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PROLOGUE 
 
      
 
    Richard had thought it was all a dream.  
 
    The pills that the doctor had given him made him sleep more soundly then he’d slept in years. All the anxiety that kept him tossing and turning faded, too, along with the constant dull pain in his elbow.  
 
    But he felt a bit … distant. A bit vacant. On the one hand is was a relief that nothing much seemed to matter, but on the other hand … he vaguely missed feeling passionate about things. 
 
    And the pills made him sleepwalk.  
 
    He woke up in the living room on one occasion. Sitting on the couch. His wife assured him that was nothing to worry about. He hadn’t even woken her, she said. A little sleep walking was better than tossing and turning all night; that had always kept her awake as well.  
 
    He agreed, though it concerned him.  
 
    Twice he woke up wearing different t-shirts and shorts than he’d gone to sleep in.  
 
    The doctor agreed that it was nothing to worry about, but said he could increase the dosage a bit and stop all that completely.  
 
    Not wanting to feel any more disconnected, Richard said it was fine.  
 
    And they made him dream.  
 
    A particularly vivid dream about getting up out of bed and walking across the cold grass to the neighbor’s window … and looking inside.  
 
    And it was so vivid – watching the neighbor fucking his wife, in the living room. 
 
    The neighbor, the very doctor who gave him his prescription. Handsome, rich, charming Franciso, half-Peruvian, all of his Latin blood visible in his olive skin and and curly dark hair.  
 
    And in the dream, Francisco was sliding his big cock slowly and steadily into Richard’s wife Ariel, from behind, both of them kneeling on the living room sofa. But quietly, both of them stifling their moans.  
 
    He watched, feeling … empty, feeling hollow, and then turned around and went back to bed. 
 
    Just a dream.  
 
    But it kept recurring. Once more, twice more, three times.  
 
    Then one morning he saw grass stains on his socks when he woke up.  
 
    He told his wife.  
 
    “Sweetheart,” she said. “It’s only a dream. You’re always so jealous of Francisco! How ridiculous, you think if we were having an affair, we’d do it in the middle of the night while you slept, while his wife sleep, while their daughter is there? In the living room? It’s crazy.”  
 
    Former model Arial looked at him seriously over their low-carb breakfast of scrambled egg whites and green drinks, her big green eyes guileless and concerned.  
 
    “Maybe you need more sessions with Francisco,” she said. “Some kind of transference thing is going on between you.”  
 
    “Maybe I need to find a new psychiatrist,” Richard said. “Having your psychiatrist living next door is a bit … awkward.” 
 
    She stood up and came over and kissed him. “You really seem a lot better since you’ve been seeing him. More relaxed. And the medicine took care of your insomnia. You’re improving, Richard,” she said.  
 
    He shrugged. “I guess so. But that dream was … very vivid.”  
 
    “Just a dream,” she said, and kissed him again.  
 
    He had the dream again.  
 
    Standing there watching, as Francisco rhythmically slid his cock into Ariel, her legs wrapped around him as she sat on the living room sofa and he knelt on the floor in front of her. 
 
    She looked at him over Francisco’s shoulder, in the dream.  
 
    And giggled.  
 
    And waved.  
 
    Francisco looked back at him and smiled.  
 
    “Go back to bed, Richard,” said Francisco.  
 
    He did.  
 
    He was bothered by the dreams, but not that upset. He didn’t seem to get upset anymore. And that was good. The terrible anxiety he’d been suffering from recently had ebbed. The anger. 
 
    Life was fine, wasn’t it? He still had the house, even if he had some other money problems. And his wife. A former model but still beautiful. And their relationship was better than ever.  
 
    And then he had the dream of watching them fuck, again, and when he woke up there was dried semen on his stomach.  
 
    He hurried into the bathroom and jumped in the shower, washing the evidence away before his wife saw it.  
 
    The video was waiting in his inbox, attached to an anonymous email address – joansmith69@gmail.com – when he got out of the shower.  
 
    Subject: YOU NEED TO KNOW 
 
    The video showed him standing outside the neighbor’s house, jacking off in the moonlight.  
 
    The angle was from slightly behind Richard, and it took him a few moment to recognize himself, but then it hit him a cold rush, tunnel vision, like a bucket of water being tossed over his head.  
 
    And the camera panned to the window Richard was standing in front of, and the unmistakable red hair of his wife was visible, kneeling on the sofa as Francisco’s dark muscular body slowly and silently pumped into her from behind.  
 
    A single minute of video, but enough to change reality completely.  
 
    More than enough.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 1 
 
    TAKNG THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER 
 
      
 
    “Mia?” said Richard, pulling his car up beside the neighbor’s daughter on the dark road.  
 
    She was staggering and swaying a bit as she walked, her trim young 18-year old body clad in only a short skirt and a bikini top.  
 
    She turned and looked at him, her sun-bleached light brown hair hanging in her face in strands, her eyes glassy. “Oh … hello … uh ... Mr. Robertson.” 
 
    “Are you okay? Do you need a ride?” 
 
    She blinked and bit her lip. “Yes.” 
 
    “Come on, get in,” he said and leaned over and opened the door for her.  
 
    She fell gracelessly into the car, putting a hand over her face and moaning. “Ohhh … thank you so much. I really didn’t want to make that walk.”  
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I was at a party … down the road there … just got in an argument with the guy I went with. “ 
 
    “You’ve been drinking,” he said. Not a question. 
 
    She looked at him, her sun-bleached hair hanging in her face in disheveled sexy strands. She held his eyes for a moment and then grinned. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry,” he said, and sighed. “I won’t tell. I’ll get you home.” 
 
    She laughed a little. “There’s nobody to tell. I’m staying out at the house by myself this weekend.” 
 
    “Really? Where are your parents?” 
 
    “Bermuda, I think.” 
 
    “You’re staying by yourself?” 
 
    She looked at him again, her eyes heavy lidded with drunkenness, and smiled again. “Well, I told you, I just had a fight with him, I guess he’s not coming home tonight.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Richard. He was trying to keep his eyes on the road and not on her firm jutting breasts in the small bikini top.  
 
    She saw where he was looking, and smiled at him. 
 
    “Kind of cold for a bikini,” he said.  
 
    “Yeah, I was getting cold out there,” she said. “Really cold. Feel,” she said, and took his right hand, which was resting between the seats, and before he could react or pull away she had placed it on the inside of her own knee. 
 
    He pulled his hand away nervously. “Yeah, a little cold. You want me to turn on the heater?” 
 
    She slid down in the seat and moaned a little. “Ohhh, I’m so drunk. No, no heater, thanks.” 
 
    “Are you okay? You’re not going to be … sick or anything?” 
 
    She smiled at him. “No.” 
 
    They drove in silence for a moment, and she sighed deeply and closed her eyes and slid further down in the seat. Her short skirt hiked up enough that it was only barely covering her crotch. 
 
    When he looked up at her face, she was smiling at him again, her big blue eyes heavy-lidded.  
 
    He cleared his throat. “You shouldn’t drink so much,” he said lamely.  
 
    She just smiled at him, with her full ripe lips, and he turned his eyes back to the road. 
 
    “I like to have fun,” she said. 
 
    A few minutes later, he turned into the circular cul de sac that her family’s beach house shared with his, as well as one other.  
 
    He turned off the car, taking one last nervous look at her long golden legs.  
 
    “Can I come in to your house for a while?” she asked. 
 
    He’d been afraid she might ask that. “Uh … I’m not sure …” 
 
    She was smiling at him again. “Okay. Well, help me to the door, hmm?” 
 
    He got out of the car and opened her door and offer his hand; as she stepped out of the car, he saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties. 
 
    She leaned against him and put her arm around him as she stood, and giggled. 
 
    “Maybe you should come in,” he said. “Have a cup of coffee or something.” 
 
    She just smiled at him, and leaned against him, pushing her firm breasts against his side. 
 
    He slipped his arm around her warm bare waist and led her into his house. 
 
    He didn’t bother to turn on the lights; there was some indirect lighting already on in the hallway. She walked unsteadily into the dim living room and flopped onto the sofa. She’d visited before several times, though always with her family.  
 
    “Black coffee?” he asked, from the kitchen. 
 
    “How about some whiskey?” she asked. 
 
    He hesitated, started to speak, and then poured two.  
 
    She was looking at his trophy case. “You never play tennis anymore, hmm?” she asked.  
 
    “No, my elbow is shot,” he said.  
 
    “You were a champion, hmm?” she asked.  
 
