ash from her cigarette into the grass.

"Nothing much, really. Just spending time with my parents. I'm just here for a few days. I need to get back for exams by the start of next week." She said with a sigh.

"Ah, university. Those were fun times!" Dean said, raising his coffee in a mock toast.

"Yea, I guess so. Lot's of work too though." Katie laughed, taking a sip of her now cold coffee. She looked at her phone to check the time.

"Well, I'd better get going. Going to do some shopping with my mom today," Katie said, standing up and stretching.

Dean's gaze lingered on Katie's body as she stretched, her tank top riding up to reveal a hint of her toned stomach.

"It was nice meeting you, Katie," he said, smiling his beautiful smile.

Katie returned the smile, feeling her heart race. God he really was hot.

"You too," she said, before turning to Jenna. "It was really nice meeting you, Jenna."

"You too, Katie. Hey, if you get bored later, you should come by tonight. Dean is having a few guys over to play poker, so I could use some female company," Jenna said, winking at Katie as she finished her smoke.

"Yea, maybe," she replied, as she left their yard. "Thanks for the invite."

She wasn't sure what she'd expected going next door, naked people running around and having sex in the pool, perhaps?  They were definitely an attractive couple, but they didn't seem like the sex maniacs that Katie had built up in her mind.  They seemed really nice, actually.

Maybe behind closed doors they were a bit wild for her parents' taste, but then again, that was probably part of what drew her to them. They represented a lot of things she wanted to be - bold, confident, and sexual. 

Maybe she would stop by later for a drink, she thought.  She imagined the stories that Jenna could tell and her heart raced. Yes, she would definitely like to get to know her better, she thought as she opened the sliding door to her parent's house.

Spending the day with her mom had been a lot of fun. School and work had kept her busy all semester and she really did miss her parents, so their shopping spree was a welcome change of pace.

She felt a bit guilty about how much money her mom had spent on her, but she had picked out a few outfits she was really excited about. They were a bit more risque than what she typically wore and she wondered if it was her encounter with the neighbors that morning that had her feeling a bit more adventurous in her shopping choices.

They had a nice dinner at home and then decided to watch a movie together.  Katie had a couple of glasses of wine as they enjoyed a cheesy comedy that her father seemed to find much funnier than she and her mother did. She felt distracted throughout though, trying to decide whether she would take Jenna up on her offer to stop by tonight.

By the end of the movie she was feeling the effects of the wine. Her parents said they were going to turn in early and Katie wasn't surprised. They seemed really flirty with each other all evening and Katie tried not to think of what they might be be doing once they left.  

She poured herself another glass of wine and went out onto the deck.  It was another beautiful night. She scrolled through her phone checking messages and was surprised to see one from someone she had met at a party a couple of weeks ago. He had been good looking and Katie remembered getting pretty drunk and even considered hooking up with him.  She'd given him her number but he later disappeared from the party and she assumed she wouldn't hear from him again.

She responded to his text, the wine perhaps making her responses a bit flirty.

Soon, they were full blown sexting, and Katie couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement wash over her.

As she sat there, staring out into the darkness, she felt herself getting turned on. Her thoughts found their way to Dean and his piercing blue eyes and muscular build. She imagined he and Jenna having sex next door and it made her blush.

She stood up and went back inside to refill her glass of wine, her mind made up.

She crossed the back yard, opened the gate and was surprised to see Jenna sitting outside by herself.

"Hi," Katie said as she approached her.

Jenna looked up and smiled.

"Hey there. I'm glad you could make it. Have a seat," she said, patting the empty chair next to her.

Katie sat down and leaned back in her chair.

"I hope its ok that I came by, I know its late" she said, taking a sip of her wine.

Jenna nodded. "Of course, I'm glad you took me up on the offer. And this, my dear, is not late."

Loud shouting and laughing came from within the house and Jenna rolled her eyes and smiled.

"A lot of testosterone in there," she laughed. "But it's okay, they're all pretty easy on the eyes," she winked at Katie.

Katie and Jenna chatted and laughed for more than an hour. Jenna had brought out another bottle of wine and had topped up Katie's glass at least a couple of times, before grabbing her pack of cigarettes from the table in front of them.

"Want one?" she offered, holding the pack out to Katie.

Katie hesitated for a moment. She had in fact only smoked a couple of times, both when she was really drunk. She thought about how sexy Jenna made it look and shrugged, reaching out to take a cigarette from the pack. Jenna lit it for her, and Katie took a puff, trying to supress the cough that threatened to escape her throat.

Jenna's giggle brought Katie back to the present, and she couldn't help but already feel a sense of comradery with this woman. She seemed so different from anyone Katie had ever met before, and in spite of their age difference, she thought maybe they could turn out to be friends.

Just then the door slid open and Dean stood before them. 

"Hey babe," he grinned at Jenna, then turned to Katie.  "Katie, glad you made it over. I like your outfit." he said, his eyes sweeping over Katie's body. She had changed out of her jeans and plain t-shirt into a tight, low-cut top that drew attention to her cleavage paired with a casual summer skirt.

"Thank you," Katie replied, feeling her face heat up under his gaze. "I, uh, wasn't sure what to wear."

"Well, damn fine choice," Dean grinned.

Katie took another drag as he stared at her, and hoped she looked half as sexy as his wife when she smoked. She forced herself to exhale slowly and confidently as she nervously pushed her hair behind her ear.

She could sense Dean's gaze lingering on her for a moment longer before he excused himself to go back inside. Katie let out a sigh of relief and leaned back in her chair, taking another sip of her wine.

She felt a sudden warmth spread through her body and as she shifted in her seat she suddenly realized her panties felt wet.

"Are you okay, Katie?" Jenna asked.

Katie nodded, and took another drag from her cigarette, hoping her nervous body language while talking with Dean had been noticed by Jenna. She wasn't sure why she'd gotten so turned on by just a few minutes conversation with him, but she felt like a teenage girl crushing on some older guy that was out of her league.

"Yeah, I'm...I'm fine," Katie stuttered, trying to force herself to breathe normally. "Just a little light headed. It's been awhile since I've had a cigarette."

Katie took another puff, letting the smoke fill her lungs before slowly releasing it. 

Jenna leaned back in her chair, her eyes on Katie's every move.

"Well for what it's worth, you look pretty hot when you smoke," said Jenna, taking a long drag of her own cigarette.

"Umm, thanks," Katie said, blushing at the compliment from Jenna.

Suddenly, Jenna grabbed her drink and stood up. She reached out and took Katie's hand, pulling her up from her chair.

"Let's go inside and see if the boys are behaving themselves, shall we?" Jenna said with a wink.

Katie nodded and crushed out her cigarette, feeling a surge of excitement at seeing Dean again. She followed Jenna into the house, her heart pounding in her chest.



As they entered the living room, Katie saw just Dean and one of his buddies left laughing and talking. 

"Where is everyone?" Jenna asked, looking around the room. 

"They got tired of losing, so they left," Dean's buddy laughed.  "Hey, I'm Chris." he stood and extended his hand to Katie.

"Katie," she said, nervously brushing a strand of hair from her face. 

This guy was a specimen, she thought and felt an immediate tingle underneath her skirt.  She guessed he was considerably older than her, probably in his early 30's like Jenna and Dean. He was around the same height as Dean, but broader shouldered and obviously spent a lot of time at the gym. 

His sandy brown hair was tousled in a way that made him look both carefree and wild. Katie's eyes zeroed in on his muscular arms, and she couldn't help but stare as he moved closer to her.

"Nice to meet you, Chris," Katie managed, trying to keep her cool.

"Have a seat, ladies," Dean said. 

Jenna sat on Deans lap and gave him a kiss. Katie walked to the sofa and sat down in the seat next to Chris. She crossed her legs and took a sip of her wine, hoping she didn't look nearly as nervous as she felt.

They talked and laughed for some time, Katie eventually feeling more relaxed in no small part due to the alcohol. She and Chris flirted with one another, subtly at first, but more blatantly the drunker they got.

Chris's jokes made Katie laugh, and soon she found herself leaning in closer to him, as they bantered back and forth. She could feel his leg pressing against hers and the heat between them was palpable.

As they continued to talk, Jenna's gaze shifted between them, watching with intent interest. She stood up and announced she was going to get more wine.

"I'll join you," Dean said, getting up from his chair. He took one last look at Katie before disappearing into the kitchen with Jenna.

Chris wasted no time, leaning in and pressing his lips against Katie's. She responded eagerly, parting her lips and allowing his tongue to explore her mouth. She could feel his hands roaming over her body, squeezing her breasts and roughly rubbing his thumb over her nipples through her thin top.

Katie moaned softly, her hand finding its way to his hard cock. She rubbed and squeezed it through his jeans, gasping at how big it felt.

Before long, Dean and Jenna returned from the kitchen, interupting their makeout session. Katie pulled back, embarrassed at being caught making out with some guy she'd just met.

"Can I use your bathroom?" she asked, standing up and steadying herself.

"Sure, just down the hall," Jenna offered.

Once inside, Katie took a moment to compose herself, looking at her reflection in the mirror. Her eyes were bright and glossy with lust, and her lips were swollen from their makeout session. She took a deep breath, trying to clear her mind, but thoughts of Chris and the way his strong hands felt on her body only served to make her desire grow stronger. Was she really going to do this? she thought. She just met this guy and he was much older than her. Would they think she was a slut?

She took a moment longer to check her appearance, fluffing her short blond hair and applying a fresh coat of lip gloss. Fuck it, she thought and reached for the bathroom door.

As she walked down the hall, she could hear the sound of laughter and music coming from the living room. She paused for a moment to gather her thoughts, before taking a deep breath and rejoining the others. Dean and Jenna were whispering and kissing in one of the chairs. She looked toward the kitchen and saw Chris was standing at the small bar in the corner, pouring himself a drink. She walked over to him and placed a hand on his arm.

"Hey," she said, smiling seductively.

Chris looked over at her and smiled. "Hey yourself, gorgeous. You okay?" He asked with a charming smile.

Katie nodded. "Yeah, I'm good. I just needed a moment."

Chris handed her a drink and placed a hand on the small of her back, pulling her close.

She could feel his erection pressing against her, and she couldn't help but let out a soft gasp.

"I've been thinking about this since I laid eyes on you," Chris whispered in her ear, his hot breath making her shiver with pleasure.

"Have you now?" Katie asked, looking up at him with a sexy smile.

Chris nodded. "Ever since I saw you walk in here tonight. Dean told me you were hot but he didn't say you were this hot."

Katie felt a thrill wash over her, excited that Dean had told Chris about her. She pressed her body closer to his, feeling the heat between them ignite. Chris's hand snaked down to her ass, squeezing her firm cheek and pulling her even closer.

"You like that?" He whispered in her ear.

Katie moaned in response, arching her back and grinding her hips against him.

"I think you do," he said, running a hand through her blonde hair and pulling her head back, exposing her neck. He trailed kisses down her throat, making her shiver with pleasure.

"Hold that thought," he said, pulling away from her. "I'm have to run to the bathroom.  Be right back."

Katie watched as Chris disappeared down the ahll, feeling a mixture of anticipation and excitement.

She turned to the bar and topped up her drink, trying to steady her nerves. She couldn't believe what was happening. She'd obviously had sex before but not with someone so much older and probably not with anyone that good looking.

As she set her glass down on the bar, she heard someone behind her and turned to see Dean standing inches in front of her.

He had a smoldering look in his eyes as he stepped closer to her. Katie's heart raced, her breath hitched, and she couldn't help but feel this magnetic pull towards him.

Dean towered over her, making her feel small and vulnerable. He reached out and lightly ran a finger across her cheek, his touch sending shivers down her spine.

"Hi Katie," Dean said, his voice low and confident.

Katie's cheeks grew warm, and before she could resist, Dean grabbed the back of her head and kissed her hard.  Katie was shocked.  Her body tensed and she put her hands against his chest, fully intending to push him away. Her head was spinning from the alcohol and Dean's sudden pass at her caught her off guard.  She knew she had to stop this before either Chris or Jenna came in.

"Wait," she whispered, breaking the kiss and pressing her hands against his chest. "This isn't right. We shouldn't be doing this."

Dean just grinned at her and kissed her again, grabbing a handful of her breast in his strong hands.  Katie moaned.  She thought she heard Chris and Jenna talking and laughing in the living room and knew they were going to get caught if she didn't stop this. 

Dean finally broke their kiss and smiled at Katie. She looked at him and thought she may pass out from how turned on she was.

"We'll finish this another time," he said with a wink as he pulled himself away from her and walked back towards the living room.

Katie leaned against the kitchen counter, trying to catch her breath and let her heart rate settle.  What the fuck just happened, she thought. She heard a playful chuckle from Chris as he came back into the room.

"Sorry I took so long," He grinned. "Did you miss me?" Chris asked, coming up behind Katie and wrapping his arms around her waist.

"Yes," Katie replied, turning around and pressing herself against him. She felt disoriented by what had just transpired.

She could feel the outline of his cock pressing against her through his jeans. She had never kissed two guys just minutes apart and she felt her entire body tingle with desire.  She needed to get fucked. Badly.

Katie realized how turned on she was, her panties feeling soaked as Chris manhandled her firm breasts. She was dizzy with lust, her mind clouded with thoughts of Dean and Chris and even Jenna. She couldn't believe what she was doing, how reckless and free she felt. 

Chris didn't waste any time. He grabbed Katie's ass and lifted her up onto the kitchen counter, sliding her skirt up around her waist. Katie instinctively wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer to her.

He lifted her seamlessly from the counter and started down the hallway, as Katie tightened her arms and legs around him. She breathed in his musky cologne and kissed his neck, feeling his stubble on her face. His rigid cock pressed through his jeans and rubbed against her mound.

Chris pushed opened a bedroom door and gently laid Katie down on the queen-size bed, leaving wet marks from her silky panties on the front of his pants.

"God, you're so fucking hot," he panted as he dove between Katie's legs, pulling her underwear to the side and plunging his tongue inside of her.

Katie moaned louder as Chris's tongue explored her slick wetness, teasing her clit before licking up and down her folds.

She grasped onto his short sandy brown hair, tangling her fingers as she arched her hips and grinded against his mouth. Her legs trembled as he licked and sucked her wet folds, bringing her closer to the edge of release.

She gasped as Chris pushed two fingers inside of her and began to pump them in and out, as he attacked her clit with his tongue. Katie moaned, her breath hitching as she let her head fall back onto the pillow.

She could feel her orgasm building up inside of her, tightening every single muscle in her body. She grasped his hair tighter and whispered his name as she came undone, her body shaking with pleasure.

Chris didn't let up, he kept sucking and finger-fucking her as she came, making her orgasm last even longer. She could barely breathe as he finally pulled his mouth away from her sensitive clit, gently kissing the insides of her thighs.

Katie lay back on the pillows, panting heavily, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She had never experienced anything like that before. It was like her body had been taken over by a wild animal and she had been helpless to resist.

Chris looked up at her with a confident smile on his face, like he had just conquered a new land. He stood up and slipped his pants and underwear off, revealing a hard, thick cock that was already glistening with pre-cum.

Katie couldn't help but stare at it, mesmerized by its size and stiffness. She had never seen one that big and she suddenly felt like every guy she'd ever been with had been mere boys. This person in front of her was all man.

He climbed onto the bed and crawled between her legs, spreading them wide apart with his hands. Katie shivered as he leaned down and kissed her neck, his stubble chaffing her soft skin.

She could feel his hot breath on her ear as he whispered: "You're so fucking wet. Are you ready for me to fuck you, Katie?" Chris murmured in her ear.

Katie's inhaled deeply as she nodded, unable to find her voice.

Chris positioned himself at her entrance and slowly slid into her, not stopping until he had fully buried himself inside her. Katie gasped as she felt his thick cock fill her up, stretching her to the limit. She wrapped her legs around his waist, not wanting him to pull even an inch of that huge cock from her pussy. He began to move faster, his hips thrusting against hers. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure crashing through Katie's body, making her cry out with each stroke.

She could feel an orgasm building up inside of her once again, and she knew that she was close. Before she could get there, Chris rolled over, pulling Katie on top of him.  She straddled his thighs and put her hands on his chest as he slid back inside her.

"Fuck, you're so damn tight," Chris gritted, reaching up to fondle her breasts through the thin fabric of her shirt.

Katie leaned over him, her hips grinding down as she pressed her breasts into his hands. She moaned as she felt Chris pluck at her nipples, sending sparks of pleasure straight to her core.

She closed her eyes and rode him harder, her movements becoming more desperate as her orgasm rushed closer and closer.  She could hear Chris' sounds of pleasure underneath her and smiled knowing it was because of her.

As Chris moaned beneath her Katie opened her eyes and gasped at the sight in front of her.  There, leaning against the doorway just a few feet in front of her was Dean. 

Katie froze, uncertain what to do. Should she cover herself? Stop altogether, and shout at Dean to leave? Before she could do any of those Chris reached to grab her hips and thrust his hips upward, burying himself even deeper inside of her.  Katie let out a gasp, and turned her eyes back to the man beneath her. As she struggled with what to do she realized she had began to move her hips again, caught up in the sensation of his cock gliding in and out of her. She'd never done anything like this before but she decided the thought of being watched suddenly excited her.

Katie continued to ride Chris, leaning back so that Dean could get a full view of her firm young body. Chris seemed completely unaware of Dean's presence.  Even if he had opened his eyes, the doorway was behind his head and completely out of his line of site. His groans became louder, oblivious to their spectator. 

Katie pulled her shirt over her head and threw it toward the doorway, letting go and suddenly relishing the thought of putting on a show for Dean. He nodded his approval, giving her a satisfied grin as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, letting it drop beside her.

She felt her breasts spill out, her nipples hardening from the cool air in the room. She heard Dean's breath catch as he watched her, his eyes dark and stormy with desire.  Katie knew she was attractive and she had always thought her breasts were one of her best features.  In spite of their large size on her small frame they were extremely firm and perky, even for a young woman her age. She revelled in Dean's obvious appreciation for them as they bounced free.

Just when Katie thought things couldn't get more sureal, Dean slid his shorts down slightly, setting his cock free. She couldn't help but stare, the way it stood straight up in all its splendor, thick and veiny. She could see the tip glisten with precum, evidence of is arousal from watching her. She closed her eyes and leaned forward, providing him with a better angle to watch her breasts bounce and sway with each thrust onto Chris.

"God, you're so fucking hot," Chris grunted.

Katie moaned, her head tipping backwards, and her hips grinding down on Chris's cock with a raw hungry need. She heard a noise from the doorway and opened her eyes again, eager to see the pleasure on Dean's face.  Once again she was stunned by what she saw.

Jenna had joined her husband and stood partially behind him, her breasts pressed on either side of his muscular arm.  She had her hand on Dean's cock and was stroking it slowly as she watched Katie on top of Dean's friend.  She gave Katie a mischievous smile.

Katie had never considered herself anything close to being a slut, but in that moment that was the only word that came to mind that properly described how she felt. This was certainly what she would consider slutty. Getting drunk at her neighbors house and fucking their friend just hours after meeting him wasn't something she would have believed she was capable of.  But having her neighbors actually watch her do it was something else entirely. Yet, she realized she didn't care, right now it made her feel powerful and free, and she felt sure neither Jenna nor Dean were the type to judge her for her behavior.

As she continued to ride Chris, she saw Jenna's hand moving faster on Dean's cock. It was perhaps the sexiest thing Katie had ever seen.

"Oh God, I'm going to cum," Katie panted, her body shaking with pleasure.

Chris's hands went to her hips, holding her down as he continued to pound into her.

Katie's eyes fluttered shut as her orgasm tore through her body, making her entire being shake with pleasure. A series of short loud cries escaped her as the indescribable pleasure washed over her.

She forced her eyes open to see Jenna and Dean still staring at her as her face contorted with pure ecstasy. She didn't care, it felt too good to stop.  Jenna was now stroking his shaft faster and the look on Dean's face suggested he was getting close.

Chris's thrusts faltered as Katie's pussy clenched around his dick.

"Fuuuck," he groaned loudly, "I'm gonna cum soon."

Katie felt sexier and more in control than she had ever felt.  She looked up and locked eyes with Dean, her tits bouncing up and down in rhythmic motion as she rode his friend. She saw the desire burn in his gaze and she reveled in it. She gave him a seductive smile and bit her lip.

"I want you to cum for me, baby," she breathed, her voice full of lust. She knew Chris would assume she was talking to him but her attention was fully on Dean as he neared his own climax.

She carefully pulled herself off of Chris' cock and slid down his hips a few inches, still straddling his legs and grabbed his slick throbbing cock in her hand.  She began to stroke hard and fast, their juices making squishing noises as she did.  Her eyes never left Dean's.  She could see he was nearing the edge.

"Oh, fuck!" Chris yelled, thrusting his hips up to meet Katie's hand as he came hard.

His entire body shuddered, his fingers digging into the sheets on either side of him as the first stream of cum landed on Katie's left breast. The next hit her in the abdomen before the remainder of his thick, warm cum flowed from his tip and over Katie's small hand.

Katie moaned softly as she watched, her mouth hanging open slightly at the sight of his orgasm. She looked up in time to see Dean's head tilt back as Jenna continued stroking furiously.  A long stream of cum spurted from his cock and landed on the floor in front of them.  Jenna continued to milk her husband until she coaxed every last drop out.

Katie sat on top of Chris, naked and chest heaving as she wiped the cum from her hand onto the sheets. Chris still laid beneath her his eyes closed and trying to catch his breath. She could see the look of pure satisfaction on Dean's face, as Jenna let go of his shrinking cock.  She smiled at Katie and put one of her cum covered fingers in her mouth and sucked gently.

Katie slid off Chris, barely able to control her shaky legs as she stood up from the bed. She felt the cool air hit her bare skin, sending shivers down her spine as she watched Dean and Jenna disappear from sight.

"I gotta go," she said to Chris, as she quickly pulled on her clothes.

Chris let out a big sigh and before he could say anything else, Katie made a quick escape out the glass exterior door leading to the yard. She rushed across the lawn and made her way back to her parent's house, her mind still reeling with pleasure and excitement.

After stumbling into her room, she collapsed onto her bed and let out a deep sigh. Her head was reeling from the alcohol and she took several seconds to try to stop the room from spinning. She couldn't believe what had just happened. She had never done anything like that before. She closed her eyes and let the memories wash over her, reliving every moment of pleasure and excitement.

She couldn't believe how fearless she had been, fucking some older guy just hours after meeting him while his friends watched in the doorway. What had gotten into her?  Was she really that drunk? It was like she had become a completely different person.

As she lay in bed, unable to sleep, she thought about Chris and how she enjoyed riding his cock, but what was really consuming her thoughts was Jenna giving her husband a handjob while they watched Katie fucking.  It didn't even sound real in her own head.  It was like something out of porn, not real life. 

She started to feel a bit embarassed and wondered if she would be able to face them again.  She calculated in her head that she only had 3 days left to try to avoid them before she headed back to school.  She could manage that, she supposed.  If that was what she really wanted.



Just then she heard her phone ping, notifying her of a text message.  She thought of the guy from school that she'd been sexting with earlier and felt bad.  She had kind of left him hanging once she went next door.

She squinted in the dark trying to focus on the bright phone screen.  It was from a number she wasn't familiar with.

"Hey, its Jenna," it read.  Katie's heart raced.  She couldn't remember giving Jenna her number, but she guessed she must have.

"Chris left me his phone number, if you're interested. He said he had a great time. Wanna grab a drink with me sometime? xox Jenna"

Katie's heart raced. She looked up at the ceiling, biting her bottom lip.  Should she respond?  What should she say?

"Ok, sure," she sent back. 

