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Author's Note




This story contains explicit content and is intended for adults only. All characters depicted are over the age of 18 and not related by blood. All sex is consensual. 






My mother made the mistake of marrying a drunk. I grew up poor and hated everything about it. I knew that when I got older, I wanted money. I wanted security. I wanted nice things. I wanted to travel the world. I had a lot of things working against me and only two working for me. First, I was smart enough to know that I wasn’t smart enough to make a pile of money on my own. And second, I was hot. Not that I didn’t need a little work. When I got to college, I borrowed as much student loan money as I could despite the fact that I worked the whole time I was in school and lived on a shoestring budget. I used the loan money to fix my teeth and get a decent car. I used my looks to get work at country clubs, working my way up to more prestigious locations as my resume grew.

By my senior year, I was polished and ready to be discovered by my new husband. I learned quickly that the young, good-looking guys that came from money wouldn’t have anything to do with me after I wouldn’t sleep with them on the first date. They treated women like a buffet, and I knew that if I married one of them, they would constantly be cheating on me. I didn’t want that. I wanted a man who would stay faithful to me and appreciated what I had to offer. I changed tactics and started dating a man that was about ten years older than me and had made his money on his own in real estate and the stock market. Christopher wasn’t the most attractive man I’d ever dated, but he was decent enough, honest, and he would make a good provider. And he was grateful to be with a woman that turned the other guys’ heads for a change. I told him of my dreams to travel the world and eventually have a family. I promised him that he wouldn’t have to worry about anything other than making money and at the end of the day, I would be at his disposal. Because we shared the same birthday, March 3, we decided to get married on that day as well. He was turning thirty-five. I was turning twenty-two.

We agreed to take five years just for ourselves to travel and have fun before starting a family. I picked out a nice, big house in an established, prestigious neighborhood that was convenient for Christopher’s commute. The only thing I didn’t care for about the neighborhood was that the houses were close together without much yard to speak of. I fell in love with the house, though, and there was a park nearby where I could take the kids when the day came.

Shortly after moving in, I was getting the mail one day when a very pretty young woman exited the house next door, making her way to a car in the driveway that I had seen a few times before. I’d seen several different cars in the driveway in the few weeks that we’d lived there.

“Hello,” I smiled and waved. “I’m Renee. I’m your new neighbor.”

“Hi,” she smiled back. “I’m Kirsten. I don’t live here. I’m just a friend of Teddy’s.”

“Oh, okay.” I hadn’t met Teddy and it showed on my face.

“Oh, have you not met Teddy?”

“No.”

“He’s a great guy. You’ll love him.”

“Good. That’s good to know. Maybe I’ll stop by later and say hello.”

I did just that. A few hours later, I knocked on the front door. An older man answered.

“Hi, I’m Renee. My husband, Christopher, and I just moved in next door. I just wanted to stop by and introduce myself.”

“Well, hello!” he smiled jovially. “Welcome. Come in. Come in.”

Kirsten was right, I liked Theodore “Teddy” Davis immediately. We talked for an hour at our first meeting. I told him the story of how Christopher and I met and married just before moving next door to him. Teddy told me that he got married at twenty-two as well to the love of his life, Stella. I almost cried when he told me that just like Christopher and I, he and Stella planned to start a family after she turned thirty, but that she tragically fell ill and died at twenty-nine. After that, he said, he couldn’t imagine himself being with anyone else. He threw himself into work and for the next twenty years, “made more money than God.” Having had enough of work, he retired ten years before at age fifty and became “a man of leisure.” I desperately wanted to ask about Kirsten, the young woman leaving his house earlier, but I didn’t want to be rude. I couldn’t help but notice, too, that Teddy was in pretty damn good shape for a sixty-year-old. And handsome. He looked good enough that I wondered if he’d had a little work done. Before I left, we exchanged phone numbers and agreed that Christopher and I would join him for dinner when we were finished settling in. 

Over the next few weeks, I finally settled into a routine of waking up with Christopher, preparing his breakfast, going to the gym, and then finally coming home for a quick swim and a lounge by the pool before taking on whatever the rest of the day demanded. One of the things about having houses close together was a little lack of privacy. Our back yard consisted of a pool, concrete, and some ornamental potted plants. An eight-foot privacy wall separated our house from Teddy’s. But he had windows and a small balcony on the second floor that looked out on his backyard – and ours. It was also easy for me to notice several different cars driven by attractive young women frequenting my neighbor.