    “Back when you were a baby,” he said casually, and she let out a small laugh. He went to sit on the sofa, pressed again the opposite arm rest. He held the drink out to her. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, looking at him and smiling. She sat up straight and stretched, arched her back, her breasts straining against the small bikini top. 
 
    She looked impossibly beautiful and even delicate in the dimly lit room. She wasn’t a big girl, except for her breasts. 
 
    “You’re divorced now, hmm?” she said. 
 
    “Yes,” he said.  
 
    She looked at him, smiling sadly. “She was hot.” 
 
    “Yeah, she was,” he agreed. 
 
    “I used to listen to my stepdad fucking her,” she said. “What a bitch.”  
 
    Richard took a sip of his drink, and then shrugged. “Yeah, she was.” He paused. “I’ve always wanted to ask you … it was you that made that video, wasn’t it?”  
 
    She smiled at him. “What video?” 
 
    “You can tell me. I mean, what, are you afraid you’ll get in trouble?” 
 
    “Not at all,” she said. “Okay, yeah, it was me.” 
 
    “I should thank you, I guess.” 
 
    She giggled. “Oh really? Maybe you’d have been happier not knowing.”  
 
    He shrugged. “No, I don’t think so.” 
 
    “I thought you’d … move away or something.”  
 
    He shook his head. “It wasn’t … an option.”  
 
    “Money problems?” she said brightly.  
 
    He smiled. “Well, you saved me a lot on the divorce, I guess.” 
 
    “Happy to help. I’m 18 now. Did you know that?” 
 
    He smiled, for the first time. “I think I did, yeah.” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I’m 18. And then some.” 
 
    She giggled and sipped her drink. “No, seriously. You look really young. I never knew how old you were.” 
 
    “Old enough. 38,” he said, and sipped his drink. 
 
    “I used to masturbate while I listened to my stepfather fucking your wife,” she said. She had almost finished her drink and was looking at him again. “Then when I saw you down there jacking off … my god, I was so hot.” 
 
    “You’re drunk,” he said. 
 
    She giggled. “Yeah, I am. You’re looking at my legs,” she said. 
 
    He paused for a moment and then said, “Yeah, I am. Did you go out like that tonight, wearing only a bikini top? Or did you lose your shirt at the party?” 
 
    She giggled. “I had a little jacket thing, but I lost it.” 
 
    “Lost it?” 
 
    She giggled again. “I was kind of fooling around with a guy, out on the beach.” 
 
    “Not the same guy you went with, I guess.” 
 
    “No,” she said, and smiled at him. “Different guy.” 
 
    “Bad girl.” 
 
    She giggled. “Yeah, sometimes.” 
 
    He took a deep breath, aware that his cock was fully erect, uncomfortably stuck against his leg, but he didn’t want to reach down and adjust it.  
 
    She continued to look at him, lids still heavy, as she spread her legs a bit. 
 
    She ran a hand lightly over her own thigh, and gripped the hem of her short skirt. 
 
    “I lost my panties, too,” she said. 
 
    “I saw,” he said, a little breathlessly. 
 
    “When I got out of the car,” she said. “I saw you looking.” 
 
    He just looked at her, then looked down at her legs as she slowly pulled the skirt up. 
 
    “Want to look again?” she asked. 
 
    “You’re drunk, Mia,” he said. 
 
    She smiled. “That’s not an answer to the question I asked you.” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” he said, and drained his whiskey. 
 
    She pulled her skirt up, but crossed her legs so that her pussy was mostly hidden. She was completely shaved.  
 
    He licked his lips. 
 
    “You like that?” she asked. “Give me another whiskey.” 
 
    “Mia …” he said. 
 
    “Another,” she said firmly. 
 
    He stood up, walked quickly to the kitchen, and poured her one, his hands shaking a bit. 
 
    When he sat down next to her, she had pulled her skirt down again.  
 
    “You know what happened to my panties?” she asked. 
 
    “Lying on the beach, I guess, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Was he fucking you?” Richard asked. 
 
    She giggled. “No! Do you think I’m a slut? I just met him.” 
 
    “What was he doing?” 
 
    “He was fingering me,” she whispered, giggling again. 
 
    “How did that feel?”  
 
    “Good,” she said, “but not great, he was clumsy.” 
 
    “You’re … not a virgin, I guess.” 
 
    She sighed and smiled. “No, I’m not. I like to have fun.” 
 
    “The guy you were on the beach with, he wasn’t the same guy who took you to the party?” 
 
    She giggled. “No, he wasn’t. That guy is … a bore.” 
 
    “No wonder you wanted to meet a new guy.” 
 
    “I like to be touched,” she said, and uncrossed her legs. “There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” 
 
    “I … no, here’s nothing wrong with it.” 
 
    “I like to get drunk and have fun. Dance. Kiss guys. Rub against them. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Put your arm around me?” 
 
    He moved a little closer, and put his arm around her slim waist, and one hand on her warm thigh. 
 
    She moaned and snuggled against him, pressing her firm breasts against him, and he let out a little gasp of pleasure. She turned her face up to him, and he smelled the whiskey. Her hand pressed on top of his, pressing it to her thigh. 
 
    “Didn’t he touch your tits, that guy on the beach?” Richard whispered. 
 
    “Mmm-mmm” she murmured a negative, and took his hand and pressed it to one warm firm breast. It filled his hand beautifully. They both gasped with pleasure as he kneaded it through the thin bikini top, her hand on top of his. She moved the hand to the other breast, moaning and writhing on the sofa. 
 
    She leaned her head back and tried to kiss him; he turned away, smiling, and nuzzled her neck. “Why would I want to kiss a naughty girl like you?” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she murmered, closing her eyes. “That feels so good.” 
 
    “You like it hard, or gently?” 
 
    “Hard,” she whispered, and he squeezed it hard, and he could feel the hard nipple through the thin fabric and he took it between his thumb and forefinger and pinched it.  
 
    She moaned loudly in pleasure, grabbed his head and kissed him hard on the lips. He tasted the whiskey and a night’s worth of alcohol as he sucked hungrily on her tongue.  
 
    Then she was squirming and thrashing in his arms and he backed up for a moment, releasing her, thinking she had finally come to her senses, but she stood up, and swaying a bit, slowly removed her bikini top. Her breasts didn’t jiggle at all; they were proud and high, the small hard nipples pointing at him as she cupped her breasts in her hands. 
 
    She smiled at him and tossed her sun-bleached hair, and then slid her skirt down to her knees. She swayed and almost fell down, and then removed the skirt completely.  
 
    Then she straddled him on the sofa, her young slim golden body, and he could feel her hot moist pussy against his crotch, even through his trousers, and her round and perfectly defined breasts were in his face, and she was clutching his head to them, her warm smooth skin that smelled of suntan oil. 
 
    “Suck my nipples,” she whimpered, and he made a hungry sound as he thrust his tongue into her hard nipples, moving from one to the other, then opening his mouth to see how much of her breast he could get into his mouth, massaging it with his tongue.  
 
    She cried out and threw her head back, wrapping her arms around his head.  
 
    He reached between her legs and one finger slid easily into her pussy, wet and impossibly ripe, like thrusting his finger into a warm peach. She moaned again and spread her legs further, bouncing her hips as he thrust another finger into her.  
 
    Her moans were loud and feverish as she bucked her hot pussy on his slick fingers. 
 
    “Oh god, just like that,” she said, shaking. 
 
    She reached down and quickly opened his pants and his stiff cock sprang free. She grabbed it, mewling in pleasure, looking down at it. “Ohhhh … fuck me …” 
 
    Breathlessly, he raised his hands and touched her breasts as she guided the cock into her and there was an explosion of pleasure and both of them gasped as it slid into her. 
 
    He pinched both nipples hard, eliciting another cry, and then held her around the waist and forced himself to go slowly, but she was on fire, her breath coming quickly and out of control, writhing and bucking in his lap. 
 
    When he reached down and began stroking her clit with his thumb, she made a low deep desperate-sounding moan, and cupped both her own breasts, pinching the nipples between long-nailed fingers. 
 
    Richard felt himself becoming breathless and light-headed. “Oh god, it feels so good,” he muttered. 
 
    “YES!” she said, “I’m about to cum! DON’T STOP!” she said, her whole body trembling, and then she threw her head back again and cried out loudly as she had an orgasm. 
 
    Her whole body was still shaking and she was murmuring her pleasure, eyes closed, as he pulled her off his lap and set her on the couch next to him, stroking his own cock which was still straight and pulsing. 
 