She had assumed it would be uncomfortable between her and Jenna after tonight.  And with Dean.  She certainly hadn't expected Jenna to reach out to her so quickly as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened at all. 

Katie tried to suppress a giggle as she thought about the outrageous scene that had unfolded a short time ago. And she was the star, she thought, this time laughing out loud. She stared at her phone, anticipating Jenna's response, praying she wouldn't make a big deal about what had happened tonight.

"Great. Tomorrow night? I know a cool place downtown. Chic and classy, my kind of vibe. lol." Jenna wrote.

Katie felt short of breath.  She was flattered that someone like Jenna seemed excited to spend time with her but wondered how they would both feel once they were sober. Would they be uncomfortable around each other?   

"Ok, that sounds good," Katie wrote back quickly.

She suddenly couldn't wait to see Jenna again, feeling drawn to this mysterious and sexually liberal woman.

There was no response from Jenna for several minutes and in spite of her exhaustion, Katie felt a hint of disappointment that their exchange was ending already.  Just as she was about to set her phone on the nightstand a new message pinged on her phone.

She opened it up immediately.

"By the way," it read. "Dean said to tell you he enjoyed tonight. He said you really do remind him of your mom." It was followed by a wink and kiss emoji.

Katie's heart raced as she read the message. She felt a surge of excitement wash over her, remembering Dean's eyes on her as she rode his friend. They'd seen her naked, fucking some guy and then jerking cum all over herself. It was insane, she thought.

But what did Dean mean that she really reminded him of her mom? That seemed like a really strange thing to say. How could anything about Katie tonight remind him of her mother? Why would he even mention that? It seemed so bizarre, so random. She thought for some time about it but eventually concluded she was reading too much into it.

She bit her lip, not sure how to respond.  Eventually she decided to play along and to try her best to sound confident and unphased. 

She typed back "Thanks. Glad he enjoyed the show." with a wink emoji and after pausing for several seconds, finally hit send.


Bad Neighbors Pt. 07

The next morning, Katie awoke to loud knocking on her bedroom door.

"Katie, are you going to get up?" her mother called.  She tried to shake the cobwebs from her head as she looked over at the clock.  It was almost 11 am!  Katie couldn't believe she had slept in so late. She had never been a late sleeper, even on weekends and her mom's knocking only emphasized that fact.

"Katie, we're running behind, honey," her mom called out again, this time with a bit more urgency in her voice. 

Oh shit, she thought.  She had made plans with her parents to go to brunch this morning. Katie groaned as she reluctantly dragged herself out of bed. She opened the door and looked at her mom, still squinting from the daylight shining into the room.

"Sorry, mom," she croaked, her voice raspy, most likely from last night's drinking and smoking. "I'll be ready in 10 minutes."

Abbie frowned at her daughter. 

"Jeez, Katie," Abbie said, looking a bit concerned. "You look like you partied all night.  How long did you stay up after we went to bed?"

Katie looked at her mom trying to think of the best response. She knew she couldn't tell her mom the truth, that she'd stayed up all night drinking and having sex with her neighbor's friend.  The thought of it made her giggle out loud though and her mom looked at her as if she'd lost her mind.

"Uh, you know," Katie said with a sheepish grin. "I finished off the wine."

Abbie looked at her skeptically but didn't press the issue.

"Well, hurry up and get dressed. We're running late," she said turning and walking down the hallway.

Katie closed the door behind her mom and leaned against it, remembering the mind blowing events of the night before. It wasn't as if she hadn't had a one night stand before, but not with someone so much older. And certainly not while someone else watched! She couldn't help but smile as she shook her head, still shocked at her wanton behavior. She let out a sigh and headed for the shower.

In spite of her hangover, Katie spent a great day with her parents.  They had a lazy brunch, that lasted for almost 2 hours.  She and her mom each had a couple of mimosas and ended up giggling and being silly while Andy mostly shook his head and rolled his eyes at them.

They talked about how her classes were going, her job, and what was going on with Katie's dating life.  She told them she hadn't dated much, she'd been too busy with school and work.  But throughout their conversation she felt distracted, recalling the events from last night. The more she replayed it in her head the more shocked she was by her behavior. But she also felt her excitement build and at certain points she could barely focus on what her parents were saying.

As her mom and dad talked, Katie watched them carefully.  She knew they had a great marriage but she almost felt bad for them.  They seemed so straight laced.  Seing first hand the things their neighbors were up to made her parents lives seem so boring.  She wondered how they possibly felt fulfilled with such mundane lives in comparison.

As they left the restaurant, Katie couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement at the thought of seeing Jenna again.  She still hadn't figured out how to tell her parents she was going out for drinks with Jenna that night.  She knew they probably didn't want her spending too much time with their free-spirited neighbors but really, she was a grown woman.  It wasn't as if she was going to suddenly be led down a life-changing path of debauchery just by spending a few hours with them.  She laughed out loud, recalling the events of last night, and both her parents looked at her puzzled.

"Are you ok?" Andy asked. "Too many mimosas, perhaps?" he teased.

"Yep," she giggled. "That must be what it is."  

They spent the afternoon visiting a couple of Katie's favorite places in town before grabbing dinner to bring home with them.  As they finished eating, Katie glanced at the clock.  It was just after 7pm.  Her mind was swirling with excitement and trepidation at what the night had in store.

She excused herself from the table and went upstairs to shower.  She intended on coming up with a way to tell her parents that she was going out with Jenna for a couple of drinks and that they shouldn't worry about her, but she sensed they weren't going to be happy. She would need to come up with something though, her heart was now emphatically set on a girls night with Jenna.

After Katie went upstairs, Andy wrapped his arms around Abbie's waist and held her tight.

"I think our little girl is all grown up," he said with a sigh.

Abbie leaned back into him, resting her head on his shoulder. 

"She certainly is," she said, a wistful note in her voice.

Andy nuzzled into her neck, breathing in the familiar scent of her shampoo.

"I remember when we were young and carefree," he whispered, his voice low and playful.

Abbie turned in his arms, her eyes meeting his.

"Mmmmm. Do you ever think about what it would be like to be young again?" she mused.

Andy laughed softly, his hand coming up to cup her cheek. 

"Maybe sometimes," he said. "But I think we're pretty happy with where we are now, right?"

Abbie smiled, but the look in her eye told Andy that she was thinking about something else entirely.

"Don't you think?" Andy asked, closely watching her reaction.

Abbie looked at him, biting her lip.

"Yes, of course," she said, but he could sense that she was holding something back. "Especially lately," she smiled.

Andy looked at her for some time, considering her answer.  Did she mean lately because they had been having some of the best sex of their marriage?  Or because of her infidelity with their neighbor?  He felt a pang of jealousy in his chest at the thought.  

Abbie didn't seem to notice and gave him a soft kiss on the lips before breaking from his arms.

"Ok, I'm going to tidy up," she said, starting to clear the table.  "You should go get ready," she said over her shoulder.

Andy looked at her, puzzled.  "Ready?" he asked.

"For tonight," she said shaking her head with a chuckle. "Its your golf party with the guys."

"Oh shit, is that tonight?" he asked, looking at his phone and checking his calendar. "It is!" he groaned, realizing he'd lost track of his days with Katie home and him taking some time off work. 

This was his end of year golf party that he and a few of his friends had planned.  It was at a local pub and he'd actually been looking forward to it for some time.

"Well, I shouldn't go, if Katie is home, should I?" he asked, unsure of what to do.

"Of course, silly," Abbie said. "Katie and I will be fine.  It will give us some girl time together." She winked.    

"Well, ok then," he agreed, looking at the time. "I guess I had better get moving then,"  he said, heading upstairs to change.  He quickly slipped on a new shirt and washed up before heading back downstairs.

He heard the shower running in the guest bathroom as he left his bedroom and knew it was Katie.  He wouldn't have a chance to say goodbye and he hoped she wouldn't be disappointed he'd abandoned them for the evening.

"Tell Katie I will see her later," he said to Abbie as he grabbed his keys from the side table.

"Have fun," Abbie said, coming to the door and planting a kiss on his lips before he left.

"You too," Andy replied with a smile. "You girls be good, now," he teased. "Remember, no boys over while I'm gone."

Abbie laughed and leaned in to kiss him again.

"Oh, no promises," she said playfully. "Two beautiful girls like us... I bet they'll be knocking down the door before you know it."

Andy smiled back, knowing she was only kidding, but somehow feeling uneasy as he left the house for the evening.

Abbie returned to the kitchen excited that her and Katie would enjoy an evening alone. She opened a bottle of wine and poured herself a glass, sitting on the sofa and turning on some music as she waited for Katie.

When her daughter finally came down the stairs, Abbie was on her second glass and it was already starting to hit her.  She gave Katie a big smile before it slowly turned to a look of confusion.  

Katie was dressed to kill.  She wore a red and black plaid mini skirt with a tight black short sleeved crop top that showed her bare midriff and showcased her young full breasts.  She had on a pair of black lace up boots that looked to Abbie like combat boots.  Her short blond hair was styled messily and her make up looked perfect.

"Wow," Abbie said, looking at her gorgeous daughter. "Got a big date?" She asked, trying to suppress the disappointment.

Katie grinned at her mother, twirling around to show off her outfit.

"No, actually, it's just me and Jenna tonight."

Abbie's eyebrows shot up in surprise.

"What? Jenna our neighbor?"  Abbie was shocked. "How do you know Jenna?" Abbie asked.

Katie grinned at her mother.

"Well actually," she said casually while adjusting her eye liner in the mirror behind the door. "I met her last night after you and dad went to bed."

Abbie looked at her with surprise. "I thought you said you didn't do anything after we went to bed?"

"Well, no, that's not exactly what I said," Katie responded with a grin.  "I said I finished off the bottle of wine.  I also got a chance to meet Jenna.  In the back yard." She thought that was as much detail as she wanted to share with her mother regarding last nights events.

Abbie nodded slowly, trying to hide her apprehension. 

"Ah, I see.  So where are you guys going?" Abbie asked. She couldn't help but feel a little worried about her daughter spending the evening with their free spirited neighbor.

"Not sure, someplace downtown that Jenna recommended," Katie replied with a smile. "Apparently it's a nice spot."

Abbie felt uneasy. "I see," she said, taking another sip of her wine. "Well, have fun and be careful."

Katie smiled and gave her a hug.

"I will mom, don't worry. Say bye to dad," She said before turning and rushing out the front door, climbing into the Uber that awaited her at the curb.

When Katie arrived at the address Jenna had given her, she was surprised to find that the building looked like an old, abandoned warehouse. She frowned, wondering if she had misread the address. She texted Jenna but got no reply. Just as she was about to turn around and leave, the door swung open and Jenna appeared, wearing a tight black leather dress and high heels.

Her full breasts were pushed together, creating a deep cleavage that Katie couldn't help but stare at.

"Hey there, you made it," Jenna said, a playful smile on her face.

"I wasn't sure if I had the right place," Katie said, holding up her phone with the address on the screen.

Jenna nodded and took a step back, motioning for Katie to come inside. "Let's go," she said, grabbing her by the hand.

The interior was dimly lit, and the music was loud.  Katie looked around at the packed dance floor.

"Wow, this place is insane," she shouted to Jenna over the pulsing music.

Jenna grinned, taking a sip of her martini.

"I told you it was a cool place," she said, pulling Katie towards the bar.

She ordered them shots of something Katie had never heard of and 2 fresh martinis.  She clinked Katie's glass and they downed their shots.  Katie's face puckered and she shivered at the strong taste of alcohol.  Before she knew it, Jenna was handing her another, and this one went down only slightly smoother.

They squeezed their way into two open seats at the bar and sipped their martinis, surveying the dance floor.

"I'm really glad you made it," Jenna said, leaning in so close that Katie could feel her warm breath on her cheek. "I've been looking forward to our date all day."

Katie felt her heart skip a beat. "Me too," she responded with a smile.

Jenna grinned, took a sip of her drink, and stood up.

"Come on, let's dance," she said setting her glass on the bar and pulling Katie towards the dance floor.

They moved to the beat of the music, their bodies swaying provocatively amidst the crowd of people. Katie felt a surge of excitement run through her veins as Jenna's hands roamed over her body. She had never felt attracted to a woman before, but something about Jenna was intoxicating.

As they danced, a large black man eased behind Jenna and began to grind against her, putting his hands on her hips.  Katie half expected Jenna to turn and slap the man, but she seemed unphased and continued to swing her hips, her hair flying side to side. She leaned her back against the large man, allowing his hands to explore her body as they danced.

Katie was taken aback, but surprisingly aroused by the almost lewd display unfolding in front of her. She began to loosen up as she continued to dance in front of Jenna. Suddenly she felt a hand slide up her back, and she glanced over her shoulder, startled by the contact. A dark haired man with his shirt half unbuttoned danced next to her, perspiration glistening on his chest. He had a muscular build, and his arms were covered in tattoos. He was handsome and Katie couldn't help but feel a jolt of excitement as he began to dance behind her.

She glanced over at Jenna, who barely seemed to notice.  Katie watched the man behind Jenna run his hands up her hips and abdomen before cupping her breasts. Rather than resist, Jenna reached one arm over her shoulder and put her hand behind the man's head as he groped her.

Katie felt her face burn red at their actions.  She hoped the guy she was dancing with would not be so bold, she wasn't ready for that. At least not publicly.

Regardless, she let him grind against her as they continued to dance to the deafening music. She could feel the length of his cock pressed against her ass, and she imagined what it would be like to have it inside of her.

"Come on!"

Katie opened her eyes and suddenly Jenna was pulling her off the dance floor by her hand.  She led her back to the bar where she ordered 2 more shots.  Katie was already feeling a buzz as the shot burned her throat for a third time.  She tried to chase the taste with a gulp of her martini and realized it tasted almost as strong. 

The booze was starting to go to her head, and she felt her cheeks heating up.

"I think I've had enough for a little while," Katie said. "I don't want to get too drunk."

"Oh, come on, loosen up. Think how much fun you had last time you were drunk," She winked at Katie, downing another one herself.

Katie blushed but reached for her shot glass and knocked it back. The liquor burned her throat and she coughed, feeling the warmth spread throughout her body. Jenna laughed and leaned in close to Katie, her lips brushing against her ear.

"I have to go to the bathroom," she said, then grabbed Katie's hand and pulled her along with her.

She navigated them through the crowded bar and into a secluded hallway where the restrooms were located, before pulling Katie into one of the bathroom doors and closing it behind them.  Jenna pulled up her dress and sat on the toilet as Katie looked in the mirror and pretended to adjust her makeup.

When Jenna finished, she pushed the flush and stood behind Katie, looking over her shoulder in the mirror and applied a bit of lip gloss to her own lips.

As Katie turned, Jenna put both hands on the side of Katie's face and pressed her lips against hers. Katie felt her heart race as their lips met, soft at first, then more urgent. She could feel Jenna's tongue searching for hers, and finally she opened her mouth, allowing Jenna to explore her completely. She could feel her body responding to the other woman's touch, and a longing washed over her.  She had never kissed another woman before.

Jenna pulled away just as suddenly and turned to the mirror to touch up her own make up.

"Do you have to pee?" Jenna asked as if nothing had just happened.

Katie stood stunned for a few seconds as Jenna re-applied some lip gloss.

"Uh, yea," Katie murmured and sat down on the toilet.

Her mind was still reeling from the kiss. She had never felt this kind of attraction towards a woman before and it was dizzying. She closed her eyes, trying to focus on the sensation of peeing, just as she heard a sudden knock on the door.

"Busy!" Jenna yelled, adjusting her dress in the mirror.

The knock came again and Jenna turned and yanked the door open. 

"I said, we're busy," Jenna started. 

Standing at the door was the large black gentleman that had been dancing with Jenna on the dance floor.  He looked at her and smiled.  Katie couldn't see the look on Jenna's face, but saw her reach out and grab the man's hand, pulling him into the bathroom.  He locked the door behind him and pulled Jenna roughly into his arms and they began to kiss.

Katie watched in shock as the two of them made out, their hands roaming over each other's bodies. She looked toward the door, wondering if she could squeeze past them but Jenna had the man pinned against it.

Jenna's hands quickly found their way to his belt, and she began to undo it. Katie watched as his pants fell to the floor, revealing a huge, thick cock.

she couldn't help but stare as Jenna took it in her hands, stroking it up and down while they kissed again.

"Holy shit," Katie muttered under her breath, a mixture of shock and arousal running through her veins.

Jenna broke their kiss and dropped to her knees, taking the huge cock into her mouth.

Katie watched in awe as she began to suck and stroke him, her head bobbing up and down.  The man groaned, his hands gripping Jenna's hair.

Katie's heart was racing as she watched them, her own arousal growing with each passing moment.  She felt embarrassed to be there, watching the lewd display they were putting on in front of her. She had never seen anything like it before.

She couldn't tear her gaze away as Jenna continued to bob her head up and down, taking in as much of the man's thick cock as she possibly could. Katie's own breath hitched in her throat as she watched but the man barely seemed to notice her there.

He let out a loud moan as he looked down at Jenna, his hands still gripping her hair tightly.

Katie watched as Jenna took more of him into her mouth, gagging slightly as she struggled to take him all in. 

Katie knew she should leave them alone but there was just no way to get past them without interrupting and she thought that may upset Jenna. She felt her face growing hotter with each passing second as she watched Jenna suck the stranger's thick cock.

Suddenly, Jenna pulled her head off his cock and began to stroke it furiously as she looked up at the stranger. 

"You gonna cum for me, baby?" Jenna  purred, her voice husky and seductive.

The man grunted in response.  Jenna took her other hand and massaged his large sack as she continued to stroke his girthy shaft.  She began to tease the tip of it with her tongue, pushing him closer to the brink.

"Oh fuck yeah, just like that," the man groaned.

Jenna must have sensed he was about to cum and suddenly took him deep in her mouth, moaning as he filled her throat with his hot, salty load. His cum spilled out from her lips, dripping down her chin and onto her chest.

Katie watched in disbelief as Jenna licked and cleaned him thoroughly, before slowly releasing him from her mouth with a pop.

The two of them exchanged a heated glance before Jenna stood up and pulled her dress back down.  She reached for the door and held it open for the man.

"Out you go, big guy," Jenna said, a playful grin on her face. "Playtime's over."

The man looked at her in surprise then glanced at Katie then back to Jenna. Then he simply nodded and left the bathroom without a word. Jenna locked the door behind him and turned to Katie, a sly grin on her face.

"Well, that was fun," she said, still breathing heavily from the exertion.



Katie stood there, speechless, as Jenna approached her.

"Are you okay?" Jenna asked, with a giggle.

Katie nodded, her face burning and her mind still reeling from what had just happened.

"Yeah, I --- I'm fine," she finally managed to stammer, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jenna stepped closer, her eyes shining with a mix of mischief and desire.

"Good," she said, her hand reaching out to brush a strand of hair out of Katie's face.

Katie felt a shiver run down her spine as Jenna's fingers trailed across her cheek.

Then Jenna carefully leaned her face closer, her eyes gauging Katie's reaction. Katie, surprised but still instinctively turned on, didn't pull away, and when Jenna's lips brushed against hers, something inside her ignited. Katie felt a tremor of excitement and as if pulled in by a magnetic force, she found herself kissing Jenna back, matching her passion.

As their tongues explored each other's mouths, a low moan escaped Katie's throat. Jenna's hands roamed down her sides, squeezing her hips before reaching under her skirt and roughly rubbing Katie through the front of her wet panties.

Katie could taste the saltiness of the man's cum still coating Jenna's tongue as she eagerly explored her mouth. She felt a sense of excitement as her hands found their way to Jenna's breasts, cupping and massaging them through the fabric of her tight leather dress.

Jenna broke the kiss and took a step back, her lips curling into a seductive smile.  She pressed one hand against Katie's chest, holding her against the wall while she slid her other hand down and under Katie's skirt, slipping the crotch of her wet panties to the side.

Katie gasped as she felt Jenna's fingers brush against her slick folds, teasing her entrance with a gentle prod.

Jenna's eyes were fixed on Katie's as she slowly inserted one finger, then two, inside of her. Katie moaned, throwing back her head as Jenna began to pump her fingers in and out while curling them upwards to hit Katie's swollen G-spot.

Jenna's eyes never left Katie's, watching the young girl's face as she gasped, moaned, and writhed beneath her touch.

"You like that?" Jenna murmured, nipping at Katie's earlobe, making her shiver. "You like my fingers inside your tight little pussy?"

Katie could only nod frantically, too caught up in the swelling sensations to form coherent words.

Jenna's fingers kept working inside her younger friend, Katie's wetness coating her hand.

"Please don't stop," Katie managed to moan, her hips bucking reflexively, seeking more contact. 

Jenna's teeth closed around Katie's earlobe, biting down just hard enough to draw another moan from the girl.

"Oh I have no intention of stopping, sweetie," she purred.

Jenna's fingers continued to stroke and Katie's desire rose, her body's responses becoming more urgent. Her breathing grew ragged, and she could feel her clit swelling against Jenna's thumb. She moved her hips in time with Jenna's thrusts, desperate for more friction.

Katie threw her head back, moaning as she felt herself getting closer.

She could feel Jenna's other hand squeezing her breast through her tight shirt, rolling and pinching her nipple between her fingers.

"That's it, baby. Cum for me," Jenna murmured.

Katie couldn't hold back any longer. The pleasure was building inside her, and she could feel her orgasm about to break. She pushed her hips forward, grinding against Jenna's hand as the waves of pleasure washed over her.

With a loud cry, her orgasm ripped through her, leaving her shuddering and gasping for breath.

Jenna kept her fingers nestled inside Katie's trembling channel, feeling each spasm as the girl came. When Katie's body finally went slack, Jenna slowly withdrew her fingers and slid them into her mouth, sucking on them as she looked directly in Katie's eyes.

Katie stood there, her legs trembling and her mind whirling. She had never experienced anything like that before.  She looked away bashfully, suddenly feeling self-conscious.  Jenna lifted Katie's chin until their eyes locked then leaned in and kissed Katie, a long, lingering kiss that made Katie feel weak in the knees.

Jenna took a step closer, pushing her friend backward until her ass hit the cold, hard surface of the bathroom counter.  Katie could taste her own juices in Jenna's mouth, mixed with a salty remnants of the stranger who'd left just minutes ago.

Jenna broke the kiss and let out a big sigh.  

"Ok," she said cheerfully. "Let's go dance."

And just like that, Jenna took Katie's hand and led her back towards the dance floor as Katie tried to process what had just hapenned.

After Katie had left the house to meet Jenna, Abbie felt a sudden loneliness.  The house was quiet and empty and she felt depressed that she'd been abandoned.  She finished her glass of wine and poured another before putting on a favorite music playlist to try to lift her spirits.

As she leaned against the counter and took a sip, she couldn't help but think about what Katie was doing out there with Jenna. She trusted her daughter, but she couldn't shake the feeling of worry gnawing at her stomach.  Katie still seemed so young and Jenna was a very experienced woman.  Not that she judged her for her free spirit and openess.  In fact, she envied it.  But she didn't think Jenna was such a great role model for her young daughter.

She finished her wine and poured another glass. As she sipped, she couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy towards Jenna, who seemed to have such an adventurous and exciting life. She imagined Katie and Jenna dancing together, enjoying their night of freedom and the certain attention of so many handsome young men at the club.  She smiled to herself, remembering the fun she used to have when she would go out dancing.  It seemed so long ago.

She was startled from her thoughts by the sound of the doorbell.  She took another sip of wine, crossed the living room floor to the front entrance and looked through the peephole. Her breath caught in her throat.

Standing on the other side of the door was Dean.

Abbie took a step back, surprised but also excited. She could feel her heart beating faster as she debated whether or not she should open the door.  Finally, she took a deep breath and opened it.