One night, after having taken a nap in the afternoon, I couldn’t sleep. I decided to go float in the pool and look up at the stars. While I was on my back gazing up, I heard the door to Teddy’s balcony open. In the moonlight, I saw Teddy and Kirsten, the girl I’d met in the driveway. They were both naked. Kirsten bent over the parapet that kept me from seeing anything below their waists. Teddy squared up behind her. I laid there motionless, watching the two of them have sex and listening to their moans.

“Jesus, Teddy,” she panted. “You’re gonna ruin me. How am I supposed to fuck a guy my own age after the things you do to me?” I could hear their bodies slapping together. “Fuck!” Kirsten whimpered.

“I’m sure you’ll get by,” Teddy moaned.

“Fuck, Teddy!... Fuck me!...Yes!...Teddy!...Teddy!...Teddy!” At one point, I couldn’t tell if she was moaning “Teddy” or “Daddy.”

Kirsten finally quieted down. She turned around and her head dropped out of view. Teddy tilted his head back. “Fuck yes,” he grunted a few moments later as he held onto the balcony railing for balance. “Jesus, you can suck a cock,” he praised, catching his breath. Kirsten’s head popped back up and she started making her way back inside. Before Teddy joined her, he scanned the outside and finally saw me floating on my lounger in the pool. His gaze lingered for only a moment before going back inside.

The next morning, as I was laying by the pool, there was a knock at the back gate. It was Teddy. He was holding two cups of coffee.  He wasted no time addressing the elephant in the room. Handing me one of the cups, he said, “Renee, I’m sorry about last night. I didn’t know you were outside.”

“It’s okay, I guess. I mean, it’s really none of my business, right?”

“Well, we were outside and being kind of loud. It was inappropriate.”

“Her name is Kirsten, right?”

Teddy cocked his head, wondering how I could possibly know that.

“I met her in the driveway a while back.”

“Oh, okay.”

“Just how many Kirstens do you have, Teddy?”

“A few.”

I nodded my head. I was trying not to be judgmental but at the same time assuming they were prostitutes.

“Listen, Renee. I know it looks odd and I’m sure you have questions, so fire away. I’ll answer any questions you care to ask. And no, they’re not call girls.” He must have read my mind.

“Then what are they?”

“I help them with things, and they…show their appreciation.”

“So, you’re a sugar daddy?” I asked flatly.

“Pretty much, yes.”

Teddy held my gaze, gauging my reaction.

“So, Kirsten. What do you do for her?”

“I bought her that car you saw her driving. And I’m paying her way through school. She’s pre-med. That girl’s smart. She’s gonna be a doctor one day.” He seemed legitimately proud of her.

“What about the older one I’ve seen?”

“That’s Stacey. Yeah, I paid her way through school, too. She’s a software engineer now.”

“So, she’s still paying you off?”

“No.”

“But she still comes to see you?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Well, I’m very charming, Renee,” Teddy said facetiously.

“Are you still supporting her or something?”

Teddy looked me dead in the eye. “She comes over because she likes me, and we like being together. Is that so hard to believe?”

“No,” I stammered, feeling like a jerk. “I’m sorry, Teddy. I didn’t mean to imply…it’s just…you must be like thirty-five years older than her.”

“Yeah, about that. If you really want to judge me, she was barely twenty when we first met.”

“Jesus, Teddy.”

“Look. After my wife died, I didn’t have sex with anyone for twenty years. Twenty years, Renee. I couldn’t imagine ever loving anyone besides my Stella. Still can’t. But that doesn’t mean I have to be alone. Even Stella wouldn’t want that. I have tons of money. And like every normal heterosexual man on the planet, I’m attracted to beautiful young women. So why shouldn’t I indulge? It’s not like I tricked them or anything. They literally signed up for it. I treat them better than their own families. I give them opportunities they would have never had otherwise. And tell me, honestly, Renee, did Kirsten seem like she didn’t want to be there?”

“No,” I conceded.

