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CHAPTER 1 – Surprised to Meet You

Watching from her kitchen window on the side of her house looking over into the next yard, she nervously awaits for her neighbor’s husband to get home from work. She had been observing them all week trying to get to know when the perfect moment to have a meet-and-greet with them would be and now, on a Friday evening, it seemed like the timing was set with her husband and son both at home, and the neighbor’s family soon to all be home as well, and with the weekend ahead of them having the potential for plans. Sarah had even picked up a peach cobbler to bring over as a tiding of good will.

Sarah’s hair was done up especially well today, being seamless in its side-swept shoulder length bangs style, her light brown hair complimenting her fair skin, with her blue jeans pulled up just near her belly button with her light summer yellow button-down top tucked in. She wanted everything to be perfect for their first meeting together, as you never want to leave a lasting negative impression on the people you’ll be living next to for possibly years to come.

Suddenly Sarah saw the neighbor’s car pull up and then the husband get out, dressed in his office garb with his sharp, slicked-back chestnut brown hair, sunglasses covering his eyes. “Gary! Gary, he’s home! Go get Ben! We should stop over in the next 30 or so minutes. It’s quarter-till 5 so that will give us plenty of time to stop in and say hello shortly before they eat while giving them a nice desert to finish with.”

Gary went up to Ben’s room where he was lifting weights, leaning into his widely cracked door and knocking, “Mom says to get dressed, we’re heading over.”

“Give me a break, right now? This better not be long, Derek’s picking me up in an hour he told me not to miss him or he’d bail.”

“Don’t give me any lip…By the way, what did you say their last names were?”

“Oh yea, ‘Bottomless’, it’s a weird name, got some laughs from some in biology class.” Ben replied.

“Huh…Sounds…French? Maybe Dutch? Oh whatever, just wear your up-class casual stuff, we’ll be going over in 30 minutes.”

“Can’t wait, dad.” Ben said sarcastically before his dad shut the door.

Sarah, Ben, and Gary walked on their door at 5:15 on the dot, all dressed up for the occasion, Gary and Ben dressing in matching slacks with separately colored polo’s, Gary wearing a navy blue one and Ben, their 18-year-old son, wearing a dark grey one. They strutted confidently down the path to their driveway, following the sidewalk over to the neighbor’s house, heading up meticulously through the driveway and then the path they had set up in neat little stone pads that were imprinted into the lawn.

“Now Ben, no gawking at their daughter, I know you go to school with her and she’s in your grade.” Sarah said firmly.

“Trisha? Oh give me a break, I’ve seen her at school, she’s not a heart throb. Kind of emo’ish if you ask me.” Ben replied nonchalantly.

Hearing steps approach the door they all straightened their posture and put on smiles, Ben’s being noticeably more forced than his mom and dad’s.

Opening the door a middle-aged though youthful looking woman appeared, with a prominent golden blonde beehive hair style, prominent jawline, and squared face. “Hello! You must be the Keepses from next door!” She said in a tender and loving expression.

“Oh yes, we’d just like to-“ Sarah’s voice was cut short as simultaneously, Ben, Gary, and Sarah’s heads all lowered and eyes widened as they looked at the woman’s nether-regions, which were completely unclothed.

“To bring us a pie?” She responded, trying to finish Sarah’s sentence.

The Keepses seemed oblivious as they openly stared at her curvy hips which curved down to her ankles as if her legs were a funnel, in the middle of which were round thighs that blocked any sort of a thigh gap and instead drew one instantly to her puffy vulva covered in tufts of lightly trimmed golden bush, just barely making out the cleft of her vaginal lips.

Seeming puzzled at first, she looked down and then gave a short laugh, “Oh, hah, don’t worry, you didn’t ‘catch me in the moment’ or anything. Please come in!”

“I’m-I’m sorry, maybe we should come back another time.” Sarah said hesitantly.

“Oh?” the woman asked kindly.

“N-Now honey,” Gary interrupted, “We should, uh, try to accommodate…our neighbors.”

“Please, we’ve been wanting to meet you as well! By the way, my name’s Marian, you can call me Mare for short if you’d like. Oh, is that peach cobbler? I love peach cobbler!”

Stepping inside the two-story suburban with a spacious foyer and rounded staircase heading up to a semi-circle balcony overlooking it, Sarah and Gary were impressed with the layout.