"Dean," she said, acting surprised. "What are you doing here?"

Dean grinned, his eyes twinkling with mischief.

"I was just getting back home and saw your lights on," he said. "Thought you might like some company. I heard Katie and Jenna are out for the night."

Abbie hesitated for a moment before stepping aside to let him in.

"Come in," she said, trying to mask her nervousness.

Dean stepped inside, his eyes sweeping over the living room.

"Andy is out with friends," she said.

"They left you all alone for the night?" Dean asked, feigning a look of sympathy. "Well, their loss." he said with a warm smile.

"Can I get you something to drink?" Abbie asked, her hands fidgeting with her own glass.

"Sure, that would be great," Dean said, taking a seat on the couch.

Abbie poured him a whiskey and then sat down next to him, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, and took a moment to secretly enjoy the familiar smell of his cologne.

"You remembered," he said, holding up the glass of whiskey.  Abbie blushed.

As they sat there talking and sipping their drinks, she began to relax.  After spending most of the evening alone, it was nice to have the company.  They talked and laughed, their voices mixing with the soft background music.

By 10:30 pm, Abbie was feeling very buzzed.  As they talked, she found herself staring at Dean's full lips, his perfect teeth, and the way he would occasionally lick his lower lip when he was talking. She began to imagine what it would be like to kiss him again.

"Abbie, you seem distracted," Dean said, drawing her back to reality. "You ok?"

"Oh, I just zoned out for a moment," she said, smiling awkwardly.

Dean looked at her expectantly for a moment before reaching out and placing his hand on her knee.

"You're not bored of me already, are you?" he asked teasingly.

Abbie felt herself trembling slightly at his touch.

"Of course not," she said softly.

Dean leaned in closer to her, his eyes searching her face. Abbie could feel her heart racing as their lips got closer and closer together before finally connecting.

The kiss was electric and Abbie felt herself being swept away by the intensity of the moment. She could feel Dean's strong hands roaming over her body, exploring every inch of her curves.

He reached up and tangled his fingers in her long blonde hair, pulling her closer to him, deepening the kiss. Abbie moaned, her own hands reaching up to grip his shoulders, her fingers digging into the fabric of his shirt.

Dean pulled away, his breathing ragged.

"I've been thinking about you, Abbie," he said, his eyes dark with desire.  "About the last time we were together."

Abbie's breath hitched in her throat as she remembered their last encounter. It had been awhile, but she could still recall every moment vividly. The way his hands had felt on her body, the way he had kissed her, the way he had taken complete control of her and she'd become putty in his hands.

"I'm going to fuck you now, Abbie." Dean whispered confidently, his fingers tracing a path along her thigh.

Abbie gasped, her heart skipping a beat at the raw, explicit words.

She could feel herself growing wet with desire as Dean's fingers trailed higher up her thigh. She knew that she should stop him, but she couldn't bring herself to. Not when she wanted him just as much as he wanted her.

"Ok," she whispered, her voice barely audible. She felt like she was in a trance.

Dean didn't waste any time. He stood up, pulling Abbie with him. His lips crashed back into hers, his tongue delving deep into her mouth in a hungry kiss.

His hands roamed all over her body, gripping her hips, squeezing her ass and then moving up to cup her breasts through her shirt.

"Oh God, yes," Abbie moaned as he began to knead her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

In one swift move, Dean pulled her shirt up and over her head, leaving her standing in front of him in just her bra and jeans. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor.

Dean growled with desire, his eyes locked onto her firm, round breasts. He leaned down and took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking it deep and swirling his tongue around it.

Abbie felt a bolt of lightning shoot straight from her nipple down to her pussy. She moaned, her hips grinding against Dean's. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her through his jeans, and she longed to feel it inside of her.

"Please, Dean," she whimpered, her fingers clawing at his shoulders.

Dean didn't need any further encouragement. He reached down and unbuttoned his jeans, freeing his thick, erect cock. Abbie gasped at the sight of it, her pussy growing even wetter in anticipation.

She quickly discarded her own pants and underwear and Dean stepped closer to her, his cock pressing against her belly. He gripped her hips and lifted her up off of the floor, as Abbie wrapped her legs around his waist.

In one swift motion, Dean expertly impaled Abbie over his cock, her slick pussy swallowing him up greedily.

Abbie threw her head back and moaned loudly as she felt Dean fill her up completely. She had forgotten just how good it felt to have his substantial cock inside her.

Dean began to thrust into her, hard and deep, each stroke making her moan louder than the last.

"Fuck, you feel so good," Dean murmered, his hands gripping her ass tightly. "Your pussy feels like heaven."

Abbie couldn't respond, she was too lost in the pleasure of the moment.

She could feel her entire body tensing, every muscle coiled tightly as she neared her peak. Dean's thrusts grew faster and harder, and Abbie knew she was almost there.

"Oh, fuck. Yes," she moaned.

Dean didn't say a word, he just continued to fuck her hard and deep, his own orgasm building within him. He grabbed handfuls of her ass and began to bounce her up and down on his cock as if she were light as a feather.

Abbie felt herself falling over the edge, her entire body trembling as she came hard. She cried out, her voice echoing throughout the house as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. She could feel her pussy clenching down hard on Dean's cock, milking it as he pumped in and out of her slick channel.

"Oh God -- Oh God -- Oh -- my -- Goddddd!!" Abbie wailed.

Dean let out a low groan as Abbie's pussy muscles tightened around his cock.

He continued to thrust into her, his movements getting desperate as he reached for his own release.

"Fuck, yes.  I'm gonna cum," Dean warned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he reached his climax.

Abbie could feel him pulsing inside of her, his warm load filling her up completely. She moaned as she felt him release, her own orgasm still lingering in her body.

Dean pulled her close and kissed her deeply, his tongue tangling with hers as the last of his orgasm left his body.

He finally lowered her to the ground and she slid off of his cock. They both fell onto the sofa, panting and recovering.

"Fuck, Abbie," Dean gasped, his head leaning back against the sofa. "That felt great."

Abbie couldn't respond, she was still too lost in the pleasure of the moment. She could feel the coolness of his seed now begin to drip down her thighs and onto the sofa cushion.

"I should clean up," she said, her voice weak but content.

Dean leaned over to her and kissed her again. They made out on the sofa like teenagers for some time before finally separating.  Abbie stood and pulled her panties back on, feeling his cum immediately begin to soak the front of them.  She pulled on her jeans and her top, but left her bra on the floor next to them.

Dean dressed and fell back onto the sofa with a sigh of satisfaction.

Abbie rejoined him, still flushed and breathless from their intense encounter. They sat together, enjoying the silence and the feeling of pure satisfaction that washed over them. Dean put his arm around her, pulling her closer to him and Abbie leaned into his embrace, feeling safe and content.

They finished what was left of their drinks before Abbie got up and refilled them both.  Part of her was worried that her husband or Katie could come in at any minute, but part of her didn't want to be alone. 

She sat back down next to Dean and they continued to chat about everything from work, to hobbies, to their favorite sexual positions. Dean had a wicked sense of humor and Abbie found herself laughing harder than she had in a long time.

As they talked, the chemistry between them continued to build. Dean would often put his hand on her thigh, giving it a squeeze or running his fingers up and down her leg. Abbie couldn't help but feel herself getting wetter with each touch.

She shifted in her seat, trying to ease the ache that was building between her legs. Dean leaned in closer to her, his lips brushing against her ear.

"You want more, don't you Abbie?" he whispered, his words sounding more like a statement than a question. "You want to feel my cock sliding in and out of your tight pussy again, don't you?"

Abbie couldn't deny it. She wanted him, badly. It was now well after midnight and as terrified as she was at being caught, she realized she wanted.... no, needed to feel him inside her again.

"Yes," she whispered back. "I want you, Dean. I want you inside me again."

"It's hot in here. Come with me," he said, taking her by the hand.

He led her through the kitchen and into their back yard.  They stopped at the patio chairs and table and Dean turned and looked Abbie over.

"Take off your clothes, Abbie,"  Dean commanded, his eyes glinting with a wicked hunger.

Abbie complied without hesitation, her body trembling with desire as she stripped off every last piece of clothing. She stood before Dean, completely naked for his viewing pleasure, but somehow feeling not at all self-conscious.

He motioned to the table. "Bend over," he said.

Abbie obeyed, her heart racing with excitement as she turned and bent over to grip the edges of the table, her firm ass presented to him, inviting his exploration.

Dean stepped forward, his hands roaming over her ass, squeezing and kneading her flesh. His fingers trailed down to her slick folds, teasing her clit before slipping inside her pussy.

"Oh, fuck," Abbie moaned, her body trembling as Dean's fingers explored her pussy. "That feels good."

Dean chuckled, his fingers quickening as he began to fuck her with them.

"You like that, Abbie?"

Abbie nodded, her breath hitching as Dean's fingers continued to work their magic inside of her.  The thrill of being outside for any of their neighbors to hear them was exhilerating.  If Katie or Andy came home right now, they would certainly be caught.  The thought terrified her but she couldn't help herself.

"Please, Dean," she whimpered, her hips bucking back against him. "I need more."

Dean didn't hesitate. He removed his fingers from her pussy and a moment later, she felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her slick entrance.

He thrust into her, filling her up once again. Abbie cried out, a mix of pleasure and pain, as he began to pound into her hard and fast.

"Yes, oh my god! Fuck me!" she moaned, her fingers gripping the edge of the table even tighter.

Dean increased his pace, his balls slapping against her clit with each thrust. This time was not soft and gentle but a relentless assault on her pussy. Abbie could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge. Her pussy clenched around him, her muscles spasming as she neared her peak.

"Oh, God! Yes! Yes!" she cried out, her body trembling beneath Dean's. She knew she was too loud, that any neighbors spending the evening in their back yards would almost certainly hear her. The thought only made the situation more exhilerating.

"Oh, FUCK!" she screamed, her body convulsing in pleasure as she reached her climax. Her pussy clamped down on his cock, milking it as she came.

Dean let out a moan as he felt her tighten around him.

"I'm gonna cum, Abbie," he groaned, his voice thick and guttural. "Turn around and get on your knees."

Dean suddenly pulled out of her and Abbie spun around and dropped to her knees. His left hand grabbed a handful of hair on the top of her head, holding her firmly in place. His other hand began to stroke his shaft as he aimed it at her face.

"Open your mouth," he ordered.

Abbie obeyed, opening her mouth wide and looking up to lock eyes with him. She used her hands to knead her large breasts, pushing them together, as the first rope of cum shot directly into her mouth.

"Ahhhhhhh, fuuuuuck!" Dean groaned loudly.

The second shot hit her squarely on the chin and dripped down onto her breasts. She stuck her tongue out, teasing the tip of Dean's cock as if encouraging more cum from his pulsing head.

Dean aimed the remaining shots directly onto Abbie's tits, coating them in thick white cum. As his orgasm began to subside, he kept a tight grip on his shaft, rubbing the bulbous head around her nipples, smearing his pools of cum all over them. He finally guided it back to her lips and Abbie didn't hesitate, taking him into her mouth and hungrily sucking any remaining cum from his softening cock.

Dean fell back onto one of the chairs, pulling Abbie up and onto his lap. She could feel the cool breeze across the wetness that covered her large breasts.

Dean chuckled, kissing her neck.

"You're such a naughty girl," he whispered, nibbling her earlobe.

Abbie grinned, feeling proud at her ability to please him.



Suddenly she heard a noise inside the house and she jumped from his lap.

Her heart thundered in her chest as she quickly pulled on her clothes, frantically trying to put herself back together.  She glanced at Dean, who stood up slowly with a satisfied smirk on his face.

"Shit," she whispered urgently. "You've got to go!"

Dean grabbed Abbie and gave her a quick kiss on the forehead before casually crossing the yard toward the gate to his home.

Abbie took a deep breath and re-entered the house feeling flushed and shaking.

"Abbie?" she heard her husband yell from upstairs.

"Down here," she responded as she scanned the room for anything that may give her away.  She saw Dean's glass and quickly put it in the sink.  She heard Andy descending the staircase just as she noticed her bra on the floor by the sofa.  She hurried across the floor but before she could pick it up, her husband came into the room. 

"Hey baby," he greeted her with a wide smile.  Abbie could immediately tell he was drunk.  She put her foot on her bra without looking down and tried to slide it under the sofa.

"How was your night?" she asked, trying to compose herself.  She could still feel her cheeks burning.

"Was good," he said as he crossed the floor and pulled her into his arms.  She looked up at him with a nervous smile. 

"Wow, you're glowing," Andy said looking at his beautiful wife.  "Did you miss me?"  he asked, leaning in and kissing her clumsily. 

Abbie tried to keep her cool as she kissed him back, hoping he didn't notice the taste still in her mouth. 

Andy fell onto the sofa, pulling Abbie down beside him.  She stumbled forward, falling onto the sofa beside him, her breasts jiggling freely under her shirt as she landed.

"Mmmm, you smell good," Andy whispered as he leaned in and kissed her neck. "I've been -- I've been thinking about getting back home and fucking you all night." Andy stammered as he continued to plant wet, open-mouthed kisses along her neck.

Abbie's body tensed as she tried to think of all the ways he may discover what she'd been up to while he was out.  She glanced around the room again, looking for any sign of Dean she may have missed.  She was relieved to see no hint of his visit.

Andy slid to the floor, positioning himself on his knees in front of his wife and began to tug at Abbie's jeans. 

"Take them off," he ordered, his words slurring slightly.  Abbie hesitated trying to think of a way out of the situation.

"I'm kind of tired, hun," she said, feeling guilty for not satisfying her husband's needs after she'd just been so thoroughly satisfied by their neighbor.  She saw the disappointment in Andy's face.

"But I really want you," he said, pleading. 

He tugged on her jeans again and this time they started to slide past her hips.  Abbie hesitated again, unsure what to do.  Finally she lifted her hips slowly and a smile crossed Andy's face as he pulled her jeans to her ankles and discarded them to the side.

He leaned in and kissed her mound over her underwear, feeling the heat of her pussy radiating against his lips.

"Fuck, you smell so good," he mumbled, his fingers hooking into the sides of her underwear and tugging them down.

Abbie didn't protest, but instead leaned back against the sofa and spread her legs wide, giving Andy full access to her pussy. He moaned softly as he saw her bare mound and glistening lips, beckoning him.

"Christ, you are wet!" he said before leaning in and pressing his mouth to her pussy. His tongue began to clumsily lap at her wet and swollen folds.

Abbie couldn't help but moan as his tongue explored her, teasing her clit and making her shiver with pleasure. She tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling him closer to her as she writhed on the sofa.

Andy seemed to hesitate as he leaned back to look at her cum smeared mound.

Abbie could feel his hot breath against her sensitive skin as he stared at her pussy. She looked down and saw the sticky mess across her red puffy lips and through the tuft of fine blonde public hair above her pussy.  She saw smears of it along her inner thighs where Dean's first load had trickled down her leg.

Abbie froze. Her heart was in her throat, unsure what to say or do. Andy was very drunk, but it had to be obvious it couldn't all be her juices. 

She held her breath, watching her husband closely as he continued to assess his wife's pussy. She heard him inhale deeply and his brow furrowed. She tried to remain calm but she feared her deception had been discovered.

Abbie made up her mind and decided to double down.  Fuck it, she thought, and pressed her fingers against her lower abdomen just above her clit and pulled up to expose her red swollen, cum-slicked lips. She pushed her fingers against it, spreading her pussy open wider, and let out a low moan as she did so, hoping to sell the lie.

"Ive been thinking about your tongue all night, baby," she said, trying to sound seductive. "I'm so wet for you." Abbie moaned, spreading her legs wider.

She could still feel Dean's warmth inside her, his load leaving a sticky, slippery mess. As Andy stared up at her, Abbie saw a dollop of thick white cum begin to seep out of her pussy. 

Before her husband could notice, Abbie grabbed him by his hair with both hands and shoved his face hard into her sopping pussy.  She began to grind her hips against his mouth, moaning loudly as he cautiously returned to lapping at her cum soaked mound. The more eagerly Andy licked and sucked her pussy the louder Abbie's moans came in response.

She continued to grind on Andy's face, holding him in place as he ate her out. She could hear the smacking and slurping sounds as her husband feasted on her. Her legs trembled with pleasure, and she could feel herself getting close to yet another orgasm.

She moaned loudly, bucking her hips against his mouth as she reached her peak.

"Oh fuck, yesssssss baby, lick it! Lick it all up! I'm cumming, I'm cumming sooooo hard!" Abbie cried out. Her body shook as Andy's tongue continued to spear in and out of her. His nose pressed against her clit, the sensation causing her to shudder with pleasure.

As her orgasm subsided, Abbie looked down at her husband. His face was drenched with the creamy mixture that oozed from her pussy. She couldn't believe what she had just done, what he had just done.

Andy got up and fell onto the sofa, letting his head fall back as he tried to catch his breath. Abbie climbed up and straddled him, reaching down and fishing his cock from the front of his pants. She wanted desperately to make it up to him, as if fucking him could forgive what she'd just put him through.

It was already half hard and she stroked it gently, watching as it grew slightly under her touch. She sensed in Andy's drunken state, his cock was probably as hard as it was going to get. She worked the head between her folds and tried to wriggle him inside of her.

Andy groaned as he felt her warmth envelop him, and her pussy muscles clenched around him as she slid down his shaft.

"That's it, baby," Abbie whispered, grinding her hips against him. "You feel so good inside me."

She could immediately feel the difference in her husband's size versus Dean's girth and felt guilty for her disappointment. 

Andy pulled his wife down to him and kissed her. It was clumsy and sloppy but Abbie reciprocated. The taste of Dean's cum was strong on his lips and she swirled her tongue around Andy's mouth, savoring the taste. 

Andy seemed to not notice and continued to kiss her as he struggled to keep his hard-on.

"Mmmmm, ride it, baby," Andy groaned, gripping her hips tightly.

Abbie could sense her husband was close to passing out. She could barely feel him inside of her now, but she wanted to finish him. She felt like it was the least she could do after her betrayal.

She pulled her shirt over her head and threw it to the side. Her tits bounced free in front of Andy's face and she looked down to see smears of Dean's cum caked across her nipples and over her breasts. Without hesitation, she grabbed Andy's head and pulled his face against her.

Andy opened his mouth and took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking hard as Abbie rocked her hips back and forth. She let out a loud moan before pulling him from her breast and feeding him her other encrusted nipple. He attacked it with the same hunger, sucking and biting just a bit to hard. Abbie gritted her teeth from the pain but said nothing, feeling as if she deserved it as penance what she'd done.

"God, you feel amazing, Andy," Abbie said, hoping he wouldn't notice her lack of enthusiasm.

She leaned back and placed her hands on Andy's knees, bracing herself as she rode him harder and faster. She really wanted to cum again but she realized that was unlikely to happen.

Andy's limp dick was doing nothing for her and even with all her attempts, he was hardly conscious. She slowed down her movements before stopping completely. Andy's cock fell out of her with a soft plop.

"You alright, honey?" she asked, as she climbed off him and sat on the sofa next to him.

Andy mumbled something, but his words were slurred, and she couldn't understand him. She watched as his head fell back, and his eyes closed. In a matter of seconds, he was snoring loudly.

Abbie looked down at her husband, feeling a rush of guilt wash over her once again. She hated herself for cheating on him. For giving herself so completely to satisfy Dean yet barely making an effort to provide the same to her loving husband.

She glanced over at the clock, noting that it was already 2 AM. Katie should be home soon.  She got off Andy's lap and helped ease his head down onto the pillow.  She grabbed a blanket and made sure to cover him well, before turning off the lights and heading upstairs.

She fell into her bed, too exhausted to shower, in spite of the remaining sticky mess that sullied her body. She felt deeply ashamed that she'd allowed Andy to clean most of it from her. How disrespectful it was for her to humiliate him, even if he didn't realize it. Somehow that actually made it worse, she thought.

She laid there for almost an hour, trying to shake off the feeling of disgust and self-loathing that was building up inside of her, before she finally let sleep overtake her. Tonight was the last time, she promised herself. She wouldn't allow herself to give in to Dean again. She had been selfish and cruel and Andy deserved better. Tomorrow, everything would be different.


Bad Neighbors Pt. 08

It was just before 2 am when Dean came through the back door to find his wife and Katie downing Tequila shots at the kitchen counter.

"Hey there, lover," Jenna said, with a drunken grin. "And just where have YOU been?"

Dean decided announcing that he'd been next door fucking Katie's mom wouldn't be well received, though he suspected Jenna may have guessed that was the case anyhow.

"Oh, just out back," Dean replied.

"Well, you've got some catching up to do," Katie announced cheerily.

Dean grinned and poured himself a shot before Katie clinked her glass against his, causing tequila to splash across the counter.

"Ooops," she laughed and downed what remained of her shot.

Jenna gave her husband a kiss on the cheek then stepped back and cocked her head, giving him a knowing grin.

"You reek of sex, mister," she whispered in his ear.

Dean could see the glimmer in her eyes and responded with a wink.

"So how was your guys' night?" he asked.

"Oh my God," Katie blurted excitedly, grabbing Dean's forearm. "Your wife is fucking crazy, dude!"

Dean glanced at his wife as she lit a cigarette and took a long drag. She gave him an innocent smile and shrugged.

"Oh boy, what did she do this time?" He laughed, turning back to Katie.

Katie leaned in closer to Dean, her voice dropping to a whisper and he could feel her large breasts press hard against his arm.

"Oh, she's a bad, bad girl," Katie giggled, looking over at her new bestie.

"Hey, sometimes it's fun to be bad. You should give it a try," Jenna smiled wickedly, taking another drag.

"Well, maybe I will," Katie teased, snuggling up to Dean with a giggle.

"Uh huh. I don't know, I think you're all talk, young lady," Jenna chided her, before sitting her cigarette on the edge of the ashtray.

"I have to go to the bathroom," she said "You two be good, now," she grinned over her shoulder.

Katie watched Jenna leave the room then looked up at Dean, realizing she was still pressed against his muscular body, but making no attempts to pull away.

"So is it true, Katie?" Dean asked, playing along with the young girl's teasing. "Are you a bad girl like my wife?"

Katie stared up at him, trying to look seductive despite her intoxicated state.

"Maybe," she whispered, biting her lower lip.

"I don't know, she sets the bar pretty high when it comes to being naughty," he said. "I'm not sure I believe you."

"Well, maybe I'll have to prove it to you," she said playfully.

Dean reached down to brush a few stray strands of hair behind Katie's ear. He could feel her breath coming faster against his neck and he glanced down to see her fingers begin to trace the outline of his cock through his pants.

He let out a low moan as her hand wrapped around his shaft, giving it a gentle squeeze, then began to stroke him through his pants.

"Is this naughty enough?" Katie asked softly, batting her eyelashes playfully.

He leaned back against the counter and crossed his arms.

"It's a start. How about you show me those beautiful tits, Katie," he said.

Katie hesitated, taken aback by his brazen demand, and glanced down the hallway. She looked back at Dean nervously, then shrugged before pulling her top over her head and dropping it to the floor.

He smiled and continued to stare at her expectantly. After another quick glance down the hallway, Katie reached back and unclasped her bra. She crossed her arms and held it against her breasts bashfully for a few seconds, as if waiting for Dean to back down from his challenge. Finally she let it drop to the floor as well.

Dean's eyes trailed down her body, taking in her firm full breasts.

"That's better," Dean said.

Katie felt a thrill run through her from his words of approval.

"Do you like what you see?"

"They are just as amazing as I remember them," he said, smiling and stepping closer.

He reached out and cupped her breasts, feeling their weight in his hands. Katie's nipples hardened under his touch and she let out a soft gasp.

"Does that feel good?" Dean asked, his voice low.