“Over the years, there have been a few girls that I could tell didn’t really want to be with me. I ended things immediately with them. I even still helped them get a start. But I have no interest in being with anyone that doesn’t want to be with me. The young women you see coming over are all happy to be there. I make their lives much easier while they’re in college and they make my life much more enjoyable.”

“I could see that,” I joked.

“Listen. If you think I’m a creep and don’t want to be friends with me, I understand. I won’t try to change your mind.”

“I didn’t say that, Teddy. It’s just a little bit to process, that’s all.” I smiled jokingly. “I’ve never met a real-life sugar daddy before.” Who was I to judge. I married a man mostly for money.

“One more question, though. Was she calling you ‘Teddy’ or ‘Daddy’?” I couldn’t resist.

Teddy laughed. “Honestly, I couldn’t tell! Either way, I wasn’t going to complain.”

That lightened the mood and we got on to other topics. But over the next few weeks, I became obsessed with the comings and goings of Teddy’s girls. I checked his driveway several times a day to see who was coming over and when. When I saw a car at night, I’d go out back and see if I could hear anything. Finally, one night, I heard voices coming from the corner of Teddy’s backyard where his hot tub abutted the privacy wall. I tiptoed to the wall to see what I could hear.

“I don’t know what to do, Teddy.”

“You really like him, don’t you? Find a way to make it work. Show him what you need.”

“He tries. He really does. Not everyone is as gifted as you.”

“He’ll get better.”

“No, Teddy. I mean blessed. Down there.”

Teddy finally got it. “Oh.”

“I mean it. You have the perfect dick, Theodore. It’s fucking gorgeous.”

“No, you’re gorgeous.”

“You are the sweetest man, Teddy.”

“Thank you, darlin. I’m sure you and your fella can work it out.’”

“I hope so. In the meantime, do you think you and that perfect dick of yours could fuck me one more time before I have to go?”

“I’m pretty sure I could muster up one more for you. Let’s just you and I be grateful for the miracle of modern science.”

I eavesdropped on Teddy and Stacey fucking for twenty minutes. I had never listened to people having sex live and in person before. Despite becoming extremely turned on listening to their running commentary, I resisted the urge to play with myself. Teddy was definitely right about one thing. She sure as hell wanted to be there.

As I continued to stalk my sugar daddy neighbor, the strangest thing started to happen. I found myself feeling jealous. I blamed it on being bored and lack of sex. I wanted for nothing, but Christopher was working six days a week and when he was home, he was exhausted. Even when we did have sex, it was nothing to write home about. But that’s what I signed up for. I had the life I’d always wanted. Yet even though I had no intention of doing anything with Teddy, for some reason I craved his attention. I continued sneaking outside every night, hoping to get a glimpse of him in the act with one of his girls.

Finally, one night, Teddy stepped out onto the balcony with Stephanie. Teddy bent her over as he had Kirsten and started fucking her. As he did, I stepped out into the open far enough to one side that only Teddy would be able to notice me. I lit a cigarette to catch his eye and make my presence known.

“Oh God, Teddy! I’m gonna come!” Stephanie moaned.

Teddy looked directly at me as he fucked her. I stared back. Stephanie’s moans reached their crescendo and died down again. He never broke eye contact with me even as Stephanie came.

“Fuck, Teddy. That was amazing. Are you ready to come?”

“Just about,” Teddy replied, still staring at me.

“I want you to come inside me this time. Please?”

Teddy grabbed her shoulder with one of his hands and started fucking her harder, trying to make himself come.

“Yes,” Stephanie groaned. “Come for me.”

Teddy fucked her hard and fast, he and I staring at each other, until he finally lurched forward, filling Stephanie just as she had requested.

“Fuck,” Stephanie exhaled. “Oh my god. You are the best.”

Teddy straightened up and brought his eyes back to me. We held our gaze for a moment before I turned and walked inside. I couldn’t stop myself from masturbating in the living room before crawling in bed with my sleeping husband. I didn’t understand what was happening to me. I wasn’t even thirty years old, and I was masturbating to a man more than twice my age.

As the days passed, I started wearing skimpier and skimpier swimsuits when I lounged by the pool every morning, looking for signs that Teddy was watching. After a few days, I spotted his white coffee mug moving in the shadows. If I looked closely enough through my sunglasses, I could barely make out his outline, set back from the window. But it was him. And he was looking out his window at me as he drank his coffee.