    Then she was kneeling before him, and she moaned as she fell on his cock with her mouth, and he moaned loudly in pleasure as her hot wet mouth engulfed him.  
 
    His cock was in her mouth, and she looked up at him with her big heavy-lidded eyes as she sucked and stroked quickly with one hand. She moaned around it, her head bobbing in rhythm with his hip thrusts, and she stroked it with one hand and sucked hard. 
 
    He clutched the arm rest of the sofa in a death-grip as he came in a long, slow, drawn out explosion, making his whole body spasm and she shuddered, as she literally sucked the cum out of him and swallowed every drop. 
 
    When he stopped shaking, he pulled her head up and kissed her hard. Her lips were still sticky. 
 
    “That was … so good,” he said. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him, completely naked against him, her head on his chest. 
 
    “I thought so too,” she said in a faraway voice. “On the sofa … just like my stepfather used to fuck your wife.” 
 
    “Jesus,” he said, stiffening. “Is that the only reason you did this?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “All those times we had those … barbecues and stuff, the last few years, our families, I saw you watching me.” 
 
    “I saw you watching me, too,” he said.  
 
    “He used to give me those same pills he gave you,” she said. “And my mom, too. I think they don’t even make those things anymore, do they?” 
 
    “I’m not sure.”  
 
    “People were … doing all kinds of crazy shit on them. Walking, running around town, driving even. I loved the feeling. Life was a dream.” 
 
    “That’s … life shouldn’t be just a dream,” he said.  
 
    She laughed. “Do you still take those pills?”  
 
    “Not since that happened.”  
 
    “Do you sleep?” 
 
    “Rarely.” The insomnia was a very particular kind of living hell, a special solitary confinement unit that he carried with him and slipped into each and every night. 
 
    “I took one tonight,” she said. “If you can stay awake, the high is … pretty awesome.”  
 
    “And mix it with alcohol? You’re playing with fire, girl.”  
 
    She giggled. “Yeah. I’m about to pass out. Can I sleep here tonight?” she asked drowsily.  
 
    “I …” he considered for a moment, his first instinct to say no. But there were no parents waiting for her at her house, and no wife here anymore. “Sure, you can sleep here.” 
 
    Her head against his chest, she said in a soft drifting voice, “I want you to carry me upstairs and lay me on the bed. I bet you have a nice big bed,” she said. 
 
    “It’s big,” he agreed. 
 
    “And then I want you to make love to my drunk ass again,” she said. 
 
    He let out a small laugh. 
 
    “No,” she said, her voice drifting off, “seriously … can you do that?” she was stroking his cock languidly as she spoke.  
 
    “Well, yes, but ...” 
 
    She moaned, a soft sleepy faraway sound, as she stroked his cock, which pulsed and stirred in her cool grip.  
 
    “Please, I want you to fuck me anyway, Richard … “  
 
    “Mia ... you’re not ...” 
 
    She let his cock go and lay on her back on the sofa now, and her breathing was becoming deep and slow. 
 
    “It’s my fantasy, Richard. Do it,” she said. “Fuck me while I sleep …” 
 
    And with that she seemed to fall completely asleep, her lips slightly parted, her eyes closed, her breathing deep and steady. 
 
    Richard stood up, holding his hand over his mouth, and his turgid cock in the other.  
 
    She was on her back, and her breasts moved steadily with her breath. Her nipples had flattened a bit, but her breasts did not sag at all. 
 
    Hesitantly, Richard reached for them and touched them, with both hands, and she made a soft murmuring noise but did not stir. 
 
    So warm. He bent and kissed her on the cheek, smelling her fresh hair, and she made another little murmuring noise.  
 
    He sat watching her for a long time, and then finally picked her up and carried her to the bedroom.  
 
    Her dead weight was surprisingly difficult to carry; her head flopped against her chest and he thought again how delicate and beautiful she was.  
 
    He lay her on the big bed, on her back, completely naked on top of the white bedspread.  
 
    Her breathing hadn’t changed, still coming in long slow rhythms. Her hair had fallen over her face and he tenderly pulled it away and straightened it. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and watched her for a time, his mind racing. Before long his cock was hard again.  
 
    He gently spread her legs, and she made an approving noise, still seemingly unconscious, as he slipped into her still-wet cunt.  
 
    He moaned loudly, the warmth of her enveloping his cock and her body motionless as he supported himself on his arms above her, looking down at her beautiful firm tits and lean flat stomach and perfect calm face. She began murmuring soft words of approval as he pumped into her smoothly.  
 
    “I love it,” she said, eyes closed, whispering and lips barely moving. “Oh god I love your cock I love it when you fuck me it’s so big and warm oh your cock is stretching me it fills me so good …” 
 
    It didn’t take long. He began to cum, and he almost didn’t pull out in time. He sprayed hot ropes across her tits and she moaned loudly and thrashed in her sleep, and then her breathing slowed and she was still again.  
 
    He lay next to her for a while, watching her, and then he fell asleep and for once slept soundly.  
 
    In the morning she was gone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
    TAKING THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER WHILE SHE SLEEPS 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later 
 
      
 
    Richard walked across the cold dark yard, the neighborhood still and silent around him at 3:00am. The sound of the surf from the nearby beach was the only thing he could hear. It was a clear night and the moon bathed everything in a silvery light.  
 
    He looked up; her bedroom window was open.  
 
    He circled their house, looking into the dark living room, passing the master bedroom window. He peeked inside; Francisco lay asleep with his wife Jessica. Richard’s pulse quickened a bit.  
 
    In the gated community they lived in, nobody bothered to get burglar alarms, although they all had signs advertising them. Richard knew there were motion-detector lights in the home’s driveway, and a private security company made a leisurely patrol around the neighborhood every few hours, but they’d already passed.  
 
    Dogs would have been a worry, but the family owned none.  
 
    It was obvious why, thought Richard. Francisco didn’t want any yappy dog disturbing him while he was fucking Ariel.  
 
    Somehow Francisco had managed to save his marriage after Richard had confronted him with the videotape. A generous “out of court settlement” to Richard had stopped him filing suit for malpractice. Richard’s most immediate money problems had been solved, anyway, but he still couldn’t afford to move. 
 
    Not that he particularly wanted to.  
 
    Richard crept around until he was under Mia’s window.  
 
    He climbed up onto the air conditioning unit, and then gripped the sill and hoisted himself into her window.  
 
    He did it gracefully; he’d been doing a lot of pull-ups at the gym in preparation. His elbow shot pain through him but it just made him feel more awake and alive. 
 
    The moonlight through the big picture window provided more than enough illumination to see and appreciate her gorgeous slim body. It was a warm night and she lay in nothing but a pair of white panties – full cut, but mostly lace – and a little lace top.  
 
    The bottle of sleeping pills was on the bedside table.  
 
    He approached the bed, mindful of a floorboard that suddenly creaked beneath him; he paused but there was no reaction in the house.  
 
    Everything was still.  
 
    He could see the shadows of her nipples beneath the lace top. Her breasts heaved gently with each slow steady breath as she slept.  
 
    Tentatively, gingerly, he reached over and touched one of the shadows with his finger. 
 
    She made a soft noise in her throat, and he watched the shadow grow into a small hard bump, transfixed.  
 
    He could barely control his breathing as he pulled one of the spaghetti straps down off her shoulder and pulled the thin lace down over her left breast, the nipple a small puckered bud. It seemed to wrinkle and stiffen before his eyes. 
 
    He bent and touched it with the tip of his tongue, and she again made a small sound in her throat, but otherwise didn’t stir.  
 
    He stood back and watched; in her sleep, she moaned and spread her legs a bit, throwing one of her arms to the side.  
 
    His heart was pounding.  
 
    Watching her, he took off his shirt and then his pants. His cock was fully erect, and he stroked it as he watched her.  
 
    He climbed on the bed and knelt next to her, his heart pounding.  
 
    She didn’t stir at all, still breathing steadily in deep sleep.  
 
    Holding his breath, Richard took his erect cock and stooped a little and gently began rubbing the head of it against her bare breasts. He bit his lips to keep from moaning, and she exhaled in her sleep. 
 
    His cock was throbbing now and a few drops of pre-cum glistened on its tip, and one oozed out and perched on the erect nipple, glistening in the moonlight.  
 
    He gently pulled the other spaghetti-strap down and freed her other breast, the lace top puddled around the bottom of her beautiful tits,  
 
    He moved the cock to her other nipple and it leapt to attention even more quickly.  
 
