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The Wife Next Door

Nothing interesting ever happens in Odenville. I’ve lived there all 32 years of my life, and I can absolutely guarantee you that’s true.

At least, it was true. Then the Jacksons moved in. Next door to me, of all people.

I’ve never been the sort of guy you’d consider lucky – but sometimes fate just throws you a bone. Miriam and John Jackson were my bone.

They were very friendly to begin with. Shortly after they moved in, they invited me over for beers and brats. I almost turned down the offer – I’m kind of shy, and the Jacksons are intimidatingly good-looking. Not that I’m ugly, just average. Average build, average brown hair and eyes, average everything. The only thing about me that isn’t average is my dick, which comes in about two inches above average.

One look at John and I could tell that he had me beat. You know how some guys just have that swagger that says “nothing bothers me because I have a huge cock”? He had that in spades. Plus, he could have fit in at an Armani model party.

And Miriam…oh, Miriam. 27 years old, 5’9, 120 pounds – most of which seemed to be in her tits and ass. She had legs that reached from heaven to hell, and was so top-heavy it seemed like she could topple over in a breeze. It didn’t help that I always saw her in high heels. She dressed like she was going to a cocktail party every day.

It was no different at the barbecue. Even though it was clearly a casual, neighborly, getting-to-know-you thing, Miriam wore a tight, short black silk dress and pink stilettos. How she managed not to fall on her face on the grass that surrounded their in-ground pool, I’ll never know.

It was a beautiful early summer night, and the company was better than I expected. For all their good looks, the Jacksons were totally chill and very cool. She was an editor for a small literary magazine, and he was a professor at the local college. I also worked at the college, in admissions, so we chatted about the school and the town. Miriam was sharp as a whip and John was so easygoing it made me instantly forget I was supposed to be shy and intimidated.

The one thing I could say about them was that they were very hands-on. Touchy-feely. I didn’t mind it so much, though it probably would have shocked some of our more conservative neighbors. Miriam probably spent about half the night on John’s lap, his hand lightly stroking her lower back. It was kind of hot, actually. It just made me think about what it would feel like to be in John’s position, with a gorgeous woman in my lap, devoted to me, running her hands through my hair…

Right, in case you didn’t figure it out yet: I was as single as they come.

By the end of the evening, I’d had more than my share of craft beers. John and Miriam actually seemed to want me to stay, but I’d just met them and wasn’t prepared to introduce them to my slightly more gregarious drunk self. I shook John’s hand, and accepted Miriam’s hug. It was a long hug, longer than I was really comfortable with considering the fact that her husband was watching, but I sure wasn’t complaining about the feel of her generous breasts pressing tight to my chest. We promised to get together again soon, and I really did mean to keep that promise. I liked them. A lot.

I still liked them two days later, when things started to change.

At first, it felt innocent. There’s no way Miriam could have known that my office window overlooks their pool. Surely, she thought she was hidden by the high fence surrounding the property. She couldn’t have imagined that I had a perfect view of her lying by the pool…naked.

I wasn’t waiting by the window hoping she’d appear, by the way. I just happened to be cleaning the office when she came out, spread her towel on the grass, and lay down. Completely nude. Her skin was glossy and tan, slicked up with oil. Her pussy was shaved bare. Her tits were impossibly perky for their size, and she had perfect little pink nipples. I could make out every beautiful detail of her body, from her long red hair to her pink-painted toenails.

I gave myself three minutes of gawking before I forced myself to close the blinds. It wasn’t right for me to ogle the neighbor, especially since she was married. I wondered if I should warn her that I could see right into her lawn, or if that would just freak her out. The last thing I wanted was to make her uncomfortable, thinking I was perving on her. But if I didn’t tell her, wouldn’t that be actually pervy of me?

The question occupied my mind for the better part of that day and night. I decided to sleep on it, and when I woke up I figured that the best thing to do would be to just keep those blinds closed. That way, Miriam wouldn’t feel weird and I would be able to pat myself on the back for having such strong will-power. It’s not like I used the office that much during the summer, anyway. And in the winter, she wouldn’t be sunbathing in the nude. It would be fine. It would all be fine.

That weekend, John and Miriam invited me over to play lawn games with a few of their friends. I accepted, pleased to think I’d actually made some new friends. It was fun – their friends were cool, if a little bit strange. Just as touchy-feely as the Jacksons, and not just with their own spouses or significant others. They seemed very open with each other. It was actually kind of cool to see such a strong, open bond between them all.

The whole evening, I kept sneaking glances at Miriam. I couldn’t stop seeing her naked. Her tiny shorts and midriff-baring tank top didn’t help. If she or John noticed, they didn’t say anything or seem bothered. Maybe they were just used to it. With a wife as hot as Miriam, I expect John was very used to watching other men ogle her.

Late in the night, right before I was planning to leave, Miriam pulled me aside. We had both been drinking, and I was feeling very friendly towards the whole world. Miriam seemed to be feeling even friendlier. To my shock and delight, she slipped her arm around my waist and led me towards the fence that divided our properties.

“David,” she said, a slight slur to her words. “Tell me something, would you?”

“Anything,” I said, meaning it. The feel of her soft, warm hand on my shirt burned all the way to my skin. I could smell her delicate perfume, the fruity wine she’d been drinking. I knew I should look for John and make sure he wasn’t planning on killing me for getting close to Miriam, but I was so captivated by her I couldn’t bear to look away.

“What room is that?” Miriam pointed one slender, perfectly manicured finger up to my house. Right to my office. My heart stopped beating, and all the warmth in my body leaked away. She knew. She totally knew!

“Uh…erm…my office,” I said lamely, wondering if she could feel how panicked I was. Miriam turned her face up towards mine, a small and mysterious smile on her face. Her big eyes glittered with mischief.

“I guess you don’t use it much during the summer?” She asked. I shook my head, mouth suddenly very dry. “That’s a shame…I bet the view from that window is spectacular. I wouldn’t want you to deny yourself….”

Her voice trailed off, and I realized she’d slowly crept closer until I could feel her breath on my skin. Everything tingled, and my heart beat double-time. She wasn’t mad? She wasn’t mad at all. No, she was…

She was coming on to me. Right in the middle of the party, where everyone could hear and see…especially her husband!

Freaked out, I broke from her grip. My senses rebelled against my self-preservation instinct. I wanted to be close to her again, to breathe that sweet scent, feel her touch. But I quickly scanned the party and was met with the chilling sight of John. He was looking right at us. And he was smiling. The same sort of smile as Miriam. Confused and anxious, I turned back to her.

“Just consider it us being neighborly,” she said with a wink. “Sharing is caring, right?”

Miriam lifted her hand to my cheek, her palm cool against my overheated skin. She let it rest there for a long moment, a moment where everything around us faded and fell away. When she removed it, I felt like I had lost something precious. She turned with a giggle and flounced across the lawn to rejoin her husband. I stared after her, gawking like an idiot, until they both winked at me and walked away.

I decided it would be a good idea to leave the party then. I was overwhelmed and under the influence. I had to think long and hard about what Miriam had just said, what had just happened.

It seemed to my slightly-drunk brain that she wanted me to watch her. Not only that she wanted it, but John did too. But how…why…what?!

I returned to my big, silent house and went straight to the office. I stared at the shuttered window, swaying on my feet from the alcohol. Then I rushed over and ripped the screen up. I could see the party still going strong in their yard, and I could hear the tinkling of ice and glasses and laughter. And I could see John and Miriam. They were talking to one of their female friends, the three of them standing suspiciously close together.

Then, I saw the hottest thing I’d ever seen: Miriam leaned in, caressed her friends’ chin, and kissed her. The two women embraced, kissing deeply, as John held onto both of them. This didn’t seem to bother or even interest the rest of the party. When the kiss broke, John leaned in, kissing the friend while Miriam watched.

And then they broke apart, and the friend waved goodbye, leaving the lawn and the party. Miriam hugged John around his waist. Then they both turned at the same time. Turned to face me. Could they see me? Was I just a shadow? Surely, they could see that the blinds were now up…

John waved. Miriam blew a kiss.