“This was one of the more expensive houses in the development.” Gary said, trying to keep his eyes on anything but Marian’s beaver.

“Yea, Dave is a good haggler though, so we didn’t spend too much on it. Here, can I get you anything?”

“No, we’re…We’re fine.” Sarah said hesistantly.

“Alright, well, I’ve got to go check on the chicken in the oven. Living room is straight ahead and to the right. Just leave your shoes and pants by the door!” Sarah finished, cheerfully.

“Alright, thank y-“ Sarah stopped, “Did she just say, ‘leave your shoes and pants’ by the door?”

“I uh…I think so, Sarah.” Ben said hesitantly.

Sarah looked over to Ben, who was watching with a mesmerized look on his face at Marian’s butt as she sauntered back into the kitchen, as she had a wide butt yet had very prominent cheek structure, which caused them to roll into each other with each step she took.

“Ben!” Sarah whispered angrily, “What did I say about gawking?!”

“Are you kidding me?!” Ben replied in disbelief.

“Hey, you’re here!” They all heard from the top of the staircase.

“Oh god.” Sarah said, thinking the worst, hearing a male voice.

Down the staircase Dave came trotting. “Glad to see you three stop by! We were planning on doing it yourselves tomorrow, but I guess you took the plunge first!”

Sarah was biting her upper lip trying to maintain eye contact, nodding respectfully.

“So, you guys gonna stand there? We got drinks and stuff in the kitchen.” Dave asked.

Staring intently for a little while longer, her eyes glanced down at Dave’s genitals, and she let out a burst of nervous laughter to fill the silence.

Dave raised an eyebrow. “I’ll uh, I’ll let you guys think it over.” Dave trotted off into the kitchen, Sarah watching lustfully as his powerful legs carried him off with his broad shoulders matching his broad ass.

Gary looked over at Sarah who was staring as intently as Ben was staring at Marian. “Sarah?” He said, nudging her.

“Oh god, what!” She snapped, broken from her stare.

“Jeez. Everything alright?”

“No, everything is not alright, we need to get out of here!”

“Come on Sarah, they seem nice enough. Lets just, get through this evening, and then we can wave goodbye and let them come over to our house at their own leisure. Okay?”

Sarah let out a reluctant sigh, “Okay, you’re right.”

“Good.” Gary replied, proceeding to unbutton his slacks and drop them to the floor leaving himself only in his boxers and socks from the waist down.

“Gary!” Sarah cried, in a hushed but angry tone.

“Come on Sarah, the least we can do is humor them. Besides, they only said pants.”

“Yea mom, come on, they only said pants.”

“I don’t think you quite understand, Gary…I’m not wearing any underwear!”

Gary looked at his wife’s crotch, then back up at her. Giving a half-cocked awkward smile, he shrugged and said, “I mean, it could be interesting.”

Sarah’s face turning a bright cherry red with a nearly blank expression on her face, only the residual anger and shock of previously finding out what kind of family the Bottomlesses really were, she frustratedly unzipped her pants. “Ben, don’t look.” Dropping them to the floor, she hung them up on the rack by the doorway.

As Ben began to hang his slacks up on the rack by the doorway, he noticed Trisha’s black skinny jeans were also hung up on the same rack, making him begin to blush just as his mom had. Shaking his head trying to forget the thought, he quickly ran back to where his mom and dad were walking into the kitchen, his mom pulling her button-down shirt as low as it would go, just barely covering the cusps of her butt cheeks. He noticed how his mom’s figure was similar to Marian’s, but slenderer, and how her butt cheeks seemed like they were ready to pop out from underneath that shirt.

The three of them sat down at the table, Sarah still blushing, but not quite as noticeably. She was doing her best to hide the lower half of herself underneath the round table they were sitting at.

“So how long have you three been living here?” Marian asked, tending to some of the vegetables that were slow cooking on the skillet, a very low simmer being audible.

Sarah chimed in quickly, “Oh, uh, 4 years. We moved here from Utah.”

“Oh, Utah! I’ve always wanted to visit!”

Sarah looked over timidly at Marian as she cooked, her butt bouncing back and forth, “It seems unsanitary,” she blurted out.