    She made a murmuring noise in her throat, and he stopped moving; but she didn’t stir, still deeply asleep. 
 
    Jerking himself off, he kissed her on her smooth flat stomach, and she made a louder murmuring noise this time, and shifted slightly in her sleep, spreading her legs a bit more.  
 
    He kissed gently, kissed a trail down past he navel and down to the lace panties covering her shaved pussy.  
 
    He couldn’t get access to it, her legs were still too close together, so he sat up and gently, very gently, gripped the waistband of her panties and began slowly easing them down her legs. Her back arched a little in her sleep, and he quickly slid them down her legs and off and she softly moaned in her sleep.  
 
    He then slowly put his hands under her warm thighs and slowly and carefully spread her legs, as she murmured again, now a drawn out liquid “mmmmm” from deep in her throat, but her deep breathing didn’t change, although each breath now contained an element of a purr of pleasure. 
 
    He kissed the inside of her thigh, and her leg shifted slightly, spreading, and he could smell the sweet scent of her pussy, and he was unable to resist tasting it and he gently ran his tongue over the hot slit. 
 
    It opened slowly, like a flower in the spring, as his hot tongue met the hot, rapidly-moistening pussy lips, as he traced gentle circles over the outside of her labia. She again shifted, and her hips began to move in gently rhythmic response to his mouth. He sucked on her clit and there was an intake of breath, a moan of pleasure, and then her breathing began to speed up, but still she didn’t stir.  
 
    He touched her asshole with one index finger, and she twitched in her sleep, letting out a groan of pleasure. He felt her sphincter contract. Then she lay still again. 
 
    Richard thought of Francisco sleeping soundly downstairs, and smiled to himself.  
 
    Then Richard remembered the bastard’s reaction when he confronted him with the tape. “We can make an out-of-court settlement,” Francisco had said, “or you can take the video of yourself jacking off while you watch me fucking your wife to court. Obviously you have an excellent case. You could probably even bring the pharmaceutical company to its knees … if you have the stomach to make yourself the most famous cuckold in America.” 
 
    But there were a lot of ways to even the accounts, thought Richard.  
 
    He smiled and took his finger and gently, slowly, incrementally slid it into Mia’s wet pussy-hole, one knuckle at a time. The enveloping slick warmth made him lick his lips in anticipation.  
 
    Her hips moved in her sleep, bucking once against his finger, as she spread her legs further, her breathing coming fast now and her breasts heaving beautifully, the hard nipples still glistening with his pre-cum. She threw her head to the other side on the pillow, her long hair falling over her flushed face. 
 
    Finally, he could stand it no more, and gently climbed atop her, rubbing his stiff prick against her flat stomach, and then gently inserting the swollen head between her slick pussy lips.  
 
    “Oh my god,” he muttered, looking down at her innocent perfect face, absolutely motionless, her breath speeding up and coming quickly now through her parted lips. Her eyes were still closed, though her eyes seemed to be fluttering behind the lids. 
 
    He slid himself all the way into her, her impossibly warm yet incredibly still young body, and she rolled her head to the side and moaned, “Richard,” without opening her eyes or moving, but he could feel the pulsing and clenching inside of her as he gently stroked in and out of her.  
 
    “Oh my god,” he moaned again. It was crazy, it was crazy ecstasy, as he stretched and probed her with his cock.  
 
    He held himself over her, arms straight, and slowly and gently thrust into her hot motionless pussy and her head rolled back on the pillow, her eyelids fluttering once and then closing again, and she whispered, “Daddy, oh daddy,” and he bit his lips to keep from moaning.  
 
    Her sleeping body was responding automatically, her hips began to move ever so slightly, and her head rolled to the other side, her breath coming quicker now, almost panting, her arms and legs still limp and motionless to her side. 
 
    Finally she started whimpering in her sleep as he began thrusting harder and harder, his face contorted with pleasure, and her lips moved again and whispered his name as her head moved to the other side. He felt her body begin to shake and saw it flush red in the moonlight; finally he could stand it no more and he pulled out and sprayed a hot fan of pearly cum across her stomach, and her head again rolled to the side limply, her breathing slowing.  
 
    He rolled off her, clutching his cock, looking down at her motionless body.  
 
    Again, her breathing was deep and regular. She looked like a perfectly innocent yet sexy little angel. Except for the cum drying on her stomach.  
 
    After she had disappeared from his house he had been afraid to approach her, especially when Francisco had returned the next day. He found her on Facebook and sent her a message but she didn’t approve his friend request.  
 
    Until the day before yesterday, when she’d sent a message saying, “I’m taking some pills tonight. Time for a nighttime visit? ;-)” 
 
    He had asked for more information, but she had not responded.  
 
    But he felt he’d done exactly what she’d wanted him to do.  
 
    He slipped out the window and gently dropped himself on the grass outside.  
 
    He was unable to resist looking in on the sleeping Francisco one last time. His handsome Latin face was still and serene in sleep.  
 
    Richard smiled and went back to his bed and for the first time in a couple of weeks, slept very soundly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
    TAKEN BY THE NEIGHBOR’S DRUNK SLUTTY DAUGHTER 
 
      
 
    One month later 
 
      
 
    Richard woke up to find his cock in the hand of the neighbor’s daughter, Mia.  
 
    He looked up at her, wondering if he was dreaming … and then looked over at his wife Airel sleeping soundly next to him.  
 
    She’d only returned a few days previously. She’d called and asked if he’d see her. She was crying, miserable, and he’d reluctantly agreed. He knew she’d been having a hard time after the divorce, six months previously, when whatever promises Francisco had made her had turned out to be false, and the incriminating video took her potentially juicy divorce settlement down to very little.  
 
    They’d ended up fucking of course. He was lonely as hell, and she still looked good. Maybe at 35 the modeling agencies though she was too old, but he didn’t. She’d been staying there ever since; she still had a suitcase full of stuff there that she’d never come and gotten.  
 
    The neighbor’s daughter had not sent him another e-mail, and she’d begun closing and locking her window. He’d longed to get into the house and fuck her again, but he didn’t quite dare to actually break in. Her strange games scared him as much as they thrilled him. 
 
    And now he awoke to find his cock was hard and pulsing and straight in Mia’s small cool hand as she gently stroked it, and in the moonlight streaming in through the window he saw her beautiful face, smiling down at him, her wavy blonde hair falling in her face. She wore only her tiny white-spaghetti strap lace top, her hard pointed nipples visible through it, and the same white lacy panties. 
 
    He’d left the window open; it was a warm night and he liked the fresh sea air. He supposed she must have climbed in through it. The window to her room was opposite the window to the bedroom.  
 
    He’d watched her many times through that window. Her family hadn’t been spending a lot of time at the beach house, but when they did, she seemed to love to leave the window open when she changed clothes. In addition to constantly parading around in a tiny bikini.  
 
    His one attempt to approach her on the beach nearby and talk to her, a week previously, had been met with a straight-faced blank, “Can I help you Mr. Robertson?” so he’d just asked her if the cable TV reception in her house was working okay and then not approached her again.  
 
    Richard looked up at Mia, blinking, suddenly breathless, transfixed by the pumping of his cock, and shook his head, looking over at his sleeping wife.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked Mia very very softly.  
 
    “Playing with your cock,” she said equally softly, practically just moving her lips, looking over at Richard’s wife, who lay on her stomach, naked, her red hair falling over her face, the sheet covering her legs but revealing the smooth swell of her ass. She was still breathing heavily, sound asleep.  
 
    He looked at his wife, and then back at Mia, his eyes now wide, his hips beginning to move as Mia pumped his throbbing cock.  
 
    She looked down at his naked body and licked her lips. “I love your body,” she mouthed. “Great shape from all that tennis I guess. Great shape for a guy old enough to be my daddy,” she said and giggled and stuck her tongue in his ear.  
 
    “We can’t do this!” he mouthed. 
 
    She just smiled and bent down and kissed him on the lips, and he kissed her back hungrily. He could taste alcohol on her sweet lips.  
 
    He pulled her head close and spoke in her ear. “Why are you doing this now?” 
 
    She just smiled at him, looking down at his cock. Then she spoke into his ear, her hot breath sending another thrill through him, “I watched you fuck your wife through the window and I got so hot. I missed your cock, and I decided I wanted to suck it.” 
 
    He spoke in her ear again, “You remember it?” 
 
    “I remember it,” she said. “Mmmm. A beautiful dream of you fucking me while I was passed out.” 
 
