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Costume parties should be illegal.

I was dressed as a Queen. And my husband, god bless him, was dressed as a King.

We were going to a Halloween party at a neighbor’s. We were wearing masks. And I hadn’t realized that costume was… more popular than I’d realized.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

Our neighbor was an Australian DJ called Jeb, and he always had the best music at his parties. This time, he’d picked this great, sticky music. And there was alcohol, and it was dark (I think the intent was to be spooky, but it just ended up more sexy than anything).

And here’s the thing – there was something about the combination of costumes, alcohol, the throbbing music…

Two hours into the party, I was as turned on as I’d ever been. And after twenty years of marriage, I knew that if I found my husband, he’d be more than happy to…help me out.

My husband is a minister, but we have a healthy sex life. And he’s been known to be a little… adventurous, from time to time.

Two hours and ten minutes into the party, my husband and I were in the garage, making out as passionately as we ever had. The costume stretched snugly across his shoulders and his pants were tight over his hips – that should have been my first clue. But he was groping my ass and I was pulling at his pants and I was so distracted, I didn’t even notice.

I couldn’t remember being so turned on – I just wanted him. I wanted him to take me.

Two hours, fifteen minutes, and one zipper later, he was doing just that. My panties around my ankles, my dress flipped up, I was pressed against our neighbor’s car. My husband’s dick was hard in his hand, and – in response to my pleading – he was working his way inside me.

“God,” I gasped as he got about half his cock inside. I didn’t remember my husband’s cock being this thick. It was filling me up more than it ever had before – just getting the tip inside already felt like it was splitting me in half.

In a good way. In a very, very good way.

My husband didn’t say anything. He just let out a long, low grunt, and with a few firm pushes, got himself inside.

“Ohhh,” I moaned. He was deeper than he’d ever been before, and the sensation was incredible. Oh god – I could feel him throbbing inside me, and his balls slapping against me as he began to thrust, fucking me harder than he’d ever fucked me before…

He was going at it hard, and his hands were all over me, grabbing my ass, and groping my tits through my top, and he was moaning too. Then, suddenly, he was grabbing my hair, pulling my head back. He was being more aggressive than I could ever remember, and I could hear him panting. I could feel his taut body pressed against me and…–

My eyes shot open.

Wait. Taut body? My husband didn’t have a taut body. And now that I was really thinking about it, his cock definitely wasn’t this large…and I didn’t remember him getting this hard in at least a decade. No, more.

I tried to turn around, but whoever was inside me tightened his grip on my hair, preventing me from moving. I should have cried out, I should have said something…but the feeling of the stranger’s huge, thick cock pumping inside me was intoxicating.

It was incredible, and my body was responding. I could feel myself getting wet, getting hot, and despite the realization that it wasn’t my husband behind me, I was enjoying this.

Fuck. I was cheating on my husband…and I was enjoying it.

His fingers were digging into my sides, and even through our costumes, I could feel the sweat of his body pressed against me. Our costumes! This wasn’t my husband, but he was wearing the matching part to my own queen’s garb.

I realized that it could have been anyone. That the costumes we’d bought were available to anyone on Amazon, that the man inside me could a neighbor, or the friend of a friend, or… or…

Or a total stranger, giving me the best sex of my life.

I groaned at the thought. Normally I would have been disgusted, appalled. Normally I would have cried out “Stop, we can’t do this!" But the alcohol was making my head swim, and the music felt like it was inside my veins, and the way he was fucking me…the way the stranger was fucking me…

I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t help but give in. I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted to… and in that moment, my body really, really didn’t want to.

And so I didn’t say a word. I just let him do what he was doing. I let myself moan as stretched me out, as he made my pussy felt better than it had ever felt before, and soon enough, I was cumming.

“Ohhhhh!” I moaned. The feeling was so intense, and at the sound of my pleasure, whoever was inside me gave another firm, deep thrust, and his cock filled me up even more as he came. The stranger’s cock throbbed, and I felt my pleasure multiply. I felt his cum flood inside me and I moaned again, louder than before.

He’d cum inside me. A stranger had fucked me and then filled me with his seed. My costume was soaked with sweat, and with a mixture of our juices. I felt dirty and wrong…

I felt fucked.

I felt more fucked than I’d felt for years. Truly fucked, not a quick fumble, not gentle love-making. I felt like I’d been used, and it was intoxicating.

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to say as I stood there, still pinned against the car, the stranger’s dick still inside me. It was softening – god, it had been so hard – and I could feel our combined juices starting to trickle down my leg.

What could I say? How could I justify what had just happened? How could my husband and I ever look at each other the same way again?

We couldn’t. It was impossible. My mind started spinning, the room started spinning. My heart began beating a million miles a minute, and the panic sobered me up.

I’d not only cheated on my husband, I’d done so with a stranger. I didn’t even know who was inside me!

And it had been the best sex I’d ever had.

I couldn’t… we couldn’t… I didn’t know what to do! There was no way to undo what had just happened. What would I do when my husband found out? Would we get divorced? Would we never talk again? He was the love of my life, and I couldn’t… I couldn’t…

My mind spun faster, and faster, and faster, and just as I thought I was about to black out, the stranger spoke.

“Wow,” he said, loosening his grip in my hair. He was panting, hard, and I realized I was doing the same. “That was incredible.”

That was when I realized. Not consciously, but that was when I first heard it.

His accent.

I didn’t reply. I didn’t know what to say. How do you tell a stranger that his dick is the best you’ve ever had? That his cock had been so deep, that it had reached parts of you that no one else had? How could I explain how it had filled me up in a way that my husband’s never had, or that the way he’d taken me was so intense that I’d probably have let him do it again if he asked.

“Wow,” he repeated, pulling out of me. I felt his cum slide out of me with his cock. Why hadn’t he used a condom!? He’d taken me without protection. I’d thought it was my husband, but he – whoever he was – knew I was a stranger. He should’ve been more careful!

Of course, I hadn’t really given him a chance. I’d been so worked up, so horny, I’d seduced him so quickly – without even suggesting we use protection.

I’d all but begged him to fuck me.

“Wow,” he said a third time. My body was limp and weak. I was still bent over the car, unable to move, the stranger’s cum leaking from between my legs.

This was it. This was the end. Just as I was about to say something, to apologize, to try to explain… he said something that changed everything.

“I don’t know who you are,” he said, a hint of nervousness in his voice. “But that was incredible.”

His voice was deep, with a thick, Australian accent.

My eyes widened. Jeb! My neighbor.

My Australian neighbor had been the best sex of my life.

And then the second half of his sentence registered. He hadn’t recognized me! Somehow, my neighbor had been just as confused as me – the lighting, the alcohol…perhaps he’d had a drink. Maybe, while he’d been DJing, Jeb had thrown back a drink or two. You know how Australians are. Maybe he was just as disoriented as I was.

This was it. This was my salvation.

“Yeah,” I whispered, trying to mask my voice. “It was.”

My neighbor’s hand was rubbing my ass. “So, uh, do you want to do that again?”

I had to refuse, of course. The longer we spent together, the higher the odds that he’d recognize me. Not to mention, of course, that I was married. We shouldn’t… we couldn’t…

“I do,” I whispered, and as the words came out of my mouth, I realized how much I meant it.

Considering how unsure he’d sounded just a moment ago, Jeb didn’t show any hesitation in grabbing my hair and making me drop to my knees.

I looked up at him, his face hidden under a mask, and realized that he had no way of knowing it was me. My face was covered by the same mask that his was. All he could see was my body – my full breasts, my wide hips, my smooth thighs.

All he could see was the best sex of his life.

I wasn’t the married woman from next door. I was a mysterious, anonymous stranger – a strange woman who had just taken his dick and was eager to take it again.