Marian turned around, her c-cups swaying elegantly. She gave Sarah a look of honest confusion about what specifically she was referring to.

“You know…The whole…bottomless thing.”

Marian’s confused look quickly dissipated back into a cheery smile, “Oh, no, it’s fine. We have a bidet.”

Sarah gave a half-hearted smile back after Marian’s response, Sarah’s eyes widening after Marian turned back around to the stove. She didn’t know what was happening, trying to find herself, resting her head on her out-stretched fingers.

As she rested her head, Dave came up beside her, his junk flopping about freely. Dave’s penis was an average length, but looked very girthy, with well-groomed pubic hair and a pristine looking sack. Her eyes couldn’t help but wander over to him, especially since she was only 8 inches away from being eye level with his balls and rod.

Ben was trying to hide the fact his eyes were constantly being drawn to Marian’s ever-so-buoyant butt cheeks, darting his eyes around hesitantly every so often. His dad lacked the more subtle approach Ben was, intently staring.

Dave looked at the two of them and remarked, “Hah, yea, she’s quite the attention-grabber, isn’t she?” He finished, walking over and kissing Marian, then smacking her butt, before walking over to grab a beer from the fridge.

“Oh *ahem* I’m sorry, I don’t mean to stare,” Gary cautiously replied, flustered.

“Don’t worry about it,” Dave reassured him, “I take it as a compliment. Besides, me and Marian, we’re pretty ‘open’ with our relationship.” Dave finished, winking at Marian who crinkled her nose at him playfully.

“Why can’t we act that openly between each other, Sarah?” Gary asked.

Sarah slowly panned up and over to Gary, giving him the same wide-eyed thousand-yard stare she’d had for the last few minutes.

“Hey Ben, if you like, you can go upstairs to Trisha’s room and hang out there. It’s mostly just going to be boring small-talk down here.” Marian finished.

Ben suddenly flushed a light red, “Uh, I don’t know.”

“Go on, it’s fine.”

Without responding, Ben slowly got up from his chair and looked at his mom who couldn’t find any words and his dad, who was fixated on Marian’s glowing ass.

“I’ll just…” And with that, he walked off to the stairs, heading up to Trisha’s room.


CHAPTER 2 – Just the Tip

Ben approached Trisha’s room which he could tell from its clear and obvious adornment with hard rock band stickers and goth style posters. Without knocking he crept in.

Her room walls were painted dark purple, adorned with lots of band posters and TV show decals, everything in the room being either black, pink, or dark green. Except for her snow-white legs wrapped in fishnet stockings that worked their way up towards her petite yet pronounced butt, which was facing him as she laid on stomach, her legs bobbing forward and back, and she listened to music with her cordless earphones on her bed.

He’d never seen her in an erotic light before, but things were quickly changing as he could feel himself becoming more erect. He was only able to get half-erect downstairs because of how awkward he felt around his parents and how nervous he felt in front of Trisha’s mom, but she seemed different. Suddenly, she reached back with her hand, then down, fidgeting her hand in her groin region, noticing she was pulling out a hot-pink dildo, before smoothly sliding it back in repeatedly. Ben’s eyes began to bulge.

Feeling he needed to say something as she laid there, oblivious, masturbating so casually, he let out a small “*ahem*”, to which she didn’t respond. Trying again, he went “*AHEM*” this time causing her to swivel her head, flinging her straight jet-black hair across, and letting out a shriek.

“AH, what the hell?! Get out!” She cried in a small and raspy voice.

“Sorry! Sorry! Sorry!” Ben said repeatedly, backing out slowly to the door then slinking out into the hallway.

He sat next to her door as he heard her fidget around in her room for a few minutes before she finally came to the door, cracking it thinly.

“What are you doing here?” she said sternly.

Letting out a half-hearted chuckle, Ben responded, “My parents came over to say ‘hi’.”

Waiting a few moments for a response, Trisha finally let out a small “Oh…”

“Yea…”

“Well…I guess you can come in or like, whatever. My mom tell you I’m up here?”

“Yea…”

The door freely began to sway open as he heard her footsteps lead back to her bed. Getting up and walking back in, Ben stood there dumbfounded. “Not sure what to say.”

“I mean you’ve seen me at school.” She responded bluntly, “How does it feel meeting me personally now.”

“Well…Similar, just with less clothes I guess.”

