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Seducing the Neighbor


I was dreaming again. I knew it because I was in my skimpy nightie, the one I wore on my wedding night, and every time I wanted my husband's 'attention'. However, Terry was nowhere in sight. Instead, I was walking in my backyard, the cold night air making my nipples hard.  
I could hear the moaning filtering over the back fence. Fear and excitement coursed through my body as I neared the fence. The garbage can was there, where it always was, waiting for Terry to take it out. I lifted my bare foot onto the lid and pulled myself up to look over the fence already knowing what I was going to see.
The image blew me away, just like it had when I had experienced it in real life. The time of day had changed, but the action was the same. 
Gabby was stretched out on a table, her legs lifted high, ankles beating on a pair of powerful shoulders. Michael, Gabby's lover, was pounding into her with unbelievable thrusts that shook my neighbor's entire body. Gabby was screaming in pleasure.
And her husband George? Poor George was tied up with s banner that had the ironic word 'Congratulations on it, stroking his cock furiously as Michael slammed into his wife again and again.
In real life, no one had noticed me peering over the fence, but in the dream it was different. As Michael fucked into my beautiful, married neighbor, he turned to me a smiled.
"Like what you see, Missy?"
He knew my name! He knew who I was and he was watching me. In the dream, I step back and suddenly I'm falling, falling, falling…
I sat up in bed, panting heavily. Terry turned over and mumbled, half asleep.
"Another dream?"
Terry knew I had been having trouble sleeping, but I hadn't told him the true nature of my dreams. Terry wasn't jealous, but ever since our neighbors' gender reveal party, he had been angry. Gabby and George hadn't just revealed the gender of the baby. They had also revealed that Michael was, in fact, the father of Gabby's baby. It was unbelievable! Still, all of her friends knew that she and George had been having trouble conceiving, but no one, not even Gabby's best friend Libby, had known that they had brought in a surrogate. And, even more unbelievable, they were still having sex even though Gabby was pregnant.
"Yeah," I murmured. The heat throbbing in my loins was overwhelming. I needed release.
I looked down at Terry. He was a young, good-looking guy. He'd played football in high school and even ten years later, he still had a great physique. So, why was I dreaming of Michael?
"Actually," I smiled and slid a hand over Terry's shoulder. "The dream was… sexy."
"Really?" Terry asked, but didn't turn over. "Was I in it?"
"Of course you were, silly!" 
The lie came easily. It didn't matter who I was thinking about. It only mattered what I did with the desire burning in my belly. I slid my soft body against my husband's back. My hard nipples rubbed against the fabric of my comfy nightgown, making me moan. My hand snaked over Terry's body, slipping down between his legs and brushing across the front of his boxers.
"Missy," he murmured. "I have to be up early for court."
"I know," I said softly in his ear. "I'll be quick. I promise."
My fingers slipped under the waistband of his boxers only to encounter Terry's soft cock lying cool and sleepy against his thigh.
"Sorry, honey." Terry rolled over and gave me a polite kiss. "I just can't. Tomorrow, I promise."
He rolled back over and in a few minutes, he was asleep.
I pouted next to him, my pussy still throbbing with need. I knew what the rest of the girls thought. Terry and I had been married less than a year and, like most newlyweds, we couldn't keep our hands off of each other. The reality was our sex life had dwindled to almost nothing since we got back from our honeymoon. I had been busy setting up our house while Terry started working long hours at the firm. More often than I'd like to admit, we went days without having sex, something that was unheard of six months ago.
I knew it wasn't Terry's fault, but that didn't stop me from having doubts about him wanting me. 
What with the lack of sex and the spectacle I had witnessed at Gabby's party, I had been in a constant state of arousal for days. I found myself gazing longingly at the fence, wondering what kind of shenanigans Gabby was getting up to.
My hand fluttered down between my legs, and I slowly lifted the hem of my nightgown. Terry snored softly next to me as my fingers came into contact with my pussy. God, I was so wet! I slid my fingers up my lips, then probed with the tips, testing the heat of my pussy. I gasped and bit my bottom lip to stop from crying out. I worked my fingers back and forth over my swollen slit, found my hard clit, and rolled the wet tips of my fingers around the engorged bud.