    “I sent you some messages on Facebook, but you didn’t answer” he said into her ear, foolishly, and she giggled and squeezed his cock.  
 
    “You took your wife back even after she fucked my stepfather,” she said. “I don’t know why but that makes me so hot,” she whispered. 
 
    He bit his lips and moaned, and his wife stirred in her sleep, sighing, and rolled over on her back. The sheet covered the lower part of her body, but Ariel’s bare breasts jiggled a bit as she settled into place.  
 
    Mia looked down at his cock and licked her lips, kneeling next to the bed, and squeezed her own breasts through the thin white top, looking over at Richard’s wife, whose own big bare white breasts were heaving gently as she breathed.  
 
    “Your wife has beautiful tits,” said Mia in Richard’s ear, and he closed his eyes and let out a quiet desperate moan, one of his hands coming up to touch Mia’s full young breasts. 
 
    She put her hand on top of his and squeezed it against her tits, so firm and young, moving his hand restlessly from one to the other, throwing her head back and moaning softly.  
 
    Then she gripped the edge of the small white top and peeled it up over her head, and pushed her left breast at Richard’s mouth.  
 
    He let out a small whimper as he took the hard nipple in his mouth and tongued and sucked it. She pulled away and pulled his mouth against the right one, and he flickered his tongue into her hard nipple, then gently sank his teeth into hit.  
 
    She pulled away, her body jerking with a little exhalation of breath, and looked over at his wife, still lying motionless next to them.  
 
    Mia held her finger to her lips, making a “shhh!” gesture. 
 
    He just looked up at Mia’s beautiful serene face, angelic in the moonlight, and then Mia opened her mouth wide and bent and swirled her tongue around the purple head of his cock.  
 
    His body jerked uncontrollably and he bit into the edge of his hand to stop himself moaning. His cock probably still tasted like his wife’s pussy, he thought.  
 
    Mia climbed onto the edge of the bed, kneeling between his legs while continuing to stroke his hard cock. She wasn’t a big girl, and the bed was firm, but the springs creaked a little bit.  
 
    They paused and watched Richard’s wife, but she didn’t stir.   
 
    Mia continued to stroke his cock smoothly, and rubbed it first against her hard puckered left nipple, and then against the right. Then she nestled it into the warm valley of her cleavage, moaning soundlessly and licking her lips.   
 
    Richard couldn’t control his moan of pleasure, and his wife’s breathing hitched for a moment; Richard and Mia were motionless, his cock buried between her full warm tits, until his wife started breathing steadily again.  
 
    Mia smiled up at him in the moonlight, and then took his cock from between her beautiful breasts and opened her mouth wide and slid his cock slowly into it.  
 
    Richard closed his eyes, and struggled to control his moans, as she slid her lips tightly up and down his cock. He felt himself breaking out into a sweat and his asshole clenching as he gently thrust his hips, pushing his cock into her wet hot mouth.  
 
    When his whole body began to shake, she stopped for a moment; Richard’s wife stirred again, and rolled over towards him onto her side, and put her arm over his chest.  
 
    Mia and Richard were motionless for a moment, Richard looking down with wide-eyed horror and arousal, Mia looking calmly, still smiling.  
 
    “Put your arm around your wife, Richard,” Mia mouthed, feeling her own breasts with one hand and pinching her small hard nipples.  
 
    Richard put his arm around his wife and she snuggled a bit closer to him, her big breasts pressing against his side, making a murmur of pleasure, and then her breathing resumed its steady rhythm. Richard could smell his wife’s hair, her shampoo.  
 
    Mia reached into her own panties, touching herself as she stroked Richard’s throbbing dick. “My pussy is so wet,” she said softly.  
 
    She pulled the small white panties to the side, carefully, slowly, soundlessly, maneuvered herself over Richard’s hard dick and slowly lowered herself onto it.  
 
    Richard threw his head back into the pillow, biting his lips and grunting in pleasure. His wife made a small moaning noise and snuggled closer to him, and he stroked her hair gently as Mia rode his cock.  
 
    Slowly, oh so slowly, she raised herself, barely moving, slowly raising herself until only the head of his cock was inside of her. Richard was motionless beneath her, watching her with wide eyes.  
 
    Then she slid her tight pussy down his throbbing dick again, biting her lips to stifle the moans and clutching and caressing her own breasts.  
 
    Richard felt like he was about to have a heart attack; his heart was hammering in his chest, his cock buried completely into her, watching her feel her own firm young tits and looking down at him with eyes shining with moist pleasure in the moonlight, her moans almost inaudible. 
 
    She raised herself again, slowly, with a minimum of movement and noise, and then slid herself slowly down on his cock again, and this time she threw her head back, her whole body beginning to shake, and her face contorted with pleasure and she mouthed, “I’m cumming,” and he felt her pussy spasming and contracting around his dick, and he too began to cum. She giggled quietly as she pulled it out and jacked it off, the cum spraying all over his stomach.  
 
    Finally Richard could not control his thrusting hips or his soft cry of pleasure, and his wife made a startled exhalation and stirred in her sleep.  
 
    Mia quietly climbed off the foot of the bed into the shadows.  
 
    “Richard?” his wife asked, cuddling against him. “Are you okay?”  
 
    “Yes,” he said, “I was … dreaming.”  
 
    She ran her hand down his stomach and encountered the still hot and sticky semen there.  
 
    “Oh,” she said. “Are you …? What’s this?” she asked, voice blurry with sleep.  
 
    “I had a wet dream,” he said, and Mia giggled, her hand clamped over her mouth, and stepped out the window and disappeared.  
 
    “Really?” asked his wife, smiling and giggling. “After all that fucking we did earlier?”  
 
    “I … I guess that’s how much you turn me on,” he said.  
 
    She pulled him close and kissed him hard, and he felt her big breasts, and squeezed them, and felt his cock beginning to stir again, and looked back at the window, and thought he saw the neighbor’s drunk slutty daughter’s ass in the moonlight as she climbed into her own bedroom window. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
    WATCHING THE NEIGHBOR’S DAUGHTER TAKE HIS WIFE 
 
      
 
    One Week Later 
 
      
 
    Richard waited, listening to his wife breathing in the bed next to him, until the clock said midnight. Then he sat up.  
 
    His wife Ariel was sleeping soundly next to him, her breathing deep and even. He took her hand; it was a bit cool. She didn’t respond at all.  
 
    “Hey,” he said softly.  
 
    His wife didn’t respond, but her breathing was deep and even.  
 
    He felt for the pulse on her wrist; it was steady and strong.  
 
    He touched her face, and said, “Hey,” again.  
 
    His wife didn’t stir.  
 
    Mia appeared in the window behind him, startling him, her face pale in the moonlight. She was wearing a tight white top and a short skirt, although she’d taken off her high heels to walk across the yard … and climb in the bedroom window.  
 
    “Honey,” Richard said loudly. “Wake up.”  
 
    His wife didn’t stir at all.  
 
    Mia smiled at him, and then put her arm around his waist and kissed him; he kissed her back passionately, wrapping his arms around her thin waist.  
 
    After a minute she broke the kiss and looked down at Ariel. “How many did you give her?” Mia asked.  
 
    “Just one. But those things are strong.” he said. It was a well-known brand of sleeping pill, with well-known side effects of causing sleep activity of various sorts.  
 
    “Oh, I definitely know it,” Mia said. She smiled down at Ariel. “Hey!” she said loudly.  
 
    Ariel didn’t stir. She murmured a little in her sleep, but continued her slow and steady breathing.  
 
    “Can you hear me?” asked Richard.  
 
    His wife murmured a little in her sleep, but lay still.  
 
    “Take the sheet off her,” Mia said.  
 
    Richard nodded and pulled the sheet off his wife.  
 
    Ariel was completely naked, lying on her back, her curly red hair flowing around her head, one hand laying across her stomach, her legs slightly spread. Ariel was a former swimsuit model, and at age 35 still stunningly beautiful. Her big breasts, only slightly slack, hung full, moving up and down slowly with her breath. 
 
    Mia giggled delightedly. “She’s awesome.”  
 
    “Yes,” said Richard. His heart was pounding and his cock was already hard.  
 
    Mia bent down and knelt on the bed next to his wife. “Hey, wake up!” said Mia.  
 
    Ariel didn’t respond, her breasts moving slowly up and down, her breathing deep and even.  
 
    Mia looked back at Richard. “Turn on the lights.”  
 