She turned around briefly, smiling through her black mascara, black lipstick, and pale skin, letting out a small laugh “Hah! That’s funny. Here, take a seat,” she said, pointing over to the chair by her desk. “By the way, I’m flattered you’re going full mast for me.”

“Huh?” Ben said, before looking down and noticing he was fully erect underneath his white boxers.

“Oh, I uh, this is-”

“Please, don’t worry about it.” She said before turning away, remaining motionless for a few seconds, cocking her head, then turning back around, “Actually…”

“What?”

“You know, you can lose the boxers. After all, you’ve seen plenty of my lower half.”

“That’s uh, I can’t really…do that.”

“Sure you can, you put your hands on your waist band, then pull them down. Simple.” She said, turning around to sit up, propping herself up with her hands. “Come on jock boy, lemme see your fun zone,” she taunted in a sarcastically seductive voice.

“Hah, you’re good.” Ben said, getting up and heading to the door. Before he could reach it he felt small hands grab at his waist, then felt the free-flowing breeze of air rush between his genitals. “Hey!”

“Now that’s more like it! Welcome to the Bottomless household!”

Turning around angrily at her, she responded by staring at his groin and giving a face of peaked interest, attempting to taunt him some more.

“Boy, you jock kids sure got length, huh?” She said, somewhat impressed, sauntering closer with her alluring puffy tufts of black pubic hair, “Shame about your girth though,” she said, giving an exaggerated pouty face.

Grinning from embarrassment, he responded gently “So this is how you get your kicks? Harassing people who come over and partake in your families’ bizarre customs?”

“Oh give me a break, you can take it.” She responded, blowing off his response.

“What gives you that idea?”

“You know I heard what you said about me at school…’Bottomless? I wouldn’t want to see her like that’, and now that you’re here, well, I can see you’re most certainly enjoying the view.”

“Oh come on, that was…days ago…I mean it was a joke. You can take a joke, right?”

“You certainly can, what with living with that pencil dick you’ve got.” She replied, snakishly.

“*Sigh* Okay, listen, we’re neighbors, my family is here…What can I do to say I’m sorry.”

She looked over from where she was laying back on the bed, “Well you can say that your little joke was a lie.”

“Alright, fine. I was lying. You’re a very, very attractive girl.”

“Hm…I don’t believe you.”

“Really, and why is that?”

“Because I’m forcing you to say it.”

“Okay,” Ben replied, slowly walking over to her bed, sitting down at the end opposite of her. “I’m sorry. You’re actually pretty hot.”

She looked at him for a second, then looked off up into the ceiling, then turned her head away.

“Wait, that’s it? No response?” Ben asked, agitated. Getting up, he walked around to where she was facing. She looked up at him and then noticed as she looked up she was slightly biting the side of her lip, blushing faintly. He then realized, “You have a crush on me don’t you!”

Immediately she stood up, “No! No, no, no, no!” Getting closer to him pointing at him and pressing a finger on his chest as they both began to argue with each other.

Suddenly they both stopped arguing as they each felt something, looking down, standing within inches of each other. Ben’s erect cock was situated directly between her supple thighs, rubbing and slightly parting her lips. He slowly pulled back a little and saw the trail of wetness that she left on the upper part of his shaft. Looking back up at each other Ben saw her face begin to turn a much brighter red, to which she quickly turned around and began biting her thumb nail.

“Why don’t you just go, okay?” She said in a somewhat upset tone.

Ben walked up to her, laying a hand on her shoulder. “You know, if you’d like, we could…” and as he paused, his hand slid down her back, casually cupping one of her butt cheeks, “…date or something.”

As he cupped her butt cheek, Ben could feel her begin to get goose bumps and she turned her head, looking into his eyes with her mascara laden green pupils.


CHAPTER 3 – Getting to Know Each Other

Gary couldn’t take his eyes off Marian’s chubby cheeks, while Sarah couldn’t take her agitated grimace off of Gary, who seemed obsessed with her butt.

“Gary!” Sarah let out, in a whispered but aggressive tone.

“What! Oh, honey, come on, I mean…look at that!” He said, giving an open-palmed gesture towards Marian’s full-figure ass.