This became my life - spying on Teddy as much as I could while he fucked his mistresses and enticing his gaze with ever smaller swimwear. I scolded myself on almost a daily basis for behaving in such a way. But I couldn’t seem to stop doing it. It was like I was watching someone else.  My obsession led me to a sunny Wednesday morning, where I was laying by the pool with my earbuds. I spotted Teddy’s usual white coffee mug, so I knew he was watching. The previous night, I had recorded the audio of him and Stephanie going at it again in the hot tub. That girl didn’t know how to shut up while she was getting fucked and I absolutely loved it. The more I listened to her pleas for Teddy’s cock, the hornier I became. I put a little more oil on my hands and let them start roaming my legs and torso. I looked at my glistening, tan skin contrasting with the white of my tiny bikini. I could hear Stephanie’s voice in my ear.

“Yes, Teddy!...God, I love your cock!”

I started running my hands up and down my torso with a feather touch, from my sternum to the very top of my bikini bottoms.

“God, you fuck me so good!”

My mouth was watering picturing Teddy’s “perfect” cock, as I imagined it, rhythmically moving in and out of Stephanie’s pussy. I stroked my inner thighs with my hands. Stephanie’s whimpers filled my ears, only making my pussy more wet.

“Do you want to ride my cock?” I heard Teddy’s voice say.

“Yes,” I whispered to myself.

“Yes,” Stephanie echoed.

I couldn’t take it anymore. “Fuck it,” I said to myself. I pressed my hand to my pussy. My head tilted back, and my back arched with pleasure. I rubbed myself as listened to Stephanie slide down Teddy’s shaft. I untied my bikini bottoms and turned around on my lounger, on my knees with my back to Teddy’s window. I pushed two fingers inside myself and recreated the scene playing out in my head, riding my fingers and rubbing my clit as I imagined Stephanie riding Teddy. Knowing that Teddy was watching only made me hornier.

“I’m gonna come, Teddy!” Stephanie whimpered.

Her screams of pleasure filled my ears. I could barely hear my own voice as I chanted, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

I fell forward, my head and knees on the lounger, my ass almost straight up in the air, pleasing myself with both hands. I flitted my fingers across my clitoris furiously and rubbed my g-spot inside of my pussy. I came not long after Stephanie, savoring the fact that Teddy was almost assuredly watching my every move. I let the words, “Yes, Teddy!” escape under my breath, making sure no one could hear but me. 

I heard Teddy’s voice through my earbuds. “God, you’re beautiful.”

I looked over my shoulder directly at the window, as though he had spoken those words to me. Sure enough, I saw Teddy’s white coffee mug move up and down again as he took a sip. There was no question. He’d seen everything.

My adrenaline started wearing off. “What have I done?” I thought to myself, coming back to my senses. I gathered my bikini bottoms in hand, not bothering to put them on before I hurried back inside. I opened a bottle of wine and drank three glasses in the span of ten minutes to quell my nerves. After that I took a shower and brought myself to another orgasm reliving what had I had just done. Out of guilt, I cooked an extra special dinner for Christopher and literally waited for him on my knees at the front door.

“What’s the occasion?” he asked, looking down at me with his cock in my mouth.

“Nothing,” I replied, licking up his shaft. “I just missed you. You’ve left me alone too long.”

“I’ll try to get a little…oh, fuck…”

As I took Christopher’s entire cock in my mouth, I imagined what Teddy’s “perfect” dick might look like and simultaneously tried not to stop myself from thinking about it. I sucked my husband’s cock ravenously until he came down my throat.

Pleased though he was, Christopher was taken aback by how wantonly I had acted. “Jesus, Renee. I’m not complaining, but what’s gotten into you?”

I stood up and kissed him on the cheek, becoming scared that he was getting suspicious. “I told you. You’ve been gone too much.  After dinner, it’s my turn.”

We ate the special meal I prepared and then after a few more glasses of wine, I took my panties off, lifted up my skirt and sat down on the dining table where Christopher’s plate had been. He was getting better at going down on me for sure, but in the end, I had him fuck me on the table while I rubbed my clit to get myself the rest of the way.