I turned around and went to bed. It was too much to try and figure out what was going on. I was hard, and I jacked off while replaying the image of Miriam kissing her friend while John held them. I thought of Miriam’s beautiful, nude body gleaming under the sun. I thought of her arm wrapped around me, hand lightly resting on my hip. I exploded into my hand, and quickly fell asleep.
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The next day, I went into my office – certain I’d dreamed the whole thing. But the blinds were up, so at least that part hadn’t been a dream. My heart was hammering in my chest, my hands clammy. I was nervous in my own house! What would I see from the window this time? Slowly, I stepped forward, until the Jacksons’ lawn came into view.

My breath stopped short. Miriam was out again, sunbathing, nude. This time, she was on her belly, giving me a perfect view of her ass. It was tanned and gleaming, just like the rest of her. My palms itched to grab it. I could almost feel the cushy flesh under my fingertips. I licked my lips, utterly hypnotized.

I’ve always been something of an ass man, to be honest.

While I was staring unabashedly at my married neighbor’s derriere, I didn’t notice her face turning. I only noticed when it was too late. Miriam lifted her hand and waved. That’s when I saw the smile on her face. She could tell I was watching.

And she definitely, definitely wasn’t mad about it.

I wanted to pull my cock out and jack off right then and there, staring at her gorgeous body laid out on the lawn. But instead, I forced myself to have some decorum. All I did was stare. I watched as she turned her attention back to the book in front of her. I watched until the sun had moved a few inches in the sky, and Miriam had turned over, hiding her perfect ass but displaying her flawless tits. I took a million mental snapshots.

Then, I went to the bathroom and jacked off furiously in the shower.

Shit. With my mind clear, I could begin to sort through what I knew and what I suspected.

I knew that Miriam Jackson knew I could see her sunbathing naked, and that she didn’t mind. She seemed to enjoy it.

I suspected that John knew, too, and didn’t mind.

I knew that Miriam and John had both given their friend some way-too-friendly kisses before she left the party.

I suspected that they’d done much more with that friend in private.

I was coming to one very big, very exciting speculation: my new neighbors were swingers. And they weren’t entirely uninterested in me.

I felt giddy and nervous and stunned all at once. I knew I was probably wrong – nothing that good had ever happened to me before. It was so good that believing it would only set me up for disappointment when it turned out to be totally wrong.

I decided not to do any more speculating, and to just enjoy the fact that I had an all-access pass to my hot neighbor’s nude sunbathing. That was more than enough, right?

I spent the rest of the day occupying myself around the house, trying not to obsess over Miriam’s body and its unbearable proximity. I wanted to go upstairs and check the office window every thirty minutes. She couldn’t possibly still be out there, though. She’d be a prime candidate for skin cancer if she sunbathed every day for so many hours.

And where was John, anyway? He didn’t work in the summer. Where was he while his wife was sunbathing? Maybe off with that female friend from the party…?

I knew that if I had a woman like Miriam at home, nothing would make me want to look elsewhere.

It was still light out at 6pm, but it had cooled down considerably. Having no more chores to do around the house, I decided to give in to my silly temptations. It was way too late for Miriam to be out there. It wasn’t hot enough anymore. There was nothing wrong with me taking a quick peek out the window. When I found their yard empty, I would go back downstairs, have some dinner, and watch a movie.

But their yard wasn’t empty.

There were exactly two people in the Jackson’s yard. Miriam and John. John was doing laps in their pool while Miriam sat by the side of the pool in a skimpy bikini, drinking something that looked like iced tea.

Okay. Normal. Just a normal couple hanging out by their pool on a Sunday. No big deal.

Miriam laughed at something John said, and my heart twinged with jealousy. They were so happy, so beautiful, so…

So totally looking at me. My body froze when I realized Miriam had caught sight of me in the window. Her smile faded, but didn’t quite disappear. She put her drink down and said something to John, who looked up towards me. He stood up, brushing back his wet hair. He was way too fit. So was she, for that matter.

I could see their lips moving as they both stared at me, but of course I’m no lip reader. I felt like I should walk away, but I…didn’t. Something about the way they were looking made me stay right where I was.

John looked at Miriam, grinning. He waded through the water towards her. She licked her lips, smirked, and turned towards him. As he approached, she threw her arms around his shoulders and leaned in. At the same time, she wrapped her legs around his waist. I gasped a bit as they kissed – not that I was surprised, but I just wasn’t sure what my reaction was supposed to be. My very-attractive, very-married neighbors were making out in their backyard, half-clothed, knowing that I was watching.

The room felt overheated, and my cock twitched. John ran his fingers through Miriam’s hair. Her legs pulled him in closer. His hands moved to her breasts, and I swallowed hard as he ran them down her sides. Miriam threw her head back, her eyes closed in bliss as John’s mouth explored her neck, his fingers trailing down to her waist and then returning to her breasts. He cupped them, their size much too big for his hands. I could imagine how she sighed, before she returned her lips to his mouth and kissed him again.

John reached up and found the tie that held her bikini up. Nimbly, he untied it, then unclasped the back. I groaned, reaching down to rub my thickening cock as he removed the fabric, revealing her breasts. I’d seen them before, not that long ago, but now John teased them, squeezing them in circles, pinching her nipples.

John pushed his wife slightly until she leaned back, her hands falling to the ground so she could support herself. He kissed down her neck again, this time going all the way down to her nipples. He kissed each one in turn, his fingers pinching in between, keeping them tight and stimulated. Miriam’s lovely face contorted with pleasure while her husband played her body like a master. I could see her hips moving against him, grinding.

I was totally entranced. I rubbed my cock, which was as hard as it ever got. I might have been drooling – it’s hard to say, as all my attention was focused on John’s hand steadily moving down towards her bottom. I licked my lips as he teased the hem of her bikini bottoms. Miriam lifted herself up on her hands and unclasped her legs, allowing him to pull the bottoms away. I groaned, unzipping myself as John detached from his wife. He grabbed her up and carried her through the pool to the steps – they emerged together, her naked and him half-naked. They kissed deeply as he carried her across the lawn.

I thought, with no small amount of disappointment, that this was it. They’d go inside now to finish what they started. But then John whispered into Miriam’s ear, and laid her down on the grass. Her skin was startling against the lush green, her body gleaming with pool water. John kneeled over her, dripping water onto her, making her giggle. And then he dove down, his mouth on her abdomen. Miriam’s smile faded as another expression took over her face. Slowly, John made his way down her body, until finally he was pulling her legs open.

I released my cock, gripping it firmly in my hand. I groaned in relief at the pressure, and then again as John began to kiss Miriam’s exposed pussy. Her mouth opened in a cry of pleasure, and her hands fell to his head, running through his hair. I stroked myself as her body responded to his tongue, his hands crawling up and down her inner thighs as he worshipped her pussy. She squirmed in the grass. My legs felt weak. Her chest quivered with her panting breath. My balls churned. She opened her eyes, looked straight up at me, and came.

Miriam’s legs clenched around John’s head as she shook and shuddered in pleasure. I put one hand on the wall to support myself as my cock swelled with blood. Her climax was so beautiful, so fucking hot, I wanted to hear her cries of pleasure. I wanted to taste her dripping slit. I wanted to swallow every drop of her arousal.

John’s head remained between her legs until she went still, her breathing returning to normal. Only then did he emerge, kissing his way back up her body until their mouths met. The couple embraced, then rolled over. John was on his back now, his hands on Miriam’s trim waist. Her hair hung like a curtain between their faces, the only thing hidden from me. John’s cock had slipped from his swim trunks, and stood erect, nestled between Miriam’s ample buttocks. He was big, after all. Not that I really cared to admire it – or had to, since no sooner did it appear than Miriam was sliding backwards against it.

Miriam rose, arching her back to show off her tits, as she hovered over his cock. Taking it in her hand, she maneuvered it into position. I watched her hips swivel as her sensuous body slowly impaled itself on his cock. She threw her head back again in bliss, filled by her husband’s thick cock.

I imagined it was my own, and my dick throbbed. I stroked it faster, wanting to wait but unable to hold back. John reached for Miriam’s chest, fondling her tits while she began to grind and bounce on his lap. She reached down, between her legs, rubbing her clit while his hips jerked and drove him deeper and deeper.

My knees trembled to keep me standing. My spine felt like electricity. I licked my lips, teetering on the edge of orgasm. It took everything in me to wait until the couple below me were writhing ecstatically together, faster and harder, both reaching their climax at the same time. The moment Miriam’s eyes rolled up towards me, her jaw slack, her body rigid, I came. John slammed her down on his cock and jerked violently. Miriam howled, rubbing her clit as her husband filled her up.  