Katie nodded, unable to speak, as he leaned in and took one of her nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it. She arched her back and moaned softly, her hands reaching up to tangle themselves in his short brown hair.

"Oh my god," she gasped as he sucked harder on her nipple, his teeth grazing it gently.

Dean pulled back and unzipped his pants, never taking his eyes off her. He reached into the front of his boxers and fished his cock out, letting it fall heavily between his legs. He could feel the dried sticky cum on it from fucking Abbie just a short time ago. He stroked it slowly, as Katie stared at it, her breaths coming more quickly now. It was even bigger than she remembered when she'd watched Jenna stroking him in the doorway while Katie rode his friend Chris.

"Fuck," she muttered under her breath, her eyes glued to his shaft as he continued to stroke it.

She looked down the hallway again, wondering how long they had before Jenna returned.

"It's ok," he said, sensing her hesitation. "She knows."

Dean looked to the counter and slid the ashtray with Jenna's half smoked cigarette in it toward Katie. She picked it up and took a drag, holding it in her mouth for a few seconds before tilting her head upwards and exhaling slowly.

"You're so fucking sexy," he muttered, his free hand reaching out to stroke her cheek.

Katie smiled and dropped to her knees, her eyes never leaving his. She reached out and took his cock in her hand, stroking it gently. She thought it smelled of sex, but knew that couldn't be, as Jenna had been with Katie all evening. The musty scent tickled her nose and she was surprised at how sticky the shaft was from his pre-cum.

Katie took another drag and held it in as she leaned forward and took the tip of his cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head and Dean let out a low groan, his hips instinctively thrusting forward. She took her mouth off of his cock and exhaled what smoke remained in her lungs causing Dean to moan in appreciation.

Katie took another drag, her cheeks hollowing, and let the smoke drift between her lips before deep-throating him yet again. She was sure she recognized the tang of cum on his cock as she sucked and wondered at just how much pre-cum he must have expelled. It actually tasted different than how she remembered pre-cum tasting, but she couldn't say she didn't like it. Perhaps he and Jenna had fucked before she went out for the evening? She dismissed the thought once again, instead focusing on enjoying the feeling of him filling her mouth.

"Fuck, you're good at that," Dean groaned, his hands reaching down and grabbing a fistful of her hair. "Does that cock taste good, Katie?"

"Mmm, hmmm," she answered, her voice muffled around Dean's thick package.

Despite the hint of pain from her hair being pulled and the dull ache in her jaw, Katie continued to suck and stroke him enthusiastically. She wanted to make him cum, wanted to feel his slick, hot load shoot down her throat.

As if sensing her thoughts, Dean's grip tightened in her hair and he let out a deep, guttural groan.

"Ah fuck. Here it comes," he grunted, his hips thrusting ahead.

Katie tilted her head back just enough to look up at him with doe like eyes.

She felt his cock twitch against her tongue, the veins on it pulsing wildly, before feeling the first splash of hot, salty cum hit the back of her throat. The taste was intense, but not unpleasant and she devoured it eagerly.

Katie continued to swallow, feeling the second and third spurt fill her mouth. Dean let out a contented sigh as his cock twitched and jerked, the final remnants of his orgasm spilling into the young woman's eager mouth.

"Holy shit," Dean muttered, leaning back against the counter, his legs trembling slightly.

Katie looked up at him and licked her lips, smiling proudly as she tasted his spend on her tongue. She took a last drag from the cigarette, inhaled it sharply, and then blew out a stream of smoke from the left side of her mouth.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," she said with a seductive smile.

He pulled her to her feet and kissed her lips softly.

Just then they heard movement from down the hallway and Katie frantically bent to grab her shirt, managing to pull it on just before Jenna entered the room.

"What did I miss?" Jenna asked.

Katie couldn't help but blush, feeling guilty for what she and Dean had just done.

"Nothing much," she replied, running her fingers nervously through her hair and glancing quickly in Dean's direction.

Jenna raised an eyebrow but didn't press the issue, instead turning her attention to her husband.

"Well, don't you look content," she said, a teasing grin spreading across her face.

"Why wouldn't I be," Dean asked. "After all, here I am in the company of two sexy ladies like you two."

Jenna reached up and grabbed the back of his head, pulling his face to hers and kissed him deeply.

"Mmmm," she said as they separated, and she licked her lips slowly.

She turned and grabbed Katie by the hand.

"Come on, sweetie, let's find you someplace to lay your head," she said leading Katie down the hall. "Oh, and Dean, can you grab Katie's bra off the floor for her?" Jenna called behind her.

A look of horror came over Katie's face. She glanced down at her chest and saw her nipples poking through her thin shirt. Did Jenna suspect what they'd done? She felt mortified, fearing her new friend would be angry with her for fooling around with her husband behind her back.

"Jenna, I'm really -" Katie stammered nervously.

"Here we go," Jenna cut her off, opening the bedroom door.

As they entered, Katie scanned the room. It was large with a massive four post bed and plush pillows. There was a small table and two cozy looking chairs in one corner of the room and a TV screen was attached to the wall facing the foot of the bed.

Jenna turned to face her. Katie didn't see anger, but rather a look of amusement.

"Jenna, I -", Katie tried once again to explain.

Once again, Jenna cut her off, this time grabbing her face and pulling her in for a deep kiss. Katie's heart raced as she felt Jenna's tongue delve into her mouth. She kissed back, unsure of what was happening but feeling relieved Jenna wasn't angry with her.

"Mmmmm, you taste yummy," Jenna purred, as she reached for the bottom of Katie's shirt. "Let's get this off of you."

Katie let out a deep sigh as she felt Jenna's fingers brush against her skin while she raised her arms, allowing her to lift the tight shirt over her head. Jenna discarded it to the side and stared at Katie's naked breasts.

"God, you're gorgeous," she whispered, tracing her fingers down the younger woman's collar bone, then slowly between her breasts, before finally hooking a finger in the top of Katie's skirt.

She knelt down and slowly slid the skirt and panties down to her ankles and Katie stepped out of them, shivering as the cool air hit her bare skin. Jenna leaned forward and traced the tip of her tongue around Katie's navel, making her shiver with anticipation, before inhaling deeply.

"You smell so good," she whispered.

Katie let herself fall back onto the edge of the bed and spread her legs. She could feel Jenna's fingers parting her folds, exploring her most intimate places with a gentle touch that made her shudder with pleasure.

"Mmmmm, you're really wet," Jenna murmured against her skin, her lips brushing against Katie's clit. "Did someone get you worked up earlier, sweetie?"

Katie let out a soft moan, her fingers twisting in Jenna's hair as she pressed herself closer. She could feel Jenna's tongue dart out, teasing her clit with soft, flicking movements that made her gasp with pleasure. She opened her legs wider, inviting Jenna to explore her more deeply.

"Did my husband do this to you?" Jenna asked softly, teasing Katie's clit with the tip of her tongue.

"Mmm, hmm," she whimpered.

Jenna slowly ran her tongue the full length of Katie's slick lips.

"Were you being a bad girl, Katie?"

"Yes," she whispered, her eyes clenched shut.

"How, Katie? Tell me what you were doing with my husband?" Jenna asked, shoving two fingers deep inside the young girl.

"FUCK!" Katie gasped at the sudden intrusion.

She tried to focus, to come up with an answer that wouldn't upset her friend, but it was difficult to think clearly with Jenna's digits buried in her.

"I... I'm sorry Jenna..." she stammered. "I blew him!" she finally cried out, just as Jenna sucked Katie's clit roughly into her mouth.

She began to piston her fingers in and out of Katie's sopping pussy as she sucked even harder on her clit.

"Ohhh, FUUUUUCCKK!" Katie screamed out, clutching frantically at the bed sheets on either side of her.

Katie's hips bucked from the painful pleasure and Jenna didn't let up for several seconds until just when Katie was about to explode. Suddenly she released her clit from her mouth and began to flick it teasingly with her tongue while she curled her fingers repeatedly in a come hither gesture.

"Fuck, Jenna, I'm gonna cum!" Katie whimpered, her voice trembling.

Jenna's only response was to work her G spot even harder and faster, making Katie's orgasm even more intense. She screamed out in pleasure, feeling her entire body shudder as she came.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Katie whined, her hips continued to jerk and twitch as Jenna somehow brought her to another small orgasm. She felt like putty in the experienced woman's hands, completely at her mercy.

Finally, Jenna pulled back, her lips glistening with Katie's juices. She stood up and smiled, her lips curling into a wicked grin.

"Did you like that, sweetie?" she asked.

Katie nodded. Her entire body was still tingling with pleasure and she felt like she might collapse at any moment.

Jenna slid her own tight dress to the ground then reached behind her and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor.

Katie couldn't help but stare. She had never seen a woman's body look so perfect. Jenna's tits were full and firm, with perfect dark nipples pierced with silver barbells. Her stomach was perfectly flat, and her hips flared out into a round, firm ass. Her pussy was shaved clean, with only a small strip of hair above her clit.

But what Katie found most captivating were the multiple tattoos that arrayed portions of Jenna's skin. There was a stretch of pink cherry blossoms inked on her right thigh, and words that Katie couldn't quite make out scripted down her left hip bone. A mostly black inked phoenix with some red color splashed in just the right places flowed from her right shoulder down the length of her arm. Her left bicep had some Japanese letters in the middle of an intricate swirling pattern of what may have been barbed wire. But the one that most struck Katie was the dark inked angel flowing from between Jenna's cleavage down the center of her abdomen, it's winged arms stretched to each side just underneath her breasts, as if holding up their substantial weight.

Jenna took a step towards her, reaching out to trace a finger down the curve of her cheekbone. She leaned in, her lips brushing softly against Katie's mouth. Katie parted her lips and let Jenna's tongue delve inside. She could taste her own juices on Jenna's lips, and it made her shiver with arousal.

Their kiss deepened as Jenna cupped Katie's breasts, squeezing them roughly. She pinched and twisted the nipples, making her cry out with pleasure. Finally Jenna broke away and crawled to the center of the bed, falling onto her back and crossing her arms behind her head.

"My turn," she said as she spread her legs.

Katie's heart raced as she took in the sight of Jenna's naked body splayed out before her. She was so caught up in admiring Jenna's beauty that it took her a moment before she realized just what she was asking.

"Oh, Jenna, I...." Katie hesitated, her voice trembling.

Jenna reached out, grabbing Katie's hand and pulling her closer.

"It's ok," She guided Katie's fingers to her clit, showing her how to touch her. "Just like that," Jenna moaned.

Jenna tugged Katie even closer, directing her to kneel between her legs. Katie looked down at her glistening pussy with a pink clit that peeked out from under the hood, as Jenna opened herself wider, encouraging the young girl to taste her.

"Go ahead, baby," Jenna whispered, closing her eyes as she gently pulled Katie's head down toward her pussy.

Katie's face was now just inches from Jenna's sex. She could feel the heat emanating from her wet folds and the musky scent of her pussy was absolutely intoxicating.

She hesitated for just a moment before her lips tentatively made contact with Jenna's clit. She kissed it softly, before her tongue darted out and flicked gently at the sensitive nub.

"Mmmmm," Jenna moaned, her hips lifting up to meet Katie's mouth. "Just like that."

Katie's tongue delved deeper into Jenna's folds, tasting her sweet, tangy arousal. She sucked and licked, carefully exploring every inch of Jenna's slick passage. She felt Jenna's hands tangling in her hair, holding her close as she pleasured her.

"Fuck, sweetie, you're good at that," Jenna groaned, her hips grinding against Katie's face.

Katie reveled in Jenna's praise. She lifted her head and their eyes met, Katie's lips glistening with the older woman's juices, as Jenna smiled and reached toward the nightstand to retrieve her pack of cigarettes. She took one out and lit it, taking a deep drag then slowly exhaling from the corner of her mouth.

Katie felt her body tingle as she watched her. There was something so incredibly sexy about the way the older woman smoked.

"Don't stop," Jenna said, as she put her hand in Katie's hair and guided her face back between her legs.

Katie continued to lick and suck at Jenna's clit, feeling the woman's body tighten with pleasure. She could feel her own arousal growing once again, her pussy becoming wetter by the second.

Suddenly she felt the bed shift heavily and her head spun to look over her shoulder just in time to see Dean positioning himself behind her. He was completely naked, his cock raging hard and slick with precum.

"What are - " Katie started, trying to clear her head.

Without a word, Dean grabbed her roughly by the thigh with one hand while his other held his thick shaft in his grip. Before Katie could object, he pressed the head of it against her and rubbed it the full length of her slit causing her to moan loudly.

"Shhhhh," Jenna cooed, taking a drag from her cigarette. "Just relax and enjoy it."

Katie tried to refocus her attention on pleasing Jenna's pussy, but it was hard when Dean's cock was teasing her entrance like this. She could feel her body begging for more, her walls clenching and unclenching hungrily as she tried to resist the urge to push back and take him inside of her.

Finally Dean pressed against her opening and thrust forward, burying himself deep inside of her all at once.

Katie let out a loud cry, her body overcome with pleasure. She had never felt so full, so stretched, so completely satisfied.

"FUUUUCCK!" she cried out.

Dean didn't waste any time. He began thrusting in and out of her in long, deep strokes, each one a little harder than the last. Katie could feel her body shaking with pleasure, her pussy clenching around him as he fucked her with a growing intensity.

She looked up and saw Jenna take a long drag from her cigarette as she watched her husband dominate Katie's body, then exhaled the smoke down in Katie's direction.

"Mmm, you're so tight," Dean groaned, his hips bucking against Katie's ass as he fucked her harder and faster.

Katie could only moan in response, her mind completely consumed by the sensations of Dean's cock pistoning in and out of her. Jenna's pussy was still directly in front of her and she inhaled deeply, savoring the smell of her sex as she felt her orgasm coming on.



Just then Dean reached down underneath her, cupping her breasts in his hands and pulling her upward until her back rested against his chest. Katie turned her head as he kissed her hard, his tongue exploring her mouth and smeared sticky lips.

"Do I taste good, baby?" Jenna asked, looking up to meet her husband's eyes.

"Mmmm," Dean growled, looking down to meet her gaze as he licked his wife's tangy juices from Katie's lips.

Then he suddenly pushed Katie back down onto all fours and began to ruthlessly slam in and out of her.

"That's it, sweetie," Jenna whispered. "I want you to cum all over my husband's cock."

Katie couldn't hold back any longer. With a loud, keening moan, she surrendered to the climax that had been building inside of her, her entire body shaking with pleasure.

She looked up at Jenna with glassy eyes and saw her take another long drag from her cigarette before grabbing Katie by the hair and once more forcing her face into her wet pussy.

"Lick it," Jenna ordered, her eyes fluttering shut as Katie's tongue returned to her clit.

Katie had never really been curious about a threesome and never in her wildest dreams could she have imagined having one with her parents' neighbors. But here she was, sandwiched between Jenna and Dean, their moans and groans of pleasure filling the air as the three of them sucked and fucked like animals. She contemplated what it would be like having sex with any future boyfriends and felt a pang of sadness knowing every sexual experience after this would almost certainly pale by comparison.

As Katie licked and sucked clumsily at Jenna's clit, she glanced up to see the woman's eyes clenched shut, her face contorted in pleasure. Jenna's breasts shook with every thrust of Dean's hips, her piercings glinting in the dim light, and her breathing now closer to panting.

"Yes, Katie, that's it," she moaned, her fingers twisted in Katie's hair, holding her firmly in place.

And then, with one final thrust, Dean released a deep, guttural groan as he came hard inside of Katie. His warm seed filled her up completely, the excess semen escaping around his shaft and trickling down her thighs.

Seconds later, Katie felt Jenna begin to tremble beneath her. With a cry of ecstasy, her orgasm exploded and Katie began to lap eagerly at her folds, savoring her flowing juices. Jenna shuddered, her body arching off the bed, mashing her pussy hard against Katie's mouth as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

Katie wasn't far behind. With Dean's cock still deep inside of her and her face buried in Jenna's pussy, she felt herself carried over the edge toward yet another orgasm. She cried out, feeling her entire body convulse with the intensity of the moment.

It was only when the tremors subsided that she realized she hadn't come up for air in some time. She slowly pulled her face from Jenna's pussy, trying desperately to catch her breath, and feeling the cool air against the dampness coating her face.

"Mmmmmm, good girl," Jenna said, her chest heaving and her voice hoarse and sexy sounding.

Katie blushed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand as Dean slowly withdrew from her. She felt a sudden emptiness and wished desperately he would slide back inside for just a little longer.

Feeling exhausted, Katie collapsed onto the bed. She lay there next to Jenna, panting and basking in the afterglow of their encounter.

Jenna handed her near finished cigarette to Katie and she took a long drag before blowing the smoke out in a puffy stream that swirled above them.

"That was hot," Jenna whispered, her lips brushing against Katie's ear.

Katie smiled and nodded in agreement. She felt Dean fall onto the bed next to her as Jenna continued to run her hand softly over Katie's naked body. She took a last drag from the cigarette before handing it back to Jenna and closing her eyes as she blew the smoke up toward the ceiling.

None of them spoke for some time and before long, exhaustion took over and Katie fell fast asleep.

She awoke the next morning to see Jenna slipping on a pair of panties at the foot of the bed. She smiled and gave Katie a wink.

"I'll put on some coffee," she whispered and left the room.

Katie groggily sat up in bed and looked around the room. The smell of cigarette smoke hung heavy in the air, and her body was deliciously sore in all the right places.

She saw her clothes scattered on the floor, a stark reminder of the unbelievable night she had just experienced. It all seemed surreal.

She lazily glanced beside her and saw Dean's semi-erect cock lying against his stomach. She marvelled at how thick it was and sighed as she recalled how it felt inside her.

Her eyes trailed up his torso and settled on his face only to realize he was awake and watching her. He grinned as Katie blushed at being caught staring at his sizeable manhood.

Before she could say anything, Dean grabbed her and pulled her on top of him. Her breasts pressed against his chest and she could feel his cock twitching against her thigh. She gasped as he took one of her nipples into his mouth, his teeth scraping against the sensitive flesh.

Katie could feel his cock throbbing between her legs, begging for entrance. She thought about resisting, wondering if Jenna may be upset with all of this now that they'd sobered up. But her body was still humming from the night before and she decided she wasn't quite ready for this to end.

With a low moan, she reached down between them and guided him inside of her. They both sighed as he filled her up, their hips grinding together as they found their rhythm.

Katie sat up, her breasts swaying, as she rode Dean slow and purposefully, her eyes locked on his. She continued to grind her hips down, her hands held firmly against his chest for leverage.

"Mmmm fuck, yea," Dean groaned, folding his hands behind his head as he watched her.

Katie's eyes remained on his, her gaze intense and determined. She wanted to be in control, to make him cum how and when she wanted. And from the look on his face, she could tell he was enjoying the ride just as much as she was.

As she continued to set the pace, Dean leaned up and took one of her nipples into his mouth once again, swirling his tongue around it and pulling it gently with his teeth. Katie moaned and threw her head back, basking in the pleasure coursing through her veins.

Suddenly she heard a loud groan from Dean and felt him twitch inside of her, followed by streams of hot cum filling her up once again.

"Unngh, fuck," Dean grunted loudly as Katie stopped riding and simply ground down as hard as she could, forcing his seed to bury itself deep inside her womb. She watched him orgasm, and smiled with no small amount of satisfaction as Dean's body spasmed with pleasure.

When he finally finished, Katie slowly rolled off of him and climbed from the bed. She pulled on her panties, trapping his warm cum inside of her. She was already dressed when Jenna entered the room with a tray of coffee.

"I see you two have already started the day without me," she said, a sly grin spreading over her face.

Katie noticed her voice was even huskier than normal, no doubt from the smoking and copious amounts of alcohol they'd consumed the night before. She sounded as sexy as she looked, she thought.

Katie couldn't help but blush, her eyes darting nervously between Jenna and Dean. She wondered if she'd crossed a line but quickly breathed a sigh of relief as she saw Jenna's smile.

"Sorry, I really gotta go," Katie said. "My parents will be wondering where I am."

She was anxious to retreat to her own home and process everything that had happened.

"Thanks for...well..." Katie began, looking over her shoulder. Then she giggled, thinking how ridiculous it sounded to be thanking them for what they'd all just experienced.

"See you later," she finally said, slipping out and closing the door behind her.

In spite of the fact it was approaching noon, Katie had hoped she would somehow be able to sneak into the house and get to the shower without having to face her parents, but that wasn't the case. As she stepped inside the door, and headed toward the stairs she saw them sitting on the sofa sipping their coffees. They looked up at her, gasping in shock. At first Katie was confused by their reaction until she turned and glanced at the mirror next to her.

Her hair was a mess and her clothes were completely disheveled. Her typically perfect makeup was smeared, her lips swollen, and her cheeks flushed. She thought she looked like a hooker who'd just finished an exhaustive night of turning tricks. Great, just how every parent hopes their daughter will turn out, Katie thought sarcastically.

"Um, hi," she mumbled weakly.

"Katie, what... honey, is everything okay?" Abbie asked, concern etched on her face as she looked her daughter up and down.

"Yeah, of course. Everything's fine," Katie replied, desperate to slink away to her room. She put her head down and started for the stairs.

"Hey, hold on," Andy called after her, his voice stern.

Katie's heart sank as she turned to face her father. She knew that look on his face, it was the same look she saw anytime she brought home a boyfriend he didn't approve of in high school.

"Where have you been all night?" Andy asked, his voice softening but laced with concern.

Katie hesitated.

"I stayed over at Jenna's," she said, trying to make it sound like it was no big deal. "We were out late and I didn't have my key. I didn't want to wake you guys." She lied, her voice trembling slightly.

She knew her parents weren't stupid, and that they would probably see right through her.

"Katie, I don't think you should be spending time with them," Andy frowned, "Dean and Jenna are.... older. And I don't want you getting mixed up in the kinds of things they may be into. I don't think they're a good influence on someone your age, to be honest."

Katie rolled her eyes.

"Dad, seriously, you and mom are so uptight. You don't even know them. Dean and Jenna are not as bad as you make them out to be. They're just a bit more... adventurous than you and mom. You guys are so sheltered and conservative."

Abbie's eyes darted toward her husband nervously and her cheeks turned red. If Katie only knew what she had done last night with Dean, she thought. Andy looked to his wife for support and saw her quickly look away. His head was still spinning from his hangover and he was at a loss for words.

Abbie finally turned her attention to Katie.

"I think what your dad is saying, honey, is that Dean is -" she stopped abruptly, "I mean Jenna and Dean are... well they seem like they may be -- a bit... manipulative."

Abbie's words hung in the air, leaving a sense of discomfort between the three of them. Katie saw her father swallow hard and she suddenly felt like there was something they weren't telling her. Maybe a lot they weren't telling her.

The events of last night flashed through her head. She'd had fun, probably more fun than she'd had in... well, possibly forever. She remembered each act of debauchery, from dirty dancing at the club; to Jenna blowing a stranger in a bathroom then making out with Katie; to being back at Jenna's place and blowing her husband before somehow ending up in a threesome with the couple. Those had all been her decisions, she reasoned.

They hadn't actually manipulated her into doing anything she didn't want to. Perhaps they'd guided her in some way or enticed her to do things she'd never done or even considered doing before. But that wasn't manipulation, was it?

She realized she did feel a bit spellbound by the two of them. They were so charming and seductive. And yes, she may have done things in an effort to impress or please them, but... it had mostly been all her choice, right? She felt a bit uneasy at just how... slutty she had been last night. It wasn't like her at all. Or at least not the person she was before meeting their neighbors.

"Katie, we're just trying to watch out for you," Andy said, his voice softening.