My body was tensing, and I waited for the explosion. Just as I reached the peak, I saw Michael hammering into Gabby, giving my neighbor the thick cock that I needed. I shoved my fingers into my sopping cunt, working them in and out as I imagined my neighbor's lover fucking me, hard and fast, his powerful body dominating me inside and out.
I bit my lip hard as I came, unable to stop my voice from letting out a low moan. My hips bucked against my intruding fingers and my juices dripped out of my pussy.
Terry grumbled and shifted in bed. I forced my body to stop jerking and held my breath. Terry stopped moving and settled back into his pillow. Finally, he started snoring again and I let out a sigh of relief.
My body relaxed into the mattress, the sexual tension in my body released by my orgasm. My eyelids grew heavy and soon I sank into a deep, dreamless sleep.
I got up early and made breakfast for Terry, and kissed him goodbye at the door. He looked so good in his suit and slicked back hair. I wanted nothing more than to throw him down and fuck his brains out, but I knew he had to go to work. 
I busied myself around the house. We'd moved in just a few months ago, following Terry's job, and I hadn't yet found anything I wanted to do. I had a degree in Business Management, but I wasn't interested in finding a place to run. 
Gabby's gender reveal party has pushed the primal maternal instinct inside me forward. I realized Iwanted a baby and had gone off the pill in order to facilitate the process. Now, all I needed was my husband to fuck me.
I gazed longingly at the back fence, thinking about Gabby and especially Michael. Were they fucking right now? George was at work, so he wasn't watching, but did that stop them? My curiosity was eating away at me and I couldn't focus on anything else. 
Finally, swallowing my nervousness, I decided to ask Gabby if she wanted to have a coffee. I hadn't really reached out to the neighbors and I wanted more dirt on her 'relationship' with Michael.
I spent an inordinate amount of time dressing. The idea that Michael might be there sent a shiver of fear and excitement up my spine. 
Jesus, Missy! I said to myself. You are a newly married woman! Nothing is going to happen. 
Besides, with a knockout like Gabby, what would Michael need me for?
That didn't stop me from wearing a tight tank top and short cutoffs that showed off my firm thighs and calves. I tied my hair into a pony tale and, when I looked in the mirror I saw a hot married woman who looked like she was about to do some yard work. Casual, yet sexy. 
Perfect.
Before long, I was ringing Gabby's bell. My heart was beating fast and I cursed myself. I was just someone visiting their neighbor. Nothing suspicious about that.
The door opened, and I smiled, expecting to see Gabby standing in the doorway.
"Oh, it's you," Michael said.
I stopped. Holy shit! Michael was naked except for a pair of shorts. His body was glistening, the rigid muscles arranged in the most delicious curves and hard edges. My eyes followed the ridges to a thick V of muscle, the point hidden just under his waistband. My eyes stopped at the enormous bulge in his crotch.
"You all right?" I forced my eyes upward. There was a knowing look in Michael's eyes that made my cheeks burn.
"Um… yes!" I stammered. "Is… Is Gabby home?"
"Yep," he said and stood to one side. "Come on in."
I hesitated, waiting for him to move, but he stood to the side, forcing me to slide past him into the hallway of Gabby's house. His sweaty, musky scent tickled my nose and I felt a strange stirring of heat in my stomach. I recognized that smell.
It was the scent of sex.
God! Had I caught him having sex with Gabby?
"So… um… where's Gabby?" I asked nervously as Michael followed me into the living room.
"Take a seat, Missy," he said. "I'll go and get her."
"You… you know my name?" 
"I know all of Gabby's friends." Michael gave me an enigmatic smile. What did that mean?
Michael left the room, and I heard him walk towards the kitchen. After a few moments, he came back with a bottle of chilled wine and two glasses.
"What… what's this?" I asked. 
"I thought you might need to relax," Michael said, leaning over and showing off the firm, muscular lines of his body. My throat went dry as I noticed the bulge in his underwear shifting and growing. 
Oh, shit! That was his cock!
"I think I should go!" I said and got to my feet. My leg hit the table and nearly knocked the wine bottle over.
Michael caught it and smoothly poured me a glass of wine.
"Have a drink, Miss," a voice said from the doorway. "Relax!"