Miriam and John slowly came back down to earth. Miriam leaned over her husband, kissing him before detaching from his cock and lying beside him on the grass. She put her hand, lovingly, on his chest. I stood there alone, my cock going limp in my hand. Their mouths moved softly as they whispered to each other.

I’d never felt so awkward in my life. It was one of those post-orgasm moments where you wonder what the hell had just happened. What kind of person was I, watching my neighbors fuck like it was a porno? Even if they didn’t care – hell, even if they wanted me to – wasn’t that kind of pathetic?

I turned from the window, reaching behind me to drop the blinds. I felt enormously tired. Pathetic or not, that had been one of the strongest orgasms of my life. I washed my hands in the sink and sank into bed, falling quickly into a deep sleep.

When I woke up the next morning, it all felt like a dream. I did all the usual morning shit: yawn, stretch, brush my teeth, take a shower. I tried not to think about what I’d seen the night before, and how badly my body wanted more. But when I walked past my front door to get to the kitchen, I noticed an envelope waiting for me in the hall. Someone had slipped it under the door.

Nervous that I was being summoned for being pervy as hell, I picked up the envelope. My name was written on the front in a woman’s curly script. I tore it open, and found a letter inside.

David –

Last night was amazing for us; we hope it was good for you. We have a lot to talk about. And, if you’re willing, we can do a lot more than just talk. If you want to find out what it’s all about, come over today at four.

I really do look forward to seeing you, David.

XOXO,

Miriam

She signed a heart next to her name. It took me approximately four seconds to decide that I was going to be knocking on my neighbors’ door that afternoon. I wanted to know what this was all about, as they said. I told myself that it would end up being something I didn’t want – I’m not attracted to men, and if I’d have to do stuff with John I knew it would be a deal breaker. But I couldn’t stop the small flame of hope burning in my chest: the hope that this was going to be the best thing that ever happened to me.


His Wife Wants Me

The morning after my neighbors treated me to a more-than-a-peep-show on their front lawn, I woke up to find a note slipped under my door. It read:

David –

Last night was amazing for us; we hope it was good for you. We have a lot to talk about. And, if you’re willing, we can do a lot more than just talk. If you want to find out what it’s all about, come over today at four.

I really do look forward to seeing you, David.

XOXO,

Miriam

So, of course, at 4pm I had my hand on the doorknob, willing myself to open my front door and walk down the sidewalk to the Jacksons’ house.

Miriam and John Jackson had been my neighbors for all of three weeks. They were smart, funny, an amazingly cool couple. They were also off-the-charts hot. And they were exhibitionists – or something like it, anyway.

Miriam liked to sunbathe naked. And with her giant, gravity-defying breasts, long reddish hair, perfect heart-shaped ass and long legs, I had more than I could handle. My office window looked right over their lawn. At first, I had shut the blinds and restrained my horny instincts. But when Miriam made it clear at a party that she wanted me to look – well, I am only a man, after all.

As for John…I didn’t know what his deal was. What I knew was that he had no problem eating his wife out, and then screwing her, on the lawn while I watched. They were in the privacy of their backyard, and mine was the only house with a view. They had both seen me standing in the window, and seemed to get off on knowing I was watching.

And now the note.

A lot more than just talk.

My mouth was dry as I finally pulled the door open and stepped out into the summer heat. Was this a trap? Was I about to walk into some crazy Chris Hanson “To Catch a Peeper” situation? Was John going to straight up kill me for ogling his wife? Why did the note start with “we” but end with “I”?

I’d worn a very casual white t-shirt and jeans. No need to make a big deal about it, right? John and Miriam seemed so cool about everything. I could be cool too. It was just neighbors meeting for coffee and chatting about their sex lives, right?

I almost turned back before knocking on their front door. But I knew I’d never forgive myself for not getting to the bottom of this. So I knocked. And waited.

After a few seconds, I figured it was all some crazy elaborate joke. Surely I’d missed the signs that they were fooling around, just kidding. I nearly turned back again…but then the door opened. A wave of cold air blew out around me from their central air conditioning. And yet I felt hotter than ever.

Miriam stood before me in a slinky red dress. The kind of dress you wear to a cocktail party – or strip club. Not for a lazy weekend day around the house. Her lips were tilted in a slight, sexy smile. Her bright eyes flashed with excitement. Not even 24 hours ago, she’d been nude in her backyard riding her husband like a rodeo queen. Now she was smiling at me.

“David,” she cooed. “I’m so glad you came. Please, come in.”

I’d never been inside the Jackson’s house yet, despite having been in their backyard twice. Miriam led me through a hallway to a large living room with a wall-to-wall leather sofa, a glass coffee table, an entertainment center and a large window through which the sun streamed across the room. It was all tastefully done in white and black and silver.

“So…” I said, putting my hands in my pockets. “What’s up?”

Miriam smiled at me, her eyes narrowing slightly.

“Is…uh…John here?” I asked. Miriam sat on the impressive, expensive-looking leather sofa that took up an entire wall of their living room. She smiled, patting the space beside her.

“No,” she said as I approached. “He’s not. We thought it would be easier for you if it was just me. For now.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling sweat trickle down the back of my neck despite the cool temperature inside the house. Miriam crossed her legs, which made her dress ride up until I swore I could see the bottom of her ass. Not that I hadn’t already seen that, and so much more.

“So…last night,” Miriam giggled. “That was fun, right?”

“Uh…was it?” I stammered. “I mean…yes.”

“Did you…oh, I hope you don’t think it’s rude of me. I just know that John and I both really enjoyed the thought of you watching us. It made me cum like crazy.”

Yikes. Yeesh. Hoo-boy. My ears felt hot and red. I looked down at my lap.

“Don’t be nervous, David,” Miriam said, taking my hand. “We really like you. You’re fun. And I think you’re cute.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. My mouth felt two sizes too big. Her small hand was cool on mine. I could smell her faint perfume. And all I could really see was her cleavage. It was really hard to avoid, considering how tight the dress was.

“John and I, as you may have already guessed, have a very open marriage,” Miriam went on. Her fingers slowly grazed up the back of my hand, towards my wrist. The sensation drove me half crazy.

“I figured,” I said. “Something like that, anyway. Kind of a giveaway, last night.”

“Did you enjoy it?” Miriam’s eyes flashed, her smile quirking slightly. “I loved knowing you were watching. I kept thinking about you, stroking yourself. I’m dying to know if your cock looks the same in real life as it does in my head.”

Holy hell. This was really happening. I needed to get over my shyness – stat. I didn’t want to be some bumbling loser in front of this amazingly sexy woman. It was clear what she wanted from me, and I wanted to be the man who could give it to her. Straightening up, I dared myself to meet her eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. I mustered every ounce of courage in my body. “I came hard last night, watching you get fucked.”

Miriam’s smile widened, and her fingers moved over my wrist, tracing up my arm, making all my hair stand on end.

“That’s so hot,” she breathed. “David…do you want me?”

Did I want her? Shit. Did I want to keep breathing?

“Yes,” I growled, surprised by the roughness of my own voice. She was bringing out an animal I didn’t know lived inside me. Her fingers had reached my bicep. Miriam kept her gaze steady. She licked her lips and slowly reclined away from me. Her other hand traced her lips.

“Prove it,” she moaned. “Kiss me.”

I leaned over her prone body and took her lips against mine. I was instantly hard. She tasted like champagne, and her mouth was so soft. Her lips parted, offering me entrance to her warm, wet mouth. Our tongues slipped against each other. She leaned all the way back, until her head was on a throw pillow and I was on top of her. My hands found her waist, and I held on for dear life as my whole world spun.

Miriam moaned into my mouth, burying her hands in my hair. It tickled in the best possible way. My cock throbbed against my jeans, but I was content just to kiss her. For the moment, anyway. Her taste was addictive. She was the one who broke it off, panting slightly.

“David, I need to tell you…I like a man who takes charge,” she murmured. “Can you do that for me?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, wanting nothing more than to please her.

“I mean, I want you to treat me like a toy. Something you own. Tell me what you want, anything you want. Demand it. There’s nothing I won’t do, David. When I’m in your arms, I’m all yours.”

My heart raced with each word. This was more than unreal – it was surreal. Not only was I bedding my neighbor’s wife, with his blessing, but she was supermodel hot and begging me to dominate her. I’d never had a woman actually want to be dominated before. Usually, they’d go along with it for a night or two as a special treat. Miriam wanted it. Bad. She pouted, her eyes begging me to go along with her request.