    Richard turned on the overhead bedroom light, and his wife was no less beautiful, her skin pale and seeming to glow, unlike Mia’s deep tan.  
 
    Mia reached down and touched one of his wife’s soft flat pink nipples with her forefinger.  
 
    Arial didn’t move.  
 
    Mia giggled and looked up at Richard, and then took the finger and stuck it into her own mouth for a moment, rolling her tongue around it. She then used the wet finger to stroke the flat nipple again. 
 
     Before his eyes, the areola puckered and hardened and the nipple drew into a tender hard bud.  
 
    His wife still didn’t move, though her breathing quickened. 
 
    Richard’s cock was throbbing hard now, the head protruding out the top of his underwear. He reached down and rubbed the bulge.  
 
    Mia giggled, her skirt riding up over her ass and her white string panties as she knelt on the bed, bending over his wife. She bent over and licked his wife’s hard nipple, while stroking the other nipple with her wet finger. It too hardened.  
 
    Richard was breathing heavily with excitement, stroking his cock.  
 
    His wife made a small murmuring noise in her sleep, and Mia giggled again. She moved her head over and sucked the other hard nipple, flickering her tongue over it, and Arial made a soft noise in her throat. 
 
    Richard took his cock out of his underpants and let his underwear fall on the floor. He stroked his hard straight cock as he watched the neighbor’s daughter suck his sleeping wife’s tits.  
 
    Richard lifted Mia’s skirt with one hand so he could see her round muscular ass better, and cupped one of her firm ass cheeks in one hand while he rubbed his cock with the other.  
 
    Mia paused and looked back over her shoulder at Richard, smiling the evil sexy smile he was beginning to know so well.  
 
    He hadn’t seen her since the last time. After coming into their bedroom and fucking Richard while his wife slept next to them, they began communicating by e-mail, and she told him how much she loved fucking him while his wife slept nearby.  
 
    Then she had suggested slipping Ariel one of the prescription pills, the same pills her stepfather had given Richard so that he could fuck Ariel while Richard slept.  
 
    Mia had loved the idea, and they made the arrangement. 
 
    His wife moaned in her sleep and arched her back; throwing her head back on the pillow.  
 
    Mia giggled and took Ariel’s big breasts in both hands, squeezing them and playing with the nipples. Ariel’s breathing hitched up a notch and she murmured again and said, “Richard,” softly.  
 
    They paused, startled, thinking she’d woken up; but Ariel’s face was still totally calm and relaxed and she didn’t move. Ariel said, “Richard,” again.  
 
    “That’s right,” whispered Mia. “Richard, your dear husband.”  
 
    Richard slipped his hand between Mia’s firm asscheeks, feeling the moist cotton of her panties, and began rubbing the wet pussy through the cloth; finally he pushed the string to the side and rubbed his fingers up her wet pussy lips, making Mia gasp with pleasure. Finally he inserted his finger into her and Mia thrust herself back onto it, and moaned into Arial’s breasts.  
 
    Arial moaned and spread her legs in her sleep, and Mia giggled delightedly.  
 
    “Need to buy some mineral water I’m going this way,” mumbled Ariel sleepily. “I think I dropped it in the parking lot.”  
 
    Richard grabbed Mia by the hair and pulled her to him; he directed his hard cock into Mia’s mouth and Mia sucked it delightedly, loudly, slurping it and licking it and worshipping it, watching Arial sleeping as she did it. Arial’s eyes fluttered beneath her eyelids. 
 
    “Go ahead and suck it good, suck it hard,” said Richard. “She’s not going to wake up.”  
 
    She took his cock out and said, “That would turn me on so much if she woke up and saw us.” She turned to Arial. “Can you hear me sucking your husband’s cock, Arial?” she asked sweetly.  
 
    Arial made another soft noise in her throat, and Mia giggled. “My husband is going to see us,” said Arial. 
 
    “Yeah your husband saw you,” said Richard softly.   
 
    Finally Mia stopped sucking and Richard bend and kissed her swollen lips, then pulled her top off; he pulled her white lace bra cups down and bent his head and roughly sucked her nipples, making her cry out in pleasure.  
 
    Then Mia giggled and squirmed away, and took off her bra and skirt, laying on the bed next to his wife. Arial lay with her head turned to the side, breathing peacefully, one arm over her stomach and the other flung limply to the side, her legs spread.  
 
    Richard stood over them stroking his cock, mesmerized at the sight of the two beautiful women before him. 
 
    Mia took off her panties, giggling, and waved them under Arial’s nose. Arial’s head moved towards them, her eyes moving beneath her closed eyelids, and another soft moan escaped her.  
 
    Mia giggled again as she rubbed the panties on Arial’s face and then handed them to Richard. He took them and wrapped the lace panties around his cock and stroked it.  
 
    Mia caressed her own full firm breasts, and then reached down and rubbed her finger over her own wet slit. She shivered and moaned in pleasure as she parted her moist labia and found her clit, as she continued to watch Arial’s peaceful sleeping face.  
 
    “Eat my pussy, Richard,” she said. “Eat my pussy while your wife sleeps beside us.”  
 
    Richard eagerly dived into Mia’s hot wet snatch, probing the folds with his tongue, sucking on her pussy lips and finally finding her clit and eagerly tonguing and sucking the hot little pink button.  
 
    Mia was squirming and writhing on the bed, moaning loudly, arching her back, squeezing her own breasts … but constantly watching Arial, sleeping so peacefully beside them. “Oh, your husband eats my pussy so good,” she moaned, and Arial muttered again in her sleep. “Francisco,” she said.  
 
    “Now fuck your wife, Richard,” commanded Mia. “Fuck her while she dreams about my stepdad.” 
 
    Richard sat up and moved between his wife’s legs, stroking his hard cock in front of him. Arial’s shaved pussy glistened in the light; it was already wet. Arial’s breathing had quickened now, her breasts were moving up and down faster.  
 
    “Put it in her sleeping pussy,” said Mia, lying on her back, playing with her breasts with one hand and rubbing her pussy with the other, her face slack with lust and her eyes on Ariel’s peaceful sleeping face and heaving breasts and still-hard nipples. She groaned in pleasure as she slid two fingers into her own wet pussy.  
 
    Richard rubbed his cock up and down the moist tight slit between his wife’s legs, and it grew wetter. He put the head inside, moaning loudly at the pleasure, and his wife again murmured and shifted in her sleep, spreading her legs and arching her back and mumbling “Richard.”  
 
    “That’s right,” said Richard. “Not Francisco. Just your husband, your cuckold husband Richard.” 
 
    Mia giggled again, and reached over and played with one of his wife’s hard nipples as he forced his cock all the way into her, groaning in pleasure.  
 
    Ariel murmured and began gently rolling her hips, her head rolling to the other side and a moan of pleasure escaping her.  
 
    “Can you feel his cock inside you, Ariel?” asked Mia.  
 
    Ariel said in a faraway cloudy voice, “Yes, Francisco, ohhh, it feels so good.”  
 
    Mia licked his wife’s nipple briefly and his wife rolled her head to the other side, eyes still closed, and her arm moved and settled around Mia’s shoulders.  
 
    Mia giggled and snuggled into her embrace. ‘Are you awake, Arial?” asked Mia, fascinated.  
 
    “Mrrrrmmmm,” mumbled Arial, eyes still closed but the eyes moving beneath them rapidly.  
 
    Richard stepped up his pace and began fucking his wife harder, and she moaned loudly, panting and breathing heavily as Mia lay next to her, rubbing her own pussy. She leaned in to suck one of Arial’s hard nipples, eliciting another loud moan from Arial. 
 
    “Do you think she can cum in her sleep?” asked Richard.  
 
    “Oh, yeah, I’m absolutely sure she can,” said Mia, rubbing her own hot clit. “And I can cum just watching you fuck her.”  
 
    Richard leaned his head down and sucked his wife’s right nipple while Mia sucked the left one, and Arial let out another loud moan of pleasure, her head thrown back but eyes still closed, desperate whines of pleasure filling her throat.  
 
    “Oh, god, Mia, you little slut,” said Richard. “I want to fuck you now.” 
 
    He pulled his cock out of his wife and pulled Mia up. Mia smiled. “Fuck me while I eat your wife’s pussy,” said Mia.  
 
    Mia moved between Ariel’s legs, and then bent down and buried her face in the hot wet spread pussy, and Arial moaned loudly in her sleep again, her arms coming up and her hands settling on her own chest. Her hips were thrusting again as Mia dug her tongue into Ariel’s sweet salty cunt.  
 