A woman who’d do anything he asked.

Jeb had his half-hard dick in his hand and was pointing it at me. It was covered with a mixture of our juices, and even in the dim garage light, I could see how big it was. How could a cock be so perfect?

He didn’t say anything, and neither did I. As soon as his dick was within reach, I leaned forward, and took it in my mouth.

Jeb groaned as his dick touched my tongue. I could taste the mixture of our juices, and it tasted so, so good. He began pushing himself deeper into my mouth, and I was eagerly sucking him.

I was sucking another man’s cock, and loving every second of it.

As Jeb’s cock grew harder in my mouth, I knew that if I wanted, I could make him cum right then and there. I could make my neighbor blow his load, and swallow his cum, and it would be done. I’d be able to sneak out without committing any further adultery – I mean, yes, head… but if you’ve already fucked someone, surely head is a lesser sin.

Surely I’d be able to escape. Surely I’d be able to walk away.

Except for the fact that I didn’t want to make him cum in my mouth. As hot as it would be, feeling Jeb’s cock explode between my lips, feel his seed hit the back of my throat… as tempting as it was to swallow it all down, to massage the cum out of him until his balls were completely empty… I couldn’t.

But not because it was wrong. Because I wanted him to fuck me again.

I wanted to feel his hard, thick dick inside me once more. I needed it. I needed him to take me, to make me his. What we’d done earlier had been so wrong, but it had felt so right. It had been so perverted… and so fucking incredible that I knew I couldn’t resist a chance at another round.

Jeb’s dick was fully hard now. His balls were full of cum and his dick was throbbing.

I looked up at his face – or the mask covering it, at least – and could see his eyes closed in concentration.

“F-fuck,” he groaned. “You’re so good at that.”

“Mmm,” I moaned. The sound vibrated through his dick and he groaned again.

“Ohhhhhh, shit, yeah, suck that cock,” he said, the words slipping out of his mouth. I didn’t normally appreciate that kind of language, but I’m not going to lie – I loved every word that came out of his mouth. I loved how it made me feel. I loved everything about it, more than I expected. My husband had never talked to me like that.

I’d had to fuck a heavily-accented DJ to learn how much I liked dirty talk.

I couldn’t wait to find out what else he could teach me.

His dick was pulsing, and I could feel him growing closer and closer to cumming. I could taste the pre-cum leaking from the tip of his dick, and I wanted him to fill my mouth with his seed, to make me his slut, his whore, my mouth just a hole for him to fuck.

But more than that, I wanted him to feel him between my legs again.

“Fuck me,” I said, forgetting to mask my voice. Fortunately, Jeb was far too distracted to notice, and in an instant, I was back on my feet. He grabbed me and turned me around, and soon he was pressing against my ass. I was bent over the car once more, and the tip of his cock was sliding along the folds of my pussy, spreading our juices over his cock, lubricating it, preparing it to enter me again

“Oh god, fuck me,” I moaned. My neighbor – drunk, horny, and not recognizing my voice – obliged.

His hands gripped my hips and he pushed his cock inside me. I moaned again, the sensation filling my body, and I heard him gasp. He was thrusting now, his dick going deeper inside me, and soon he was all the way in and I could feel his balls slapping against me. I’d gotten him so worked up with my mouth, I knew it wouldn’t be long before he came, but I wanted to get off before he did. I needed it.

I needed to cum, more than anything. More than I’d ever needed anything in my life.

“Yes, yes,” I cried out. My neighbor’s cock was pounding inside me, and my body was responding. “God, Jeb, please, don’t stop, oh fuck, fuck me, Jeb, please, please, make me cum, please, Jeb, oh, please!”

It wasn’t until later that I realized how much I’d said his name, but again, he was far too distracted by what we were doing to notice, to question why the stranger in the queen costume knew who he was.

“I-I’m gonna cum,” he gasped, thrusting harder, going even deeper.

“Please,” I begged. “I need you to, I need to, Jeb, please, please, cum inside me, make me yours, make me your slut, Jeb, ohhhhhh, pleeeease!”

Just as I could feel my orgasm starting to build, I felt his cum shoot inside me. I felt it flooding inside me, mixing with the juices that were already there. The feeling was incredible…

…but not enough to push me over the edge.

His thrusts were slowing down, his cum was spilling inside me, and my orgasm was fading away.

“No,” I moaned, “no, Jeb, no, don’t stop, please, don’t stop, not yet.”

“W-what?”

“Don’t stop,” I said. “Please, Jeb, keep going, keep fucking me, I need you to make me cum, I need it, oh god, Jeb, please, please, please.”

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. He’d pulled his dick out, and I was standing there, bent over the car, my ass and thighs shiny with sweat and cum. The Australian man who I’d just fucked – twice! – was panting, and his cum was dribbling out of me.

“Don’t stop, Jeb, please, don’t stop, I need you to make me cum,” I begged.

"I have to go,” he said. “I’m doing the music.”

Before I could even turn around, the door was open, and he was gone.

I stood there, frozen. Jeb was gone, and I hadn’t cum. Worse, anyone who passed would see me, dripping with sweat, dress bunched up, cum spilling from between my legs.

If our hosts walked in… or my husband…

As quickly as I could, I pulled up my pants. Fortunately, my mask was still on. I grabbed a rag from the garage and wiped myself clean, then hurried to the door.

I could hear people talking, laughing, but no one was paying attention as I slipped through the party, as I raced home. I needed clean myself up before my husband came looking for me.

The shower was loud enough to stifle my moans as I fingered myself, but it couldn’t stop my mind from racing. Jeb’s cock had felt so good, and he’d made me feel so incredible.

I’d never cheated on my husband before. I’d never even considered it.

And I knew I could never do it again. I knew that this had been a one-time thing, that it had to be.

I couldn’t cheat on my husband, no matter how incredible it had felt. No matter how amazing Jeb’s cock had been.

I couldn’t betray my marriage. I couldn’t destroy my family.

But god had it felt good.

Despite how turned on I was, my fingers weren’t enough, and after half an hour in the shower, using every trick I knew to make myself cum, I heard the sound of my husband coming home. I turned off the shower, quickly dried off, and slipped into bed naked. As my husband walked down the hall, I pretended to be asleep. My husband climbed into bed, and I was glad it was dark enough that he couldn’t see how red my face was.

“You awake?” he said, and his roaming hands told me exactly why he was asking. Apparently I hadn’t been the only one to find the mixture of dark rooms, throbbing music, sexy costumes, and free-flowing alcohol sexy.

I couldn’t have sex with another man and my husband in the same night, could I?

Could I?

No, my husband had never brought me to the heights that Jeb did, but that didn’t mean we had a bad marriage. Our sex life was fine – he’s particularly good at (and enthusiastic about) going down on me, and after my unsatisfying second encounter with Jeb… and further half-hour of frustration in the shower… all I could think about was my husband’s tongue between my legs.

Maybe, if I gave my husband a chance, maybe he’d be able to make me feel the way I’d felt in the garage. Maybe he’d make me cum.

“Go down on me?” I asked, not even realizing what I was asking until the words came out of my mouth.

My husband grinned. “Sure, babe,” he said. He slid down the bed, and soon, he was between my legs, his head between my thighs.

Fuck. Fuck! He was going to taste Jeb’s cum. He was going to know that I’d been with another man.

I was going to hell.

My heart was pounding. My husband was going to swallow another man’s cum. If he recognized what it was, that I’d been unfaithful… that would be it. My marriage would be over.

You don’t come back from that.