“Damn straight,” I said, finding courage in her pleading gaze. I could do this. I wanted to do this. Forget who I was outside of that house. With Miriam, I could be anything: bold, commanding, sure of myself. “You are mine, Miriam. Until I’m done with you.”

“Yes,” Miriam sighed in ecstasy, tipping her head up, giving me access to her long, slender neck. I dove in, wanting to taste her flesh. I kissed and nibbled my way up to her earlobe, where I whispered my first command.

“Take off this dress,” I breathed. She shuddered underneath me, then wiggled herself out of the dress. I rose, giving her room to move. It also gave me the chance to admire her naked body up close. It was even better than seeing it from my window. Her generous breasts were firm and high, her nipples already hard. Her shaved pussy gleamed with arousal already. My cock was so hard it hurt.

“Good girl,” I heard myself mutter. She hummed in response, purring. I knew she was mine. I didn’t need to ask permission. Reaching down, I caressed her supple tits. She moaned, arching her back, pressing them into my hands. Her hard nipples reddened as I pinched them. My mouth watered.

Leaning down, I cupped her breast from below and lifted it. Kissing the center, my lips wrapped around her nipple. Miriam gasped, her body going rigid as I sucked and licked her flesh. I moved to her other breast, using my fingers to keep her stimulated while my mouth went to work. She was whimpering, squirming underneath me. Glancing up, I saw her eyes were half-lidded with pleasure, her mouth open and panting, her cheeks ruddy and warm.

“I want to make you cum,” I whispered, pressing my mouth to her cleavage before running my tongue down her abdomen. “I want to taste you.”

I’d wanted it ever since I saw John going down on her the night before. Wanted to drink her juices, make her scream. I wanted her thighs wrapped around my head.

“Please,” Miriam whimpered. “David, do whatever you want with me…”

Whatever I wanted. With my neighbor’s wife. It was the sweetest thing I’d ever heard, and I salivated at the smell of her heat. My mouth trailed down her stomach, my tongue caressing her bellybutton. I could feel her heartbeat as I cupped and kneaded her breasts, how rapidly it raced as I teased her. When I finally came to her shaved mound, I paused. She had the most adorable little pussy I’d ever seen. It glimmered with arousal, pink and inviting. Licking my lips, I breathed against her clit, watching the nub harden and swell. Miriam groaned, her hips moving towards me as her body’s need heightened.

I grabbed her thighs, pulling them further apart. Licking my way from her knees up her inner thighs, I kept her wiggling in anticipation. But I was just as impatient, and her little cries of lust were driving me wild. I almost wanted to go right past the foreplay and fuck her, drive my hard cock into her wet slit, but I reigned myself in and focused on the immediate goal: making this horny goddess cum on my tongue.

Her inner folds were slick with juices; I tasted her for the first time. She tasted like cherries and heat. She jumped as soon as my mouth made contact with her slit, then melted into the couch when I finally wrapped my lips around her clit.

“David…” Miriam moaned as I pressed my tongue to her nub and flicked it. I glanced up to see that she was playing with her breasts, pinching and tweaking her nipples as I lashed her with my tongue. Her eyes were dazed – she was in another world, and I wanted to keep her there. Sucking her clit, it throbbed between my lips while her slit dripped against my chin. I squeezed her thighs once before adjusting my position, putting two fingers at her entrance.

“Yes!” Miriam cried. Her legs wrapped around my head, her hand running through my hair, pushing me against her pussy. I slid my fingers forward, entering her, feeling her softness. She loved it. She fucking loved it. She went crazy, thrusting her hips, fucking herself on my face and fingers. I stroked her pussy, seeking her g-spot. When I found it, I teased her with light caresses.

“Please! David, oh, please, please,” Miriam begged. I put my hand on her hip, forcing her down, restricting her movement. I wanted to be in control. She sensed it, and went still. I could feel the building heat and energy in her body. Her thighs quivered around my head. Her pussy was drenched.

I applied more force, curling my fingers into her g-spot and suckling her clit hard. A low moan from above inspired me to look up. Her lips were parted and dewy, her cheeks red, her eyes lidded. At the very last moment, Miriam’s eyes locked with mine. I flicked her clit with my tongue and fucked her hard with my fingers.

Miriam came with a low, sexy moan. Her breasts shook as her body convulsed. Her body rocked under my tongue, her pussy clenching around my fingers, her pleasure filling my mouth.

“David…” Miriam panted as she started to come down. I kept licking her, wanting to get every drop of her sweet pleasure. I loved hearing my name come out of her mouth that way. I loved knowing that I’d made her cum so hard. Grinning, I finally drew away from her slit and slid upwards until I could press my lips to hers. She moaned, her tongue immediately exploring my mouth, tasting herself. My cock was about to burst out of my pants, and all I wanted was to feel her. But she put her hand on my chest, pushing me away only enough for me to break the kiss.

“I know I said…for you to take charge,” she murmured, her finger gently trailing down my shirt. “But can I…”

Her hand reached the bottom of my shirt, and she tugged upward gently. Thinking she wanted me to undress, I obliged, pulling my shirt off. She groaned, leaning forward to kiss my skin. Her hands on my hips pushed slightly, and I rolled over, sitting upright on the couch.

“Please,” she murmured, blinking up at me. “Let me suck your cock, David. Please, please. You have no idea how badly I want you in my throat…I’m starving for your cum, David. Please!”

Well then. How could I deny her what she clearly wanted so badly?

“I really wanted to fuck you,” I told her. Miriam pouted, her fingers tracing my bare chest, making me feel like a feral animal.

“Whatever you say, David,” she said, slinking her way back up my body. I halted her, gently cupping her chin.

“But if you insist,” I said. “I’m sure I can recover fast enough for both.”

She grinned, gleeful as a child on Christmas morning.

“I promise, you won’t regret it,” she said, lowering her lips to my chest. I sighed, leaning back to watch her. She took her time, licking my nipples, tracing her tongue down my abs then back up, her hands climbing up and down my ribcage. By the time she had her hands on my zipper, I knew it would be the fastest blowjob of my life. I’d be lucky if I didn’t cum the second she touched me.

Miriam glanced up at me in delight as she unzipped me. With my help, we got my jeans down, my hard cock standing at attention. She purred, staring at it with unabashed lust.

“So beautiful,” she murmured, reaching down to cup and caress my balls. I jolted at the sudden, unexpected pleasure. “Your cock is amazing, David. I can’t wait to worship it.”

“Go ahead,” I croaked. “It’s all yours.”

“Thank you, baby,” Miriam cooed, her warm hand gently circling my shaft. I groaned as she leaned in and pressed her lips to the tip. She closed her eyes, moaning, opening her lips wide to take me in. Her tongue swirled around the corona, sliding down my shaft. She took me by the inch, my heartrate doubling with each passing moment. I couldn’t decide which was hotter: her tight ass wiggling in pleasure or her eyes staring up at me with gratitude and adoration. I reached for her hair, curling the silky strands between my fingers.

Miriam began to bob her head up and down, her hand moving in sync. My balls churned. Miriam loosened her grip, suddenly plunging all nine inches of my cock into her throat at once. I cried out at the sensation of my tip thrusting past the back of her throat. She groaned, lapping at my shaft while her hands cupped my balls. Instinctively, I increased my grip on her head. She looked up at me, begging to be used. I thrust my hips up, driving my cock further into her willing mouth.

Her spit dripped down my balls. I growled, pushing her head down my shaft until her nose was buried in my pubes. And still I thrust my hips, fucking her mouth, pumping into her throat. My toes seemed to buzz as an orgasm rushed through me – the base of my spine tingled, my balls quivered, and suddenly I was shooting ropes of cum into Miriam’s throat.

Her eyes rolled back in pleasure as I shot my load into her belly, her throat clenching around me as she swallowed every drop. She never stopped sucking, not until I’d spent the last of my cum and my cock began to go limp in her mouth. Only then did she release me, moaning and swallowing the jizz that lingered on her tongue.

“Yesssss,” Miriam cooed. “Thank you, David. Thank you so much, you’re so amazing.”

“Fuck,” I chuckled, feeling strangely invigorated, rather than tired. “Me? You’re the one who did all the work.”

