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Megan’s Cheating Neighbor is a Sweet Treat
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One of the few perks of owning my own online business meant that I got to take time off when I wanted it. While I never spent an entire day doing nothing, I did have the tendency of being lenient with when I needed to start working. Unless I had a meeting scheduled, I was free to start work at one in the morning, or six in the afternoon.

I cherished that freedom. The other freedom I got to enjoy was not having to answer to anyone but myself when things came up that pulled me away from work.

As soon as I got out of the shower, I heard a knock on my door. With nothing but a towel on to cover my breasts and my cock, I nervously approached the door and glanced out of the peephole. Anna stood there, patiently waiting with a small wicker basket filled with fruits and desserts.

Her baby blue eyes were as inviting as could be. But that wasn’t quite what held my attention. The tight white tank top she wore and silky pink shorts were a little too revealing for this to be just a casual visit.

That might just be my perverse mind hoping for the best. After two months of not having someone in my bed, I was ready to fantasize about damn near anything. I’d been living here for almost two years now, since my business finally started taking off. Never once had my neighbors come over to just talk to me, so I could only assume something was up.

I cracked open the door and peeked out at her, “I just got out of the shower. The living room is off to your right if you don’t mind waiting for me to change.”

“Of course not, Ms. Miller,” she called out. Her sweet tone started waking my cock from its slumber. One of the downsides to running my own business was that I didn’t really get out all that much. At the nice age of thirty-eight, I still had a rampant sex drive that my poor toys couldn’t satiate.

I quickly turned away and headed into my room to put some real clothes on. If I was going to get hard, I could at least try to hide that from her.

Anna was my neighbor’s wife. George was a good man, but I didn’t quite know him all that well. He invited me over once or twice and I did go, even though I felt guilty for my reasons for being there. Seeing his wife dressed up in that cheerleader outfit while we watched football was a memory that would live on in my mind until I died.

After I pulled on some shorts and a long t-shirt that fell to my mid-thigh, I walked back into the living room and called out, “Want something to drink?”

“Please and thank you,” she said.

“Soda, water, tea, milk, or something else?” I asked.

Anna paused for a moment and giggled, “Milk please, Ms. Miller.”

I stepped into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water for myself and poured her a glass of milk. While I didn’t think she was too strange, most people didn’t ask for milk as a beverage around here. Then again, maybe I just didn’t know that many people. Either way, I stepped back into the living room and sat beside her on my sofa, “So what do I owe the pleasure of having you here?”

“I was getting a little lonely at home. George is back on the road. I hate his trucking job so much, but it pays the bills,” she said. Anna leaned forward and the silky shorts she had on pulled down enough for me to see the top of her panties. She grabbed the basket and leaned back up, just as I was trying to make out if the designs on those panties were cherries or roses.

“I brought some treats over, I was hoping you would share them with me?” she asked. Her damn voice was so innocent and sweet, but all I could think about was what she was even doing over here. She had to have seen me gawking at her a time or two and the little waif was only twenty. There was no real reason for her to be here. Maybe she really did cherish the companionship, but I figured that something was up. Maybe they needed money from me and George was too prideful to ask directly?

My lips curled into a smile and I nodded, “That sounds great. I haven’t had anything sweet in a while. I just pass it right by in the store without thinking about it, then I bitch at myself for not getting something once I’m home.”

“Mm, well Ms. Miller—”

“Megan, sweetie. You don’t have to be so polite,” I said.

She smiled, “Yes, ma’am. So, Megan, did you have anything planned for the day?”

I shook my head and took the strawberry she offered me and bit into it. The sweet rush of juices filled my mouth and I couldn’t help but wish those juices were from her instead. As fucked up as it was, I didn’t care that she was married. Her sexy ass was in my house and her husband wasn’t around, if the little thing didn’t leave soon, I’d probably end up doing something stupid.

“I don’t have anything planned, but I will have to get some work done eventually. It can wait though, why? Did you want to do something, sweetie?” I asked.

She reached up and pulled her pigtails over her shoulder to rest on her chest. Those tiny breasts were barely noticeable, but that only added to the appeal for me. Something about having a small woman wrapped around my not-so-small package just got my heart racing.

“Well, I was hoping that I could stay over for a while. Our house is so lonely without George and he’s going to be gone for two weeks this time,” she pouted.

“Of course you can stay over. I have a guest bedroom that should work just fine for you,” I said.