I was sweating. I had to stop him. I couldn’t risk it… couldn’t let him…

But from the neighbor’s house, the throbbing music of the party returned. On any other night, I would’ve been mad at him for playing it so loudly, and texted him to let us get some sleep… but at the sound, I remembered how turned on I was. My husband’s lips were soft, and his breath was hot, and I could feel his tongue, teasing my skin, tasting me.

I was so worked up. My mind was reeling, and even as I thought of stopping him, my husband’s lips moved higher.

He was between my legs, and his tongue was running along my labia, and…

“Yes…” I moaned. It wasn’t as good as Jeb had been, of course – it was ridiculous to think it could be.

But it still felt pretty fucking good.

“Mmmm,” my husband moaned, and his lips pressed against my clit. His tongue was moving faster now, and he was eating me with the energy and vigor he always brought to the task.

“Oh, oh, oh, yes, oh, that’s it, that’s it, keep going, please, don’t stop, please,” I gasped, and after a small pause, he continued. He must have been confused by how vocal I was being – I was normally so quiet during sex.

But when Jeb had fucked me in the garage, it was like he’d flipped a switch. Now, I couldn’t stop talking, couldn’t stop verbalizing everything I was feeling.

My body was tensing up, and as his tongue lapped at me, and his finger slid inside, I could feel the pleasure growing. I was close, so very close, and with just a little bit more, I’d be there. I’d cum.

I’d finally cum.

“Yes, yes, yes, that’s it, that’s it, right there, yes, keep going, don’t stop, ohhhh, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yeeeeessss!”

Grabbing my husband’s head with both hands, I screamed out in ecstasy. I don’t think my husband had made me cum that hard in years. When my climax was over and I’d started to recover, my husband crawled back up the bed and wrapped his arm around me.

“My turn?” he asked, and I shook my head. Now that I’d finally gotten off, I was completely exhausted.

“Not tonight, honey,” I groaned.

“You must have had a lot to drink,” he said with a chuckle.

“Yeah.”

“Maybe that’s why you tasted… different.”

I froze. “Huh?”

“Tasted different,” he repeated. “Must be the alcohol.”

“Uh-huh. Must be it.”

“Well,” he said with a yawn. “G’night, darling.”

“Good night,” I said, my mind racing. A thousand thoughts were battling for dominance in my head.

My husband had tasted cum.

He’d eaten another man’s seed, and he hadn’t realized.

I’d cheated on my husband, and then he’d eaten me out straight afterward.

I’d cheated on my husband.

And I’d liked it.

It was wrong, it was perverted, it was filthy, and it was incredible.

Jeb had fucked me, and I’d begged him to keep going, to make me cum. I’d been pleading, moaning his name. Even knowing who he was, I’d still begged him to make love to me.

No, not made love. We hadn’t made love. We’d fucked, like animals. We’d fucked, like I’d never been fucked before.

And as my husband had been going down on me, as he’d unknowingly been tongue-deep in another man’s cum…

It wasn’t him I’d been thinking about.

It was Jeb. 
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In the days following the party, I struggled to even look at my husband. In the light of day, it seemed inconceivable that I’d done what I’d done… but every time I looked at my husband, I was wracked with guilt.

I couldn’t believe what I’d done to him.

In the weeks that followed, everything began to return to normality. As time went by, I could feel the memory slipping away, the reality of what had happened becoming more and more abstract, until it seemed less like something that had actually occurred, and more like a fantasy.

A fantasy, and nothing more.

But late at night, while I was making love to my husband, I’d hear the music coming from our neighbor’s house, and the memories would come flooding back. He’d be going down on me, or entering me, or I’d have just started giving him a handjob… the music would start, and what we’d done that night would flash back in full force. The reality of the pleasure Jeb had given me, the intensity of the orgasm…

I tried not to think about Jeb when I was with my husband. But it was impossible. Pretty soon, the moment I was turned on, the instant my husband’s hands were on me, or his lips, or his tongue, my mind was full of the Australian next door.

How good his cock had made me feel. How full.

No matter how hard I tried to focus, to stay in the moment and remember how much I loved my husband…. However hard I reminded myself that I was to have such a kind, supportive man… it didn’t matter. Whenever my husband slid his dick inside me, or came on my tits, or when his tongue teased my clit, and he made me moan, it was Jeb that I was thinking of.

When making love with my husband, I was thinking of another man.

Not just when the music played. Before long, it was every time. Every time my husband was on top of me, his weight pressing down on me, I could feel Jeb’s firm body. I could remember the sensation of his hands grabbing my hips, the sound of his balls slapping against me, and the feeling of his cum filling me up.

It was killing me. Haunting me. I didn’t want to feel that way. I didn’t want to be attracted to anyone else. I just wanted a normal marriage.

Not one where I was starting to obsess about another man.

I didn’t want to think about what we’d done. Jeb’s body. His cock. His face as he came, and the look of joy and satisfaction.

The feeling of him cumming inside me, and how much it had thrilled me.

I didn’t want any of it. I couldn’t.

But I had no choice. As soon as my husband touched me, the images would flash into my mind. Every time my husband made an advance, I’d be thinking of Jeb. Every time he so much as slapped my ass while I was walking by, the memory of the young man’s firm grip would fill me with lust. Guilt.

And so… we stopped.

The party had changed everything, and even as I tried to put it behind me, I could feel it driving a wedge between me and my husband. Every time he tried to touch me, to kiss me, I would have flashbacks of Jeb, and pull away.

In time, I stopped responding entirely. I stopped encouraging him. I stopped making the first move. And while we never spoke about it… he stopped too.

There’s only so much rejection a man can take, I suppose.

We stopped having sex.

I’d thought that it would help. That since I wasn’t making love to my husband any more, I’d finally be able to forget. I’d be able to stop thinking about the party. Stop picturing Jeb’s thick, throbbing cock in my mouth, his eyes closed in concentration as his married neighbor went down on him. Stop remembering how his dick had filled me, stretched me, and the sounds of his panting, the noises he’d made, the words he’d said.

How he’d called me a slut, and a whore, and his toy. How he’d told me how tight I was. How incredible my body was.

How much of that had he said, and how much had I imagined? How much had my perverted mind built on this fantasy?

I’d stopped having sex, and in doing so, had opened the floodgates of my own imagination.

I’d removed my release, and as a result, my mind was filled with filth.

Jeb must have had booked some DJ events over Christmas or something, because it felt like he was practicing every night. Every night, our house was filled with the strong beat of Australian dubstep, or whatever it was.

And every night, my dreams were filled with another man’s dick.

Now that I wasn’t getting laid, now that my husband wasn’t touching me, wasn’t kissing me, wasn’t making love to me… my sex drive was through the roof. Every night, every dream was filled with thoughts of Jeb. Thoughts of him naked. Thoughts of him thrusting inside me, his hard, muscled body, his hands gripping me.

His cock, filling me up. Filling me with his seed.

Again and again. Night after night. He was the only man I thought about. The only one I could think about.

I tried to distract myself. I’d go for walks, or work on projects around the house. I’d spend more time with friends. I signed up to help with local events. Anything, to avoid my fantasies.

Anything, to keep from thinking about Jeb.

And it worked… while I was out of the house. I was sufficiently able to keep my mind occupied with other things. But every night, the dreams returned. My neighbor, in the garage, naked, and hard. His hands, grabbing my ass. His lips, kissing my neck.

The sounds he’d made. The feel of his cock.

His cum, flowing into me.

He hadn’t even kissed my neck. Had he? Reality and fantasy was starting to blur, and when I woke up in the middle of the night, covered in sweat, panties soaked, I couldn’t remember. I couldn’t remember what we’d done, and what I’d just imagined.

I tried to touch myself, to find release that way. I tried to think of my husband, to imagine his mouth, his tongue, his hands. He’d been the vast majority of my sexual experience – he was the one I should be thinking of when I came. He should be the one I imagined when I masturbated.