“Yeah, but I couldn’t have done it without you,” Miriam winked. She was still kneeling between my legs, eying my softening cock. “Can I suck your balls until you’re hard again, David? My pussy is aching for your dick.”

“Yes, you can,” I said, closing my eyes and letting my head rest on the back of the couch. My married neighbor dove in, her sweet tongue wrapping around my balls, her lips enveloping them. She worshipped my balls the same way she worshipped my cock – with utter abandon. I peeked down at her, thinking about what it would feel like to fuck her doggy-style. I wanted to watch those perfect tits of her sway as I slammed into her. Or maybe I’d want her to ride me, so that they bounced in my face.

With thoughts like those and her mouth busily sucking my balls, it didn’t take long at all before I was hard again. Miriam purred again, rubbing her cheek against my shaft like a cat, her bewitching eyes staring up from below.

“Fuck me?” Miriam asked with a pout.

“Get up here,” I growled. I’d made my decision. I was going to fuck her every single way – but first, I wanted to be on top. To claim her, the way her husband probably did their wedding night. Miriam crawled up from between my knees, and let me push her over until she was on her back on the couch. Her full, lovely body was spread out and bared before me. Her wedding ring glinted in the sunlight streaming in through the window. She gazed up at me and put one hand between her legs, spreading her pussy for me.

“Go ahead,” she moaned. “Take me, David.”

I grabbed her shins and pulled them up, lifting her legs at the same time. Her knees came to her chest, right under her generous breasts. Her wet slit welcomed me – sliding my cock up and down between her lips, I savored the sight of another man’s wife begging for my cock.

“Watch me fuck you,” I growled, not sure where it came from but liking the way it sounded.

“Yes, David,” Miriam moaned. “Anything you want.”

Slowly, I pushed forward. Her pussy enveloped me in softness, her warmth making my heart race. Miriam squirmed and grabbed my biceps, gasping as I sank down into her. I didn’t stop until my rod was buried in her, our hips pressed together, her mouth open in wordless ecstasy. She was mine.

I began to thrust, stroking my cock in and out. Her pussy was tight, but so wet. Each stroke made my spine ripple. I saw a fever in Miriam’s eyes, and grabbed her by the wrists. I pinned her down, coming in close so I could feel her sweet breasts against my chest. I found her earlobe and nibbled it, thrusting a bit faster now.

“Who’s my little fuck toy?” I asked her. Where was all this coming from? I had no idea.

“I am,” she panted. “I am, David!”

Goddamn right she was. I kept my pace while finding her lips with my own, kissing her deeply, my tongue forcing its way into her mouth before she was ready for it. She yielded quickly, kissing me back with fervor. She moaned into my mouth, lifting her hips to meet my thrusts.

I pulled back, breaking the kiss.

“I want to fuck you from behind,” I growled, releasing my grip on her wrists. “Turn over and get on all fours.”

“Yes, David,” Miriam said, quickly turning over to obey my command. It was a thrill to watch her do what I said – I’d never been with a woman so naturally and beautifully submissive. John was a lucky man to have her as a wife, and I was lucky to be fucking her. I groaned when her tight, plump ass lifted in the air. I couldn’t stop myself from reaching out and grabbing the cheeks, squeezing them hard. Miriam pushed back, offering herself to me. 


I leaned down and bit gently on her flesh. She cooed, her spine arching. My cock positioned at her slit, I thrust forward and plunged into her again. I sank even deeper into her tightness, her wet pussy fitting me like a glove. 

“Yesss,” Miriam hissed. “Fuck me, David! I’m a slut, I need to get fucked!”

“I’m going to fuck you like the desperate slut you are,” I promised, meaning every word. To hear my sweet, friendly neighbor calling herself a slut was so hot I almost lost control. But I tempered my pace, going slow enough to keep myself from cumming. I definitely didn’t want to finish before she did. I wanted to feel her pussy clench around my shaft.

Miriam’s hips were thrusting back against me in perfect rhythm with my strokes. I grabbed her ass, squeezing her flesh again.

“Spank me!” Miriam begged. “Please, David!”

I obliged, slapping her ass, enjoying the jiggle of her flesh. I slapped her again, and again, until her ass was getting red and raw. She loved it, choking out her cries of pleasure, thanking me again and again.

“Thank you, David,” she mumbled. “I’m a bad girl, I need to be spanked, thank you…”

With one hand still slapping her ass, I reached forward and grabbed a handful of her hair. Using it like a reign, I yanked her head up until her spine arched and her face lifted to the ceiling.

“You like being treated like a whore? You like getting fucked by men you barely know?” I asked.

“Yesssss,” she moaned. “I love it, David. I love it, love it…”

“Then show me,” I growled, releasing her. “I want you to ride my cock like you rode John’s last night. Fuck me like you fuck your husband, slut.”

I pulled out and sank back into the couch, watching my dirty, sexy neighbor scramble to obey me. She straddled me, her hands on my shoulders. Her eyes met mine and she slowly sank down onto my rigid staff. Her huge tits pressed against my chest, her eyes rolled back in pleasure, and her tongue lolled at the feel of my cock filling her up. I grabbed her hips, amazed by her depraved, carnal lust. Her pussy quivered as she sank all the way down, impaling herself on my cock with a gasp.

I grabbed her neck then, holding her down with one hand on her hip. I kissed her again, overcome with lust for this self-proclaimed slut. She moaned, grinding against me, one hand diving between her legs to rub her clit as I thrust upwards. Her wetness soaked my balls, dripping down my shaft. Her tits pressed to my chest, her tongue writhing against mine, I could feel her energy building.

“You are going to cum for me,” I told her, breaking the kiss and making eye contact again. “I want you to cum on my cock, baby. Go ahead. Show me what a slut you are.”

“Yes,” she moaned, grinding faster now, her hips shifting as she drove my cock against her deepest center. Her hand furiously rubbed her clit, and her cheeks were reddening quickly. Her eyes had a pleading, almost pained look. “Oh, David, oh god, th-thank you, thank you, oh, oh!”

I claimed her mouth again, and it tipped her over the edge. Biting down on her lower lip, I felt her body explode with pleasure. Her slit gushed, her pussy clenching down on my shaft, her muscles spasming. I had another man’s wife cumming like crazy on my lap. It was too much. I wanted to cum, and now that Miriam had finished, I felt like I could, too. I grabbed her hips and lifted them, then slammed them down again. Miriam got the picture, and used her hands on my shoulders to leverage herself as she rode my cock.

“I’m gonna cum in you,” I said, biting down on her neck. “I’m gonna fill your needy little cunt with my seed. And you’re gonna thank me for it.”

“Yes, David,” Miriam promised, still shuddering and shivering even as she rode me hard. She was a good little whore, and within seconds I felt my balls churning again. The base of my spine tingled. Miriam leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Give it to me, David. Cum in me.”

Satisfaction ricocheted up my spine as I released inside her hot pussy. She squeezed around me as I came, milking the cum from my shaft. She moaned, grinding again and again, until I was cumming more than I’d ever cum in my life. I must have shot an ocean of cum into her slit, because it was dripping down my shaft and leaking onto the couch below us. When the last of my cum finally shot into her womb, I collapsed back against the sofa and she went limp on my lap.

We stayed like that for a while, stuck in a sweaty, satisfied embrace. My cock slipped from her pussy, totally limp. I felt like I’d be out of commission for a week. That last orgasm took a lot out of me. Miriam rolled off my lap, laying herself down on the couch, her naked body still so enticing.

“Wow,” she murmured. “David, that was amazing.”

“You’re amazing,” I said dumbly. All the bravado and dominance that had come out of me while we fucked was slipping away, and I felt like myself once more. I looked down at my impossibly sexy neighbor, not fully believing that I’d just fucked her. The wedding ring on her finger made it that much harder to believe.

“I can’t wait to tell John all about it,” Miriam giggled. My cheeks went red. Oh, god. She was going to tell him about it? How was I ever going to look my neighbor in the eye again?

“I don’t understand why he’d want to hear about it,” I stammered.

“You don’t?” Miriam asked, puzzled. “Haven’t you ever been turned on by a sexy story?”

I thought about it and nodded. Of course I had.

“Well, it’s that much hotter for John when I’m the one telling it,” she said. “People are like…like food, David. John is my favorite food, and I’ll always love him best. But I like to eat different kinds of food. And so does he. And when we try something new, it’s exciting to tell each other about it.”