Christopher had an early meeting, so he was already gone when I got up the next morning. I had offered to get up with him and fix his breakfast as usually did, but he insisted that I had earned the right to sleep in. I slept past my gym time. I debated on skipping the pool as well. I was all but positive Teddy had seen me going at myself the day before. I was nervous and embarrassed. I had never done anything like that before. But what was I going to do? Never go out to the pool again? I had absolutely no plans of a repeat performance, but some part of me still wanted to be a little naughty. What I should have done was go back to wearing suits that were at least a little more modest. Instead, I opted for my yellow bikini – another G-string that barely covered my breasts and left my ass entirely exposed. I was at least proud of myself for having the foresight to skip the earbuds.

I hadn’t been settled in my lounger for long when I heard a knock at the gate. My stomach dropped. I got up and put on my short white cover-up and tied it around my waist. I exhaled, trying to collect myself before I opened the gate.

“Hey, neighbor,” Teddy smiled.

“Hi, Teddy,” I smiled back, desperately trying to pretend that yesterday never happened.

“Listen, I was hoping you could do me a favor.”

“I can try,” I replied, ready to say no if he suggested anything untoward. I could easily see him getting the wrong impression from my performance.

“I have a few paintings that I’m trying to hang. I had a go at doing it myself, but it’s really a two-person job.”

Hanging paintings seemed harmless enough.

“Come on. I’ve got a fresh pot,” he invited.

I followed him next door. In his living room, he had several paintings on the floor propped against the wall.

“Would you mind holding that one up against the wall so I can see how it looks in that space,” he asked, gesturing to a blank area on his wall facing the couch.

“Sure,” I complied. I lifted the painting to the wall.

“A little higher,” Teddy directed.

As I lifted the painting higher, I could feel my cover-up slide up my backside and the cool air flow across my bare cheeks. I was getting the same feeling I always had at the pool. I wanted Teddy looking at me. I wanted his eyes on my body. “What if you put one higher and one just below it?” I asked, sliding up on my tiptoes and making my cover-up rise even higher.

“That’s a good idea,” Teddy agreed. “Maybe, let’s see how that next one would look a little lower.”

I bent over at the waist, pointing my ass directly at Teddy. I looked around my leg at Teddy, “This one?” I asked.

“I don’t know. What do you think?” he replied.

Still bending over, I looked through the paintings, slowly rocking my ass back and forth, just enough to keep from being obvious. “What about this one?” I asked. When I looked back, I caught Teddy looking at my ass.

“That’s perfect,” he assessed.

Teddy and I hung the paintings and then went to the kitchen for a cup of coffee. I “accidentally” spilled coffee on my white cover-up. I took it off and put it in the sink to soak, leaving me in nothing but my barely-there bikini. Teddy and I mutually pretended there was nothing unusual or untoward about his attractive, married, much younger neighbor standing mostly naked in his kitchen. Teddy’s phone beeped.

“Oh, it’s Kirsten,” he smiled. “Look, she’s having a great time.”

He held the phone out for me to see. It looked like she was on a cruise with some friends.

“Where is she?”

“She’s on her way to the Bahamas.”

“Your doing?”

“I might have had something to do with it,” Teddy smiled. “She worked incredibly hard last semester. She deserved a break.”

“You really care about her, don’t you?”

“I care about all of them. They care about me, too. They’re good girls. You’d love them.”

“Do you keep in touch with them after they’re…you know…done?”

“Almost all of them.”

Teddy fiddled with his phone. “Look, that’s Holly. I walked her down the aisle and now she has a two-year old son.”

“She didn’t name him Theodore, did she?”

Teddy laughed. “Oh god! Can you imagine?”

As we were laughing, the doorbell rang. Teddy put his phone down and left to go answer the door. I couldn’t resist picking up his phone, still unlocked with Holly’s picture staring at me. I quickly went back to Kirsten’s texts. Scrolling backwards, I came across some texts from a few weeks prior.

“Can I come to your house to study? There’s too much going on here for me to concentrate.”

“Sure. I promise I’ll even keep my hands to myself.”

There was a selfie of Kirsten’s breasts. “I promise you don’t have to.”

“Look what you’re doing to me.”

And then there it was. A picture of Teddy’s “perfect” cock.