But if I thought of him, I couldn’t cum. The only way I could cum was to think of Jeb.

The only way I could get release was to picture another man. To remember how good he’d felt inside me.

I knew that it hadn’t been that good. It couldn’t have been. I knew that I was exaggerating it in my mind, making it out to be more than it had really been.

But that didn’t change the fact that my body responded.

Every night as the music pulsed through the walls, I’d masturbate to thoughts of Jeb. Sometimes it was still playing in the morning, when I’d wake up in a cold sweat, after a long night of dreaming about my neighbor’s body against mine. And every day, I prayed for it to go away, for the dreams to end, for my perverted fantasies to vanish.

But they didn’t.

I was at my wit’s end. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t stop having the dreams, and couldn’t stop fantasizing about my neighbor. I couldn’t make the feelings go away, and there was no way I could talk to anyone about it.

And then, one day, a solution miraculously presented itself.

I was in the back yard when Jeb – tall enough to peek over the fence – shouted “G’day”.

I froze. I had managed to avoid him since the party, but now… there was no way to avoid contact without being rude.

Or without making him suspicious.

“Hi!” I shouted back, a cordial smile on my face. Despite the way he’d treated me in the garage, Jeb was always a perfect gentleman in everyday life.

That was part of what had made what happened in the garage so hot.

“Great party,” I said, immediately wishing I could suck the words back into my mouth. And that got me thinking about sucking… and mouths… and I went red.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” he said. God, that accent. It did things to me. “Hey, weird question for ya.”

“Shoot,” I offered, my blush deepening as I remembered how good it had felt when he’d… shot.

“Did you meet the woman in the queen costume?” he asked. I suddenly realized that I could hear the song from the Halloween party – apparently our neighbor had speakers set up in the back yard.

It took all my energy not to confess that yes, I knew who it was – it was me. I was the one that he’d fucked. And that all I’d done since then was fantasize about him. That all day every day, I’d imagine him bending me over and fucking me senseless.

Again.

“The what?” I said, keeping my voice calm, hoping the flush in my face could be attributed to the heat.

“At the party. I met her in the garage, and, uh…”

I didn’t say anything. What could I possibly say?

“We really seemed to hit it off,” Jeb said, a wistful tone in his voice.

My eyes widened. God, had Jeb been imagining this as often as I had? No, that was impossible – it sometimes felt like it was all I thought about, what my mind was fixated on in every waking hour of the day.

But it was mid-December: it had been over six weeks since the Halloween party, and he was still thinking about this mystery woman? My sexy neighbor, who – based on what I’d experienced that night – could have had anyone?

He wanted me? I flushed at the thought.

“Oh?” I asked, trying desperately to sound nonchalant.

Desperation and nonchalantness don’t really go well together, but Jeb was too distracted to notice.

“Yeah. I just wish I could see her again – I have no idea who she was. The mask completely covered her face.”

“You wouldn’t recognize her if you saw her again?”

Jeb shook his head, and then a strange smile appeared on the corner of his face.

“I mean, unless she was wearing the mask. Then I’d know it was her, y’know?”

I nodded. Right. If he met her again… wearing the mask…

No.

No, no, no.

No, it was a terrible idea. A terrible, awful idea.

“Well,” I said with a smile and a shrug. “You never know!”

Jeb waved a goodbye, and I collapsed against the fence, breathing heavily. He’d forgotten to turn the song off, and his music was filling the yard, filling my mind, making it hard to think.

I had to know. I had to know. The night we’d had, the passion we’d shared – had my mind built it up into something more than it was?

I must have. No one could be that good in bed. Or… in garage.

I’d been drunk. I’d been disoriented. And it had been almost two months. I must have imagined it.

It couldn’t have been as incredible as I remembered. It couldn’t.

It couldn’t.

But… I had to know. I needed to find out.

And Jeb had unknowingly just given me a perfect way to do that.

My husband was at his church, tending to his congregation, and Jeb – because of his job – mostly worked nights, so I knew he’d be home for the rest of the day. Alone.

But not for long.

As I stared into the mirror and psyched myself up, I could hear Jeb’s music turned all the way up. The familiar club beat sounded amazing – I had to ask him who the artist was sometime, I’d really grown fond of the music.

I let the music fuel me, let it get into my veins…

As soon as I was out the door, I pulled the mask out of my purse. From the front, the sound wasn’t as loud, and for a moment, it felt like sanity returned. I couldn’t seriously be planning what I was planning, could I?

I was a married woman. I loved my husband. We should never have done it in the first place, we couldn’t…

We couldn’t.

But when I closed my eyes, I remembered how incredible his body had felt against mine. I remembered how much he’d filled me up, how hard he’d gotten inside me. How hard my body had made him.

And I remembered the music. The seductive, pulsating music. It felt like it sharpened my memory, accentuated the details.

The music strengthened my resolve, and when I got out of the car and started walking towards the house…

I was wearing the mask.

Jeb wouldn’t know it was me when I was wearing the mask. He wouldn’t know it was his neighbor. He’d only see the mystery woman, the one from the party. That’s what he’d said: the mask meant that he’d recognize her again.

He’d only see the mask.

As I approached the door, I could hear the music, and suddenly realized the hole in my plan. My clothes! Yes, Jebhad failed to remember that I was the one in the queen outfit at the party…but he’d just talked to me in this exact outfit. He’d immediately realize it was me.

I had to do something. Fast.

Jeb’s front door is somewhat guarded from the street. Not completely, but unless you were paying close attention, you probably wouldn’t have noticed the woman who had just walked to the door taking off her top and pants and kicking them to the side, leaving her standing there in her bra and panties.

Of course, we had a clothesline in our back yard that we sometimes used. Perhaps Jeb had seen me hanging up my underwear. Perhaps he’d recognize them…

I bit my lip in nervousness. Couldn’t risk it…

As quickly as I could, I shucked them off and threw them over my shoulder. A second later, as the door opened, I was completely naked. Anyone walking past would have seen me standing there, completely nude – except for my mask, of course.

And the look on Jeb’s face, the expression of lust, and shock, and surprise…

It was worth it.

“It’s you!” he gasped, and I nodded.

“How… how did you find me?”

I didn’t say a word. I didn’t want to risk Jeb recognizing my voice.

I was here for one thing, and one thing only.

My neighbor swallowed nervously. “I… I can’t believe you’re here.”

I nodded.

“Um, would you like to come in?”

Another nod, and I stepped through the door.

“My room’s upstairs,” he said, and I followed him up the steps. The music was somehow even louder upstairs, but it was drowned out by the sound of my heart pounding in my chest.

Was I really doing this?

Was I really following Jeb upstairs, letting him take me into his bedroom, knowing that the moment the door closed behind us, I was going to let him take me?

Again?

I hadn’t had a drop of alcohol, but my head had that same light, heady feeling as it had at the party. Like I was in a dream, like I wasn’t completely in control of what was happening. Like there was some other force that was pulling the strings.

We reached the top of the stairs, and walked down the hall. Jeb glanced back, looking at my body.

He hadn’t gotten a good look before.

I let him look. I’m proud of my body: at thirty-seven, I still have firm breasts, full thighs, and a tight ass. As part of my attempt to distract myself from what we’d done – from what I’d done – I’d started going to the gym fanatically, and I knew that my body looked better now than it had that night in the garage.

So I let my neighbor stare at me, and felt the tingle between my legs grow.

We stepped into his bedroom, and he closed the door. The music was almost deafening in here, but it just served to remind me of the last time we’d been together.