I still didn’t understand, but I believed her. Why would she lie? I knew that John was at least okay with me watching the two of them fuck – it wasn’t such a stretch to think they were in an open relationship or whatever.

“But…so…what happens now?” I asked. Miriam smiled.

“Well, whenever you’re ready, you’ll go back home,” she said. “We’ll go on being neighbors, and friends. And if you want more…well, you know where to find me.”

“We can do this again?” I asked, surprised despite myself.

“Sure,” Miriam giggled. “I certainly enjoyed myself. And…well, wait a moment…”

Miriam got up and hopped across the room. I admired her pert ass jiggling slightly as she moved, and the red marks that remained from where I’d spanked her. She opened a cupboard beside the tv and selected something from it. She turned back to me with a wicked grin and I saw that she was holding a DVD case.

“Here’s something for anytime I’m not available,” she purred, slinking back towards me. “It might be a little…shocking to you. At first, anyway. But if you like what you see…well, trust me. We can arrange it.”

“What’s on it?” I asked, taking the DVD. It was unmarked.

“Some home videos,” Miriam said with a wink. “Now you look a little tired. Can I get you some coffee? Tea? Water?”

Suddenly, she was playing hostess and I felt extremely uncomfortable to be naked on her fancy couch, the remains of our lovemaking pooled underneath me. I quickly gathered my clothes.

“No, no,” I said. “I really ought to be going.”

“Okay,” Miriam said, still smiling. “Just do me a favor, David. Don’t be worried. It’s really all okay. I had fun. A lot of fun.”

“Oh, me too,” I said. That wasn’t a lie. But not worried? I don’t know – fucking another man’s wife was just…too weird not to worry about.

“And one more thing,” Miriam said as she led me slowly towards the door. She leaned up, kissing me softly. I still loved the way she tasted, even though this kiss was much more tender and sweet than what we’d done before. She pulled back, eyes twinkling. “Try to have an open mind when you watch this. You might not be interested, but if you are…well, don’t let anything as silly as nerves or pride get in the way of it. Okay?”

“Uh…sure. Miriam. Whatever you say.” I had no idea how to respond to that, because I had no idea what was on the DVD. But as I stepped out into the late afternoon, feeling heat rush against me as I left the air conditioning behind, I could tell it was something raunchy. What else could I expect from my wild, swinger neighbors?

I jogged back to my house and let myself in. It suddenly felt…quieter. More boring than usual. Sighing, I tossed the DVD on the table. I knew I was way too wiped to deal with that tonight. So I made some dinner, put on a movie, and tried to relax.

Next door, I knew, Miriam was telling her husband all about the ways I’d fucked her. And I really couldn’t tell whether that was the hottest thing ever, or terrifying and awkward. It was a lot of both. And while I forced myself to take it easy and refrain from watching, I couldn’t stop thinking about that DVD and what was on it.

Miriam had asked me to have an open mind. Well, it was certainly more open than ever after what I’d done that afternoon. But what other surprises did my neighbors have in store?

And would it even be possible to open my mind enough to accept them all?

Well, there was only one way to find out…


Sharing His Wife
 

I suppose you’ll think I’m pretty stupid for not having any clue about what I was in for.

After all, things had escalated quickly between my neighbors and I. It started with the gorgeous, stacked wife sunbathing naked. Then, she and her husband were full-on fornicating right where I could see them – and encouraging me to watch. Then, Miriam invited me over to “discuss” what I’d seen – but that discussion quickly turned into the hottest sex I’d ever had.

So, yeah, when she slipped that DVD into my hand and asked me to keep an open mind while watching it…I suppose I should have had some clue as to what was on it.

In my defense, this was the first time another man’s wife had ever fucked me in their house. It was certainly the first time another man’s wife had given me one of their home movies to watch on my own.

My life up until meeting Miriam and John Jackson had been perfectly nice and perfectly normal. And, in turn, I was a perfectly nice and perfectly normal young man. With the exception of my dick, which came in a few inches past average, there was nothing remarkable about me. All of my relationships had been vanilla. Being with Miriam wasn’t just exciting because she was married. She was also submissive, begging me to take control. She liked being called things that would have gotten me slapped under any other circumstances. She was the best lay I ever had.

And as I returned to my house with the DVD, I knew that if she wanted me to have an open mind about what I saw – well, I’d pry my mind open with a monkey wrench if I had to.

I waited a full day before popping the DVD into my television. The video started to play immediately. I fell back onto the couch. I was looking at a bedroom – presumably Miriam and John’s bedroom, but it seemed like it was probably from wherever they lived before moving in next door to me. I wasn’t too concerned with pinning down the whereabouts of the room, though, because I was mesmerized by the woman on the bed.

Miriam sat there, looking gorgeous with her red hair and big sparkling eyes. She was naked, on her knees. Her unbelievably huge tits were impossibly perky. Her pussy was shaved bare. Her skin was tanned and smooth. She bit her lip, smiling into the camera.

“Give us a little show, baby,” a voice off-camera said. I recognized it as John’s voice. Miriam immediately reached up for her breasts, her other hand dipping between her legs. She moaned, slipping fingers inside herself while teasing her nipple. I was hard already, and had to resist the urge to jerk off right away. I was sure more interesting things were about to happen.

And I was right. After watching Miriam play with herself for a while, a shadow crossed the bed. Then John appeared, naked, climbing onto the bed beside her. His hard cock was level with her mouth, and Miriam immediately began to suck him off. He buried his fingers in her hair, rocking his hips to meet her lips.

Then, to my shock, another man entered the scene! He approached the bed from the opposite side. He was also naked, also erect, and as he knelt on the bed beside Miriam she reached for his cock and started stroking it. She stopped sucking her husband’s cock and started sucking the stranger, jerking off John while she tongued and sucked the other man.

Well, I couldn’t hold back at that point. I started to put pressure on my cock, rubbing it just enough to get some relief but not enough to blow my load. For about five minutes, Miriam knelt with her thighs parted and sucked off the two men. She gave them equal attention, whipping her head back and forth between their cocks, always jerking off the one she wasn’t sucking.

Just when I started to stroke my own cock, they changed position. John grabbed his wife around the waist and tossed her onto her stomach. Pulling on her hips, he got her on her hands and knees. She didn’t miss a beat, sucking off the other man while her husband started to fuck her. The only thing that changed was the look on her face. She was clearly in the throes of ecstasy, getting fucked from one end and sucking a cock on the other. She reached between her legs, rubbing her clit while being pinned between two thick cocks.

It was like the best porno I’d ever seen, because I’d already fucked the star. I knew just how soft her mouth was, just how wet and tight her pussy was. I could put myself in either man’s shoes and enjoy it. I was breathing heavy, stroking myself hard and trying not to burst before the video ended.

The trio changed position again, with John laying on his back and Miriam riding him, her huge tits bouncing up and down while the other man jacked off in her face. She kept her mouth open wide, moaning and begging for cum while her husband railed her from below. As soon as the stranger came, spewing white cum across her face, she climaxed. Her cries of pleasure were so loud that I almost turned the volume down on my television before remembering that I lived alone. And besides, I was on the edge of cumming. As soon as John added his load to his wife’s dripping cunt, I was a goner.

The video actually went on after that, with both men getting blowjobs again until their soft dicks hardened. But I’d seen enough. I knew, now, why Miriam had begged me to keep an open mind. I realized that John and Miriam were interested in me.

The question was…was I interested in them?

Miriam, yes, no question. But I’m not gay. There’s nothing wrong with being gay, and I wouldn’t be ashamed if I was, but I’m just…not. Dicks don’t do anything for me, and the thought of another man being sexual with me…nah. Not my thing.

So the idea of sharing a woman with another man was a little strange. I always thought my ideal threesome would be two girls. And I guess that would be the ideal threesome…but now my neighbors were offering me something else. Maybe not the ideal but…

I shut the video off and cleaned myself up. It was getting late, and I needed to eat. I would think better with something in my stomach.

As I made dinner, I thought about how it had worked on the video. The guys barely touched. It would be weird to be naked in the same room as another man – with an erection, I mean. And it would be weird to watch another man get sucked off at the same time as me. Maybe it would even be weird to think that the mouth on my junk was also on some other dude’s junk.

But…I could deal with all that, couldn’t I? It wasn’t that big a deal.

A bigger question was…what if I couldn’t keep up with John and Miriam?