Stephanie wasn’t wrong. For the most part, in my life, I couldn’t care much less what someone’s dick looks like. But I had to admit, Teddy’s cock was, indeed, gorgeous. As close to perfect, if there is such a thing when it comes to a phallus, as I’d ever seen.

I heard the front door close again and hurried to pull Holly’s text back up, lock the phone, and set it where Teddy had left it.

“Perfect timing,” Teddy said. “Another painting just arrived. Would you mind helping me upstairs?”

The slightest nuance in his tone let me know there was something more to going upstairs than hanging a painting.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

As we reached the bottom of the stairs, Teddy gestured upwards and said, “You lead the way.”

“But I don’t know where I’m going,” I replied.

“That’s okay, I’ll show you.”

I walked slowly up the stairs, letting Teddy savor an eye-level view of my naked backside. My mouth was starting to water, and I could feel myself getting wet. At the top of the stairs, Teddy directed me to his office. As soon as I walked in, I knew this was the room where he drank his coffee in the mornings. I could see the view to my backyard clear as day. Teddy asked me to position the painting, a seascape, directly to the left of the window. I modelled my ass for him more than I did the painting, stepping further back from the wall so that I could arch my back.

“That looks amazing,” Teddy flirted. “From this angle, it almost looks like you’re trying to climb inside the painting. Here let me take a picture, so you can see what it looks like.”

I bent one leg slightly and posed my ass for the photo. Teddy called me over to look.

“Oh my god, you’re right!” I said. “That’s crazy. Jeez, it looks like I’m naked.”

“You are practically naked,” Teddy joked.

“True,” I giggled, looking down at my body. While my head was down, my eyes caught a glimpse of a bulge in Teddy’s pants. I looked back at the photo just as Teddy was closing it. When it minimized, it revealed the thumbnails for a gallery labeled “perfection.”

“What are those other photos, Teddy?”

“Would you like to see?” he asked seriously.

I nodded.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I whispered. My legs started quivering.

Teddy handed me the phone. I pressed on the first thumbnail. It was a photo of me looking over my shoulder directly at the camera after I had just made myself come the day before. Then I realized for the first time that Teddy’s coffee mug was black. It was his phone case that was white. I scrolled through the photos. They were all of me. Going back days and days.

“You’ve been watching me.” I said, my voice shaky.

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

I couldn’t bring myself to say yes. “I can’t…do anything. I’m married.”

“I understand,” Teddy whispered. “You’re an uncommonly beautiful woman, Renee. I hope I you will allow me to continue watching you.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Very much so. My only worry is that you might ruin me for my girls.”

The twinge of humor in his statement helped me relax just enough to quip back, “We wouldn’t want that, would we?”

“I’m willing to risk it,” Teddy smiled sweetly.

I smiled back and giggled a little under my breath. For some reason, I was filled with relief. It felt so good to be appreciated while at the same time fully realizing how neglected I had become. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Teddy escorted me back downstairs. On the short walk back to my house, I remembered that I had left behind my cover-up in the sink. I didn’t care. The next morning, after getting home from the gym, I put on my itty-bitty black bikini. I walked out to the pool and laid down on the warm concrete. A moment later my phone beeped. It was a text with a picture of me taken from Teddy’s office only a few seconds before. I smiled to myself and started slowly applying oil to my body. I took my time, starting with my arms and shoulders. Then I covered my chest, running my hands under the material covering my breasts. Then down my stomach and beyond, grazing my bikini bottoms. I covered my legs, ankles, and feet. Then slowly back up. Knowing that Teddy was watching made me start getting wet. I rolled over and covered my bare backside in oil. I wiped my hands on a towel before picking up my phone. I couldn’t resist texting Teddy.

“I’d ask you to come do my back, but I’m afraid we’d get in trouble.”

Sixty seconds later he texted back a photo of his cock with my white cover-up loosely wrapped around it.

“No wonder the girls like you,” I texted back.

Still on my stomach, I put my phone back down and untied my bikini top, tossing it to the side. I did the same with the bottoms. I got on my hands and knees and started fingering myself. My phone beeped. It was Teddy.