Sarah gave a defeated sigh and rolled her eyes, glancing over at Marian. She was completely oblivious as her food sizzled and she joyously bounced back and forth. “She does have a really big butt…Fine, you can stare.”

“Thank you!” Gary whispered, before going back to watching with lustful enjoyment.

Sarah looked at Marian’s butt, then back at her husband who was all but licking his lips at the sight of her rear, then turned her head over to Dave in the living room watching the football game. Her eyes began to lower and fell upon Dave’s meaty butt that sat atop his powerful, tanned, thighs. Sarah began to bite her lip.

“So what kind of hobbies are you into?”

Sarah sat there, intently fixated on Dave’s butt. Feeling a nudge from her husband, she was broken from her trance, “What, huh, what?”

Marian was standing over the two of them, asking “Sarah, what hobbies are guys you into?”

“Oh, I um, I do a lot of poster collecting and uh, vintage framing.”

“Oh? How funny, Dave loves collecting old movie posters and what-not! You should ask him, I’m sure he’d be more than happy to show you some! We have a few framed in the basement! What about you Gary?”

“Oh, me? I’m actually quite the gardener. I’m sure you noticed our little vegetable patch.”

“I did! Those tomatoes looked delicious! Hey, Dave sweety, why don’t you show Sarah your posters down in the basement? I want to go show Gary my bush!”

“Excuse me?” Sarah said, flicking her head up in disbelief at Marian.

“My bush.” She said, pointing out back through the glass door to her large neatly trimmed swan-shaped bush.

“Oh, OH, your ‘bush’ sorry, right.” Sarah replied, relieved.

Dave walked over to Sarah, “Come on, I’ll lead you down.” Taking her delicately by the hand and leading her off, one hand in Dave’s and the other tightly grasping and pulling down on her shirt to hide what she could of her lower half, she scampered off to the basement.

They both stomped down into the basement, the stairs leading to a dark room with soft carpeting.              “Oh, you’ve got carpet downstairs. Very nice.”

“Yea, I like a bit of carpet downstairs.” He replied, flicking on the lights.

She raised her eyebrows at the wall of movie posters he had framed, with the nice suede couches and built-in bar. “Wow, this is quite nice.”

“Yea, go on, take a seat at the bar, I’ll make you a drink.”

“Oh, I really shouldn’t.”

“Oh, come on, just a little something…Or a big something.”

Sarah gave a somewhat happily surprised face, “Oh, what the hell…Give me uh, a Sex on the Beach.”

“Getting feisty are we?” He said playfully, grabbing various mixers and alcohols before pouring them together.

Sarah continued looking around the basement, observing the carpet, light fixtures, posters, and entertainment setup with furniture. She always wanted something like this in her own basement, but neither of them could find the time to do it themselves, or the extra money to have someone else do it.

“Can you do my basement?” Sarah turned and blurted out towards Dave. “No, wait, I didn’t mean it like-“

Dave gave a hearty laugh, “Well, you don’t beat around the bush for very long, do you?”

Sarah began to blush some more, “I uh…I just think what you’ve done here is quite spectacular.”

“Sure, sure, you’ll have to repay me though.”

“Oh, I’ll do anything.” Sarah said, lounging back in the bar chair.

“Well, I figure if I’m going to do your downstairs, you can do mine.” He said, without any notice of sarcasm.

“I…I’m not sure I know what you mean.” Sarah said, taken aback slightly.

“Well, it’s easy.” He said, walking out from behind the bar, revealing his engorged cock.

“OH, my god!” Sarah said, surprised.

“What?” Dave asked, confused.

“You…You mean blow you?!”

“Well, yea…I thought that’s what you-”

Slapping her hands on the bar table, she gave him a look of incredulity, “I’m married!”

“Yea, well, so am I.” He responded bluntly.

Sarah looked at him, stunned.

“Here, I’m sorry, I should’ve told you before. When I winked at Marian and said we’re very ‘open’ in our relationship, I was implying that, well, along with being open about our bodies, we’re also pretty open about what we do with them. We just have a couple rules.”

“Rules?” Sarah asked, mouth half agape.

“Yea. We’re only ‘open’, sexually, with people we know. Complimentary actions include things like oral, masturbating, that kind of stuff.”

“Complimentary?”

“Yea, like as a thank you, or to say ‘sorry’.”

“Well gee, that makes this feel a whole lot better.”