    Mia’s beautiful heart-shaped ass was wiggling in front of him and Richard knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. He slid his dick into her from behind, and Mia moaned into Ariel’s pussy and he fucked Mia hard and fast, driving her face into his wife’s snatch, looking down at his sleeping wife moaning, and feeling her own breasts in her sleep.  
 
    Richard stepped up his pace and slammed hard into Mia as she reached between her legs and tickled her own clit, and she began to cum, her moans muffled by his wife’s pussy, her whole body shaking, and Richard also began to cum – but Mia squirmed away. 
 
    Richard shot hot ropes of cum all over his sleeping wife’s stomach and tits, as Mia watched, fascinated, continuing to rub her own hot clit.  
 
    When he finished, when they both finished shaking, they continued to watch Ariel; her breathing slowed down and her nipples began to soften.  
 
    Mia began licking the hot cum off Ariel’s stomach and big tits. Slowly, enjoying every drop, and Ariel lay still, still making soft purring noises in her throat.  
 
    Mia got dressed, and kissed Richard on the mouth. “That was awesome.” 
 
    Richard could only nod. 
 
    “I’ve got another idea for next time,” she said, and as she pulled on her panties, she whispered her plan.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 5 
 
    WATCHING THE NEIGHBOR’S DAUGHTER TAKE HER STEPFATHER 
 
      
 
    A few nights later, at 2:00 am, Richard walked through the open front door of his neighbor’s house. 
 
    He walked through the quiet dark living room where Francisco had often fucked Ariel on the sofa. He saw Mia standing at the entrance to the kitchen, and did a double take – the beautiful young girl was wearing a black garter belt and stockings, and pair of red lace panties and a red bra.  
 
    His dick twitched with lust inside his pants. “You like lace,” he said, softly.  
 
    “Yeah, it itches my nipples and pussy in a nice kind of way,” she said, and blew him a kiss. “You like it?” 
 
    “Very much,” he said, and moved to kiss her. 
 
    But Richard did another double take when he saw Mia’s mother sitting at the kitchen table behind her, staring blankly at a bowl of cereal in front of her.  
 
    “Jesus,” he said. “Is she asleep?” 
 
    “Completely,” she said. 
 
    “Those pills are fucked up, aren’t they?” he said.  
 
    “Especially when we mix them with alcohol,” she said and giggled. 
 
    There was a bottle of whiskey on the bar and two glasses already poured; she took one and handed the other to Richard.  
 
    He took a sip, letting the warmth fill him. 
 
    She took his hand and led him back to the master bedroom, her ass shifting up and down beautifully as she walked. 
 
    In the bedroom, Francisco, her stepfather, his former psychiatrist, was sleeping naked on top of the sheet. The man who had cuckolded him.  
 
    Francisco was snoring a little, on his back, his cock and balls nestled ripely in his trimmed dark pubic hair.  
 
    His breath caught in his throat as Mia handed him the phone, cued up for the video function.  
 
    “Just press the button anytime you think things are interesting,” she said.  
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed next to her stepfather, and prodded experimentally at her stepfather’s cock with one long-fingernailed hand. She giggled again. The cock twitched and squirmed in his lap; Francisco’s snoring stopped, and he made a soft moan.  
 
    Richard watched through the camera, his heart hammering. 
 
    Mia encircled the cock with her small hands, kneading it, while looking directly into the camera. “This is the cock that fucked your wife,” she said. “Now it’s going to go into my pussy,” she said.  
 
    She had suggested this as a way to completely ruin her stepfather, or at least to blackmail him for even more money.  
 
    “Has he … fucked you before?” asked Richard. “The drugs …?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “He just fingered me, sat on the edge of the bed and fingered me while he jacked off. Don’t know why he didn’t just go ahead and stick it in. Thought it was a dream for the longest time.” 
 
    “I know the feeling,” he said. “Just like a dream.”  
 
    “But the orgasms I started having, I knew those were real. Anyway, he started fucking your wife and stopped visiting me.”  
 
    “Jesus, I’m sorry,” said Richard.  
 
    “Don’t be sorry. Just help me fuck him.” 
 
    Mia looked down at Francisco’s cock, which was stirring to life and before both their eyes it began to darken and lengthen, until it was fully erect, pulsing in her hand.  
 
    She bent down and rand her tongue around the swollen purple head and Francisco moaned loudly and one leg twitched and his arm spread to the side.  
 
    “Oh you like that, Stepdaddy?” 
 
    Francisco murmured an affirmative noise in his sleep.  
 
    Mia looked at the camera again, and began feeling her own breasts through the lace bra. “I love the lace on my little hard nipples,” she whispered. Richard reached out to touch one but she danced backwards. “Tonight you just watch.’  
 
    Richard raised the camera and filmed her as she danced at the side of the bed, feeling her own tits and hips and ass as she looked down at her stepfather’s hard cock pulsing. She giggled and bent down and took it in hand again, and then gently lowered her mouth to it and slowly filled her throat with it, her lips wrapped tightly around the pulsing member.  
 
    Francisco moaned loudly and his breathing was coming fast now. His head whipped back and forth on the pillow, twice, and he moaned, “Ariel.”  
 
    Mia pulled the big dick out of her mouth and looked at Richard and at the camera. “I’m sucking my stepfather’s cock, Richard. The cock that was in your wife’s pussy. How does that make you feel?” 
 
    He took another sip of his whiskey to ease his dry mouth.  
 
    She didn’t wait for him to answer as she pulled the panties to the side of her crotch and straddled her stepfather, taking his hard cock and rubbing it against the wet lips of her pussy.  
 
    Richard could stand it no more. “Jesus, please, Mia, don’t do this.”  
 
    She smiled at him, her lips red and full. “What’s the matter, Richard? An attack of conscience?” 
 
    “I … no … I just, I don’t want you to fuck … anybody, Mia. I don’t want to see that, and I don’t want you to do it. All this stuff we’ve been doing … I … can’t stop thinking about you.” 
 
    She raised her eyebrows as she looked at him.  “Are you … Richard, what are you saying?” 
 
    “I … have feelings for you, I can’t stop thinking about you. We don’t need to do this, we don’t need to ruin him. I can sell the beach house, and we’ll go away together, we can go away somewhere together, Just the two of us …”  
 
    “Richard,” she said, giggling. “Aren’t you sweet.” 
 
    She released her stepfather’s cock and stepped over and kissed Richard hard on the lips. She took her whiskey from the dresser where she’d put it and clinked it to Richard’s glass, and drained it.  
 
    He did the same, and he noticed a few white grains on the bottom of the glass, and then he saw Ariel emerge from the large bathroom on the other side of the room, also wearing a garter belt and lace panties, her breasts threatening to spill from a tight black lace bra, and he started to ask her what she was doing there, and that was the last thing that he remembered.  
 
      
 
    He woke up the next day in his own bed. He felt good, well rested.  
 
    And then he heard Mia giggle somewhere nearby, in the living room, and memories came rushing back, and a feeling of black nauseous doom crawled over him.  
 
    It seemed like a dream.  
 
    In the dream, Mia was fucking Francisco, while Ariel filmed it. Francisco’s eyes were closed and his head was whipping back and forth on the pillow while Mia bounced up and down on his long cock, feeling her own tits and moaning .  
 
    Ariel was standing next to him, saying, “Watch, watch her fuck him, watch your little slut girlfriend fuck her stepfather.”  
 
    And then Ariel and Mia were kissing in front of him, Mia looking at him and giggling, Ariel kissing Mia’s neck and ears and then her stiff little nipples, and he reached out to them and Mia pushed him back into the chair he was sitting in.  
 
    Then the two of them were in bed next to Francisco, their faces buried in each other’s crotches in the 69 position, both of them wearing nothing but their garter belts and stockings, panties laying on Franciso’s face and their big breasts pressed against each other’s stomachs as they eagerly tongued each other’s pussies … and assholes. 
 
    Such a vivid dream.  
 
    Richard jacked off while he watched them, tears rolling down his face, and after they had both cum, they both fucked Francisco, taking turns to climb on and off his stiff cock while Francisco lay still except for his throbbing dick and his head whipping back and forth on the pillow muttering words of pleasure. 
 
    Then they had put him in bed next to Francisco and taken turns fucking the two of them as they lay motionless, cocks standing up in front of them.  
 
      
 
    He got up out of bed, aware that he was naked, aware that his cock was sore and rubbed raw. 
 
    He heard Mia giggle again.  
 