"I can take care of myself, Dad," Katie replied, trying to sound confident, even though she supposed she may have let her guard down with Dean and Jenna. In no other universe could she imagine herself doing even one of the things she did last night if it weren't for Jenna and Dean's influence.

"But thank you, I appreciate it. And I love you." She forced a reassuring smile before turning and going upstairs. She suddenly felt as if she needed a shower.

That day was Katie's last day in town and Andy's last day before having to go back to work. They spent it lazing around the house, none of them bringing up their neighbors again, each for their own private reasons.

Katie was secretly replaying the events of the previous night in her head, her heart racing every time she recalled the naughty details.

Abbie, on the other hand, was distracted by the heavy weight of her secret, a secret that was threatening to consume her. She had cheated on the man she loved, not once, but multiple times. And right here in her own home. She'd let herself get caught up in the thrill of it all, the excitement of being with someone who wasn't her husband. But it was wrong and she felt racked with guilt.

And then there was Andy and his predicament, just waiting for the shoe to drop and his neighbors to expose the things he'd done. He'd considered the fact that they probably had multiple videos of him at this point, and he kicked himself for being so stupid. He wished that he had just told Abbie about the very first thing right from the start then none of this would be happening. Sure it would have been embarrassing, but it wouldn't have destroyed his marriage. After everything that had happened afterwards, it made his initial indiscretion seem rather trivial in fact.

But it was too late, what was done was done. He had to figure out a way out of this, not only for him, but for his wife. For their marriage. He needed things to go back to how they were before their despicable neighbors had come along and ruined everything. He needed to confront them and come to an agreement of some sort, like adults. There had to be something he could do that would make this go away. He just needed to reason with them, he thought.

He decided once Katie was gone, he would confront them once and for all. Enough was enough. Things were about to change, Andy thought.

Andy couldn't have imagined just how right he was.


Bad Neighbors Pt. 09
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Andy took a deep breath and knocked on his neighbor's door, trying to gather the courage needed for the conversation ahead of him. He and Abbie had dropped their daughter off at the airport just an hour earlier. As soon as they'd gotten home, Abbie had gone to take a shower, giving Andy the time he'd needed to slip across the yard to finally confront the couple next door.

Dean opened the door, wearing his usual pompous smile that irritated Andy to no end -- and not much else. A pair of boxers barely concealed his large bulge from Andy's peripheral view.

"Well, hello there, neighbor," Dean said, leaning against the doorframe. "What can I do for you?"

"I, uh, I wanted to talk to you and Jenna about... you know, some stuff," Andy stammered, trying miserably to sound confident.

Dean chuckled softly, amused by his awkwardness. He stepped aside and gestured for Andy to enter. "Sure thing. Come on in." Once Andy was inside, Dean waved him towards the living room. "Have a seat."

Andy sat down in one of the chairs and immediately remembered sitting in that very spot, jerking off while he'd watched Jenna give her husband head. He tried to shake the thought from his mind.  He knew he had to stay focused.

As he took a moment to gather his thoughts, Jenna came into the room, her brunette hair tousled as if she'd just gotten out of bed. She was wearing a short, soft, pink robe that barely covered her toned thighs.  The contrast of the color against her tanned skin and body tattoos was striking. She sauntered over to Dean, who sat on the arm of the couch with his cup of coffee, and bent to press her lips to his.  Andy shifted uncomfortably in his seat, unsuccessfully willing his cock not to react.

"Morning, sunshine," she murmured, her voice hoarse from sleep. She smiled and leaned into her husband, her hand caressing his bare chest.  Andy felt a shiver run down his spine at the sight of their intimate moment and he tried to steady his breathing, finally clearing his throat to get their attention. 

"Oh, good morning, Andy," Jenna said.

Taking a deep breath, Andy steadied himself. "I wanted to talk to you about...the videos," he said in a low voice, glancing around as if someone might overhear him.

Jenna looked him up and down before responding. "The videos, huh?" Her face broke out into a grin. "Well, assuming I know what videos you may be referring to, what exactly did you want to discuss?"

He did his best to keep his voice steady, though with limited success. "Well, I wanted... I need you to delete them. I can't have this hanging over me and my family anymore. It's... it could ruin my marriage."

Jenna stared quietly at Andy for several moments before finally speaking. "Dean baby, can you get us some coffee? Sorry, Andy; Dean should have offered you one earlier. We had a pretty crazy night, so still not thinking straight." She gave her husband a wink and nudge with her elbow.

Andy watched the exchange between the two of them, recalling that Katie had in fact spent the night here and how disheveled she had looked when she'd arrived home the next morning.  His cheeks flushed with anger, imagining what his daughter may have seen or been pushed into taking part in.

"Of course!" Dean said. "Where are my manners?" He got up and headed to the kitchen.

Jenna's gaze never left Andy as she sat down on the couch, crossing one leg over the other, giving him a clear view of her silky smooth thighs. He tried his best to keep his eyes from wandering, but he couldn't help himself. He could feel his erection growing and he squirmed in his seat.

"Now, about those videos," Jenna said, bringing Andy back to reality.

"Right," he said, shaking off the distraction. "Look, Jenna. I'd really appreciate it if you could delete them. I can't have Abbie finding out about... all of this. It's gotten way out of hand.  What is it you want me to do? Name it, I'll do it -- but I can't go through this anymore. I can't have this held over my head."

Andy knew just how desperate he sounded.  He'd intended to be assertive and confident when he confronted them, but the moment Jenna had come into the room, he'd felt himself crumbling in front of her.  "Jenna, I'm begging you: I need my life back. I need my..." Andy felt a lump suddenly catch in his throat and he almost let out a sob. "I need my wife back." Andy's voice cracked as he uttered the last words, tears brimming in his eyes.

Jenna stared at him for a moment, her expression softening. "Andy," she said, her voice gentle. "Andy, sweetie, it's going to be okay." She got up and walked over to him, sitting down on the arm of his chair and put her arm around his shoulder.

Andy couldn't help but lean into her touch. "You don't understand," he said, his voice shaking. "This is killing me. Every time I see you or Dean, I can't help but think of all the things we've done -- the things I've allowed you to do to me; the things he's done to... to my wife."

Jenna let out a small laugh. "Andy, I think you may be getting a little carried away. Let's be honest, here: you haven't 'allowed' us to do anything to you. You've wanted it, Andy."

She softly ran her fingers through his hair as he tried to regain his composure. "You may not have known you wanted it, Andy, but if you sit back and think about it and be honest with yourself, you've loved every bit of it -- even the parts that sting a little. You just aren't willing to admit it.  And as for Dean 'doing things' to your wife... well, I hate to break it to you, sweetie, but he hasn't exactly had to twist her arm.  She's a big girl, and I guess she just likes... 'big things.'"

Andy felt the sting of her insinuation as she laughed out loud. "I'm sorry," she said, "that wasn't very nice of me." Her voice turned serious. "Okay, look at me."

Andy reluctantly lifted his gaze to meet hers.

"I want you to answer something for me," she said, "and I need you to be honest. In fact, if I'm wrong, I'll gladly give you whatever you'd like. Tell me yours and Abbie's sex life hasn't been far better than it's ever been.  Look me in the eyes and tell me that, since we've been neighbors, you haven't enjoyed the best sex of your life?  I think we both know what Abbie would say if I asked her the same question."

Jenna stared at him expectantly. In that moment, Andy knew she was right. His and Abbie's sex life had been better than ever. Since they'd met their neighbors, he and Abbie had discovered an insatiable hunger for each other. They had tried new things, explored new fantasies, and pushed the boundaries of their relationship further than he'd ever thought they would.

He couldn't admit that to Jenna, however, because that would mean admitting to everything that may have contributed to that, including his wife fucking Dean behind his back. Admitting that hurt him deeply: knowing another man was so able to satisfy her in ways he'd never been able to; that she was sneaking around behind his back, willing to risk Andy's heartbreak and possibly their marriage in order to have sex with Jenna's husband. It made him insanely jealous. Atop all of that, he still wasn't able to come to terms with why it also turned him on so much.

Nevermind what I did, he thought to himself. I watched these two fuck while stroking my dick like a teenage boy watching porn. And then I let Jenna tie me down and fuck me with a--

Andy willed himself to push that last thought from his mind.  He still hadn't come to terms with that one - how, despite the significant pain and humiliation, there was no denying it made his cock twitch when he thought back on what Jenna had done to him.

Jenna must have sensed his inner turmoil, because she suddenly leaned in and whispered in his ear,

"It's okay, Andy. I know it's hard and you're confused, but you have to come to terms with it.  If you can just be a bit more open minded and get past your ego and your jealousy -- the conflict you're feeling about Abbie fucking my husband -- you have to admit that it turns you on like nothing else. Right? And haven't you enjoyed our times together? Getting to see me... touch me... taste me? Having me... touch you."

Her warm breath on his neck caused Andy to shiver involuntarily as memories of their past encounters came rushing back.  His heart began to race, and he felt his erection strain against his pants.  

"Okay," Jenna said softly, pulling his head to rest on her firm breasts, "I'll tell you what, Andy."

He hadn't realized that her robe had mostly fallen open, and he felt her soft, bare skin against his face. He could smell her perfume -- a mix of vanilla and musk -- and his head began to spin. He let his eyes wander further down her chest and saw her dark pink areola peeking from the fold of her robe.

"Let's play just one more time," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. 

Andy looked at her, puzzled. "What do you mean?"

Her hand slid down his chest and slowly brushed along the length of the bulge in his pants. "One more time -- just a bit of adventure, and then I will give you any videos you want.  You can decide if you still want us to be friends after that or if you want to never talk to us again.  How does that sound?"

Andy certainly didn't consider them friends, and he was sure he would welcome the opportunity to disconnect from them for good, given the choice. "What did you have in mind?" he asked suspiciously.

"Ahhh, not yet, sweetie," she said, giving his cock a squeeze before getting up from the arm of the chair.  "You go home and calm yourself down first. I will text you later, and then you can decide if you want to accept my offer."

She got up, walked over to the front door, and placed her hand upon the knob. After a few seconds, Andy took the hint: he was being dismissed.  As he stepped out onto the front step, Jenna gently grabbed his sleeve and turned him to face her.

"Come here, sweetie," she murmured, pulling his face towards hers.

Her mouth met his in a kiss, soft and slow. She eased her tongue inside of him, tangling it with his. Andy's legs almost gave out.  He felt her breasts press up against his chest; he thought he could even feel her nipples poking into his skin.  Then she pulled away, leaving him standing for a brief moment with his eyes closed, trying to catch his breath.

"Mmmmm, I think you got me all wet, Andy.  Looks like Dean is in for a fun morning." With a final wink, she closed the door.

Andy stood outside, mesmerized by her power of seduction. He slowly licked his lips, savoring the lingering taste of her kiss, which made his cock throb so hard it hurt. He'd never envied another man more than he envied Dean then.

He took a deep breath and walked back home, nervous about what Jenna might have planned, but somehow feeling a sense of relief that it might soon be all over.

--------

He found Abbie napping in their bed, her hair still wet from her shower.  She looked so beautiful it made his heart ache.  He needed to put all of this behind them, needed to have her all to himself again.  To just be a normal married couple, like they used to be.

He thought about crawling into bed beside her and pressing his erection against her in hopes she would awaken and help relieve the pressure that Jenna's kiss had brought on. Instead, he decided to let her sleep, closing the door softly before returning downstairs to anxiously spend the day awaiting Jenna's proposal.

That message came just over an hour later.  Andy heard the buzz of his phone and quickly snatched it from the table.  His heart raced as he read Jenna's message.

--Ok, Andy, this is your chance. Follow my instructions and this is all behind you.  Agreed?

He hesitated, feeling he ought to know what the conditions were before agreeing to them, but he didn't want to piss Jenna off by asking questions. He was also fairly certain he would do almost anything regardless.

--Yes. he typed back.

Her next message didn't come for almost two minutes. Once it did, Andy needed to read it three times, trying to figure out the point of it all.

--Three things: 1. this week at least twice, I want you to discuss or at least hint to Abbie that you've sometimes fantasized about her with another man.  2. You are to let Abbie know that on Friday morning, you will be going out of town for work and won't be back until Sunday evening.  3. No sex this week.

Andy waited, wondering if there was more, but nothing came.  He didn't understand what she was up to, and wondered if he was permitted to ask questions for clarification, or if that would upset her in some way.  He wasn't even sure which of the three instructions he was most confused by.

--I don't understand, he replied. Why am I going out of town?

--You're not, silly. You're spending the weekend with me.

Andy was confused. Visions of both torture and paradise ran through his head -- trials or rewards. Thoughts of the latter made his heart flutter and his cock began to grow inside his pants -- the opportunity to finally fuck her.

He was already rock hard and desperate for release. He rubbed his erection over top of his pants. As if able to read his mind, a final message popped up on his phone.

--BTW, no sex means no jerking off for you either.  I'll send you further instructions on Friday afternoon.  I don't think you'll be disappointed. A winking emoji followed.

Andy squeezed his cock through his pants, shivering at the sensation. He was sorely tempted to relieve the pressure building up in his groin, but he knew he couldn't risk it. Jenna was dangling everything in front of him, though not all of it had been made explicit. There was an opportunity to end things with his neighbors, but that wasn't what had his cock throbbing and straining. It was what had been left unsaid. Andy imagined Jenna, naked, laying underneath him, smoking a cigarette while he fucked her. It almost made him cum in his pants right then and there. 

He thought he understood the second two requests, but his mind drifted to the first.  He supposed it was true enough, although he hadn't had to merely fantasize about it over the past month or so. He'd thought about it many times since that night, the images replaying in his mind while he and Abbie had made love or when he'd masturbated.  As much as he hated Dean -- hated that he got any part of Abbie -- he couldn't deny how much it turned him on.

Well, he thought to himself, this is going to be a long week, isn't it?

--------

By Friday afternoon, Andy was a mess.  The week had turned out to be quite miserable, in no small part due to Jenna's rules.

It had taken him a few days before he'd gotten up the nerve and found what he'd felt was as close to the right opportunity as any to tell Abbie about his dark fantasy.  On Tuesday evening, after a few glasses of wine, he had reluctantly broached the topic.

"Can I ask you something?" he'd begun.

"Of course," Abbie had replied. "What's up?"

"Well, I think our sex life has been pretty great, but I've always wondered if you have any fantasies that you've maybe never felt comfortable bringing up?"

Abbie had given him a slightly puzzled look. "What do you mean? Like bringing in toys or role-playing?"

"Well, sort of," he'd said, fidgeting nervously. "Anything, really."

"Hmmm," she'd mused, taking a sip of her wine. "I don't know, I guess I've sometimes gotten worked up thinking about what it would be like to have sex in a public place -- not necessarily having people watch -- although I guess that could be pretty hot, too -- but just someplace knowing you may get caught, like in a parking lot or something.  I don't think I could do it, though. It sounds exciting, but I think I may be too nervous to actually do it. You know me, I'm not exactly the adventurous type."

Abbie had smiled and taken another sip of her wine as she'd reached out to brush her hand along the outline of his cock.  He'd felt it twitch instantly.

"Or," she'd continued, giving him her best seductive look, "tying you up could be fun -- you know, so you couldn't do anything, but I could do things to you."

Andy had felt his cock begin to swell as she'd slid in closer, continuing to gently rub the front of his pants.

"Mmmmm," Andy had murmured, "that could be fun."

"And what about you?" she'd asked, giving Andy the opportunity he'd hoped for.

"Fantasies I have?" he'd replied, as if he hadn't given it too much thought, despite having been the one to broach the subject.  "I dunno... Well, I guess there is something I've thought about before, but it's really weird.  You will think I'm nuts."

"What is it?" Abbie had asked. "Come on, tell me. I promise I won't judge."

Andy had taken a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves. He'd known he had to tread lightly. "Well, there is this one crazy scenario I've thought about a few times," he'd said, his voice wavering. "Ummm. So I guess... maybe you with... another guy?" He hadn't been quite sure why it had come out sounding like a question rather than a statement.

"What?" Abbie had asked, sounding shocked.

Andy had forced himself to meet her gaze.  She'd seemed to struggle for a response. Maybe that's because she thinks I suspect her; maybe she thinks this is all a trap, he thought. That's not how he'd wanted the conversation to go, however, so he'd pulled back. "I know, it's crazy.  And like you said, I don't think I could ever go through with it... I mean I wouldn't actually want you to go through with it. Or... I don't think. It's just something that sort of turns me on sometimes."

"Okay...." she'd finally managed, "I mean, it's a little surprising, is all. Do you mean you'd actually want to watch? Or do you imagine me with another man, but without you there?"

Andy had watched her take a big gulp of her wine. "Uh, I'm not sure, I guess." He'd suddenly remembered watching her with Dean, and his cock twitched hard as it had still rested under his wife's motionless hand.  Abbie had looked down, and Andy followed her gaze, almost groaning out loud at the obvious bulge in his pants.

Abbie had stared at it for a few seconds before giving it a hesitant squeeze.  Andy could feel he was fully erect then, and her grip had made him pulse a couple more times.

"Wow," she'd said, looking up at him. "I guess it does turn you on. You are rock hard."

She'd begun to slowly stroke his cock through his kahkis. Andy had closed his eyes and allowed himself to recall the way Dean had fucked her from behind, holding her hair as she'd faced the hidden camera Andy and Jenna had been watching them on.  His entire body had started to tingle, torturously teased by both by his wife and his imagination.

Oh, shit, he'd thought. No sex -- not even jerking off. Does this count?  He'd sat upright, putting his hand on top of hers. 

She'd stopped stroking and looked at him, puzzled by his sudden pause. "What?  What's wrong?"

"Nothing, it's just --" Andy had hesitated, trying desperately to think of an excuse for why he had hit the brakes. "It's just, I'm so tired.  Today was a long one with work and trying to get caught up after being off for a few days. I'm exhausted, is all."

Abbie had stared at him, looking dumbfounded, her voice rife with disbelief. "Really?" she'd asked. "I thought -- I mean you just told me about this crazy fantasy, your cock is ready to bust out of your pants... but you want to stop?"

Andy had felt his face flush with guilt, and he'd tried his best to look genuinely tired. "I'm so sorry, hon." He'd felt like an asshole.

"Ummm, okay," she'd replied, pulling her hand away and standing up. "I'm going to go up to bed, too, I guess.  Can you stay awake long enough to put our glasses in the sink and the wine away?"



Andy had heard the sarcasm in her voice, and he'd cringed as his wife had turned and trudged up the stairs.  He'd felt terrible, and his erection had not subsided. He'd wanted nothing more than to follow her and make love to her.  Do I dare? How would Jenna even know?

Because she seems to know everything, came the answer to his own silent question. Can't risk it.

He'd put their glasses in the sink and re-corked the wine before retiring to their bedroom.  Abbie had already been turned with her back to him, the sheets pulled up tight around her neck.  He'd known she hadn't been asleep, but didn't dare say anything. He could only hope that the next day she would decide that it hadn't been such a big deal after all.

-----------

On Thursday evening, they'd gone to bed a bit earlier than usual. Andy had told Abbie about his unexpected trip for work and she'd seemed genuinely disappointed. Things hadn't been quite right with them since his confession on Tuesday, especially since he'd followed it up by dousing their entire night with cold water.

She'd cuddled up to him, laying her head on his chest, slowly stroking his arm. "I'm going to miss you," she'd said softly. "I can't believe they are sending you away on a weekend.  It's so weird; they've never done that before."

"I know," he'd replied. "I'm really sorry."

Abbie had said nothing for a long period of time, and Andy had actually thought she had fallen asleep.

"Hey, about the other night," she'd said hesitantly. "Is that really something you fantasize about? Me and another man?" 

"Well, yea I guess," he'd answered, nervous about bringing up the topic again, "but I would never ask you to -- I mean, I'm not saying --" Andy had finally let out a big sigh of frustration. "I don't know, it's weird. I get it."

"I didn't say it's weird," she'd said softly. "Just surprised, I guess.  So in this fantasy, are you watching me?  Us, I mean."

"Maybe.  I guess sometimes, that's how I picture it. Or... maybe I'm tied up and unable to stop it.  Or sometimes I'm not there.  You just do it behind my back and then tell me about it later." Andy had felt his cheeks burning as he'd stumbled over the awkward, ever-lengthening explanation.

Then he'd felt something else. Oh, fuck. Feeling his cock begin to stir, he'd tried desperately to put it all out of his mind. Think about baseball, golf -- Christ, think about other guys. Shut it down!

"Interesting," she'd said softly, tracing her finger the length of his chest. "Wouldn't that make you jealous?"

"Well, yeah," he'd said, "it would definitely make me jealous. I guess that's what's so strange about it.  When I think about it, it makes me insanely jealous and I imagine it would hurt. But it also gets me really... turned on. Honestly, it makes no sense to me either."

Andy's cock had been aching. He'd felt his wife's hand wander lazily under the sheets, finally coming to rest on his bulge beneath his underwear. Oh, fuck, please no, he had thought, trying to mentally will her to stop.  She'd squeezed him firmly in her hand, and Andy's cock had begun to pulse uncontrollably.

"It really does turn you on, doesn't it?" she'd asked, gently stroking him through his boxers.

Andy couldn't help but moan, "Fuck, yes."

Abbie had hooked her thumbs in his waistband and slowly pulled down his underwear, revealing his engorged penis. It had stood at attention, twitching eagerly for her touch. "I can't believe how big and hard you are," she'd said as she wrapped her hand around his shaft. She'd begun stroking him, and he'd responded with a low groan.

"Do you want me to suck it, Andy?" she'd asked, her warm breath tickling his ear.

Andy couldn't believe he'd gotten caught in the same situation yet again.  He'd thought about just saying "Fuck it!" and having incredible sex with his wife, who had, it had seemed to him, been quite turned on by his confession.  He'd wanted desperately to be inside of her mouth while she massaged his balls and stroked him to finish.

"Abbie, I'm so sorry," he'd said, reaching down and gently pushing her hand away. "I've just got to get up so early for my trip in the morning."

Abbie had sat straight up, her eyes blazing. "Are you fucking kidding me right now?" she'd spat, glaring down at her husband in disbelief.

Andy had felt his stomach drop as he'd looked up at his wife, her face a mixture of anger and confusion. He'd known how ridiculous he'd sounded, but he couldn't risk breaking Jenna's rules. "I'm sorry, Abbie. I just can't. I'll make it up to you when I get back, I promise."

Abbie had stared at him for several seconds. "I mean, Jesus Christ, Andy," she'd said, exasperated. "You tell me about this fantasy which clearly turns you, you get me worked up thinking about it, and then you turn me down when I want to have sex with you?  What the holy fuck?"

"I know," he'd said softly, his eyes pleading. "I'm so sorry.  When I get home, I promise I'm going to make it up to you. Everything is going to be different."

Abbie had slowly shaken her head before rolling over to face the wall. "Goodnight," she'd whispered, and Andy had wondered if she was crying.

"I love you, Abbie," he'd said, but there'd been no response.
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-------

The following morning, Andy quietly packed his bag while his wife slept in.  Before leaving, he leaned down to give her a kiss, but she remained fast asleep --  or at least appeared to to him.  He watched her for several moments, feeling even more miserable about what he'd done the previous night: she must be so confused, he thought. With a sigh, he finally left their bedroom, headed downstairs, and went to work, dreading not seeing her again until Sunday night.

----------

-- 7pm at the Emerald Room --

Andy's heart pounded in his chest as he read Jenna's text.  It was almost 5:30pm and he had begun to worry that she'd changed her mind.  

The Emerald Room was a posh restaurant on the top floor of a twelve-story building, known for its rooftop dining and lounge area.  Andy had only been there once before, and that had been for a work function.  It wasn't the kind of place he'd typically go to -- the prices were in sharp contrast to its portion sizes --  but he had to admit it was very elegant and had an incredible view.