They were clearly experienced. And John seemed to have plenty of stamina. What if they invited me to participate, but I wound up being a disappointment? My reluctance had a lot more to do with my own self-consciousness than anything else.

I decided to sleep on it. Turns out, that was a pretty good idea. Because when I woke up the next morning with the hardest erection of my life, fresh off a dream about double-teaming Miriam, I knew I was game. Screw my nerves. Miriam had made me feel plenty comfortable when I was nervous about fucking another man’s wife. I was sure it would be the same this time around.

After quickly taking care of my hard-on, I showered and ate breakfast. Then I picked up my phone, finding the Jacksons’ number in my phonebook. I dialed.

“David,” Miriam’s voice purred on the line. “I am so, so glad that you called!”

[image: A drawing of a person  Description generated with high confidence]

Two nights later, I found myself sitting in the Jacksons’ bedroom. It was a surreal moment. John and I were both in our boxers and nothing else. He was a lot more cut than me, but I had no shame over my body. I didn’t spend all my time at the gym, but I’m not out of shape.

I had been right. The room in the video wasn’t the same room that I currently sat in. The bed looked the same, a huge California king. And the luxurious blue silk sheets were the same, as was the shaggy white carpet. I wiggled my toes around the furry strands, enjoying the tactile sensation. Overall, the room was fairly innocuous – especially considering the carnal acts that we were about to engage in.

“So that’s how I ended up being a Braves fan,” John was saying, concluding a funny story. I was leaning against the wall, chuckling. Ever since I arrived, John and Miriam had done nothing but make me feel comfortable. They promised me there wouldn’t be any crossed-sword situations, and that it wasn’t some huge setup. Miriam looked downright elated about what was going to happen, and John was cool and collected.

“Well, as long as we watch the World Series in different sports bars, I think we’ll be fine,” I said. “Just keep your red-wearing ass on this side of the fence.”

“That goes for you, too, Mr. Met,” he laughed. It was almost like we weren’t both nearly naked and about to fuck his wife. 

“Okay, boys,” Miriam’s voice came from the adjoining bathroom. “I know you’re talking sports out there, but there’s a new game in town…”

Miriam emerged in a black corset and thigh-high fishnet stockings. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders, her green eyes dancing with excitement. Her oversized breasts bubbled from the top of the corset, her athletic thighs smooth and shaved. Sheer panties covered her mound, barely concealing her slit. She put her hands on her hips, clearly enjoying the looks she was getting from her husband and I.

“Well, gentleman? Shall we?”

I had no earthly idea how to get started sharing another man’s wife with him, but of course my neighbors knew that. John was a natural leader, which made sense considering his naturally submissive wife.

“Get on your knees, love,” he growled. “Crawl to our guest and welcome him properly.”

Miriam’s eyes lowered while her lips twerked into a sexy smile. She got to her knees, putting her hands on the floor so she could crawl to me on all fours. This gave me a remarkable view of her cleavage, her tits all but spilling out of her top. My cock was twitching to life, harder and harder with each sway of her body as it approached. Finally, she knelt right underneath me. I glanced at John, watching with a smile of his own. He nodded, and Miriam tugged my boxers down.

My eight-inch cock stood at attention. I already knew that Miriam gave amazing head, so I was nearly choking on my excitement as she licked her lips and leaned in. She wrapped one hand around the base of my cock, the other hand resting on my thigh. Slowly stroking me, she breathed coolly across my tip before wrapping her tongue around my mushroom head.

Pre-cum immediately dripped from my shaft down her waiting throat, her eyes rolling slightly as she tasted it. She began to bob up and down, sucking me loudly, moaning with appreciation for my throbbing length. I could see John stroking himself as he watched, and to my surprise it didn’t bother me at all. It was kind of hot, really, to have him jerk off while his wife worshipped my cock.

Already, her spit was dripping down her chin and over my balls. She forced her throat open, burying my shaft in her mouth, until her nose was pressed to my pubes. I reached down, fisting her hair to keep from falling to my knees with pleasure.

“Fuck,” I grit out. “I don’t want to cum yet, but it’ll be hard if you keep this up!”

Miriam pulled away, swirling her tongue around my head before finally releasing me. She pouted up at me, still stroking my shaft, as though disappointed to be denied my cum.

“Give the man a break,” John chuckled low. “Come here, Miriam. I want to fuck your throat now.”

Damn, it was hot hearing him command her! He was really good at it. I knew how much Miriam loved to be degraded. She eagerly crawled to her husband, perching on her heels before bending to take his cock in her mouth. I stroked myself, my shaft wet from her mouth, watching her bury his cock in her throat over and over. John watched, almost impassive. His eyes flicked up to mine.

“I think someone should give this slut some relief,” he said, winking. “I know how much my whore of a wife loves her tits played with.”

I took the hint and happily knelt down behind Miriam. While she continued to deepthroat her husband, I reached around and grabbed her breasts. They immediately popped free of the corset, and I found my hands overflowing with soft, supple flesh. Her nipples hardened under my palms, her moans intensifying. Her thighs inched apart automatically as I pressed my cock between her legs. Her inner thighs were silky smooth, heat radiating down from her slit. I groaned, burying my head in her hair until I found her neck. Nibbling and biting, I teased her – distracting her from John’s cock in the process.

“Concentrate,” he growled, grabbing the back of her head. “Or you’ll get a spanking.”

Miriam couldn’t have whipped her head up any faster.

“A spanking?” she whimpered. “Oh, no, please don’t, sir!”

John grinned, and I did too. She sounded like bre’r rabbit asking to be thrown in the briar patch.

“Get that filthy mouth on my cock right now, or I’ll go get the paddle,” John growled.

“Please, sir,” Miriam gasped as I bit down on her flesh again, my hands kneading her tits hard. When I pinched her nipples, she arched her back and my cock nearly slid into her dripping slit. To my shock, John leaned forward and slapped his wife across the face! I would have been concerned…except she clearly loved it. She looked messy from giving us head, and the slap brought tears to her eyes, but she was grinning like a fiend.

“That’s it,” John said. “I’m going to have to punish you. David, would you like to help me teach my wife a lesson?”

“Sure,” I said, retreating. We left her crouched and shaking with excitement in front of the easy chair. John led me to the closet – when he opened it, I nearly laughed. The variety of toys inside rivalled a roadside sex shop. He went straight for a paddle – like a ping-pong paddle, but leather.

“Have any preference?” John gestured to the wall of implements. I’d never been faced with such a decision before, but a yardstick seemed to be calling my name. It was simple, just wood, and it seemed like a good place to start. I grabbed it, and John nodded approvingly before closing the closet.

We turned back to where Miriam was waiting, her eyes sparkling with naughtiness. I bit my cheek to keep from grinning too wide – she looked just like an excited schoolgirl. My yardstick felt very appropriate.

“You know what to do,” John said. Miriam turned away from us, then bent at the waist. The woman was flexible, and she easily grabbed her spread ankles. Her panties did little more than cover her crack, and they were so sheer it was almost like she was fully exposed. I could make out her sweet lips, her cute little rosebud. Her hair flooded down like a waterfall. She looked at us from between her legs, waiting patiently for her punishment.

“Ten strikes each,” John said, leading the way across the room. I followed, unable to take my eyes off her gravity-defying tits. “Count them out for us, my pet.”

John, sensing my hesitation, went first. He smoothed his hand over her bottom, eliciting a shudder and a squeal from his wife. Her lips were parted, her chest heaving. John wielded the paddle in one hand, his other hand on Miriam’s lower back.

John brought the paddle back and delivered the first blow, a nice little spank that was music to my ears. Miriam jumped slightly, her facial expression changing to one of increased arousal.

“One,” she yelped.

John spanked her again, on the opposite cheek.

“Two!” Miriam said.

He hit her again, in the middle.

“Three,” Miriam murmured, her eyes closing. Her ass was reddening quickly, and as John delivered the fourth and fifth and sixth blows, I could start to make out the impression of the paddle on her flesh.

“Seven,” Miriam sighed, seeming to be in a kind of trance. John’s blows had become increasingly harsh, but she only seemed to want more. I even saw her hips pressing back into his blows.

“Eight,” Miriam cooed, while John reared back again. “Nine!”

John’s breath was steady and even, but his cock was erect and a slight sheen of sweat shone on his forehead. He spanked her with the paddle one last time.