“Well, I should’ve told you guys from the beginning, we’re more than just ‘Bottomless’, we’re also sort of swingers in that sense, although we don’t do much actual ‘swinging’.”

“Really…” Sarah said sarcastically, sipping her drink.

“Yup. But only with people we know…Usually neighbors, friends, that sort of thing. Strangers, well, we’ll give a complimentary action, but all sex is strictly between friends and family.”

Sipping the rest of her drink, Sarah replies “So I take it that means we’re not considered strangers anymore?”

“Nope. That’s why I’m telling you all this. I was kind of hoping we could uh, ‘bond’ and get to know each other a lot better.”

“So you were planning on having me fuck you then, is that it?”

“Well, I…wouldn’t put it like that.”

“How would you put it?”

“You know what, forget I said anything, it was nice having you over.” Dave replied hastily, walking back behind the counter, swabbing down the bar.

Looking at him with lazy eyes, Sarah asks, “So how much would it be for the drink then?”

Dave looked up at Sarah, giving her a half-cocked smile, “Well let’s just say that one’s on the house.”

Sarah, swaying ever-so-faintly, looked down her nose at him, “If it’s on the house, then I guess I would have to say thank you then? After all, isn’t that how it goes?”

Getting up from her chair and walking over to some of the posters on the wall, no longer pulling her shirt down, revealing her slender but supple thighs and pear-shaped behind. Dave watched her carefully, as she seemed to saunter around, almost showing off her butt.

“You know, I know you’re not drunk.” Dave said to her from across the basement room, thinking she was possibly pretending to be intoxicated.

“I never said I was.” She responded succinctly, giving a sly smile.

Walking over to where she was standing, and staring diligently at the poster on the wall, he stood next to her, arms crossed. “This one cost me about $250.”

“Is that so?” She softly replied. “So what would it require for me to take it off your hands?”

“Well, I guess the original deal would still stand.”

“I have to uh…’Finish your basement’?”

“My basements already finished. It could use a good spit-shine though.”

She gave a wide grin as Dave finished, twirling around and falling into his chest. “You can’t tell my husband.”

“If that’s the way you want it.” He responded.

To which Sarah slid down his chest, his erect cock brushing against her cheek. Taking a breath, she took him in her mouth, her tongue salivating as his thick, hard, warm member slid over and through her mouth repeatedly, drawing much saliva.

“Wow, you’re more eager than I thought.” Dave said, before putting one arm against the wall, lowering his other hand against her silky-smooth light brown hair as she bobbed up and down on his shaft.

“Hoh, shit…You give better head than my wife.” Dave coolly said.

Sarah continued pummeling the back of her throat with the head of his penis, bobbing relentlessly, making slight gagging noises. She closed her eyes and tried pretending it was Gary, though Gary’s cock always slid deep into the back of her throat when she gave him head like this. Instead now, her checks were stretched and there was barely enough room for her tongue to swivel around his tip and shaft. She reached a hand behind to his butt for extra support as she rammed her head back and forth, growing wetter from the feeling of his warm cheek in her hand.

Sarah felt Dave begin to tremble a bit before letting out a soft grunt, spilling hot cum throughout her mouth. The force caused it to spill out and for some to go down her throat.

*Cough cough cough* “I think that should about do it!” Sarah replied playfully before coughing some more.

-----

As dinner warmed on the counter, Marian and Gary walked around outside through her garden.

“Thanks again for the tomatoes Gary, I mean you didn’t have to give me any.” Marian said, thankful.

“Oh, it’s no problem, besides we’re neighbors, we need to be accommodating to one another.” Gary said, reassuring her. “You know, I love the flowers and the weeping willow you’ve got, but man, you’ve really got an exquisite bush.” He added, impressed with her gardening.

“Oh, you don’t say?” Marian replied, smiling while curtsying, holding her shirt as if it were a dress, showing off her bush.

“Wait, no, I didn’t mean it like that!” Gary replied, growing red in the face.

“Please, it’s fine, I get it all the time.”

“…About your bush or your…”

“My pussy?”

“I mean, I didn’t want to say it like that but…”

“I’ll be honest with you, my bush does need a bit of watering.”

“Watering?”

“Yea, come back to the shed, I’ll show you.”