The last time we’d been together, it hadn’t been in a bedroom. This was going to be our first time doing it on a bed. And our last, I reminded myself, but it was like the thought came from very far away.

“So, um,” Jeb said, and he closed the door behind us. My eyes were fixed on his crotch, and I could see his pants stretching across his hardening cock. “Do you…”

Before the words could even leave his mouth, I was on my knees, and my hands were at his belt.

“Wow, eager, huh?” he said with a laugh.

I nodded, and pulled his zipper down.

I wanted to say something. To ask him how much he’d been thinking about me. To ask him if he’d been with anyone else since that night.

But I couldn’t risk him recognizing my voice. I couldn’t let him realize who I was.

Jeb’s pants dropped to his ankles, and his boxers were straining against his erection. With trembling hands, I pulled them down, and his cock bounced out, hitting me in the cheek.

It was everything I’d remembered, and more. Bigger. Harder.

Perfect.

I wanted to tell him that I’d been thinking about him every night since then. That my every dream had featured his hard body.

But I couldn’t.

I was his mystery woman. One night in the garage, and now one tryst to confirm.

No, not confirm – disprove! I needed to correct my memories. There was no way it had been as good as I remembered – I needed to set the record straight, at least in my mind.

That was the only way to let me forget what had happened. To stop the filthy fantasies that filled my head every moment of every day. To stop the perverse, deviant thoughts that had taken over my life.

My neighbor’s hard, thick dick was right in front of me, the tip shiny with pre-cum. I leaned forward and took Jeb’s cock in my mouth. It tasted so good. Fuck! I thought I’d imagined that – how could a cock taste this good? Did all Australians have cocks that tasted like this?

His fingers were threading through my hair, and he was gently guiding my head back and forth.

“Oh, god,” he moaned. “That feels so good. So good.”

I was moaning as I bobbed my head back and forth. His dick was so thick, and so hard, and it filled my mouth completely.

“You’re so good at that,” he groaned.

I hadn’t planned to let him cum in my mouth. The plan had been simple – tame, even. I was going to come in, maybe make out with him a little – at most – and then, once I’d realized that the reality didn’t (couldn’t!) even come close to the fantasies that I’d been having, make an excuse to leave.

But this was already so incredible that I couldn’t stop myself. This wasn’t as good as the reveries I’d been having – it was better. This wasn’t an average or subpar experience that I’d exaggerated in my mind…

This was the best sex of my life. And I was only giving him head!

My neighbor’s moans were filling the room.

“Oh, shit,” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

I should have stopped. Left. Realized that this wasn’t going the way I’d planned and bailed.

But – just like in the garage – I knew that I couldn’t.

Just like at the Halloween party, I was hooked.

I needed him. I needed to feel him find his release.

I needed to feel him inside of me.

In an instant, I came up with a plan. I was going to let him cum in my mouth – last time, I’d let him fuck me after getting him close, and it hadn’t been enough. He’d filled me up before I could get off, and I’d needed more, more, more.

I was going to let him cum in my mouth. I was going to get my neighbor off with my lips, and my tongue, and my throat. And then…

Then I was going to let him fuck me again. That was the solution. If I found release, if I didn’t leave this encounter unsatisfied, I wouldn’t obsess over it any more.

That was the way to find resolution. By getting off, instead of being left feeling empty and unfulfilled.

My pussy was soaked. My thighs were wet. I’d never been so turned on in my life.

“I’m gonna cum,” Jeb repeated, and I moaned in response.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he gasped, and his grip tightened on my head. “Oh, shit, ohhhhhhhh!”

Jeb’s cum shot into my mouth, and it tasted incredible. I’d assumed the alcohol had made the sensation more intense, the experience better. But just going down on him was one of the most erotic moments of my life.

He came and came and came, and I gulped down as much as I could. His huge balls produced so much cum, I couldn’t swallow it fast enough, and I pulled back, allowing him to shoot the last few ropes of his orgasm on my face and naked chest.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned.

I was kneeling in front of him, covered in his seed.

“I can’t believe you’re here,” he said, and he was panting. “I can’t believe you found me.”

I grinned. I couldn’t help myself.

“Did you like that?” I purred, before I realized what I was doing.

I’d spoken.

I froze, but Jeb showed no sign of recognizing my voice.

“Fuck,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. “That was the best blowjob of my life.”

I smiled, and ran a finger along my breast, collecting his cum. I brought it to my lips and sucked it clean.

“Are you ready for more?” I whispered.

Jeb’s eyes widened. “Fuck yeah I am.”

“Lay down on the bed,” I ordered.

“Yes, ma’am,” Jeb said, and did exactly as I told him.

Last time, Jeb had been the dominant one. And even though I was completely naked and he was clothed, even though this was his house and – so far as he was concerned – I was a stranger, he was more than happy to let me take the lead.

“Get hard for me,” I ordered, and Jeb’s hands wrapped around his shaft, moving slowly up and down. The sight was incredible – that alone could have been enough to make me cum.

“Faster,” I said. “I want to see your big dick hard.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he gasped.

“I can’t wait to feel you inside me,” I continued. “Can’t wait to have your dick stretching me out. Can’t wait to have your cum in my cunt.”

“Fuck,” he gasped.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about you,” I said, and I realized I was babbling, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Every night, all I think about is you, your hands, your cock. God, the way you fucked me. The way you took me. I needed it so bad. So fucking bad.”

“Yeah?” Jeb said, a cocky look on his face.

“Uh huh,” I groaned, wanting to make my man happy. “The way you fucked me. The way you filled me. The way you knew exactly what you want, and you took it. The way you knew exactly what I needed, and gave it to me. The way you wanted me. Your cum. The way it felt, hot and thick, inside of me. The way my husband licked it out of me later that night…”

“Yeah!?” Jeb said, his grin widening.

Shit. Fuck. I definitely shouldn’t have said that. Now he knew I was married.

Imagine if he knew it was the mild-mannered minister who lived next door we were talking about…

“I like that,” he said, and that was all it took for me to continue.

“I think about you every time he fucks me,” I moaned, moving one hand between my legs. “Fucked. Past tense. I don’t fuck him any more. You’ve ruined me for other men, Jeb. You’re all I want. You’re all I think about…”

“Come here,” he ordered, his voice a growl. “You’re mine.”

I crawled onto the bed, and straddled him, and began to grind against his cock.

“I’m yours,” I said with a nod. “Yes, Jeb. I belong to you. I’m… oh, god! I’m yours.”

He hadn’t even entered me, and my neighbor was almost making me cum.

And worst of all, I knew I wasn’t lying. “I’m yours,” I repeated, the truth of the words almost overwhelming me. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on the music, tried to focus on anything that wasn’t the sick, hot, revelation that had just hit me.

I was his. I belonged to my neighbor.

Whatever he wanted, I’d give it to him.

“Oh, god, Jeb, I need it, please,” I moaned. “Please, fill me up, I want to feel your cock inside me.”

“You’re mine,” he repeated, and his hands grabbed my ass, pulling me harder against him. “Your body belongs to me.”

“It’s yours,” I gasped.

“Say it,” he growled, and he slapped my ass.

“It’s yours!”

“Louder,” he ordered, slapping my other cheek.

“It’s yours! It’s yours, Jeb, ohhhhhh, yes!”

“You’re my toy,” he continued.

“I’m your toy, oh god, I’m your slut, Jeb. Take me, please, make me yours!”

“Not yet,” he groaned.

“No, Jeb, please, don’t tease me, I can’t wait any longer, I need it, oh, please!”

“Tell me that you’re mine.”

“I’m yours, I’m yours, I’m yours, I’m yours,” I gasped, and I could feel his dick sliding along the folds of my pussy, but he wasn’t entering me, wasn’t pushing inside, and I couldn’t take it any longer.