I turned to see Gabby. She was wearing a fluffy white robe secured around her waist with a terry cloth belt. She looked gorgeous, her dark hair falling in glistening, messy waves to her shoulders. The skin of her face and chest glowed with health and excitement. There was no doubt in my mind my neighbor was naked under that robe and that I had indeed caught the pair in the middle of sex.
"Oh, Gabby, I--"
"You know, I'm surprised you're the first one to show up." Gabby padded across the floor and plucked the glass of wine from Michael. 
"What… what do you mean?"
"Oh, nothing." Gabby smiled and handed me the glass. "I guess I just figured, being a newlywed and all, that you and Terry had a good sex life."
I didn't like where this was going. I stepped back, only to find Michael behind me, his nearly naked body pressed against my back.
'I don't know what you're talking about!" I said. "I really should go. Terry--"
"Works too much." Gabby gently took my wrist and together we sat down on the couch. "I know how that is. Poor George works hard enough for both of us."
Michael poured another glass of wine, and Gabby took it.
"I suppose you're here to find out whether Michael and I really fuck."
I opened my mouth, but no words came out. That was exactly why I was here, but I was too embarrassed to say it. Meanwhile, Gabby took a drink of wine as Michael stood next to her, the growing tent in his boxers nearly touching her cheek.
"Drink, Missy," Gabby said and lifted my hand with the wine glass towards my lips. "You look like you need it."
I suddenly needed it very much. My hand shook as I took a sip of the wine. It was good, the dry liquor evaporating on my tongue. The first taste was so good, I knocked back the rest of the wine in one gulp.
"That's a girl!" Gabby laughed and poured more wine into my glass. "Tell me, Missy. Do you know what a free use arrangement is?"
"Um… no," I said, and took another drink of wine. I could already feel the liquor having an effect. 
"It's an arrangement between myself, Michael, and George." She looked up at George and ran her hand up the magnificent length of the man's shaft through his underwear. "It means, Michael gets to use me any way he wants, whenever he wants."
"Wuh… what?" I couldn't think. I was mesmerized by Gabby's hand rubbing Michael's crotch. "You don't mean…"
"Oh, I do." She looked into Michael's eyes. "Isn't that right, Daddy?"
"That's right, slut," Michael's growl rumbled through the air. "Now, stop fucking around and show your friend my cock."
Gabby giggled, and I sat there, shocked as my married neighbor pulled Michael's shorts down over his hips. I gasped as his long, gorgeous cock sprang from his boxers.
"It's so beautiful," Gabby moaned and ran her lips over the shaft. I watched her cradle Michael's cock as if it was a precious gift, the wedding ring glittering on her finger. "Isn't it beautiful, Missy?"
I shook my head, but watching my beautiful neighbor worshiping Michael's cock made the lust I had teased to the surface that morning burn hot and hard in my pussy. I found myself wondering what it tasted like. Was it the same as Terry's, or different? It was longer than my husband's, but but not by much. Still, as Gabby's lips opened and she sucked the massive head into her mouth, my tongue flicked out over my lips involuntarily.
"Looks like Missy wants a taste," Michael chuckled and pulled his shining cock from Gabby's lips.
"What? No!" I lied as Michael turned that magnificent body towards me. "Please! I'm married."
"So am I," Gabby laughed and held up her hand to show me the large wedding ring on her finger. "That doesn't mean I'm dead."
"Oh, God!" I tried to stand, but my legs were weak with alcohol and lust. Michael loomed over me, his cock gleaming in the morning sunlight. 
"You can leave anytime you want," Michael said. "We won't stop you. But, if you were getting what you needed from your hubby, than you wouldn't be over here."
I shook my head, but Gabby placed her hand on mine.
"It's OK, Missy," she murmured in my ear. "Terry never needs to know. Believe me…"
She gazed lovingly up at Michael's face. 
"It's so worth it!"
Slowly Gabby directed Michael's cock to my lips. I'd never been this close to another man's cock! As old-fashioned as it may seem, I had saved myself for marriage. Was I really going to throw all that away for my neighbor's hot stud.
Then, my lips touched the fat head of his cock. Without thinking, I slid my tongue out and something salty hit my tongue. Oh, shit! Michael was dripping already, his pre-cum lighting up my brain. Did that mean he wanted me? Despite the sheer wrongness of the situation, I still wanted this powerful man to want me, the same way I wanted Terry to want me.