She looked down at her feet for a second and if I didn’t know any better, she looked disappointed. The thing was, I did know better. This wasn’t my first time around the block and I wasn’t going to pretend that she wasn’t trying to get me to offer something more to her. Hell, maybe I was wrong. But at my age, I’ve been around long enough to know that I’d regret the things I didn’t do far more than the things I did.

“Unless you wanted to sleep in my bed with me?” I asked. “Just between us girls, I know how nice it feels to have an arm wrapped around you when you sleep.”

Anna looked back at me and smiled faintly, “You wouldn’t tell George that I slept with you, would you?”

I chuckled at the double meaning of that sentence. “The only people that would know would be us. Do you think you could keep a secret?”

She nodded, “I do. But how could I repay you for such kindness?”

Anna’s hands slid down to her lap and she put the basket back on the table, “Would you say no to a massage?”

“Depends on what kind of massage, Anna.”

“Full body,” she said without hesitation.

I felt like now was as good of a time as any to let her know that she might be getting in over her head. For all I cared, Anna could tell George that she was done with him and live with me. Sure, that was only based on how damn sexy she was, but that was still something I could live with.

“Well, Anna, you might end up finding something a little surprising if you did a full body massage.”

She smirked and slid her hand to her crotch, “You mean I wouldn’t find the smooth lips of a woman? I guess I’d have to settle for something a lot bigger and longer.”

“So you know?” I asked.

Anna nodded, “Why do you think you were my first choice, Megan?”

She grabbed the glass of milk and took a sip before letting a small bit dribble from her lips. The milk fell down her chin and got on her white tank top. “Oops.”

Her hands slid down her sides and she pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it away. Anna’s bra matched her panties and I smiled. Cherries.

“Okay, enough of the games, Anna. I’m not going to act like I don’t want to fuck you until you scream my name. If we do this and George finds out, you’re going to end up being the one that loses,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders, “If he found out, it would be because I kept coming back over here after he got home. He’s not the same man I married when I was eighteen. So why don’t you make it worth my time today and we’ll see how things go from there, Ms. Miller.”

“Sounds like you’re just a proper little girl,” I teased. “But I think you’re going to wait to get in my bed. For now, I’d love to see that tight ass of yours bent over my couch.”

Anna didn’t make me wait long. She stood up and slid her shorts down her thighs and sauntered around the side of the couch. I stood and walked behind her and enjoyed the little show she put on. Her ass shook as best it could as she leaned forward and put her hands on the armrest. Her panties were wedged between her cheeks and I smiled as I took a step closer to her.

I let a finger slide under the cloth of her panties and ran it lower down her ass until I could feel her hot, wet pussy. “Someone is a little excited.”

“I don’t think I’m the only one,” she purred.

“Well, you’re not wrong,” I said as I slid my finger into her tight folds. Her walls gripped my finger and I let out a deep groan as I imagined just how tight she would feel around my cock. I wasn’t one to brag about it, but I wasn’t exactly average in size. That’s half the reason I never bothered getting bottom surgery. The other half was just how amazing it felt to have shoot my cum deep into a woman’s depths.

Her hips gyrated slowly on my finger and she moaned quietly. From the looks of it, Anna wasn’t the kind of woman that would just lay down and take a pounding. I liked a little energy from my women!

I pushed a second finger into her pussy and she gasped. “G-God, I need you so bad right now.”

“All the more reason to make you wait. A cheating wife doesn’t have all that much say in what’s done to her. I’m the one that’s being manipulated right now. So should I be the one that gets to decide how this plays out?” I asked.

She looked back at me and rolled her eyes, “You want me just as bad as I want you.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t. I just said that I get to decide how we do this. And for now, that means you soaking your panties until I think you deserve my cock,” I said.

“W-What about the massage?” she asked.

I slid a third finger inside her and started rocking them slowly into her. Three should be enough to get her stretched enough to take my cock, but not stretched too far for me to not make her squeal with delight.

“The massage can wait until we’re about to go to bed, Anna. You didn’t think I’d only fuck you once, did you?” I teased.

She moaned and continued backing herself into my fingers, “I hoped not.”

“That’s my girl. So let me worry about what we’re doing and when we’re doing it,” I said as I pulled my fingers from her soaked pussy. The white parts of her panties almost immediately became transparent when they touched that sopping mess.

Anna’s hips continued to gyrate for a moment even after I’d stopped playing with her. I don’t know how George could have possibly accepted his job, leaving this little beauty behind was a mistake. Now, he would pay for it. Whatever he had between his wife would probably crumble, cheating didn’t usually strengthen a relationship…

I pushed my shorts down to my ankles and kicked them away. She glanced back at my cock and gasped again. “F-Fuck that thing is huge.”