    They were both in the living room.  
 
    Ariel and Mia.  
 
    They both still wore their garter belts and stockings, but were otherwise naked. They lay cuddling in each other’s arms, on the big sofa, giggling and cooing and kissing, rubbing their big tits together.  
 
    They both looked gorgeous, though they didn’t seem to have slept all night and there was an empty whiskey bottle and two glasses on the table before them.  
 
    The sun was shining through the windows. It was a bright and beautiful day.  
 
    “What the fuck did you do?” he asked, dazed, and the two girls smiled at him. 
 
    “Richard, darling,” said Ariel.  
 
    “Sweet Richard,” said Mia.  
 
    “What the fuck?” he asked again.  
 
    “Have a seat,” said his wife, and disentangled herself from Mia’s embrace and stood. Her breasts, which he noticed were smeared with lipstick, bounced fetchingly as she turned on the television.  
 
    Mia fiddled with the remote, and the video on the screen showed Richard climbing in through Mia’s window.  
 
    The angle was from inside the room, from a corner, and it had a beautiful angle as Richard sat next to Mia on the bed and touched her, and then began to undress.  
 
    “God I love this,” said Mia. “I’ve masturbated to this, like, a dozen times.”  
 
    “It is hot,” said Ariel. “Completely illegal, though. I mean, really, Richard. This would put you in jail, I think. Do you agree?” 
 
    Richard looked back and forth at the two girls. “What does this mean?” 
 
    “It means you’ve been played, Richard,” giggled Mia.  
 
    Richard felt very cold. He began to shiver. “This is … your revenge, Ariel? Didn’t you do enough already?” he said, blankly.  
 
    She turned on him, her green eyes blazing with anger. “You think I fucked Francisco to get back at you, Richard? I fucked him because I was lonely and miserable. We both were. You fucked his wife. Your own psychiatrist, and you fucked his wife.”  
 
    “I only … fucked her once,” said Richard miserably.  
 
    “You couldn’t even have an affair that made her happy. You just … fucked her. Like all those other groupies and strippers and sluts you fucked. If you’d had an affair with somebody you loved, that would have been one thing. But you just … fucked people. Just to fuck.”  
 
    Richard was aware that tears were streaming down his face.  
 
    “But still we didn’t do it to … get you. We just did it to feel something. After you fucked up his marriage. Your psychiatrist, and you fucked his wife.” 
 
    “It was … I had problems,” he moaned. “Sex addiction …”  
 
    “And you haven’t changed a bit,” she spat. “You didn’t even try.” 
 
    “Fucking drunk teenage girls,” giggled Mia.  
 
    “You want sluts, you got them,” said Arial, and moved over and kissed Mia on the lips. “I ran into Mia at a club one night and we had a little heart-to-heart and came up with this idea. A chance to see if you’d changed. But you didn’t. Not at all.”  
 
    It felt like a dream again. Reality seemed to be slipping away. “I’m sorry,” said Richard.  
 
    “Yeah, always sorry. Fucking teenage girls while they’re drunk. Raping your sleeping wife. Very sorry. And now it’s time to start making amends, Richard. I know most of the money Francisco paid you already went to pay your gambling debts, but … I’ll be taking the beach house.” She smiled. “But you can stay here if you want. Once we show the videos we made yesterday to Francisco, we’ll have plenty of money.” 
 
    Mia came over and sat in his lap. “Hey, cheer up, Richard. It’ll be fun. A whole new kind of family.”  
 
    Trembling, Richard kissed her, and Ariel watched, smiling.  
 
      
 
    The End … for now! 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    If you liked that story, you might also like: 
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    Jana’s Journey: A Novel of Dark Erotica 
 
    Jana is blonde and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin. The other kids in school think that she's a tease. But she knows that she's a good girl. 
 
    But everything changes one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment; a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his entire family and a mysterious wealthy former soldier with his own agenda. 
 
    Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them. 
 
    But Jana proves to be more difficult to control than anyone, including Jana herself, realizes ... 
 
    Will Jana's Journey end in freedom and awakening, or in complete submission and sexual slavery? 
 
    This 45,000 word novel of BDSM and dark erotica is based on the collected Jana’s Journey stories, published as a serial on Amazon. It contains the full text of the stories plus extra material and an added epilogue.  
 
    WARNING! CONTAINS GRAPHIC DESCRIPTIONS OF ABUSE AND DUBIOUS CONSENT 
 
    Buy Jana’s Journey here on Amazon 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    BOUND BY THE BURGLAR 
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    Get it HERE on Amazon! 
 
      
 
     "Natasha Stevens is a master of dark erotica!" -- Dahlia Morgan, author of THE NIGHT KITTEN series 
 
    Elena is an underwear model and trophy wife with a dark past. 
 
    Joshua is a former NAVY Seal with a dark present; he is now a burglar and thief who robs the homes of the wealthy. 
 
    One night he breaks in, ties her to the bed and ravishes her - and she gives her full consent, in order to protect her most important possessions. And that is only the beginning of a cat and mouse game of lust and blackmail that will unite the thrill-loving couple in an attempt to steal a million dollars worth of gold and jewelry from Elena's ex-husband. 
 
    But Elena's ex-husband has some terrifying and dangerous friends, with tastes just as kinky but far more depraved and deadly than theirs ... 
 
    This the latest shocking, sexy, and scary dark erotic romance from Natasha Stevens, author of JANA'S JOURNEY and I OWN YOU. Warning! GRAPHIC CONTENT. Contains graphic scenes of sex and bondage under conditions of dubious consent, as well as scenes of enema punishment. 
 
    Get it HERE on Amazon! 
 
   


  
 


 
    Or something perhaps even darker …  
 
    I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL 
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    He picks the lock and quietly enters the dark house. 
 
    She awakens to find a man in her bedroom, touching her. 
 
    But he is not a stranger. Not quite. He is the brother of her former boyfriend. The former boyfriend who tried to kill himself, because of her. 
 
    The man in her bedroom wants to get even ... and he wants her. 
 
    This novel collects the six parts of the shocking new dark erotica serial by Natasha Stevens, best-selling author of JANA'S JOURNEY. Once again she will take you to places very dark ... and very hot. 
 
    WARNING: THIS STORY CONTAINS GRAPHIC AND DISTURBING MATERIAL SOME MAY FIND OBJECTIONABLE. THIS IS NOT A ROMANCE. IT IS NOT INTENDED TO BE READ BY THOSE UNDER 18. 
 
    Buy I OWN YOU: THE COMPLETE NOVEL here on Amazon 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Or something a bit lighter but no less taboo …  
 
    TEACH ME ABOUT SEX 
 
    [image: teachemebundle3] 
 
    18-year-old Victoria has a problem. Her stepfather won't have sex with her, no matter how many times she parades around the house in her bra and panties or rubs up against him. He won't have sex with her, but he has a lot of other ideas …  
 
    This collection follows the inappropriate but scorching hot relationship between Victoria and her stepfather, in three stories: 
 
    STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW TO MASTURBATE -- Seeing her frustration, her stepfather suggests she masturbate. But she wants him to show her how to do it right, and he fully agrees! 
 
    STEPFATHER, CAN I WATCH YOU HAVE SEX WITH THE BABYSITTER -- When Victoria sees her stepfather having sex with the hot Russian babysitter, she's not surprised -- but she is very aroused! And fortunately Stepfather allows her to watch and to learn ... 
 
    STEPFATHER, TEACH ME HOW TO HAVE SEX WITH A GIRL -- Victoria wants to learn how to make love with a girl, and the hot Russian babysitter agrees, and father will watch to make sure they are doing everything exactly right. 
 
    WARNING! This 12,000-word story collection contains graphic descriptions of sexual acts, including masturbation, oral and digital sex, voyeurism, dirty talk, and FF sex. It is intended to be read only by adults. 
 
    Buy it HERE on Amazon 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
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    Natasha Stevens is a bold an uncompromising new voice in dark and taboo erotica. Her Catholic School upbringing regrettably did not stop her from becoming a wanton slut, but she now tries to channel those energies into her erotic writing.  
 
    She tries to leave out the boring parts that most people skip, and establish character and story through dialogue and action. Most of her stories involve older men and younger women, dubious consent and the dynamics of sexual power exchange. Though some of her works can be fairly dark and disturbing, she likes to think the good guys always win. 
 
    Find more works by the author here at Natasha Stevens’ Amazon author page 
 
    Visit the author’s website at http://www.natashastevenserotica.com 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental. 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.  
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