“Oh, please, please, please, oh god, Jeb, please, fuck me, please, baby, please, I need it, oh, please!”

“Not yet,” he groaned, and I was practically crying with desire.

“Please, Jeb, please, oh, oh, ohhhh!”

“You’re mine,” he grunted, pulling me into position, and in a single thrust he was inside me, filling me up completely, and I was cumming.

“Yeeeeeesssss,” I gasped, my eyes wide, tears running down my face. “I’m yours, I’m yours, oh god, Jeb, ohhhh, I’m yours!”

I was his. I belonged to my neighbor. I was his property. I was his for him to use, for his cock to use.

For all my life, I’d been a strong, independent woman.

Now, I was a piece of property. Jeb’s property.

My head was spinning. My neighbor had done it again – just like the last time, the feeling of his dick inside me was the most incredible feeling in the world. My pussy was gripping him, and my juices were dripping out of me, coating his hard, throbbing cock.

“Tell me,” he ordered.

“I’m yours,” I said, barely able to speak, the orgasm was so intense. “Please, honey. I belong to you.”

“Good girl,” he said, and his hips were moving now, pumping into me, thrusting his cock in and out. If my husband had dared to call me his ‘good girl’ I would’ve slapped him, but from Jeb’s mouth it did nothing but fill me with desire.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I cried out. “Yes, I’m your good girl. Your good, good girl. Make me your whore, baby, I’m all yours.”

“Tell me how much you’ve been thinking about me.”

“I have,” I gasped. “I have, oh, oh, oh, oh, yes, yes, yes, so much, so much, every day, every night, ohhhhh, yes, every dream, every fantasy, every time, oh, oh, ohhhhh, Jeb, every time my husband has tried to touch me, or, or kiss me, ohhhhhhhhhh, every time he tries to have sex with me, oh, oh, oh, Jeb, every time, every time, I’ve wanted you, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhh, yeeeeeeees!”

I was babbling now, and Jeb’s pace was growing, and I could feel the heat inside me, and I could tell that he was getting close. It felt like I’d just been having one long orgasm since the moment he started fucking me – it could have been a minute, or it could have been a thousand years; I was completely lost in the sensation of my neighbor’s thick, hard, perfect cock inside me.

“Do you want me to cum inside you?”

“Yes,” I begged. “Oh, please, yes, please, Jeb, cum inside me, cum inside your whore, make me your whore, make me your whore, fill me up with your cum, Jeb, oh, oh, please, yes, I want it, I want it, please, baby, give it to me, please, oh, oh, please!”

Fire in his eyes, Jeb reached up and silenced me. Between the mask and his hand over my mouth, my face was completely covered.

He had no idea who I was. I was just the stranger from the garage.

“Gonna cum,” he grunted. “Gonna use your tight little pussy. Fill it with cum, like you deserve. Like a fucking whore.”

I wanted to tell Jeb that I was his whore, that I’d do anything for him, but his hand was over my mouth, and all I could do was bask in the pleasure of the moment.

“I’m gonna cum,” he gasped again. “Take it. Take it all.”

With that, he thrust inside me one final time, and came.

My eyes were rolling back in my head. I was screaming into Jeb’s hand, and as I felt his hot seed flowing inside me, filling me, I was cumming.

And cumming.

And cumming.

It was everything I’d remembered, and so, so much more. It was incredible.

It was perfection.

“Oh, shit,” Jeb groaned, and his cock was still spurting inside me. “Oh, fuck.”

He pulled his hand away, and I collapsed onto his chest, gasping for air.

“Holy… fuck…” he gasped.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t have words. I just lay there, cuddled up on my neighbor’s chest, like a lover.

Like a whore. His whore.

The thought should have filled me with disgust, but all it did was make me feel warm.

I was Jeb’s whore. I was his toy.

I wasn’t the person I’d been when I’d entered my neighbor’s house. Not any more. Now, I was just a pussy for Jeb to fuck whenever he wanted.

Whenever he wanted. 




My Australian Neighbor by Pan 

Chapter 3: 

I was laying on my neighbor’s bed, as thoroughly fucked as I’d ever been in my life, as he ran his hands up and down my body. I’d just cum and cum and cum – as had he. I’d told him that I was his, that I belonged to him. I’d pledged my body to my neighbor… and I’d meant every word of it.

And he had absolutely no idea who I was.

“Thank you,” I said, barely capable of getting even those words out.

“Have you really stopped fucking your husband?” he asked, and I nodded. I couldn’t lie to him.

I was his. I belonged to him.

For him, I’m sure it had just been dirty talk. But for me… I knew it was true. In my gut. My heart.

My soul.

“Good,” Jeb said, then paused.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he said, but it wasn’t a ‘nothing’ kind of pause.

“Tell me,” I whispered.

“Did he really… uh… did he really lick my cum out of you?”

I blushed. "Yeah. He did. He didn’t know, just noticed that it tasted different.”

Jeb grinned. “I want you to do that again,” he ordered, and before I even understood what he was asking, I knew that I would.

I’d do anything he asked of me.

I belonged to Jeb.

“Like, tonight?”

Jeb nodded. “Every time I see you. Every time I cum inside you. I want him to taste it.”

I knew I had to say no. It was too risky. And more than risky – cruel. And if Jeb had known it was a minister he was talking about, he never would have suggested it. To him, it was just a random stranger being humiliated – a man who couldn’t please his wife as well as he could.

“Of course,” I said. “I’ll make sure of it.”

And I meant every word.

As we lay there, Jeb’s hands were casually exploring my body – playing with my hair, gently stroking my arm, teasing the curve of my ass.

I loved it. It was like a drug.

“We need a system,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean…”

I trailed off. Again, to him it had probably just been dirty talk, but to me it was…

It was everything. It felt like it was my reason for living.

To take care of Jeb.

I shook my head, trying to focus.

“If this is going to happen again, we need a system,” I explained. “So that…so that I’ll know when you want me.”

Anytime. Any time he wanted, I was his. I didn’t care that I was cheating.

Any time Jeb wanted me, I would be there.

I’d be there, ready for him to use.

“Oh, it’s definitely happening again,” Jeb said, and the arrogance in his voice sent shivers through my body.

“Okay,” I said. "How about… if you open your lefthand kitchen curtain, but keep the other one closed, I’ll know that you want me.”

“What if I do that every day?” he teased, and I almost swooned at the thought.

“Then I’ll be here every day.”

“Your husband won’t notice?”

“He has no idea.”

That made Jeb grin, which in turn filled my stomach with butterflies.

“What a cuck,” he chuckled, and I laughed along with him. I knew I shouldn’t think of my own husband like that, but… well, Jeb was right.

My husband couldn’t satisfy me as well as Jeb could.

“I’ll make it work,” I said firmly.

“Good girl,” he said, his finger running up and down the small of my back, making me tingle. “Good whore.”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped, and his eyes lit up at the honorific.

“I like that,” he growled, and I looked down to see that he was hard again. Did the man’s cock ever soften?

“Then I’ll remember that, sir,” I purred.

“All fours,” he said, his eyes darkening, and his fingers dug into my hip. “Now, toy.”

I immediately turned around. God, what was it about Jeb? Other men had tried to dominate me, but it had never landed.

When my neighbor did it, however… I melted.

“Do you like the way I talk to you?” he asked, and his finger was teasing my pussy, playing with the edge.

“Yes,” I whispered, and his finger slid inside.

“Yes…?”

There was an expectant pause, and when I finally worked out what he was looking for, I was rewarded with his thumb brushing against my clit.

“Yes, sir,” I responded.

“And you like it when I call you a slut?”

“Yes, sir,” I moaned.