-- OK, he typed back.

He took his overnight bag to the staff bathroom and cleaned up a bit. He thought about changing, but decided against it, as he was already wearing one of his nicer button up shirts. He took a deep breath and looked at himself in the mirror one last time, feeling more nervous than he'd felt in a long time. Releasing a sigh, he turned and headed to his car.

----

When he entered the restaurant, the hostess asked if he had a reservation. Andy suddenly realized he didn't know, but as he scanned the tables behind her he saw Jenna sitting at the bar.

"Right on time," she said, smiling as he approached her.

Her dress was both stylish and revealing, showing off her toned arms and ample cleavage. Her tattoos were visible, snaking up from her shoulders and disappearing into her neckline.  Andy thought the contrast of her chic dress and her tattooed skin was incredibly hot, making her seem both mysterious and confident in such an upscale environment.

Jenna pulled him in and gave him a kiss on the cheek and a quick hug before sitting back down at the bar. "Our table should be ready soon." She signaled the bartender. "Let's get you a drink, shall we?"

"I'll have a glass of your cabernet," Andy said. "Anything California, please."

The bartender nodded and poured a generous glass of wine before sliding it over. Andy took a sip, savoring the taste, nervous about the evening ahead.

"Good day at work?" Jenna asked.

Andy found it strange to be sitting with Jenna telling her about his day, like they were friends or a couple. "Uh, yeah, I guess it was good."

When the hostess arrived to lead them to their table, Jenna slid from her bar stool and took Andy's hand, guiding him to their spot at the far corner of the outdoor patio.

The sun was setting, casting a warm glow over the city skyline as they settled into their plush dining chairs.  Andy marvelled at the way the evening light shone on Jenna's tattooed arms, and couldn't help but stare at the intricate mix of dark and coloured ink that adorned her silky skin.

He wasn't sure what he'd expected from their dinner, but he was surprised at how much he was enjoying their conversation.  He was careful not to bring up everything that had gone on the past few weeks, deciding there would be time for that later.  For the moment, he wanted simply to enjoy their evening together and let Jenna take the lead.

When they finally finished their meal, the waiter poured the remaining wine from the bottle into Jenna's glass and set the bill on the table.

"So, Andy," Jenna said, smiling widely as she leaned back in her chair. "Have you been good this week? Did you do everything I asked?"

Andy's heart fluttered. "Yes. It wasn't easy, but I followed your instructions." 

"Good boy," she said, patting his knee. "So tell me, how did it go when you told Abbie that you've fantasized about her being with other men? Wait, let me guess: I'll bet she was excited about it, wasn't she?"

"Well, maybe," he said, rubbing his chin nervously. "Yes, I guess so. I mean, I could tell it really caught her off guard -- but then she brought it up again later in bed."

"Ahhh, interesting," she said. "So what happened?"

Andy shifted uncomfortably in his seat. "Well, nothing actually.  She was rubbing my -- well, rubbing me, and I was really, you know, ready, but then I told her we had to stop -- that I was too tired."

Jenna's expression was a mix of surprise and amusement. "Right, because no sex, like we agreed. And did she seem upset?"

"Well, yeah," Andy said, scratching the back of his neck. "Quite upset, actually and then a couple of nights later the subject came up again, and she was really getting into it, asking me more about my wanting to see her with another man.... and, well, it kind of happened again.  She got me really worked up and offered to... you know... go down on me.  And I told her I had to get up early -- that I couldn't have sex." Andy's face was bright red. He finished his last swallow of wine, feeling Jenna's eyes on him.

"Oh, wow," she said. Her lips spread into a sly smile, and she started running her finger around the rim of her wine glass. "So tell me if I got this right: you asked her to sleep with another guy. She quickly got turned on by the idea and tried to have sex with you... and then you rejected her -- not once, but twice."

Andy sat up straight, visibly frustrated. "Now, wait a minute. I didn't ask her to sleep with another man. I just said... well, I'm pretty sure I just said I've imagined it -- you know, the idea of it -- not that I definitely wanted her to."

"I see," Jenna replied, "and you're sure that's how she understood it? I mean, you were there. I guess you'd know better than I would -- you know, that you were very clear that it was just a fantasy, and you'd never ever want her to be with someone else. Right?"

Despite the cooling night air, Andy felt a bead of sweat forming on his brow as his mind raced to remember exactly how the conversations had gone with Abbie the previous week.  He was sure... well almost sure, that he didn't say he wanted it -- just that the idea of it was a turn-on.  Thinking back, he'd been so nervous he couldn't remember exactly how he had phrased it. He did however, remember how quickly she had seemed to recover from her surprise -- how she'd seemed almost excited by his admission.

Andy looked over at Jenna, who was typing something on her phone, as if she'd completely lost interest in their conversation.  He stared at her for several seconds before she finally looked up at him. "Oh, sorry," she said, tossing her phone into her purse. "I didn't mean to be rude. Anyhow, I'm sure it all went as you said it did. I'm sure she understood what you meant. And thank you for keeping your end of the bargain." She stood up from the table and reached for his hand. "I need a cigarette. Are you ready to go?"

After paying the bill, they made their way to the elevator and when the doors closed, Jenna leaned back against the mirrored wall, hands on the railing behind her waist. The seductive way she looked at Andy made his knees weak. Fuck, she's sexy.

"Come here," she said, head tilted slightly and biting her bottom lip.

Andy took a step forward, standing directly in front of her. The smell of her perfume was heavenly, and his cock began to stiffen.

"Kiss me," she said.

He only hesitated for a moment before he leaned into her and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss was soft, their mouths opening slightly at times, but with very little tongue. Jenna didn't even put her arms around him, just held tight to the railing behind her.

"That was nice," she said as he stepped back away from her again. As the elevator door opened, Jenna locked her arm through his and they crossed the lobby floor and stepped outside. She led him down the sidewalk and around a corner into the parking lot.  "I'm just over here. We can take my car."

When they reached her car, Jenna fished her cigarette pack from her purse.  Andy stood a foot or two away, anxiety building in his chest as he watched her light the tip, inhale, and exhale a cloud of smoke up into the air. She took another slow drag, her eyes never leaving Andy's, but said nothing.

He shifted nervously as he watched her smoke in silence, as if putting on a show for him. His cock was rock hard, protruding almost painfully against his pants. He glanced down at Jenna's barely hidden cleavage and swallowed hard. He saw her raise her cigarette again, and his gaze quickly shifted back to her face, entranced by how sexy she looked when she smoked.  

He finally broke the silence. "Umm, so what are we doing now?"

Jenna took one last drag, her cheeks hollowing deeply, before dropping her cigarette to the ground and grinding it out with her shoe.  She moved into Andy, her breasts pressing hard against his chest.  She slowly exhaled the stream of smoke from the corner of her mouth, her eyes still fixed on his.

Andy couldn't stop himself.  He grabbed her hips and leaned down, kissing her soft lips, his tongue exploring her smoky mouth while he pushed her body against the cold metal exterior of the car.

Jenna moaned softly as they kissed before pulling finally away from him, a mischievous grin playing at her lips.  She reached up and ran her finger down the bridge of his nose. "So cute," she said, as an adult might compliment an adorable child. She walked around to the driver's door, leaving Andy standing there with a raging hard on and feeling a touch of humiliation.  Finally, he reached for the door and slid in beside her.

They were quiet for the entire drive, with just the faint music from the radio playing in the background.  Andy glanced at the clock on the dashboard and noted it was just after 9pm.  He wondered at first where she was taking him, assuming they would be pulling into a hotel parking lot soon, before he eventually realized they were exiting the downtown area.  Minutes later, Andy began to recognize their surroundings, but stayed silent right up until they pulled into Jenna and Dean's driveway. Wait, what? She wants me to stay here? Right next door to my wife?

"Shit," he muttered, looking into her backseat. "I left my overnight bag in my car back at the restaurant."

Jenna patted him on the knee before opening her door. "Not to worry. We will figure something out." 

As Andy followed her up the walkway steps, he glanced next door at his own house, then around their neighborhood, hoping no one would see him following Jenna into her home.

"Go wait in the bedroom," she instructed him as she strolled toward the kitchen. "I will get us a night cap."

Andy took a deep breath before heading down the hallway, wondering what Jenna had in store.  He carefully crossed the bedroom floor to the nightstand and turned on the lamp, which cast a warm glow over the room.  He wondered where Dean was, and if he would suddenly come in and find Andy there.  Finally, after standing there for what felt to him like an eternity, Jenna came in the room, holding a half-full bottle of whiskey and two low ball glasses with ice.

She crossed the floor and set them down on a small table in the corner of the bedroom opposite the bed. "Can you close the door?"

Andy pushed the door closed while Jenna sat down in one of the soft arm chairs on either side of the table.

"Come sit." Jenna patted the chair next to hers. She poured them each a generous amount and handed one glass to Andy before raising hers in a toast. "To new experiences."

Andy clinked his glass with hers and took a sip. The gold liquid burned his throat, but he welcomed the sensation.   He could hear music coming from somewhere, and Jenna seemed to sense his curiosity. "Don't worry, it's just Dean. I think he has a couple of friends over; they're in the back yard." She noticed Andy glance nervously toward the door and chuckled. "Don't worry; he knows you're here --  with me.  Everything is fine, I promise."

Andy still felt uneasy, the sound of the music reminding him that Jenna's husband wasn't far away.  "So, what are we doing?" he finally managed. All week, he'd imagined himself and Jenna in a hotel room out of town or at some bed and breakfast. The last thing he'd expected was to end up back here at Jenna's house, with her husband just outside. He tried to mask his disappointment.

"Well, Andy," Jenna purred as she reached and poured him another drink, "let's get back to what you and Abbie discussed this week."

-----

At that very moment, Andy's wife was beginning to feel very intoxicated. After spending the day frustrated and confused by the roller-coaster Andy had put her through all week, Abbie welcomed the numbing feeling she was getting from her third glass of wine. She was still shocked by Andy's confession about getting turned on by the thought of her with another man. It seemed so out of character for him. But she didn't judge him for it, in fact had been excited by it and tried to engage with him on the topic. But both times he'd abruptly shut her down. It had been humiliating and that humiliation had gradually morphed into anger.

Just as she finished her glass, her phone chimed. For a moment she ignored it, assuming it was Andy checking in on her. She wasn't ready to let him off the hook so easily. When it chimed a second time, curiosity got the best of her.

-- Hello neighbor. You should come by for a drink. --

It was Dean. Abbie could feel the butterflies begin to flutter in her stomach.

-- Sorry, Andy is away for the weekend. Maybe another time. --

She waited several minutes for a response, her heart pounding. After almost 2 minutes she got up and rinsed out her glass, disappointed that he'd so easily accepted her rejection. Finally, she heard her phone notification once again and had to force herself not to rush to check it.

-- So I guess it will be just you then, that sounds great. Jenna is out with a friend but should be back soon. See you shortly? --

Abbie's heart raced. Was she really going to go next door while Andy was away? She was fully aware what happened in the past when she was drinking around Dean. But Jenna will be there as well, she thought, and realized that somehow made her feel worse not better. Maybe this was just what she needed to take her mind off how angry she was with her husband.

She finally typed her response and after several seconds of hesitation, pressed the send button.

-- OK --

She went to her closet and scoured her wardrobe several times, indecisive about what outfit to wear.  Dean hadn't been clear on if there would be others joining them.  Will it just be the three of us? she wondered. 

She finally settled on one of Andy's favorite summer dresses. She hadn't worn it outside of their own home, as she'd always felt it was a bit too revealing -- especially for someone her age. It was white with soft pink cherry blossoms scattered about, had a very low-cut neckline that showed off a lot more cleavage than she was used to, and was shorter than any of her other sundresses. 

The couple of times she had worn it for Andy, he'd been almost drooling, and both times it had ended up at the foot of their bed rather quickly.

Thoughts of Andy only brought back her sense of frustration.  She didn't want to think about it any longer. Not about him. I need a distraction; we'll hash it out when he gets home.

She pulled the dress off of the hanger and brought it into her bedroom.

--------

Abbie arrived next door just before 9pm. She pushed open the back gate and was surprised to see Dean and another man sitting around a small fire in the backyard. She scanned the yard, but saw no sign of Jenna.  She closed the gate and strolled over to the fire-pit trying her best to look casual and at ease.

"Hi," she said softly, not wanting to startle them.

"There she is," Dean said, standing and pulling her into a strong hug. "Glad you made it."

Abbie returned his embrace, feeling the warmth of his body against hers. "No other offers. I'm not exactly at the top of everyone's speed dial when it comes to fun on a Friday night."

"Abbie, this is my friend, Chris," Dean said.

Chris stood up and gave Abbie a quick hug. "It's great to meet you, Abbie."

She could feel his broad shoulders and strong arms tighten around her for a brief moment and it took her breath away.  He stood back and looked at her with a warm smile. Abbie couldn't help but notice how his short sleeves strained around his large biceps. "You too, Chris." Then she turned her attention to Dean. "So where is your beautiful wife?" 

"Not home from her date yet," he chuckled, as he threw two large logs onto the fire. "She texted me a bit ago and said she would be running later than she thought. So I guess you're stuck with a couple of boring guys like us for now."

Abbie didn't know Dean all that well, but boring certainly wasn't how she would describe him.

"What can I get you to drink?" Dean asked. "Wait, let me guess: red wine. Am I right?"

"How good of you to remember," she teased.

"Coming right up," he responded, starting toward the house. "And don't believe any stories Chris may tell you about me. None of them are true, I promise."

As Dean disappeared into the house, Abbie glanced at Chris and then back at the fire as she took a seat on a chair next to him. "So Chris, how long have you and Dean been friends?"

"We met in college," he replied. "We were both on the football team and lived in the same dorm."

The two of them chatted for several minutes, and Abbie was surprised at how relaxed she felt, given that she'd just met him. There was something about him that made her feel at ease. He struck her as a gentle giant -- soft-spoken and easy to talk to. Abbie felt an instant attraction.

Dean soon returned from the house carrying a glass of red wine for Abbie along with the opened bottle. "Here you go."

Abbie sipped her wine, enjoying the taste of it on her tongue. She'd already had three glasses at her house while getting ready and she knew she was starting to get drunk. She looked over at Chris, who was carefully looking her over. "So, Chris, what do you do for work?"

Chris smiled and leaned back in his chair. "I'm in construction. I own a small company with my dad."

"Really?" she said. "That's impressive."

As they talked, she saw Dean immersed in his phone, typing a message to whom she assumed was Jenna.   She couldn't see the screen, but she saw him grin and chuckle softly before putting the phone back in his pocket. He reached over for the wine bottle and topped Abbie's glass up.  "Sorry, guys. Looks like Jenna may not be home until late tonight."

Chris leaned back in his chair and winked at Abbie. "No worries. I'm sure the three of us can find something to do."

Abbie felt her pulse quicken at Chris's words. "Well, her loss," she replied, taking another sip of her wine. "You guys aren't the worst company, I guess."

The younger men both laughed at that. "Sounds like the wine is making someone a little bold." Dean shot back.

Abbie blushed under his gaze, feeling the effects of the alcohol coursing through her veins. She felt the tension from the past week begin to melt away. This is what I needed, she thought. Good company with a couple of attractive younger guys... and wine, lots of wine! The two men were both very attentive, and she was quite enjoying the not-so-subtle glances and flirty banter she was receiving from both of them.

She took a big drink from her glass. "Oh, I'm feeling it alright -- but then again, I think you guys are falling behind by my count." She teased, putting her hand on Chris' knee, and giving it a gentle squeeze before standing up. "But .... I do have to pee. Mind if I use your bathroom?"



"Sure," Dean said, standing up. "Do you want me to show you in?"

Abbie considered his offer, wondering what might happen if she said yes. "No, I think I remember my way around."

After she finished using the bathroom, she stood in front of the mirror, smoothing out her dress.  She could clearly see just how skimpy it was and now questioned her choice to wear it.  "Fuck it," she muttered under her breath, giving her full breasts a lift with both hands. 

As she left the bathroom, she glanced at the closed door of Dean and Jenna's bedroom.  Graphic memories of what she'd done in there with Dean flooded back and she felt her heart flutter, still barely believing she'd been a part of it. She considered crossing the hall and opening the door, just to take a look around and maybe relive some of the passionate moments they'd shared in there, but ultimately thought better of it.

She stepped through the sliding patio door from the kitchen and into the back yard. The cool night air brushing against her bare skin made her nipples harden. Despite the chill in the air, the warm sensation from the wine made her feel flushed. She knew she should slow down.

"My turn," Dean said, standing and heading to the bathroom inside.

Once Dean was gone, things were quiet for several moments before finally Chris spoke up. "I really like your dress. It fits you perfectly."

Abbie blushed as she watched his eyes linger on her breasts. "Really? I wasn't sure if it was a little too revealing."

"Definitely not," he said, moving closer to her. He leaned in and put his hand on her knee, slowly tracing his fingers up and down her bare thigh just below the hem of her dress.

Abbie felt a shiver of pleasure run up her spine. "You don't have a girlfriend?" she whispered nervously.

"No, no girlfriend," he replied with a grin.

She felt his breath on her cheek, and she closed her eyes as his lips brush against hers. She parted them slightly, and their tongues met. The kiss deepened as she pushed even closer to him.

Chris' arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her onto his lap as their tongues continued to dance. Her legs dangled over the side of his, and he took the opportunity to slide his hand under her dress, massaging further up her leg and thigh. With one arm draped around his shoulder, Abbie traced the lines of Chris' face with her fingers, feeling the roughness of his stubble.

Meanwhile, his fingers finally found their mark and brushed against her panties. "Fuck, Abbie. You're really wet."

Abbie felt a wave of pleasure wash over her, realizing just how horny she'd become. It wasn't just from the thrill of spending the evening drinking with two strange men. It was something that had been building all week.  Something her husband had refused her in a most humiliating way -- twice. And now here she was, feeling desperate to be touched. She made no attempts to stop Chris as he massaged her pussy through her panties.  Just as his fingers began to pull them to the side, she heard the patio door close.

"Getting to know each other a little better, I see," Dean said with a chuckle as he returned to his seat and pulled another beer from the cooler.

Chris pulled his hand from under Abbie's dress, but kept his arm tight around her waist, securing her on his lap.  Abbie broke their kiss and turned to look at Dean, her face turning red.  She wondered if he was upset or jealous at what he'd just walked in on, and realized a small part of her wanted him to be. "Just talking," she said, realizing how ridiculous that sounded.

"Talking, huh?" Dean teased. "Well, it looked like a heated conversation."

Both of the men laughed as Abbie buried her face into Chris' shoulder, embarrassed but unable to stop her own smile as she let out a loud groan. "Oh my god, I'm sorry, that was terrible. I'm such a slut." She could hear the slur of her words, reaffirming that she was quite drunk indeed.

"I told Chris you were a naughty girl," Dean said, grinning as he stoked the fire.

"Oh is that right?" she asked, feigning offense. "And just how would you know, mister?"

"Well...." Dean smiled mischievously, letting the word trail off. "I mean --"

"Ah, ah, ah," Abbie interrupted him, "be careful what you say next, my friend."

Dean's smile looked even more devious with the light from the flames dancing on his face. "Okay, fine. My lips are sealed."  He ran his thumb and index across his lips as if drawing a zipper closed and gave Abbie a knowing wink. "I was just curious if you were a good kisser, but I guess I will have just have to ask Chris."

"Oh, you're curious, are you?" Abbie asked.

"Trust me, she is a fantastic kisser," Chris chipped in, his hands resuming their exploration of her body over her dress.

"Oh you're so sweet," Abbie said, before leaning in and kissing him again. She'd meant for it to be a quick peck on the lips, but it turned into a full-on makeout session as she wrapped her arms tightly around his neck. She tried to focus, surprised by her own behavior -- especially right in front of Dean --  but a part of her wanted to make him jealous -- to make him want to claim her for himself in spite of how much she found herself wanting Chris.

She wasn't sure where things were heading, but she knew that her panties were soaked from how turned on she'd become.  Her mind could barely focus on exactly who or what she wanted, but there was one thing she knew for certain: she desperately needed to get laid.

--------

As Andy and Jenna sat in her bedroom, she topped up both their drinks and leaned back in her chair, stretching out her foot to rest between his legs. "So it really turned you on then, telling Abbie how you'd imagined her with another man? Sounds like it turned her on as well."

Andy was buzzing hard. The combination of the wine from dinner and the smooth whiskey he was sharing with Jenna was having a dizzying effect on him. "Yeah, I guess so."

"Tell me, Andy: what exactly do you think about when you imagine your wife with this other man?  I mean, I know you've seen it for real, but is that what you think about -- what you watched her do with Dean? Or does it go even further, and you imagine other scenarios and other men?"

Andy felt his cock growing harder as Jenna's husky voice filled his ears, reminding him once again of Demi Moore. "I'm not sure, I guess I -- well, mostly I guess I think about her with ... with him. " Andy hated the thought of saying Dean's name out loud. The thought of him with Abbie sent a surge of jealousy through his entire body.

"Mmmm, you really enjoyed watching that, didn't you, sweetie?" she asked as she stood and opened the window behind her.

"I guess," Andy muttered quietly. His eyes were fixed firmly on Jenna as she sat back down and pulled out a cigarette from her pack.  She slipped one between her fingers, put it to her mouth, and lit it. As she pulled the first drag, she replaced her foot against Andy's crotch. 

"Would you like to see it again?" she asked, holding the smoke inside her lungs before finally exhaling to the side.

"What?" he stammered, shifting in his seat and taking another swig of his drink. "Watch her? With him again, you mean? No, I -- I just --"

Jenna watched Andy's discomfort with amusement. She let out a sigh and suddenly turned more serious. "Okay, Andy, I think it's time we be honest -- no more games, no more pretending. You want to watch her, see her ride another man's cock. You want it so fucking bad ... but you are worried. I get it. You're torn -- but what is it you're worried about? That he will be bigger or better than you? That she may enjoy it too much or you might even lose her?  Those are all silly. None of those things have happened yet, have they?"

Her words hung heavy in the air between them, and Andy tried to pinpoint precisely what he was worried about. "No, I guess not," he muttered, "but... it's just..."

Jenna got up and sat on his lap, taking a quick drag as she reached down and squeezed his cock through his pants. "Mmmmm, just look how hard you get from talking about it." The smoke wafted lazily from her lips as she spoke.

Andy swallowed hard, unable to tear his eyes away from her. She slowly took another long drag, her cheeks hollowing, her eyes still locked on his. She pulled the smoke sharply into her lungs, then slowly leaned down and kissed him deeply as soft wisps escaped her mouth into his. Her lips were warm, and her tongue sought entrance, which he gladly granted. Jenna's hands found their way to the back of his neck as she pulled him even closer, further intensifying the kiss.

The strain in Andy's pants was almost painful as he boldly ran one hand up her thigh and over her waist until it finally rested on her soft breast. Jenna moaned as Andy squeezed and massaged it.

Suddenly, Jenna's phone chimed.  Not moving from his lap, she picked it up and turned it away from him as she looked at the message.  She let the cigarette dangle from her lips as she typed something, then set it back down and studied him closely for what seemed like a full minute. Finally she stood, pulling him to his feet. "Come with me," she said.

Without waiting for his response, she took his hand and led him across the room to a pair of louvred closet doors. She swung them open, presenting Andy with a very large walk-in closet.  The rows of shelves and hangers filled with stylish women's clothes and shoes marked it as hers exclusively.  There was a dresser at the far end and a small vanity and mirror with a plush red chair on the left wall. "Come in."

Andy hesitated, but then stepped inside the closet. She reached past him and pulled the double doors closed behind them.  Darkness filled the closet until Jenna adjusted the louvres, allowing some of the soft light from the bedroom lamp to seep through.