"Good girl," Michael murmured, placing a firm hand on the back of my head. "That's my good girl."
His rumbled blandishments worked like a magic spell and I opened my mouth wider to take more of his cock. Gabby was next to me, holding my hand.
"You look so good with his cock in your mouth, Missy," Gabby said. "So good!"
Michael pushed his cock in my mouth until I was full of him and more. I gagged when the thick head hit the back of my throat. Terry had never been so deep, not because he wasn't long enough, but because he respected me enough not to treat my like a whore.
Michael had no such respect. He pulled out of my mouth, then hammered my throat again. Spit gushed from my lips, but his hand held me in place as he forced me to accept his thrusts. 
I groaned as I became used to the feeling of him filling my mouth. My senses were overwhelmed with the salty taste of his skin and the luscious scent of his manhood pressing against my nose. My body responded and soon I was sucking hungrily at his fleshy shaft, meeting Michael's lust with my own.
"Fuck!" Michael growled and suddenly pulled his cock form my mouth. "This little slut's mouth is going to make me come!"
"Not yet, baby!" Gabby said and she slid up on the couch next to me, pulling my shirt up over my head.
"What are you doing?" I asked dreamily, even though I knew what she was doing. She undressed me, bearing my firm body for her lover like I was an offering. 
When my breasts were free, Gabby lowered her mouth to my rock hard nipple, sucking it deep inti her mouth. I gasped, the lust spiking from my tits to my brain. Then, Michael's powerful hands were maneuvering me to the edge of the couch, his fingers hooking my shorts and panties.
"What?" I moaned and Gabby kissed me. She thrust her tongue into my mouth as Michael pulled off my pants. Suddenly, I was completely naked for another man for the first time in my life. 
"Oh, God, Gabby!" I moaned against her mouth. "I can't!"
"Sure you can!" Gabby chuckled. "Just let it happen, baby. Let Michael make you his little slut."
I groaned as the words stabbed my brain. Then, I felt the spongy tip of Michael's cock swabbing the length of my swollen pussy. Oh, God! He didn't have a condom, I couldn't let him fuck me without a condom.
Then, all thoughts of stopping were wiped away as Michael shoved his cock deep into my cunt. It should have hurt and maybe it did, but all my body felt was a sharp, exquisite pleasure. I fell back on the couch as Michael thrust deep inside me.
"Oh, shit! He's so big!"
Gabby chuckled. 
"That's right, baby! Bigger than Terry, I'll bet. This is what you needed, right? A real man devoted to fucking you?"
"Oh, no!" I moaned, but it was true. Sex with Terry was a give and take, but Michael was different. He was giving, giving, giving and all I could do was take it!
"Give it to her, Daddy!" Gabby cheered. "Give this little married slut what she wants!"
Spurred on by Gabby's lewd words, Michael withdrew until just the tip was clasped between my lips, then slammed the full length of his cock inside me. He repeated this again and again, every thrust stabbing deep into my core.
Michael might not be that much larger than my husband, but he fucked me with a power I could not believe! Every stab of his cock rocked my entire body, hammering at the entrance to my inner pussy. I knew he was unprotected. I knew he could shoot his cum deeper and farther than my husband. My brain warred with the needs of my body as Michael's savage fucking drove me over the edge.
"Oh, God!" I screamed. "Oh, fuck I'm… I'm coming!"
"That's it, cunt! Come on my cock like a good little whore!"
I felt a wave of shame burn through my body as Michael rained abuse on me. I didn't care. I was a slut, I was a whore. A dirty little cunt who needed to be filled by cock.
"Fuck!" I screamed as the waves of pleasure washed over me. My body jerked and twitched under Michael's body as I gave into his primal, sexual power.
"Good girl!" Gabby purred in my ear. "Such a good girl isn't she Michael?"
"Yes," Michael grunted. "Such a good, little slut."
Michael bent over me, bending my legs until my feet were on either side of my head. My ass turned upward, allowing him even deeper access to my pussy.
"It's my turn now, slut!" He growled. "I'm going to fill you up with cum."