“Ten,” Miriam sighed, wiggling slightly as time passed while John and I traded places. I couldn’t resist the urge to stroke her reddened backside, feeling the burning and smarting flesh. She moaned, pushing back into my palm.

“My turn,” I growled, suddenly excited to leave my own marks on her body. The yardstick made a sharper sound when it struck her upper thighs, and she jumped once more at the new sensation.

“Eleven!” Miriam’s voice was high.

I spanked her higher, excited by the faint outline of the yardstick I left behind. She called out twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen. Her voice cracked and sighed, her body swayed as she sank down into whatever headspace the spanking put her in. Close up, I could see how damp her sheer panties were, feel how hot she was.

You could see the difference between the paddle marks and the yardstick marks. I smacked her upper thighs again.

“Sixteen,” Miriam moaned. She was wiggling quite a lot by then, and I wondered if she was uncomfortable – from pain, or pleasure? I struck her twice more, my arm starting to ache slightly from the force. Her ass jiggled delightfully. I made the last strike count: rearing back, I slapped the yardstick broadly across her reddened ass.

“Twenty!” Miriam yelped. “Oh, god! Someone fuck me!”

I was more than ready to oblige, but John stepped forward with a smirk.

“You’re not calling the shots here, slut,” he said. “You’ll get fucked when we’re ready to fuck you. For now, you’ll have to make do with my tongue. Be a good girl and let our guest fuck your tits while I lick your pussy.”

Holy shit. I liked the sound of that!

“Yes, sir,” Miriam cooed. The couple seemed to have this choreographed, because Miriam climbed onto the bed quickly. John knelt behind her. I watched as he yanked her panties down and dove into her pussy, licking her wet slit hard while she bucked and cried out. He grabbed her thighs, holding her in place, fucking her with his tongue before licking her clit.

“C-come…” Miriam begged me, beckoning. I went to stand in front of her, my hard cock ready for whatever she was going to give me. She leaned forward, sucking me between her lips. She quickly bobbed up and down, coating me in her spit, her eyes rolling back in her head as her husband licked her pussy. Her throat felt like heaven, but when she pulled back and cupped her breasts, I couldn’t resist the invitation.

Miriam moaned, her eyes rapt and her lips wet. She cupped her tits around my cock and started to work my shaft. The movement didn’t disturb John, who just moved his mouth along with her hips to keep her satisfied while she fucked her tits with my cock. Her look of utter hunger and lust was too hot to resist – grabbing her by the neck, I pulled her up and kissed her. I only released her because it was too hard to fuck her tits in that position.

“Oh, god,” she writhed, cheeks reddening as her body came close to climax. “I want your cum on my face, I want your cum on my face!”

I groaned. John’s wife was begging me to give her a facial while he licked her pussy. Her soft, supple breasts squeezed around my shaft. My balls churned. The situation was irresistible. Before I could think twice, I was grabbing her neck again and pulling her face close to my shaft. I stroked myself twice before cumming, thick ropes of jizz landing on her sweet face.

At the same time, Miriam clutched the sheets hard, her body shuddering as John made her cum on his tongue. Her mouth opened wide. My jizz landed on her cheeks and nose and tongue, dripping from her lips faster than she could drink it up. Her body seemed to vibrate with pleasure as I coated her in semen. The last rope of cum landed directly in her throat, and she swallowed it quickly. Then she began to collect the rest of my cum, sucking it from her fingers. John emerged from behind her, wiping his lips. His hard cock immediately plunged into her slit, and she pushed back against him.

My cock was going soft, and I was content to just watch. But Miriam wasn’t going to have that. She took my limp cock in her lips again, sucking me off while her husband fucked her from behind. The thought of her body impaled between us, fucked in two holes, was enough to get my blood flowing again. She was moaning and writhing again, humming against my shaft as John railed her hard, spanking her and insulting her while driving his cock into her.

“Suck his cock, you whore,” he said. “I’m gonna cum in you, and then he’s gonna fuck you. We’re gonna use your slutty little body until you’re worthless.”

It drove Miriam crazy. She was cumming again, my cock popping out of her mouth so she could cry out her pleasure. John groaned, slamming against her one last time, clearly filling her with his seed. I stroked myself to stay hard, watching them cum together. John was still inside her when he grabbed her hips and flipped her over onto her back. Her tits bounced with the motion. John pulled out, his cum leaking from her slit.

“Ready to take over?” John panted. I nodded. She was full of another man’s cum, but somehow that didn’t bother me. It made me hornier. I was all too happy to trade places, grabbing Miriam’s thighs and pulling them apart to reveal her cum-filled cunt. While Mark slapped his limp cock across her cheeks, teasing her desperate tongue, I eased myself into her sopping wet pussy.

It was so hot, so wet. I groaned. It was so easy to drive myself all the way in, until my balls were nestled against her crack. I stayed there for a moment, watching her react to having a new cock inside her. She squirmed, moaning, hips bucking. John was getting hard again, and soon he was pushing past her lips. I thought I could even see his cock going down her throat, but it had to be my imagination.

I started to pump. Slowly, enjoying her cunt and the visual of her body spread out underneath me. John had his wife’s head in his hands, and was fucking her throat. He looked down into her eyes while he fucked her, and I was almost touched by their love.

“That’s my good little fucktoy,” he murmured. “Taking load after load…”

Shit. It was too hot not to just go for it. I started fucking Miriam hard, which she clearly enjoyed. She grabbed her tit with one hand, pinching her nipple. The other dipped between her legs – she rubbed her clit while I fucked her. I grabbed one leg and lifted it straight in the air, twisting her hip slightly so I could fuck her deeper. I felt like I was reaching every inch of her needy little slit, and she was shaking again, her pussy dripping on the verge of another climax.

When she came, her pussy clenched my shaft hard, almost making me lose control. I focused on the way John was fucking her throat, slamming his hips into her face, his balls slapping against her nose. I watched him spit down onto her body, even while he stroked her hair with care.

“Do you want me to cum in her?” I asked, already knowing the answer. “Want me to cum in your wife?”

John looked up at me, smirking.

“Fill her up,” he nodded. “Give the little bitch what she wants.”

Miriam’s cry was muffled by John’s cock, but I felt her body’s reaction when I finally erupted inside her. She came again, her pussy milking my cock dry. I added ropes of thick hot jizz to her already-full pussy, while John jerked and thrust into her throat. I realized he was cumming again, this time feeding his seed right into her stomach. Between us, she was impaled by two throbbing cocks, both emptying into her naughty body.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

But it couldn’t bring my cock back to life after two orgasms in a row. And John was panting hard, pulling away from his wife’s face, limp.

Miriam rubbed her clit slowly. I pulled out, and she reached down to gather all of our combined cum on her fingers. Using it to rub herself, we watched as she brought herself to climax one more time. Finally, she lay back, panting.

“That was amazing,” I declared, sitting on the bed beside Miriam.

“It always is, thanks to this woman,” John said, his voice dripping with love. Miriam giggled and lifted her head to accept his kiss. She touched his cheeks. My heart twinged with bittersweet happiness for them. I hoped that someday I would find that kind of love.

In the meantime, sharing theirs was pretty good.

“I think we’ve all earned a beer,” John announced. “It’s still nice out. David, please say you’ll stay for a drink by the pool?”

I almost laughed. Of course I was happy to cool down after that hot action, and a beer sounded nice. But it was funny, being invited out to their backyard – the place where it all started.

“Sure,” I said, beginning to gather my clothes.

“Excellent,” Miriam sighed, rolling over onto her belly. “You two go ahead, though. I need…a minute.”

She did look exhausted – hell, she had to be exhausted after all the work she just did. John and I dressed, then left Miriam to collect herself. John and I walked in comfortable silence out to the pool, John stopping at the fridge on the way to grab the beers. Outside, we sipped and stared up at the stars. I felt better than I could ever remember feeling. There was just one little thing…

“So…I have to ask…was that a one-time thing?” I said, averting my gaze. Was that a rude question? Did I really have the right to ask for more?

“Not if you don’t want it to be,” John said with a grin. “David, we’re neighbors. I expect we’ll be seeing a lot of each other.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said.

“Me too,” Miriam’s voice surprised both of us, and we turned to see her emerging in a light shift. She grabbed her beer off the table and popped the cap. Holding up her bottle, she made a toast. “To good neighbors!”

“I’ll drink to that!” I laughed, clinking bottle necks with the two best neighbors I could have ever asked for.
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