“You wanted it, don’t tell me you’re scared of having it,” I taunted.

“N-No, I still want it. I just didn’t know you were that big,” she said.

I pressed the head of my cock against her wet panties and rubbed up and down her covered pussy, “It’s something you’ll get used to.”

She managed a weak giggle, “I hope so, Ms. Miller.”

“You know, the more you call me that, the nicer it sounds. Keep it up, sweetie,” I purred.

I pulled her panties to the side and let my thick crown push against her entrance. While I intended to tease her for a moment, she seemed to have no concept of patience at all. Her hips rocked back and she let out a loud cry as my cock stretched her cunt.

My hands fell to her ass and I rubbed softly as I spoke in a soothing tone, “I was going to ease you into it, baby.”

She looked back with wet eyes and shook her head, “N-No, I just wanted to get it over with before I asked you to stop.”

“I understand, sweetie. Just let me know when you’re ready to keep going,” I said softly. As horny as I was, I still wanted to make sure that my little Anna enjoyed this. If she did, that meant I was much more likely to have a new assistant around my house. Maybe my business could use with a second employee…

After a few moments, Anna started working her pussy up and down my shaft a few inches at a time, “I think I’m ready, Ms. Miller.”

Hearing my surname so many times in such a short period of time was getting old. She seemed to like it, but we’d have to have a talk after we finished what we were doing. I slid my hands around her ass to hold onto her hips.

As I thrust forward, I pulled her against me and she let out a long, deep groan as my cock filled her. Just when I thought she would scream for me to stop, she let her head hang between her shoulders and called out, “It’s so fucking deep.”

“You’re not hurting?” I asked.

“A little, but it’s dull and I’m sure it will go away. It’s like a pressure in my stomach, does that make sense?” she asked.

I chuckled and slid my right hand to around to her stomach. Sure as the sky was blue, I could feel the outline of my massive cock bulging her stomach. She reached down and slid her hand under mine, “H-Holy fuck, is it going to hurt me?!”

“No, of course not, sweetie. You’re just a petite woman. Trust me, you’ll be fine. But be a good girl for me and keep your hand there? It makes your pussy feel even tighter,” I said.

I wasn’t lying. As I started pumping into her, having her hand press against the underside of my cock did indeed feel great. After a few strokes, she relaxed and let out a deep breath before leaning further onto the couch.

The angle of her hips only made my cock more pronounced through her stomach and I couldn’t help but slam into her harder. I’d fucked my fair share of women when I was younger, but Anna had them all beat by a mile. The stream of moans that she let out and how amazing her pussy felt as I slammed into her was beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

My previous friendship with George fell apart as I worked his wife over. How the fuck did he have the audacity to not spend as much time as he possibly could with her? He treated her like a trophy when she deserved to be treated like his entire world.

I would do better for her. If it meant that she would keep sharing this bliss with me, I would give her the world.

Anna’s hands gripped the couch cushion hard and she started crying out my name as I fucked her as hard as I could. Each time my hips pounded into hers, she rocked forward and let out a loud moan that sounded something like, “M-Megan!”

She whimpered and writhed under me and finally, her screams faded into near silence as her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice. Poor girl, all she would probably want right now was to cum and take a second to catch her breath. That wasn’t going to happen.

Even as her walls convulsed around my cock and she let out a stream of juices onto my couch, I continued to hammer into her. Her orgasm had only served to make her cunt even more of a dream for me.

While her hand wasn’t pushing against my cock anymore, I didn’t need that added pleasure to finally finish. After what felt like an eternity in paradise, I felt my balls drawing up and I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to hold back any longer. I would have loved to draw this out even longer, but her orgasm wasn’t the only one I wanted to have happen.

I thrust into her a few final times before holding her tight against my hips. The heated ecstasy that tore through me culminated in my hips before finally shooting into her body. My hot, thick cum shot deep into her core and for a moment, I wondered if she might just end up pregnant. I didn’t care anymore. If George found out, so be it. I wanted his wife more than I wanted his friendship.

She looked back to me with glossy eyes and mumbled, “S-So deep.”

I chuckled and slowly pulled out of her and stumbled back to the front of the couch and sat down beside her. My hand gathered both of her pigtails and I pulled her gently towards my cock and spoke softly, “Don’t be wasteful, sweetie. You wouldn’t want to be a rude guest, would you?”

As her mouth wrapped around my softening shaft, I knew that I was going to have a few good weeks. Even if George came back and things returned to normal, I still had thirteen more full days with my sweet treat.
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