I moaned. God! If he came inside me, he could get me pregnant. Despite the fear, my body opened up to him as he hammered into me with deep, soul-shaking thrusts of his cock.
"Missy? What the hell is going on?"
I heard the voice through the haze of lust. It sounded familiar. It sounded like…
Terry!
Michael didn't stop pounding me and I could no longer hear my husband's voice. My body was burning with heat as it built towards another brain-melting orgasm. 
"I'm coming, slut! I'm going to knock you up in front of your husband!"
The words shook me to my core. Terry was here! But where? Where was he?
My head rolled to my right, and I suddenly saw my husband standing next to the couch. His pants were down around his ankles and Gabby was standing behind him, stroking his rigid cock.
"You like that, Terry?" I heard Gabby chuckle. "You like seeing your wife getting the fucking she needs?"
Terry's face was a mixture of anger and pleasure as my neighbor's hand mercilessly jerked him off.
"Oh, God! Terry! I'm sorry!"
"Don't worry, Missy!" Gabby laughed. "I think Terry likes seeing what a slut he married, don't you, Terry?"
Terry groaned, and he closed his eyes, giving into the pleasure. Gabby suddenly laughed as Terry grunted, his hips bucking as he fucked Gabby's hand. Oh God! He was coming! My husband was squirting his seed all over the floor!
Why? Why was he turned on?
The questions melted as Michael stabbed deep inside me, his cock throbbing. As my husband's load soaked  into the carpet, hot gouts of juizz spurted deep inside my belly, filling me with liquid heat. Michael's cum touched the deepest parts of me, and I came again, screaming as his virile sperm invaded my womb.
Michael slid out of my pussy and I moaned in a fog of lust. I felt the couch move as he knelt by my head and shoved his sticky cock down my throat. I whimpered as I cleaned the salty sperm off his shaft, knowing that even more of his cum was seeking out my unprotected eggs.
Michael moved aside and Gabby slid up next to him, naked, her breasts heavy with milk for her baby.
"Wow! You really stretched that pussy!" Gabby laughed. "Looks like she enjoyed it."
"Of course she did," Michael chuckled. "She's needed that for a long time, eh Terry?"
Michael looked over at Terry who was now sitting on the couch, a shocked look on his face.
"What's going on?"
Gabby bent down and slid her hand up Terry's leg.
"Don't worry, Terry," Gabby murmured. "It's not cheating if you both liked it right, Missy?"
I said nothing as Gabby gripped Terry's cock again. I watched in awe as my husband got hard again, his tip oozing with‌ cum.
Michael pulled me off the couch and walked me over to my husband by my hair.
"I think it's about time you give Terry something, don't you slut?"
I moaned and pulled myself up into my husband's lap. Gabby bent his cock towards my lips just like she had fed me Michael's cock.
"Did you really like watching Michael fuck me, Terry?" I asked. 
Terry groaned as I kissed the sticky head of his cock, then swirled my tongue around the tip. My husband screwed his ass into the chair, but couldn't escape my mouth. I swallowed his shaft, pushing him to the back of my throat just like Michael, enjoying the grunts of pleasure emanating from Terry's throat.
Meanwhile, Michael moved up behind me. Oh my God! Terry wasn't the only one who was hard again. Mchael's fat cock slid up and down my dripping slit.
"Tell Terry what you want, slut!" Michael growled.
"I want his cock, baby!" I moaned, jerking Terry hard and fast. "Please! I want his cock!"
Terry turned his head away for a moment and I engulfed his cock with my mouth. God! I could feel him throbbing against my tongue, more cum oozing from the tip as he neared another orgasm.
"Come on, Terry!" Gabby murmured in my husband's ear. "Look at her! She needs it!"
"Please, baby! I want his cock so bad!" I whined.
Terry groaned, then nodded. That was all the consent Michael needed. With one hard thrust, he slammed his cock into me. I was already stretched and well-lubricated and his shaft buried itself deep into my belly. Suddenly, I was being fucked between two men for the first time in my life, one hammering my cunt, the other being shoved down my throat with the force of each thrust. I was choking and twerking, both holes full of hard meat.
"Fuck!" Michael grunted. "I'm going to fill up your pussy again, slut? Are you ready?"