“Whore?”

“Uh huh. Sir.”

“Slave?”

“Yes,” I panted. “S-sir.”

“My little bitch.”

“Yes,” I groaned. “Yours, sir.”

“My little toy.”

“Yes, sir. All yours, sir.”

“My fuck doll.”

“Y-yes, sir.”

“You’re going to be my toy forever,” he whispered. “Any time I want you. Every time I want you.”

“I am, sir,” I responded. “I’m your toy, Jeb. Yours.”

“Mine,” he said, and he pushed his finger in, deeper, and his other hand was grabbing my hair, and his hips were pushing into me, and he was so hard, and so big, and the tip of his dick was against me, and I knew that he was about to enter me again.

And I knew that as soon as he was inside me, I’d be his forever.

“Yes, sir,” I moaned. “Yours.”

He was stretching me out, filling me up, and I was his.

“Yours, sir,” I repeated. “Yours.”

“Say it,” he grunted, his dick was almost completely inside.

“I’m yours, sir,” I whimpered. The sensation was overwhelming, the pleasure incredible.

“Again.”

“I’m yours, sir. I’m your whore. Your toy.”

“You’re mine,” he repeated.

“I’m yours, sir. Please, sir. Fuck your whore. Fuck your slut. Fuck me. Use me. Please!”

“I will,” he said, and with that, he entered me completely, and in that moment, he truly owned me. My body, my heart, my soul, and every drop of my love.

He was thrusting, pumping his dick in and out of my wetness, and I could feel – and hear – his balls slapping against me. His hands were pulling my hair, his fingers were digging into my ass. He was so big, I felt like I could hardly breathe, but I never wanted to stop.

I never wanted to stop.

“Fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me,” I gasped. “I need it. Please. Harder.”

He obliged.

Time became a blur as my neighbor’s perfect dick pounded me into the bed. We weren’t two people having sex, we were one being, moving in time, a single creature, connected by the flesh.

Connected by a common desire: to make him cum. That was all I wanted, that was all I existed for.

To make my master cum.

“Cum for me,” Jeb ordered, and he slapped my ass. “Do it.”

I was already so close.

“Do it,” he repeated, and he slapped my other cheek. “I own you. You’ll do as I say. Cum. Now.”

I had no choice.

I was a slave to the pleasure. A slave to him.

I came, and I came hard. I was screaming his name, and as my pussy clenched, his cock spasmed, and he came with me, both of us reaching the height of ecstasy at the same time. I felt the rush of his hot seed, and the knowledge that I was receiving Jeb’s cum filled me with such pure bliss that my orgasm lasted for minutes.

Minutes of pure pleasure, as he filled me, and used me, and owned me completely.

“Holy fuck,” Jeb gasped, as he collapsed next to me.

I had no response. I was exhausted. Satisfied. Complete.

Happy.

I curled up on his chest, and he wrapped his arms around me.

“You’re a good little toy,” he said.

“Thank you, sir.”

“You’re my slut, right?”

“Yes, sir,” I said with a nod.

“I own you.”

“You do, sir,” I agreed, and I could feel it to my bones. “All of me.”

“Every night, before you go to bed, I want you to kneel,” he said. “I want you to kneel on the floor and remember what it’s like to be owned by me. To be my toy. To be my slut.”

“I’ll do that, sir,” I whispered.

“If your husband touches you,” he continued, “you tell him no.”

“I’ll tell him no, sir.”

“Unless I’ve fucked you that day and he wants to go down on you. Then, and only then, is he allowed to touch you. Then, the little cuck can drink my seed out of my whore.”

“He’ll do that, sir,” I murmured. “He’ll be so happy to do that.”

“But other than that,” he continued. “If he kisses you. If he tries to hug you. If he so much as touches you… you tell him no.”

“Yes, sir.”

I could tell that Jeb was about to speak again, but all of a sudden the music stopped. The throbbing that had been filling the room, filling my head… it disappeared.

And for the first time that day, I felt like I could think again.

My eyes widened. I hadn’t really just promised my neighbor that my husband would lick his cum out of me, had I? The first time had been… it had been an accident. I couldn’t do it deliberately, that would be cruel.

And if Jeb knew what he was asking, who he was trying to humiliate… he wouldn’t want to do that.

“Shit,” he said, getting out of bed and crossing the room to his computer.

“I guess that’s my cue to leave,” I said, trying to hide my panic.

Why had I promised Jeb that I was his? That I belonged to him? I was a strong, independent woman – I didn’t belong to anyone. Not even my husband.

Certainly not a man I wasn’t even married to.

“Just a minute,” he said frantically, but his attention was on his computer and not me, and so I slipped out the door before he could notice.

I made my way downstairs as quickly as I could. I needed to get out of the house, get dressed… oh, god! Why had I stripped off outside? What on earth had possessed me?

Opening the front door furtively, I was relieved to see that my clothes were still in the small pile where I’d left them and no one seemed to be paying any attention to the masked, naked woman standing on the front porch.

I grabbed my clothes – I don’t know what I would have done if the wind had blown them away – and slipped them on as quickly as I could, then ran back to my house.

When I was alone, doors closed, I let it all out. If anyone had heard me, sitting in my living room in the middle of the day, screaming my lungs out, I don’t know what they would have thought.

Especially since, after I was done, I burst out laughing.

I was still wearing the mask.

Wearing nothing but a mask, I’d just stripped naked, given my Australian neighbor a blowjob, let him fuck me… and agreed not to have sex with my husband.

With the man I’d married. The man who I’d sworn myself to. A man of God. My soul mate.

I’d agreed to refuse him sex, to tell him that he wasn’t allowed to touch me, and I couldn’t even tell him why. No one could ever no the truth – that it was because Jeb had fucked me. My neighbor had filled me with his cum.

God, this was the most messed up thing I’d ever done in my life. This was the most messed up thing I’d ever heard of anyone doing in their lives. Had I gone insane? What on earth had come over me?

I couldn’t even blame Jeb – as far as he was concerned, I was just a mysterious stranger who was dissatisfied with her husband. He didn’t know who I was, he didn’t know how happy my marriage was.

No, the sins fell entirely at my feet. I knew. I knew what I was doing. What we were doing.

I knew, and I hadn’t stopped it. Worse: I’d gone back for more.

This was all my fault.

I was tempted to just drive away. To drive and drive and never come back. To drive until the car ran out of gas, and then walk until I ran out of energy, and then collapse. Wherever I collapsed, that would be my new home. That was where I’d live out the rest of my days.

As far away from Jeb as I could.

I took the mask off and delicately put it on my coffee table. It was like it was staring back at me, reminding me of what I’d done. Of who I’d somehow become over the last two months.

You cheated on your husband, it seemed to taunt. If he ever finds out, that’s going to mess him up for life. That’s going to end your marriage.

And you agreed to do it again. Again, and again, and again – anytime he wants. Every day, if that’s what he wants.

Part of me wanted to drive to the ocean and fling the mask out, watch it sink beneath the waves. Never be seen again.

Part of me wanted to burn it, to remove any way of Jeb ‘recognizing’ his mystery woman again.

Part of me wanted to die. I’d never had such dark thoughts before, but it was true: what I’d done, what we’d done… you don’t come back from that. I wanted to die.

But instead, I buried the mask in a drawer, and tried not to think about it.

If Jeb left the house that day, I didn’t see him. And when my husband got home, god bless him, he didn’t notice that anything was wrong. I wanted to seduce him, to take control back of my own sexuality, to snap out of the sex-fueled fugue state I’d been in for the last few hours, but in that moment, just the thought of sex was enough to make me ill.