"Take off your clothes," she instructed him.

Despite his confusion, he stripped down to his boxers and stood in front of her, feeling self-conscious despite the dim light.

"Underwear," she ordered. Andy slowly slid them to the floor before Jenna gently pushed him backward into the plush red chair. "Okay, Andy, I don't think we have too much time, so I'm going to need to be rather quick and direct about this, okay?"

Andy looked at her, bewildered by her sudden change of tone. Not much time for what -- and why don't we?

He hesitated again, but then agreed. "Okay."

"You want the videos, correct?"

"Well, yes.  Look, like I said, I can't --"

"Shhh, shh, I know, I get it," she interrupted impatiently. "If you truly want them, they are yours after this weekend, I promise.  But tonight I'm going to give you what you really want.  Do you understand me?  You are going to need to trust me."

Andy stared at her, their faces just inches from one another, nodding slowly.

"I mean it. It may get intense, but if you cause a scene or interrupt in any way, then our deal is void, got it?" Jenna's tone alone was a clear warning.

Andy continued to nod slowly, though not quite understanding what exactly he was agreeing to.  Suddenly he heard loud voices from inside the house. He assumed Dean and his friends had moved their own party inside; they sounded drunk.

Jenna smiled slyly before getting to her feet and pulling a long silk scarf from a hanger.  "Good boy. But just to be sure..."

She walked around behind the chair and pulled Andy's arms behind him. He could feel her tying his wrists, and was surprised at just how tight she was able to cinch the scarf. When his hands were sufficiently restrained, she stood in front of him and slid the straps from her dress off her shoulders, working it down over her waist before kicking it into the closet behind his chair. 

The voices in the house continued, loud but not threatening. Andy was having a hard time focusing on anything other than Jenna, who was standing in front of him in just her black lacy bra and thong. He struggled to see as much detail as he'd have liked to; her body was mostly a silhouette from the faint light filtering through from the bedroom, but her figure was absolutely stunning to him all the same.

"What do you really want, Andy? Tell me." Her voice was husky and seductive as she ran one finger down the length of his chest before reaching his throbbing cock. "Tell me the truth. Tell me everything you want."

He swallowed hard, then let out a deep groan as he felt her hand wrap around his length and squeeze. "I... I want you," he stammered, barely able to form a coherent thought as her hand wrapped around him.

"I know you do, sweetie," she purred, pulling him into a deep, probing kiss that left him dizzy with desire. She broke the kiss just as abruptly, and Andy groaned, wanting desperately to taste her again. "And you can have me... if you tell me what else you want -- what you told your wife, what you want even more than me -- even if you feel confused by it.  Tell me, Andy.  If you're honest, then I promise you, you are going to get laid tonight."

Andy's heart thundered in his chest, but he knew exactly what she wanted to hear.  He didn't understand why it was important to her, but he decided to concede.

"I want to watch Abbie..." he whispered, "...with other men." Jenna's grip on his cock tightened slightly as she began to slowly stroke his shaft. Suddenly he heard the bedroom door swing open and hit the wall with a bang. He nearly fell out of his chair.

"OOOPS!" came a loud and clearly intoxicated female voice.

Andy strained to look through the narrow slits in the closet door as two intertwined bodies came into view and fell onto the bed just ten feet away.  He could see the man was naked, but couldn't tell what the woman was wearing, though he thought he could see a lot of bare skin under the faint light. His heart was racing as he tried to make sense of what was happening.

Finally the man's face came into view but much to Andy's confusion, it was not Dean. This man was bigger, more muscular like a weight-lifter. He watched the couple making out on the bed before the large man finally got onto all fours over the woman's thighs, stripped her panties down to her ankles, then threw them across the room. 

"You ready for me to make you cum?" the man asked confidently.

"Mmmm-hmmm," came the muffled whimper, and the man buried his face between her legs.

Andy couldn't believe what he was seeing, but his cock pulsed in Jenna's hand as he watched the couple on the bed. 

"Pretty hot, right?" Jenna breathed into Andy's ear.

Andy nodded, unable to take his eyes off of the scene playing out in front of them. He heard the woman's soft moans and gasps of pleasure muffled by the pillow as she reached out and grabbed a handful of the man's hair. Andy's cock throbbed painfully, and he felt Jenna's hand caress his shaft again just as the woman let out a louder, more satisfying groan that echoed throughout the room. 

Andy's body suddenly stiffened.

"Stay calm, sweetie," Jenna whispered reassuringly in his ear.

"Oh FUCK!" the woman on the bed wailed, "I'm -- I'm gonna cum, Chris! Don't stop, don't stop, please don't stop!"

Andy's eyes widened as he recognized his wife's voice, and he almost spilled Jenna from his lap as he instinctively tried to stand. 

Jenna quickly regained control, grabbing him tightly by the balls and pressing her cheek against his. "Ah, ah, ah," she hissed into his ear. "Sit down, sweetie. It's okay, just be calm."

Andy almost cried out from the sharp pain of her grip on his balls and he fell backwards into the chair.  As he stared dumbfounded through the cracks in the closet door, he heard his wife's orgasm reach a crescendo. The man's face was still between her legs as she screamed out in ecstasy.  He could see Abbie's back arch as she grabbed the man's head with both hands and thrust her hips upward.

Jenna eased her grip on Andy's balls and walked around behind him.  She leaned over his shoulder, her breasts pressing into his back. He could feel her breath against his ear. "Relax, Andy," she whispered.

He sighed, surrendering to her touch as she reached around and wrapped her hand around his cock once again. He couldn't take his eyes off of his wife and the stranger on the bed as Abbie's orgasm subsided. "Who -?" Andy began.

"Shhh," Jenna said softly into his ear. "You need to be very quiet Andy. That's Chris. He's a friend of Dean's. Your wife appears to have taken a liking to him, wouldn't you agree?" 

Andy swallowed hard as things continued to unfold in front of him. He watched as Chris got up onto his knees between Abbie's thighs.

"Is this what you want, Abbie?" Chris said as he shook his thick cock above her pussy.

"Oh fuck, yes," Abbie whimpered, wrapping her legs around him and trying to pull him into her.

Andy gripped the arms of the chair tightly as heard his wife begging for the stranger's cock.

"OH, GODDDDDDD," she wailed, flinging her head to the side and gripping the bed sheets.

Chris slowly eased his cock inside of her, as if sensing she wasn't accustomed to someone his size. He began to carefully glide in and out of her, and with each thrust, Andy heard his wife gasp.

From the corner of his eye, Andy saw movement from the doorway and watched in shock as a fully naked Dean walked to the other side of the bed and stood looking down at Abbie.

"Did you guys start without me?" he asked with a grin.

Andy expected his wife to pull the sheets over herself and yell for him to leave the room, embarrassed for his intrusion, but that's not what happened.

"Mmmm, you're just in time," she grunted as Chris bottomed out inside of her.

Andy's eyes widened and his heart thundered in his chest. He felt Jenna's grip on his cock tighten once again and he instinctively tried to push her hand away, but she held firm.

"Just watch, Andy," she whispered.

Dean crawled onto the bed, resting on his knees right next to Abbie's face, his impressive cock dangling inches from her lips as she raised her head up, her mouth open like a baby bird desperate to be fed. Dean took his cock into his hand and teased her with it, keeping it just out of her reach while grinning down at her.  Abbie groaned in frustration, and Andy felt almost embarrassed and humilated for her at how desperate she looked.

"Please," she pleaded.

Dean slowly dragged his glistening dick across her red lips, leaving streaks of precum in it's wake.  Abbie's moans became more desperate and he finally relented, carefully pushing the purple head into her open mouth.

Jenna readjusted her grip, increasing the pressure as she stroked Andy's cock in time with Dean's thrusts. His mind reeled with disbelief, unable to look away from the insatiable feeding frenzy between his wife and her lovers. The sight of her rabidly lapping and slurping at Dean's cock while Chris thrust his thighs against her, impaling her wetness over and over, was both horrifying and mesmerizing to him.

"Do you like that, Abbie?" Chris asked.

She nodded, not allowing Dean's cock to escape her hungry mouth.

"Is that bigger than you're used to?" he continued, looking directly at the closet door with a smile.

Andy felt an intense humiliation wash over him as he realized both men in the room were fully aware that he was cowering in the closet, doing nothing to stop them from using his wife as their personal slut.  He thought of calling out her name and demanding she stop, but her cries of pleasure, along with the sensations building inside of him, kept him frozen in place.

Jenna seemed to sense his inner conflict as she whispered in his ear. "This is what you want, isn't it, Andy? This is your fantasy: to watch your wife ravaged by other men while you watch like a perverted little cuck? It's okay, sweetie. You can admit it."

He wanted to argue, to deny it, but all that came out was a soft "Yes."



"Tell me," Chris said, taunting Andy more so than Abbie. "Tell me you like this big cock better than your husband's."

"I --- I love my husband," Abbie whimpered.

Chris stopped his thrusts abruptly and eased his cock from her pussy. 

"No, please!" Abbie pleaded.

"Say it.  Tell me the truth, Abbie.  Tell me which cock feels better inside you?"

Andy was ready to explode. He felt Jenna's strokes slow almost to a stop, her grip barely touching his sensitive dick, as if sensing he was near finishing.  His heart ached as he watched his wife's distressed expression mixed with clear desperation to have Chris slide back inside of her.  He knew already what her response would be and he tried to tune out everything around him, not wanting to hear the actual words from her mouth.

"Yours!" Abbie whined. "Your cock is so much bigger than Andy's.  Please, I need it.  Pleeeeease!" Her voice trembled with desperation as she tried to thrust her hips upward. "Chris, please... I can't..."

Chris eyed Dean with a playful smirk, then looked toward the closet doors once again before slamming his thick cock back into Abbie. She screamed, a sound somewhere between pleasure and pain, as Chris bottomed out once again.

Despite the sting of his wife's words, Andy's body betrayed him, his climax overcoming him and causing his body to spasm in the chair. Jenna stopped stroking altogether and tightened her grip on the base of his shaft, effectively ruining his orgasm. Andy tried to jerk his hips upward, desperate for any friction while Jenna's small, perfect hand overflowed with his hot cum.

Andy closed his eyes and arched his back as he felt Jenna's other hand clamp over his mouth, stifling the involuntary groans trying to escape. His head lolled back, and he felt a guttural growl rumbling up from deep down inside himself.  Jenna abruptly released his cock, causing a final torrent of his hot, sticky seed to fly out of him and onto the plush red carpet of her closet.

"Aww, see, Andy?" she whispered with a devious grin. "You do like this, don't you? Not just watching your wife get fucked, but the humiliation turns you on, doesn't it?"

Andy stared up at her, his eyes wild as his body still shook from the pleasure it had experienced.  He knew she didn't require an answer. There was no denying the sticky proof coating her hand and the carpet beneath them. He felt ashamed and embarrassed by the entire situation.

With his orgasm subsiding, he looked back with dread at the scene still playing out in the bedroom.  The thrill of watching the two men pleasure his wife was fading, now replaced with burning jealousy and anger for how disrespectfully they seemed to be treating her. He felt an urge to run from the closet and save her, though he knew all too well she didn't need saving.  In fact, he wasn't convinced she would stop even if he demanded her to.

Jenna walked around from behind his chair and straddled his lap. She leaned down to kiss him, placing her hands on either side of his face. Andy felt her tongue slip into his mouth, exploring gently and playfully.  She began to grind on top of him, rotating her hips in small circles, as their kiss deepened.

He wanted desperately to reach out and grab her, to pull her tighter against him, but his restraints wouldn't allow it. As she rolled her hips over him, he could feel himself start to grow hard again.  He felt overwhelmed by the emotions that coursed through him: a painful jealousy, but also a level of anger, though he wasn't sure where the latter was directed. He couldn't tell if he was angry at Abbie for cheating on him and humiliating him; his neighbors for gleefully playing puppet masters; or himself, twice over -- not only for allowing everything to have progressed so far, but for the intense arousal he'd felt at every betrayal and embarrassment he'd endured.

Andy heard Abbie and the men speaking, heard her say "YES!" to some question he didn't catch, but he didn't bother to look past Jenna. His face was buried between her perfect, full breasts. He felt her nipples harden against his cheeks, and he eagerly began to lick and suck, enjoying the taste of her sweat and perfume.

"Ahh, fuck, yes Andy," Jenna moaned, gently thrusting her hips forward. "Suck them like a good little cuckold pervert. Can you hear them? How much your slutty wife is enjoying getting fucked by my husband and his friend?"

Andy could hear his wife's breathy moans and grunts a few feet away; he practically felt the walls vibrating from the sound of their lovemaking.

"Yes," Abbie replied, her voice trembling. "Yes, please."

Jenna stood up and leaned over Andy, her tits mashing against his face, as she reached behind him and carefully untied his wrists. Andy immediately grabbed a handful of hair on the back of her head while his other hand reached down between them. He roughly shoved a finger inside of Jenna. The swell of anger and humiliation mixed with arousal made him desperate to regain some control. He felt her walls clench around him as she moaned in pleasure.

"Oh, fuck," she gasped, throwing her head back. "You want to fuck me now, don't you, Andy?"

"Yes," he hissed, fumbling to try to align his cock with Jenna's wet entrance.

"We're almost there, sweetie," she teased, pulling back. "But I have another treat for you first."

Andy groaned as he looked up at her, his eyes desperate and confused by her sudden change of heart.  He watched in shock as she carefully pushed one of the closet doors open.  Andy jumped up and almost stumbled backward over the chair as he tried to slink deeper into the closet.  The thought of Abbie discovering that he'd born witness to her latest bout of infidelity terrified him.

Jenna turned to him and put her finger to her lips, signalling him to be quiet as she motioned for him to come forward. Andy hesitated, trying to look past her as he heard Abbie's cries of pleasure ring louder than ever. Jenna took his hand and led him out of the closet and into the bedroom.

Andy stood in awe, taking in the sight before him.  His wife was on all fours on the bed, a blindfold now secured around her head. Dean was pumping his cock in and out of her pussy while Chris lay on his back, clearly enjoying Abbie's mouth around his cock, muffling her cries of pleasure.

Andy wondered just how much he'd missed while he'd been so focused on getting inside of Jenna.  He stood there with his mouth open, feeling nervous that he was physically in the same room as his wife, watching her fuck two men without her knowing he was there. Oddly, he felt guilty as if somehow he was now betraying her by being a voyeur to the evening.

Jenna slowly led him to stand next to Dean and Andy looked down, marvelling at the man's cock stretching his wife's walls.  It looked painful, but the sounds coming from Abbie told him it was anything but.

He finally broke out of his trance and looked up to see Dean grinning at him, never missing a beat as he continued to pound into his wife. Andy felt a surge of anger and considered taking a swing at him. Jenna placed her hands on Andy's shoulders and pressed him downward. He dropped to his knees, just inches away from where Dean's cock was disappearing and reappearing inside his wife. He could hear the wet, squelching sounds, punctuated by Dean's balls slapping against Abbie's ass. The smell of their combined sex sent his arousal into overdrive.  He felt mesmerized, unable to look away.

Jenna reached down and slowly pushed Dean back, eliciting a loud moan of disappointment from Abbie as his cock slid out of her completely. Andy watched in awe at the long strand of sticky wetness stretching from the man's glistening cock to his wife's gaping pussy.  It looked painfully red and swollen, and it was clenching repeatedly, desperate to have him back inside.

As Dean stepped aside, Jenna kneeled next to Andy and put her hand on the back of his head, guiding him forward. His heart raced as he felt his lips make contact with his wife's sex. He tentatively flicked his tongue along the slick folds before swirling it around her clit.

Abbie gasped in surprise as the sensation registered.  She tasted noticeably different from what Andy was used to -- a mix of her own juices and the musk of the two men who had already used her tonight. He felt her legs tremble as he continued to lick and probe her slit.  She was soaked, her arousal dripping down over his cheeks and chin. He savored the taste, feeling a surge of primal excitement as he recalled her taking both Chris and Dean's cocks with an enthusiasm she had never shown him. 

"Oh fuck, that feels good, Dean!" Abbie whimpered. "Please, don't stop."

Jenna reached down and ran her fingers through Andy's hair before pushing him even closer, mashing his face harder into his wife's pussy, making it difficult for him to breathe. He couldn't get enough of it, lapping up every bit of moisture that dripped from her, wondering how much of it was hers and how much was from the two men who'd been inside her.  He slowed suddenly, trying to recall if he'd heard either of them orgasm yet, possibly inside his wife's pussy. He was pretty sure they hadn't but still he felt incredibly degraded by what he was doing, as he sensed Dean, Jenna, and Chris all watching him in amusement. From the corner of his eye he saw Dean motioning to his friend, then heard Chris sliding from the bed.

"I need to grab some water," he said. "I'll be back." From the corner of his eye Andy watched him step away from the bed and quietly sit down in one of the chairs in the corner of the room.

Andy paused, confused at what was happening, before Jenna pulled him to his feet.  He watched Dean re-take his stance behind Abbie, rubbing the head of his cock up and down her folds.  As he squeezed it, Andy could see a generous glob of precum ooze from the tip, trailing down her slit and onto her clit.  He felt his stomach turn, wondering just how much of it Dean had already spent inside of her and Andy had consequently ingested.

Jenna led Andy around the bed and carefully pushed him onto his back in almost the same spot Chris had just vacated. Andy slid into place nervously, his cock dancing just inches in front of his wife's face. Oh god, what if she removes the blindfold, he thought.

"Mmmmm, that was quick," Abbie moaned, opening her mouth wide, eager for Chris' cock once again.

Just as Abbie began to reach out to grasp his shaft, Dean reached forward and took both of Abbie's wrists into his strong hands, stretching them back, making her back arch and tits press forward. She moaned loudly, but pushed her head forward, her mouth practically salivating for the return of Chris' cock.

Her tongue finally found its target and she wrapped her mouth around Andy's length, swirling her warm tongue around the head. Andy shut his eyes and put his hand to his mouth, trying to suppress the groan of pleasure that washed over him.  He looked down and saw his wife's mouth take him in hungrily, skillfully bobbing her head back and forth before suddenly pausing. She let it fall from her mouth, her body tensing. Andy held his breath.

"Did --- did you cum already?" Abbie asked, her voice unable to conceal a mix of confusion and disappointment.

Andy didn't say a word.

"Sorry, I just mean it seems... small," she said. "I mean, smaller than it was."

Andy looked frantically from his wife to the others in the room.  Chris buried his face into his bicep, trying not to laugh out loud.  Jenna looked at her husband with a big grin on her face before turning to Andy, her eyes filled with what could only be described as pity.  For everything that had happened up to that point, nothing compared with the embarrassment and humiliation Andy felt right then. He felt utterly emasculated by his wife's comment regarding his size and the reaction of the others in the room at his expense.

The word 'small' kept echoing in his mind, taunting him.  He felt his cheeks burning, and his eyes watered slightly as he tried to look away from Jenna's piteous gaze. As if to ease his discomfort, she reached forward and grabbed a handful of Abbie's hair, forcing her mouth back down over Andy's cock.  She seemed to accept that fate as Dean began to pound even harder into her from behind.

Andy watched, feeling his wife's throat tighten over the head of his cock as she barely gagged. Her nose pressed against his stomach, clearly having no problem accommodating all of him.

"MMM - MMM - MMMMM --!!" Abbie suddenly let his cock fall from her mouth. "Oh fuck!  Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!"

Andy watched the contorted look on his wife's face just inches in front of him as she came, shuddering violently for almost a full minute. He felt his own sensitive cock tingle as her lips wrapped around him once more, clumsily sucking him off as she rode out her own orgasm.

Seconds later, Dean grunted loudly. "Unh, here it comes, where do you want it, Abbie?"

Abbie never hesitated. "Inside.  Cum inside me, PLEASE!"

With that,  Dean thrust forward a final, powerful stroke, emptying himself deep inside of her.  Abbie let Andy's cock fall from her mouth once again as she threw her head back and shrieked with pleasure.  Dean yanked her arms back further, pulling her upright, her back mashing against his chest and her breasts thrusting forward.

Andy looked between his wife's legs and saw Dean's cock slide out of her, the thick, veiny length glistening with their mixed juices.  A trail of thick, white cum slipped from her folds and ran down her inner thigh.

Abbie turned her head around and she and Dean began to kiss while he reached both hands around her torso and kneaded her breasts roughly.  Somehow it was that sight -- Andy's wife looking thoroughly used and satisfied, hungrily making out with his neighbor -- that pushed the cuckolded husband over the edge yet again. He let out a muffled moan, like a wounded animal, as his release surged through him, firing the first strand of cum up onto his chest.  He reached down and took his cock into his own hand, pumping it furiously as he watched Abbie and Dean continue to kiss.  With a final shudder, he looked down to see his stomach covered in his own spunk. Sweat trickled down his face as he slumped backwards with a sigh. His body relaxed as the last of his orgasm subsided. Jenna took his hand and guided him off the bed.  As they moved toward the bedroom door, he looked back to see Abbie turn and wrap herself around Dean as they continued their passionate kiss.

Andy felt his heart sink.  That intimate act -- the very thing that had sent him over the edge into a mind blowing orgasm just seconds ago -- now seemed heartbreaking.  He let Jenna lead him across the hallway to the guest bedroom, closing their door behind them, though he noted she had not closed the door to the master bedroom. He fell into the guest bed feeling overwhelmed and exhausted.  Jenna climbed in next to him, draping her arm and leg over his body.  They lay naked, the cool air beginning to dry the cum still splattered across Andy's torso.

Jenna traced her fingers up and down his chest, circling each nipple slowly as they both caught their breath in silence. "How was that for you?" she finally asked.

"I -- I don't know," Andy said quietly, still staring up at the ceiling. "Humiliating."

Jenna lifted her head and teased her tongue across his lips, before planting a soft kiss. "But you liked it, didn't you?"

He didn't know how to answer.  He felt defeated, resigning himself to the fact that he had in fact liked it --  every little aspect of it, no matter how painful and humiliating.  He swallowed hard but stayed silent until Jenna finally laid her head back onto his chest and they both slipped into a deep sleep.

------

Hours later, Andy awoke with a start, disoriented and confused for a moment before remembering where he was and the circumstances that had led to him waking up in an unfamiliar bed. He could hear loud voices from outside the room, and soon recognized them as cries of pleasure.  He rubbed his eyes as the crazy events from just hours ago came rushing back to him. He knew the noises that had awoken him were coming from his wife across the hall. A wakeup call from Abbie, courtesy of Dean -- or Chris -- or both of them. His heart and stomach full of dread, he released a shuddering sigh

He felt something graze his inner thigh and pulled back the thin cotton sheet that covered him. Jenna was stretched out across his lower legs, her tousled dark hair hanging just over his cock.  She looked up at him with a sultry smile. "Good morning, sleepyhead."

Andy's body tensed as he watched her take him into her mouth, her eyes locked on his. "Oh, FUCK!"

She continued, taking his morning wood deeper into her throat, softly massaging his balls with her hand.

"Oh shit, yes, yes just like that," Andy urged her, his hips bucking involuntarily as he reached down and tangled his fingers in her hair.

Jenna moaned around his cock, the sound muffled as she continued to pleasure him with her mouth.

The sounds from across the hall grew louder, and Andy couldn't help but imagine Abbie taking Chris' huge cock once again. He wondered how many times she'd been fucked through the night. The thought of it only made him harder, and Jenna seemed to sense it. She took him even deeper, her nose pressed up against his stomach as he felt her throat tease the head of his cock.

Andy couldn't take it anymore. He pulled Jenna's head off him, forcing her to look up at him. "Wait! Hold on! You're going to make me cum!"