I stopped sucking Terry's cock long enough to look him in the eyes. His face was screwed up in anguished pleasure. He wanted this. God! I hope he wanted it!
"I'm ready, baby!" I moaned. "Fill me up with your cum, Daddy!"
Michael thrust into me hard and fast, my pussy stretched to the point of breaking when he unleashed a second load deep in my pussy. I thought of the cum filling me up in front of my husband, thought of Michael's cock possibly making pregnant.
"Oh God! I can feel it Terry! I can feel him filling me up. I'm… I'm coming!"
As I cried out in pleasure, I felt Terry jerk beneath me. As his tip exploded with more cum, I dropped my head and attempted to catch his jizz. I gurgled on his load as my orgasm rocketed through my body, drops of frothy sperm oozing between my lips and down Terry's shaft. 
I eagerly lapped up my husband's spent seed, trying my best to please him.
Finally, I came to a rest, my head in Terry's lap as Michael pulled his cock out of my cunt. His cum spurted out of my bruised lips and down my thighs.
"That went well!" Gabby laughed and clapped her hands. I didn't have the strength to argue. "You two take as much time as you need. I'm going to take my man upstairs for shower."
Michael caught Gabby by the neck and gave her a hot, deep kiss. 
"You're going to get on your knees and wash my cock, right slut?"
"Yes, Daddy!" Gabby said, her eyes shining with lust. "Whatever you want!"
"Good little slut!" Michael slapped Gabby on the ass and she ran up the steps like a schoolgirl. 
Michael looked down at Terry and me.
"Don't be too hard on her, Terry," Michael said and nodded towards my husband's limp cock. "My advice is to let yourself enjoy it and make sure it never happens again."
I looked up at Terry, expecting to see anger on his face. Instead, he looked amused.
"Sure, Michael," he said. "Just do me a favor and stay away from my house."
"Will do," Michael said and gave Terry an odd salute.
Terry looked down at me and lifted my chin.
"I think it's time to go home, don't you?"
I nodded, exhausted and relieved. Terry helped me up and dress, then we walked the short path to our house. He kept his distance and I didn't blame him. What happened was so outrageous, so treacherous, I couldn't even forgive myself, let alone expect Terry to forgive me.
Once we were back home, the door locked safely behind us, Terry turned to me, his hand gripped my neck, and slammed me into the door. I yelped in shock and pain as he dug his fingers down my pants and pulled them out again, sticky with Michael's cum.
"Are you ever going to fuck anyone else ever again?" Terry asked, his eyes cold, the anger finally hitting him.
"Nuh… no! Never!"
"Good," he said. "Now, did Gabby explain to you her and Michael's arrangement?"
"Yes," I said and I wracked my brain for the words. "Free use."
"That's right," Terry said. "I've done some reading after Gabby mentioned it to me."
"Mentioned?" I asked. "Wait, does that mean?"
"Yes," Terry said. "I wanted to see if you would be seduced by Michael. I didn't think you would, but I was wrong."
"You… you set me up?"
He looked at my rumpled clothes and messed up hair.
"Are you mad?"
Fuck! What was I supposed to say? Of course I was mad, but at myself rather than my husband. No one had made me fuck Michael.
"No."
"Good, because I have a way you can make it up to me."
"What is it?"
Terry leaned close to me, a hungry gleam in his eye.
"From now on, I get free use of you whenever and wherever I want."
My breath caught in my throat. He was serious! That meant he wanted me as much as I wanted him! It was crazy that I had to get fucked by another man to see that.
"I'll do it," I said. "I'll be your whore. On one condition."
Terry raised his eyebrow.
"What's that?"
"You have to touch me every night. Every night. It doesn't have to be sex, but it has to be… touching."
Terry thought about this for a minute.
"I really made you feel neglected, didn't I?"
I bit my lower lip, tears running down my cheeks. Terry swiped them away with a thumb.
"Every night," he said and kissed me. "Every fucking night."
We kissed for a few moments in the hall just like the night when we first moved into the house. Finally, Terry pulled back.
"So, I think a shower sounds nice, don't you?" He grinned. "Will you get on your knees and wash my cock?"
"Yes, Daddy!" I giggled through my tears and gripped Terry's hand. "Whatever you want!"
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