Marian led Gary back to the far end of the yard, slightly hidden by the trees and other bushes nearby. Opening the wooden doors, she revealed a modest interior with some machine equipment and tools, and a large utility chest in the back situated right in the middle of the shed.

“Here, hold the door open for me Gary.” She said, sauntering over to the utility chest. Popping the lid, she bent right over into the chest, revealing all for Gary to see. Her cheeks lifted just enough to reveal her flushed lips beneath the thicket of her dense blonde bush, the pink of her butthole barely visible just beneath the cleft of her cheeks.

“You uh, need any help.” Gary replied, cautiously.

“Yea, I’m just looking for that darn tool to water my bush, it’s so thirsty.”

“Alright. Just uh, tell me when you find it.”

Marian continued fidgeting around, half-inside the large utility chest for at least another minute or two.

“I can come over there and help if you’d like.”

“Oh, would you? My bush is starving for a good watering! It’s just sitting here, red- oh, I mean, blushing for a good watering.”

Gary stopped in his tracks as he moved in to try and help Marian, cocking his head, thinking to himself, “Did she just say what I think she did?”

He moved closer as she continued fidgeting, raising one of her legs up half-way.

“Darn, maybe it’s not in here, I think it’s out in the shed somewhere, just hanging about.”

Gary surveyed the room, looking around for her watering tool, seeing hose tubing and sprayer heads dotting the walls and shelves, but she clearly would’ve seen those before she entered. Taking a chance, Gary walked up next to her, placing a hand on her plump waist.

“Do you see it in there?” He asked. The lid was already laying on top of her, so he had no idea how much stuff was in the utility chest, if anything at all.

“You know, could you take another look at my bush? See how much it really needs it?”

Gary looked down at her bottom half sticking out, “Sure…” He replied. He walked towards the door, then looked back, thinking to himself, “Fuck it.”

Walking over to her, kneeling down, now eye-level with her lips and cheeks, he laid both hands on either cheek. No response. Slowly parting her cheeks to better reveal her vulva and perineum, still no response. He continued staring for at least 30 seconds, before he heard Marian ask, “So, how’s it look?”

Gulping, Gary responded, “It looks like…your bush could use a good watering.”

“I knew it. You mind watering it for me?”

“Well, where’s the watering tool?”

“It’s long, hard, and has a bulbous tip.”

Gary felt a wave of anxiety pour over him. Standing up, he looked down, seeing his cock was more than fully erect but leaking precum as well.              “*AHEM* Yea, uh, I think I found it.” He replied, placing two hands firmly on her cheeks, slowly working them around her waist.

Pulling himself closer, his long, thin, cock brushed against her lips.

“Whooh! I think you found it!” She replied, excited.

Gary took the plunge, forcing himself inside her juicy red pussy, hearing her let out a long sigh, “Oooohhhhh yyyeeeaaaaa!”

Pulling his cock out for another thrust, he saw he was already completely coated in her juices. Thrusting back into her she let out a soft sigh, and began to thrust more rhythmically, with her sighs matching his thrusts.

She began to move on from sighing to short moans as he slapped against her bosomy butt, her thighs beginning to form a secondary layer his cock repeatedly rubbed against with every thrust.

“I think I’m gonna cum.” Gary blurted out. Marian immediately wrapped her legs around him while still half inside the utility chest, held aloft solely by the rim of it. “Marian, what are you doing?!” Gary asked anxiously.

“I said my bush needs watering. So gimme that water from that long hose of yours!”

Gary wanted to pull out, but her legs were just as powerful as they were thick. Deciding to stop thrusting to try and stay the tide of his ejaculation, it did no good as he felt her pussy tighten and contract as she orgasmed, mixed with the soft warmth that his cock was encased in, she caused him to orgasm as well.

They both let out moans in unison as he spilled his juices into her, falling backwards onto the wooden floorboards as she released him from her vice-like leg grip.

Pulling herself out of the utility chest, she sighed, “Ahh, just what my good old bush needed!” Before sauntering back out of the shed and towards the house.

Gary sat there wondering what had just happened before getting up, brushing himself off, and walking back into the house, carefully looking around to see if his wife saw what just took place.