“Let me see your face,” the text read. I turned over and stared straight at Teddy’s window as I spread my legs wide and pleasured myself. I took my phone in one hand and pulled up the photo of Teddy’s cock. I imagined sucking it and taking it inside of me as I circled my clit. With the phone still in my hand, it startled me when it started ringing.

“You are the most beautiful woman, Renee.”

“I’m staring at your cock on my phone.”

“Look up.”

I looked up to Teddy’s window. He had stepped out of the shadows, and I could clearly see him stroking his cock in the window for me.

“Fuck. That’s a nice cock, Teddy.”

“It’s a shame you’re married. I’d give anything to make love to you.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. This is an amazing consolation prize.”

“Hey, Teddy?”

“Yes.”

“If I weren’t married. I’d get on my knees for you and suck that beautiful cock.”

“Yes,” Teddy whispered. “And then I would tease you with my tongue until you begged me to let you come. I wouldn’t stop until you couldn’t take anymore.”

“Fuck, Teddy. You’re gonna make me come!”

“Yeah? Let me see you come, Renee. Let me see how beautiful you are. Come for me, sweet girl.”

For some reason, the “sweet girl” thing did it for me. “Oh fuck, I’m coming.”

“God, you’re gorgeous.”

“Yes!”

“Come for me, Renee.”

“Yes!...Yes!...Yes!”

The phone was silent as I laid there in repose. When I finally looked up, I saw Teddy still standing in the window. There was come dripping down the glass.”

“Looks like I made mess,” he joked.

“Seems like a waste,” I flirted back.

“Thank you, Renee. That was lovely. Would you like some coffee?”

“That would be nice. Thank you. I’ll be over in a few minutes.”

And that’s how it went. Every morning that Christopher was at work, Teddy and I would have phone sex or video sex or just watch each other through his window as we masturbated. Then I would go to his house for coffee, and we would spend the rest of the morning together. The mornings started extending to lunches, then trips out to run errands together. Teddy never laid a hand on me, yet we grew closer and closer. And I became more and more jealous of his young harem.  I never told him that. I never let him see it.

After a few months of spending nearly every day together, Teddy finally said, “You know, you and Christopher still haven’t come over for dinner. It seems a bit overdue, doesn’t it?”

“I suppose. But do you think that’s a good idea? I mean you know…considering?”

“Horse hockey. I’ve never laid a hand on you.”

I reluctantly agreed. That Sunday afternoon, my husband and I walked next door for dinner. I wore a little yellow sundress. Christopher wore his usual weekend garb of khaki shorts, a polo shirt, and loafers sans socks. Teddy grilled steaks. I helped set the table. I knew where all of his dishes were by that point, anyway. Christopher busied himself watching the golf tournament he was grumpy about having to miss any portion of while Teddy and I finished prepping. When dinner was ready, Christopher reluctantly turned the television off. Teddy kept the conversation interesting during dinner, playing to Christopher’s interests. I had to pop back into the kitchen a few times and I couldn’t help but lift my skirt and flash Teddy my pantyless backside behind Christopher’s back just for fun.

After dinner, Christopher was eager to return to the den and have a scotch while he resumed watching the golf tournament. I knew Teddy cared as little about golf as I did. We sat with Christopher politely, though, making small talk during the commercials. During play, Teddy seemed to be studying Christopher. After about half an hour, Teddy asked quizzically, “Christopher, would you mind if I stole your wife?”

Without even looking up, Christopher waved his arm dismissively, “No. Go ahead.”

Teddy took my hand and helped me up from the couch. He led me toward the stairs. I had no idea what was going on. Once up the stairs, my hand still in his, he took me to his bedroom and stood me at the foot of his bed. He kissed me gently on the lips. Out of surprise, I did nothing to stop him.

“What are you doing, Teddy?” I whispered.

“Stealing you.”

“What?”

“I’m stealing you from your husband, Renee.”

“But, Teddy, I’m not one of your girls.”

“I don’t have any girls anymore. I told them all that I am spoken for.”

Teddy kissed me again. This time, I let him. My lips relaxed and I kissed him back.

“I told them that I have fallen in love.”

Teddy held both of my hands as he spoke.