Jenna grinned up at him. "Well, that's not going to work for me. Not yet, anyhow." She crawled out from under the bedsheet, her hard nipples grazing lazily against Andy's chest before straddling his hips. She leaned forward and kissed him passionately, cupping the back of his head with one hand while reaching down between them with the other.  Andy felt her skilled fingers wrap around his member, sending waves of pleasure coursing through him, each stroke drawing him closer to the edge.

He broke the kiss and looked down to watch the heavenly view, her thumb sweeping over the tip as she continued to work her magic.  Then she began to rub his purple head up and down the length of her slick pussy, teasing him with her wetness. "Oh god," he whispered. 

"Did you have fun last night, Andy?" Jenna asked, her voice as husky and sexy as he'd ever heard it. 

He loved Abbie more than anything in the world, but he thought if he woke up to Jenna's sultry voice paired with her equally sexy tattooed body every morning, he would be the happiest man alive.  God how he envied -- and hated -- Dean.

Jenna aligned him between her legs and slowly eased herself down over his cock.

"Ohhhh, Fuck!!" he yelled out, too lost in the sensation to worry about anyone hearing them.

"I told you you'd get to fuck me, sweetie," she said, looking down on him as she ever-so-slowly began to rock back and forth. "You were such a good boy -- followed all of my instructions --  and just like I promised, here you are with your cute little penis buried inside of me."

Andy was so caught up in how good she felt that he didn't even care about the obvious jab about his size.  He remembered how he'd reacted to the humiliation last night, particularly when his own wife had unknowingly called him small in comparison to Chris and Dean.  It had hurt, but it had also sparked something in him he couldn't explain --  just as it was doing again that morning. He grabbed Jenna by the hips and tried to thrust up and into her faster, but she wouldn't allow it.

"Slowly," she said, pressing a hand against his chest. "You're going to make ME cum first, understood?"

Andy nodded quickly, but couldn't imagine that he would be able to hold out long enough for her to cum.



"In fact, if you cum too quickly without satisfying me," she continued with a devious smile, "Then I may get REALLY loud,  and that might attract a crowd to come running.  How do you think Abbie would react if she saw you right now, Andy?"

Andy's hands roamed up from Jenna's hips to her full breasts, cupping their softness in his hands. His thumbs circled over her nipples, feeling them harden under his fingertips. "I don't know," he said breathlessly, trying to hold back his urge to cum. 

Jenna smirked at him. "Oh, I think you have a pretty good idea.  Let's just say I don't think she would have quite the same horny reaction as you have to watching her with someone else, would you agree?"

Andy nodded once again as he desperately tried to think of anything to distract him from cumming too soon:  sports, his to-do list, some of the very unattractive women at work, and even other men.  That last idea, however, triggered thoughts of Dean, whom he imagined might be causing Abbie's eyes to roll back into her head at that very moment.  He remembered being on his knees the previous night, inches away from Dean's impressive cock stretching his wife's pussy;  the intoxicating smell of not just her sex, but Dean's as well; and how his cocky neighbor had watched precum seep from his cock into and onto his wife's pussy before Andy had eagerly licked and sucked as much of their sticky mess up that he could.

He suddenly felt like he was on the edge of exploding and gripped Jenna's hips firmly, holding her in place as he tried to regain control.

"Ah, ah, ah," she teased. "Remember, not yet."

They both remained still for at least a full minute, which only forced Andy to focus more on the sounds coming from across the hallway. Never mind merely hearing them; he could practically feel them echoing throughout the house.

"Oh god, Chris, don't stop!" he heard his wife cry out.

"That's it, Abbie," Chris's voice boomed. "You want me to stretch you out for your little husband? Stretch you so you can't even feel his little cock?"

Andy hoped his wife might avoid responding or perhaps even defend him, but once again, she responded with what Andy knew was complete honesty and sincerity.

"Oh fuck, yes," she wailed, "stretch me out so good, yes, just like that.  Give me that big cock, baby."

"Oh god, here it comes," Chris shouted. "Get on your knees.  That's it, open your mouth."

Andy's imagination whirled, picturing his wife on her knees, her long, blonde hair cascading down her shoulders and over her breasts, and her lush mouth open wide to receive Chris' thick load.  He could almost hear her swallowing -- gulping it down like a woman starved -- and he imagined the smug look on Chris' face as he watched the cheating wife take every drop. His cock throbbed inside Jenna, and he realized she had begun to glide ever so slowly once again.

"Be careful, Andy," she warned teasingly. "Remember, you need to make me cum. Don't be selfish, or there will be consequences."

"Please," he pleaded.

"Okay," she said, leaning down and giving him a quick kiss on the lips, "How about I give you a minute to gather yourself.  I'll be right back." With that, she carefully let him slip out of her and left the bedroom, not bothering to close the door. 

Andy remembered that they'd left the master bedroom door open just across the hallway and turned to see if there was any way Abbie might discover him.  He let out a sigh of relief realizing the two doors were not exactly aligned.  There was no risk of her seeing him unless she came out of the bedroom, which didn't sound like it was happening anytime too soon. With both doors open, the voices from across the hall were crystal clear.

"That's it," he heard Chris say. "Lick it clean."

Andy imagined Abbie's lips wrapped around Chris' cock, her tongue lapping up every last drop of him.  His breath hitched as he heard his wife moan in pleasure.

"Mmmmmm, yummy," she said, then giggled.

Just then, Jenna returned, finding Andy with his cock in his hand, slowly stroking himself to the sounds coming from the master bedroom. "Hmmm, looks like you're enjoying hearing your wife being a slut again," she said with a smile, pushing the door closed and placing something onto the nightstand. She crawled over top of him, placing her hands on either side of his face and staring into his eyes. "Such a dirty pervert, aren't you?"

Andy smiled sheepishly.

"That's good," she whispered.  "I like that you're a dirty pervert." She reached down to take him into her hand.  Once again, she aligned his head to her entrance and slowly sank down on top of him.

"Oh, FUCK," Andy grunted as Jenna's walls enveloped around him. 

As if reading his mind, she said, "That's right, sweetie, you want me to ride your little cock?"

Andy looked into her eyes and nodded.

"Good boy," she whispered, continuing to glide up and down his shaft. "I'm getting closer,"

Once again he found himself trying to distract himself with a flurry of unrelated thoughts, knowing he was on the very edge of exploding himself.  He tried willing her to cum quickly, before he lost control and disappointed her. He suspected that it would be his one and only chance to fuck Jenna, and he cringed at the thought of it being so brief.

As if sensing his distress, Jenna stopped moving, and Andy sighed with relief.

"How about I light a cigarette and give you a moment?" Jenna said, leaning toward the nightstand. She grabbed a pack of cigarettes and a lighter, took one out, and placed it between her lips.  She lit it and inhaled deeply, her chest rising and falling with each breath before exhaling a cloud of smoke above them. Andy let out a loud groan. This was almost certainly going to make him cum quicker, not slower.

"You like watching me smoke, sweetie?" She smiled at him, taking a long drag, and leaning down to kiss him again.  The taste of smoke mingled with her sweet, warm mouth, and it made Andy moan as a rush of pleasure coursed through him.

"Oh, fuck," he whispered into her mouth, gripping her hips as she began to move against him again.

"Wait!" he said, feeling himself racing toward the edge.

Jenna's lips curved into a knowing smile. "You like that, huh?"

"Yes, oh fuck yes, but you've gotta stop! You're going to make me cum!" Andy gasped as she increased the tempo, grinding down on him while making circles with her hips.

Jenna smiled and slowly shook her head as she took another drag of her cigarette, her eyes locked on his. Andy watched her cheeks hollow before sharply inhaling. "Are you going to cum from watching me smoke, Andy?" she asked. "You're such a dirty boy." The smoke swirled around her lips with each word. She pursed them to the side and slowly exhaled the remaining smoke in a thin, gray trail.

"Oh god," Andy whimpered as his hips bucked upward and he erupted like a volcano inside of her.  His thrusts were erratic and uncontrolled as the intensity of his orgasm coursed through his entire body.

Jenna calmly looked down on him, motionless other than taking another long drag, as his body convulsed repeatedly beneath her.

When his orgasm eventually subsided, he looked up at her in terror. "Jenna, I'm sorry, I couldn't help it," he pleaded, "Please, don't say anything, don't yell. Abbie can't know!"

"But Andy, you were supposed to make me cum," she said with a feigned pout. "I thought you wanted to please me?"

"I do! he stammered, glancing toward the door. "I will, I'll make you cum, I promise! Just... Abbie can't find us like this, please."

Jenna looked down on him with a sly smile. "So you're still going to make me cum?" she asked a little too loudly, taking another slow pull from her cigarette.

"Shhh!"  he hissed/ Yes!" He glanced toward the open door once again.  "I just need to --"

Jenna didn't give him a chance to finish his sentence. "Good boy. You keep surprising me at just how dirty you are, sweetie." She crawled up his body until her thighs straddled his face.  Andy looked up at her pussy, just inches in front of him. He could see the wetness glistening between her plump red lips and he swallowed hard.

"Wait, I -- " he began, but Jenna cut him off once again.

"Don't talk," she said too loudly. "Just lick." Her thighs quivered as she lowered herself onto his tongue.

Andy cringed before cautiously flicking the tip of his tongue against her clit, eliciting a soft groan from his neighbor. He circled the sensitive bud, careful to avoid her folds, as he watched the first small dollop of his cum escape her pussy and slide slowly down toward her ass.

"Ah, ah, ah," she said.  "Lick -- all of it.  You made a mess and now you're going to make me cum...  or else."

Andy looked up and past Jenna's large breasts and saw her looking down at him, one hand gripping the headboard, the other held out to her side, the cigarette still burning between her fingers. He began to lick, cautiously running his tongue along the length of her outer lips before daring to dip it inside of her.  Jenna let out a loud groan of approval. Andy looked back up at her just as she took another drag from her cigarette, blew the smoke down in his direction, then discarded it into the ashtray beside them.

The visual of her smoking while she trapped his face beneath her cum-filled pussy triggered something in Andy.  He felt a rush of exhilaration and arousal unlike anything he had ever felt before. He put his hands on her hips, gripping her tightly, and began licking in earnest, his tongue probing deeper into her wetness. He felt her hands tangle in his hair, pulling him in even deeper as she moaned loudly. "God damn it, Andy!" she exclaimed. "You're fucking good at that. You're going to make me cum."

He continued his oral assault on her, wanting to please her more than he'd ever wanted to please anyone. He cringed at the taste and texture of his own cum, but tried to put it out of his head, focusing on the sounds coming from the woman above him.  As he pushed his tongue deeper, he felt the first glob of it fall into his mouth and he instinctively tried to pull his head away but Jenna held him tightly in place. He could feel the gooey texture coat his tongue and he swallowed hard, trying to rid it from his mouth.  As he continued to lick between Jenna's folds, she reached down and began to roll her finger in circles around her clit.  That seemed to open the flood gates; Andy felt an even bigger rush of salty goo spill into his mouth.  Once again, he tried to swallow it quickly to avoid the taste, and almost gagged as it slid down his throat.

Before long, he figured he must have cleaned most of it out, as his own thick, salty taste had been mostly replaced with Jenna's sweet tang. He alternated from darting his tongue around her clit to plunging it between her folds as he reached down to confirm what he already knew:  he was once again as hard as a rock.

"Oh God, don't stop," Jenna whimpered. "FUCK!"

Her hips clenched, and suddenly Andy felt her thighs vibrating, along with a sudden gush of wetness falling onto his chin and neck, as she twitched and ground against his mouth even harder. The sweet taste of her exploded in his mouth, and he moaned in spite of himself, swallowing greedily as her thighs tensed.

"Shit! Shit! Shit!" she kept repeating as she rode out her orgasm. "Oh yeah, Andy! That's it! Yes!"

Moment later, she lifted herself from his face and shuffled down until she was straddling his hips once again. "Fuck, you're good at that," she said breathlessly. She gripped his cock, positioning it at her entrance before inching down over him with a low moan.

"Yes," he gasped, reaching up to cup her breasts. "Oh god, yes."

Jenna began to bounce up and down on him wildly, her moans becoming louder and more urgent with each thrust.  "Fuck yes, Andy. That's it. Give me all of that little cock."

Andy grabbed fistfuls of her ass, helping to guide her movements as he watched in awe at her breasts bouncing recklessly with each thrust. 

"You like that, baby?" she asked, panting in time with her thrusts. "Is this what you've been waiting for?"

"Yes," he managed, hypnotized by the swaying globes over his face.

Jenna leaned back, bracing herself with one hand on his upper thigh while the other roamed down to stroke her clit in time with her thrusts. He watched her fingers glide over her sensitive skin, circling her swollen nub faster and faster.

"Oh god," she moaned, "you're making me cum again. I'm gonna cum so hard... Oh, fuck..."

Andy looked up at her, mesmerized by the way her face screwed up in pleasure as her second orgasm tore through her.  Her lust-filled gaze sent shivers down his spine, fuelling his desire to please her. When it finally subsided, she smiled at Andy in a way that made him feel sheer pride at how satisfied she looked. "That felt good," she said, her voice hoarse.  "Do you want me to make you cum again, Andy?"

"Oh fuck, yes. Please!"

"Well, since I know it turns you on... " she leaned to the side and pulled another cigarette from the package, quickly lighting it and taking a slow, purposeful drag. The smoke eased lazily from her lips as she looked down on him, knowing full well how much it turned him on. By her second drag, he was ready to explode once again.

"Cum for me, Andy."

Andy nodded vigorously, feeling like his entire body was tingling with electricity. 

"Do it, sweetie.  Fill my pussy up with your cum again."

Flashes of light exploded in front of his eyes as his orgasm took over. The euphoria lasted for more than a minute before Andy's body finally stopped spasming.

Jenna sat up and looked down at him with a grin.  "Sorry, no cleanup this time," she said, taking another drag from her cigarette before putting it out in the ashtray and exhaling to the side. "But I have a feeling you'll get to do it again."

Andy said nothing, enjoying his post-orgasmic haze and still trying to catch his breath. Jenna climbed off him, her body slick with sweat. "Grab your clothes. I will drive you to pick up your car."

----------

An hour later, Andy pulled his car into his driveway and shut off the ignition.  He sat for a full minute before finally getting out and trudging up his walkway, his unopened suitcase in tow.

He opened the door, and somehow their house sounded quieter to him than he had ever remembered.  Seeing no sign of Abbie, he slowly climbed the stairs. He expected to find her sleeping after her busy night of debauchery, but when he reached the threshold of their bedroom, he found it empty, with only the master bathroom light still on. He put his suitcase down and quickly stripped out of his clothes, getting into the shower to wash away any lingering scent of Jenna.

Once out of the shower, he dried off and crawled into their bed.  He laid staring at the ceiling as intense feelings of loneliness swept over him while he imagined his wife sleeping in the arms of another man in the house next door. He wished desperately she was home and next to him in their bed.  Minutes later, his wish was granted, as he heard the front door close and Abbie begin to climb the stairs.

"What -- what are you doing here?" she asked, stunned to find him there.

She looked disheveled and tired.  Her dress was on, but she held her bra in her hand. Her hair looked like she'd just woken up and her makeup was a mess.  Even if Andy hadn't known already, it would have been hard to imagine that she'd not just been fucked for hours on end.

He smiled at her, his cock growing quickly beneath the sheets as he assessed his wife's appearance. "The conference ended early, so... here I am."

"I just -- I thought you wouldn't be back until tomorrow?" she said, almost whispering as she pushed the door shut behind her but remained far from the bed. "You didn't text me."

"I wanted to surprise you," he replied, as he reached for her to come closer.  

Abbie hesitated before taking a few cautious steps toward the bed.  Andy grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the bed next to him.

"Oh!" she gasped, falling next to him.  "Andy, I really should shower."

Andy didn't respond. He leaned in close to kiss her, but she turned her head.

"I have to clean up first," she said, her voice unsteady. "I was... out with friends and I feel sweaty.  How about I --"

Andy didn't let her finish. He took her face in his hand and held it there as he leaned in and pressed his lips against hers.  He could feel her body tense and her lips resist as he tried to work his tongue inside of her mouth.

"Mm... Maybe just brush my teeth," she pleaded, but Andy wouldn't be denied, and soon his wife stopped resisting and accepted his deep, penetrating kiss.

As their tongues danced around each other's mouths, Andy's mind flashed back to what he'd heard unfold earlier that morning, ending in Chris presumably filling her mouth with his cum.  He continued to probe with his tongue, and there was no mistaking the salty taste that remained. He reached down and cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples through the sheer material of her dress.

He broke the kiss and looked at her closely, taking her in. Her eyes looked fearful and uncertain, and yet, Andy thought she looked sexier than he'd ever seen her look.

"What's wrong?" he asked before lightly brushing his lips against hers.

"It's just... don't you think I should clean up?  Then we can have sex, okay, baby?"

Andy recognized the strong smell of cum on her breath and wondered if Chris had been the only one to finish inside her mouth. He kissed her again, even more passionately than before, as he moved to unzip her dress. She let him do it, not resisting, but he could feel the tension in her body.

"Oh," she said as the zipper went down, and she looked at him nervously while trying to cover her bare skin with her arms.

"You're so beautiful," Andy said as he pulled the dress down, revealing her nudity. He sensed her struggling to come up with an explanation for her lack of underwear, but Andy didn't flinch. He could see red bite marks on both her neck and her right breast, and both breasts were spattered with what he assumed was dried cum.  As his eyes wandered lower, he was taken aback by the state of her pussy.  It was swollen, puffy, and slick with a slimy wetness. 

Like upon her breasts, Andy could see multiple areas of dried cum on her inner thighs and her abdomen.  A white glob oozed slowly from her folds. He gazed up at his wife, who appeared absolutely mortified.  He saw her eyes water and her mouth open to say something, but no words came out.  Andy said nothing.  Instead, he eased his way down the bed until his face was just inches from her sex.

"Oh god!" Abbie exclaimed, quickly grabbing his head in her hands. "No, baby -- not until I shower."

But Andy kept going. He continued to lean in and gently kiss her puffy folds.  Abbie tried again to pull him from her, but then she cried out in either shock or pleasure as he thrust his tongue deep inside of her.

"Oh Fuck!" she shouted. "Oh fuck, no no no, baby, you can't --! You don't want to..."

Surrendering to his determination, Abbie stopped resisting, letting go of his head, her hands moving to grip the sheets on the bed intead. Her body writhed as Andy feasted on her pussy.  There was no question in his mind as to what he was tasting -- no more wondering if either or both of the men had cum inside of her.  The sheer volume of it leaking from her paired with the pungent taste and musky scent they'd left was undeniable.

Andy pulled his face away just long enough to watch a stream of gooey semen slip from his wife's swollen lips. He reached up with both hands, grasping her inner thighs and plying them apart, further exposing her freshly-fucked pussy to him.

Abbie shuddered and let out a breathy gasp as Andy started to lick, suck, and kiss her sex once more. He didn't relent or hold back, swirling his tongue over her clit and delving into her sticky, sodden slit. He lapped up all the juices and cum that he could find, trying to ignore the foreign taste, feeling his own cock grow harder with every passing moment.



As he continued to pleasure her, he reached up to play with her nipples, gently twisting and pulling them. Abbie squirmed and moaned beneath him, completely overcome with pleasure. He felt his confidence begin to return; he felt he was reclaiming her by proving that he, too, could satisfy her sexual appetite in some way. She grabbed both sides of his head and pulled him up to meet her lips, kissing him deeply, tasting herself and her lovers on his lips and tongue.

Andy loved it, allowing her to explore his mouth with her own, enjoying her sudden ferocity. Her hand reached down and wrapped around his rigid cock, giving it a few experimental pumps.  Without breaking eye contact, she guided him to her entrance and Andy thrust forward, sinking himself deep inside her. He paused only for a moment, enjoying the familiar feel of his wife's pussy envelop him. He contemplated if she felt looser than usual and as he felt the cum from her lovers still coating her walls, a strange possessiveness overtook him.

"Oh fuck, baby," she groaned, "be careful.  I'm really -- I'm just a bit sore."

He looked down at her and remembered watching her from the bedroom closet; how she'd been so lost in pleasure -- nothing like how he'd ever seen her. She didn't ask her lovers to go easy on her and it somehow angered him that she asked it of him.

Andy got to his knees and settled between his wife's thighs.  Grasping her ankles, he lifted her legs above and in front of him, and slowly eased his cock from her until just the tip remained at her entrance.

He looked at her and saw a mix of fear and uncertainty.

"Baby, be gentle, I'm --"

Andy thrust his hips forward, burying himself deep inside his wife.

"OOOHHH, FUCKKKKK!" she screamed.

He pulled back and slammed into her once again, and yet again heard her cry out.  Andy began to pick up the pace, and soon he was pounding his wife's pussy in a primal frenzy. She bounced on the bed, her tits jiggling and swaying in rhythm to his thrusts. He saw her face contort from the painful pleasure as her cries echoed through their bedroom.

In just moments, something happened that had never happened between the two of them for their entire marriage: Abbie had an orgasm from Andy fucking her.  She'd orgasmed before when they'd made love, but never solely from Andy's cock. She'd always needed the help of one of her trusty vibrators.  Andy had never said anything, but had always felt ashamed that he wasn't able to make her cum, and that shame had grown exponentially since he'd watched both Dean and Chris seem to be able to make her cum at will.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh don't stop, I'm -- going -- to CUM!" Her back arched and her entire body began to spasm beneath him.

Andy felt her pussy contracting in waves around his shaft as he continued to thrust in and out of her. He could feel his own orgasm building, the sheer intensity of Abbie's release bringing him to the brink.

She continued to wail, her head swinging from side to side. "Oh shit!  Fuck, baby, yes, yesssss, yessss!"

Andy exploded, the image of his wife in such an utter state of ecstasy, along with her deafening sounds of pleasure, sending him crashing over the edge. "Oh fuck, here it comes!" he warned.

"Yes, baby!" she whimpered. "Yes, cum in me! I need more!"

He buried himself deep inside of her and held firmly as he erupted, imagining his hot load mixing with the residue of the other men inside of her. He groaned as he emptied his seed deep in her pussy, the feeling of his climax so intense that he literally saw stars.

When he was finally finished, they locked eyes, neither saying a word, both of them struggling to catch their breath.  Andy finally pulled out and flopped onto the bed next to her, completely spent.  They lay like that for several minutes before he heard his wife's breathing settle into what he knew was sleep.

God, where do we go from here? he wondered.

The last twenty-four hours had been more intense than he could have ever imagined, but with it came a lot of jealousy and humiliation. Was it something he wanted to explore again? Would he and Abbie discuss the state she'd been in and that she'd obviously been fucked by another man or should he just go on pretending he was oblivious? He couldn't think straight, it was too much to think about in this frame of mind. He was utterly exhausted, not just from last night but from the weeks of uncertainty and confusion and torture.

He was startled by the chime of his phone and quickly leaned over to check for messages.

-- Hey.  Hope you had as much fun as I did. Who am I kidding, you CLEARLY had as much fun as I did! LOL!  Anyhow, as promised, I wiped all videos from our computer and have a thumb drive here for you with everything on it. I guess you could throw it away or destroy it, but... I have a feeling that won't happen. You know you'll want to watch them over and over again. Anyhow, you can pick it up anytime. And... just wanted you to know I enjoyed last night.  You're a great lover, Andy.  Bye for now. Jenna

Andy felt overwhelmed with emotion, mostly relief.  For whatever reason, he believed Jenna when she said that the thumb drive would be the only copy remaining. He wagered she was right about the rest of it, too: that he wouldn't be able to resist watching the videos that were on it. Probably multiple times.

He finally let sleep overtake him, feeling as content and relaxed as he'd felt in weeks.
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