CHAPTER 4 – All’s Good in the Neighborhood

Walking back into the kitchen and dining room, Gary quietly closed the sliding glass door behind him, then looked over to Marian who was humming and stirring by the stove. She had slightly noticeable red marks on her butt cheeks from where he’d pounded her in the shed, but she didn’t seem to care.

Sitting back down at the table, he heard footsteps coming up from the basement, seeing his wife, Sarah, leading Dave by the hand, smiling.

“Looks like you two seemed to get along nicely down there!” Gary said, trying to act innocent. “And look at that, you got over your hang up about the whole bottomless thing!”

“Speak for yourself Gary, where’d your boxers go?” Sarah remarked.

Gary’s eyebrows shot up, realizing he’d forgotten them out in the shed, though tried to stay calm. “Hah, yea, you got me. It’s quite relaxing.”

Sarah sauntered over, her large, wild, bush in plain sight for all to see.

“By the way Sarah,” Marian started, “Nice bush.” She finished, giving her a wink.

Sarah blushed, though not as brightly as she had the few times before.

Smiling and looking at Sarah, Gary looked down and noticed a few dark splotches on Sarah’s button-up. “Hey, what is that?” He asked innocently.

Sarah looked down, “Huh? OH! Uh, it’s nothing, don’t worry, I just had a drink downstairs. They have a bar.”

Gary looked at her suspiciously, noticing her hair was slightly frizzy and then noticing some watery milky-colored residue just beneath her bottom lip, no more than a pebble size. “Sarah, is that…sperm?!” He asked, upset.

“Gary, wha-, of course not!”

“Yes Gary.” Dave interjected, leaning on the dividing wall between the dining room kitchen and the living room. “Your wife gave me oral sex. As I’m sure you gave my wife a good fat romping out in the shed, from the twig stuck in her beehive I see.”

Gary was speechless for the moment, gasping for words, looking over at Marian who was neatly pulling the twig out of her hair that she just noticed. “Well, well, I…I mean.”

“It’s fine Gary, you porked my wife, yours gave me head, we’re even, right?” David remarked.

“Well I don’t know about that.” Sarah said, inserting herself between the two of them.

“What do you mean ‘you don’t know about that’?” Gary asked with a sterner tone.

“Well, I mean, he didn’t fuck me…I didn’t get to cum.”

“Are you joking right now, Sarah?” Gary asked sternly again.

“Oh come on Gary! You haven’t stuck it in my bush for at least a couple months now! A woman has…needs.”

“There’s no ‘need’ for a woman to get screwed by her neighbor!”

“Come people, relax,” Dave interjected, “Listen, I told Sarah what I’m gonna tell you. Me and Marian…We like to be, well, ‘intimate’ with our close friends, and we saw you two come over and we thought we’d try and hit it off. All the innuendo’s that were going on kind of got us both turned on, so we thought we might see how things went, but that was clearly a mistake on our part.”

“Dave, don’t say that.” Sarah added, giving him affectionate eyes.

“Telling us before doing the deed would’ve been much better, Dave.” Gary said, somewhat defeated. “I mean, I love my wife, more than anything, and sharing her…just doesn’t feel right.”

“But you felt that it was okay to do it with my wife though?” Dave inquisitively asked.

“Well…No. I guess you’re right, sort of…Actually, no, you’re not right, you should’ve told us before-hand. It’s not like I came on to your wife anyway, she came on to me.”

“Alright, that’s fair. I guess we should start over with this whole situation and ask then. Marian, are you okay with being intimate with the Keepses?”

“Yup.”

“See. Okay, now, Sarah, are you alright with being intimate with our family?”

Sarah looked at Gary, cautiously wondering what to say, “I’m…I don’t know.”

“Alright, well, how about the offer stands until you both come to a decision on your own terms. We don’t want to force either of you to say ‘yes’ or anything, and we’re sorry about putting you two on the spot before.” Dave finished, seemingly calming the situation.

The Keepses and the Bottomlesses sat and stood in their relative spots for a while without uttering a peep. Suddenly, out of the blue, the sound of springs recoiling, as if from a bed were audible, coming from right above them.

“What could that-“ Before Sarah could finish, she realized Ben went upstairs to Trisha’s room around 20 minutes ago. Everyone’s eyes began to widen from the realization and then were unsure how to broach the subject.

“Well I guess our son made his decision.” Gary said, giving a slight chuckle.
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