My head was spinning. How had I been so easily seduced? Was I really that much of a slave to good sex? Because while the thought of what I’d done with Jeb made me sick, I couldn’t deny: it was the best sex I’d ever had. It might have been the best sex anyone had ever had. I’d gone back to prove that it wasn’t, and achieved the opposite.

Was I that easy? Was I so susceptible to good – great – sex, that I’d agree to do anything? To betray my wedding vows, my husband, my personal morality? Had the best orgasms of my life been enough to let me forget who I was?

As I was going to bed that night, I didn’t even realize I was kneeling until my knees hit the carpet. No! I’d promised Jeb that I would, of course, but… I couldn’t. God, why had I promised that? Why had I found it so hot? Why had it felt so right in the moment, to promise submission to a man who I wasn’t married to?

I got into bed and fell asleep immediately, not even noticing when my husband joined me.

That night I had no dreams, thank heavens.

The next day wasn’t any better. I felt sick. Conflicted. Wracked with guilt. I felt like I’d lost myself, like I’d forgotten who I was, like for that long, orgasmic hour, I’d become a complete stranger.

I felt like a monster.

That afternoon, I was sitting at the kitchen table, nursing a glass of wine and staring out the window when I saw it.

Jeb’s curtains.

One was open, the other closed.

Oh, god. Just a day later, he wanted the mystery woman again.

Me.

He wanted me again, and as much as the thought of what he wanted to do with me made me moist between the legs, I couldn’t. It was impossible not to remember how good, how incredible it had felt to have Jeb between my legs… but I couldn’t. The thought simultaneously turned me on and made me sick.

I had to think about this logically. I suddenly regretted day-drinking: pushing the glass of wine to the side, I stared at the window. Perhaps I’d misremembered what the signal was. Perhaps I was just obsessing, and this was just a normal, natural way for one to leave their curtains.

But it wasn’t. I knew it wasn’t.

Suddenly, I could hear my neighbor’s music start to play – he must fixed whatever had made it bug out the previous day – and all of a sudden, the alcohol really hit me. I’d only had half a glass of wine, but it felt like I’d drunk an entire bottle.

I let out a long, involuntary moan. Thank fuck there was no one else in the kitchen; I have no idea what they would have thought at the seemingly unprompted sound.

I tried desperately to hold onto my logical, sensible thoughts, but it was as though I could feel them fluttering away. And in their place came raw, base emotions.

I was horny. I was needy. I was so turned on.

I needed him.

I needed him, and I belonged to him.

I got up and walked into room where I’d stashed the mask. I put it on and disrobed right there, leaving my clothing folded on the bed.

I belonged to Jeb. I tried to tell myself that I was just doing what I’d promised, that I was just keeping my word… but I knew that was bullshit.

I was doing what I was doing because I wanted to. Because I wanted him.

Because I belonged to him.

The music’s throbbing could be heard all the way to my bedroom, and my hips swayed to the beat as I walked between our houses, completely naked. Jeb’s front door was open, and I entered without invitation.

The music – and the curtain – was all the invitation I needed.

I made my way to his bedroom and knocked on the doorframe. When he turned around, he didn’t look surprised to see me. Instead, he just smiled – that cocky, arrogant, sexy-as-all-fuck smile – and said a single word.

“You.”

I could barely hear him over the loud, sexy music, but I replied immediately. “Me.”

Jeb raised one eyebrow.

“Me… sir,” I corrected.

“Good girl,” he smiled, and I melted. With a gesture, he had me on his bed, and with another my legs were spread. To my surprise, my neighbor moved between my legs, his dark eyes glinting up at me lustfully.

“You haven’t fucked your husband since yesterday, have you?”

I shook my head. “No one but you, sir. Ever again.”

It was all too easy to see how easily I’d submitted to him. Any woman would. I truly believe that – Jeb exuded such raw power, such charisma, any woman would have fallen to his charms. Any woman would have let him own her.

The proof was simple: I was a happily married woman, and I had barely put up a fight. At no point did I stand a chance, so how could anyone else?

With that, his mouth was between my legs, and I was grasping the sheets, eyes wide. Like I said, my husband is good at giving head… but Jeb immediately left him in the dust. It wasn’t even close.

I’ve always liked receiving oral, and Jeb clearly enjoyed giving it, and in …combination

It was incredible.

“You taste amazing,” Jeb said, looking up at me and licking his lips.

“It’s for you,” I groaned. “Oh god, Jeb… sir! It’s for you. It’s all for you. Every part of me.”

My neighbor grinned, and returned to his ministrations. His tongue felt like it was everywhere, and I was gasping and groaning and squirming. I needed him inside me, needed to feel him fill me, but…

God, if he wanted to spend the next week going down on me, I wouldn’t complain. If he wanted to spend the rest of my life going down on me, I’d die the happiest woman on earth.

“Oh, yes, please, sir, please,” I gasped. “Oh, I’m gonna cum! Jeb, I’m… I’m…”

With that, the Australian next door sucked hard on my clit, and I came. He didn’t move as my thighs squeezed him, and he didn’t stop, and his mouth was relentless and merciless and the pleasure was so intense, so incredible, and – for the first time in my life – I could feel myself squirting, coating my neighbor’s face with my juices.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, collapsing back on the bed. I hadn’t even realized that I’d been on my elbows, so I could watch the intense look on Jeb’s face as he went down on me.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” Jeb said, wiping his face with the back of his hand, and crawling up to meet me.

“You’re perfect,” I replied, my voice weak. “I… oh, god. I’m so lucky to be yours.”

“Yeah you are,” he said with a grin, but I didn’t even have the energy to swat him affectionately.

“I want to spoon you,” he said, and… well, who was I to refuse him?

He owned me, after all.

It wasn’t long before my neighbor’s hard cock was inside me, pounding me harder than my husband ever has, and it felt like no time at all before I felt him cumming, filling me up with his hot spunk.

We spent the rest of the day fucking and it wasn’t until I realized my husband was due home that I made a move to leave.

“I’m going to see you again,” he said, eyes twinkling. It wasn’t a question, but I nodded in affirmation nonetheless.

After that, I was there every time Jeb wanted me. The conflict I’d felt earlier was completely eradicated. It was all so clear now: I belonged to my neighbor. I didn’t know how I’d even doubted it for a second. He gave me the best sex of my life, he made me feel better than anyone – especially my cuck husband – ever had, and that meant he deserved me.

He deserved me.

I knelt for him every night. Sometimes, if I had time in the middle of the day, I’d kneel for him then as well. Not even for him, but for myself. It felt so good, so right, to be kneeling for my man.

To be kneeling for my master.

I hadn’t known I had a submissive bone in my body until Jeb brought it out in me. I craved his pleasure. I wanted nothing more than to serve him with my body. I got more joy out of his orgasms than my own, and I lived every moment of every day knowing that I was owned, that I was a piece of property that existed for Jeb’s pleasure.

I’d never been so happy in my life.

Anytime he wanted me, I was there. It wasn’t hard. My husband was barely home – for some reason, he started working longer hours – and so any time Jeb wanted me, all he had to do was half-open those curtains, and I’d come over and get on my knees, sucking Jeb’s dick, or let him bend me over the kitchen counter, let him fill me, or straddling him, riding him to orgasm.

It was always incredible. Every time. He was so dominant, so in control, and I’d never felt more used, or more satisfied.

After he came inside me – sometimes more than once – I’d leave. He had no idea it was me. Every time the “mystery woman” came around, she was wearing a mask. And she was naked.

Sometimes I’d see Jeb in the back yard, grilling meat or pulling weeds, and I’d just watch him. He’d throw me a friendly smile, and I’d struggle to reconcile the kind, goofy man who lived next door with the powerful, aggressive man who fucked me senseless.

Who owned me. 
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