“That man downstairs? He doesn’t care for you. He barely even knows you. All he cares about is money and golf and showing pictures of you to his friends. I have travelled the world, Renee. I will show it to you. I will take you to see The Great Wall. I will take you to see the Parthenon. We will go on safari in Africa. I will give you children. And most importantly, I will love you, Renee. The thing you need the most.”

I was speechless. I didn’t have a reply. Teddy didn’t wait for one. He slowly lifted my dress over my head. I had been naked in front of him dozens of times, but that was the first time it was real. Teddy slowly, deliberately, and confidently undressed himself. He guided me down to the bed, taking his place on top of me. Our naked bodies touched for the first time as we kissed, and I let myself feel what had been building for weeks. Teddy kissed his way down my belly to my sex. As his tongue circled my clit, I couldn’t understand how I had not let it to happen sooner. Having been somewhat witness to Teddy’s epic sex life, it was no surprise that he was quite skilled with his tongue. He teased me relentlessly. When I finally begged him to let me come, he delivered, using his tongue, mouth, and fingers to send waves of pleasure up my spine and radiating outward to my entire body.

Teddy kissed his way back up my torso until he reached my lips, and his perfect cock was poised at my entrance. “I’m going to make love to you, Renee. Then, I’m going to fuck you. And then, I’m going to marry you.”

“Yes,” I whispered as he pushed his cock inside of me.

We kissed passionately, savoring the moment that we were finally together after wanting each other for so long. As Teddy moved inside of me, I understood all of the praises I had heard coming from his girls. Teddy knew how to please me. He read my breath. He read the subtleties of my body language. He took his time.

“Oh my god, Teddy. You feel so good inside of me.”

Teddy made love to me sweetly until I came again. He held me in his arms quietly for a few moments, savoring the closeness. Then he broke the silence. “Now, I’m going to fuck you.”

I felt a wave of excitement come over me. He had already made me come twice which is more than my husband had done for me in the past two months. What was Teddy holding back? He ambled off the bed and grabbed me by the ankles, pulling me to the foot of the bed. I sat up and Teddy gripped me gently by the hair. He guided my mouth to his cock. His authoritativeness made me want him even more.  I sank to my knees on the floor as a sign of submission and took his cock in deep in my mouth until I gagged. Teddy pushed my head down more; further than I thought I could go.

“You see. You’re capable of more than you think,” he said, before letting me up for air.

I smiled up at him, my face a mess. “You have a beautiful cock, baby. I’m going to fuck you every day.”

That brought a big smile Teddy’s face. He pushed my head back down on his cock. I sucked him with everything I had until my hair was disheveled, my mascara was running, my eyes were watering, and my face was glistening and sticky and red. Teddy put me sideways on the bed on my hands and knees and lined up behind me.

“Tell me what you want, baby,” Teddy ordered.

“I want you to fuck me.”

Teddy pressed his cock to my entrance. “Say it louder.”

“I want you to fuck me!” I barked.

Teddy slid his cock inside of me. He gripped my hips and started rhythmically fucking me.

“Yes. Fuck me, Teddy. Fuck me, baby.”

“Louder.”

“Fuck me!”

“Louder,” he ordered again, fucking me harder.

“Fuck me! Please! Fuck me!”

Between my bellowing pleas, the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the bedroom. Teddy brought me to the brink of orgasm and then suddenly paused, fucking me just enough to keep me on the edge.

“What do you want, Renee?” he asked, pulling my hair back.

“Fuck me. Make me come.”

“Louder, please.”

I raised my voice. “Fuck me. Please! Make me come!”

Teddy gripped me by my shoulder and hip and thrust his cock deep inside of me, fucking me hard.

“Fuck! Yes! I’m gonna come!”

Teddy angled his cock perfectly as he fucked me bringing me to a powerful orgasm. Just as I was at peak pleasure, I heard Christophers voice. I had completely forgotten about my husband downstairs.

“What the fuck?” he yelled.

Teddy didn’t even slow down. He continued drawing out my orgasm with his cock as he calmly answered Christopher’s protest. “I’m stealing your wife. I’ll have her lawyer send over papers first thing. Now get the fuck out of my house or I’ll make a phone call and take everything else away from you as well.”

Christopher stood in the doorway speechless as I collapsed to the mattress. I looked at Christopher’s shocked expression as I tried to catch my breath.

“Go on. Get out of here,” Teddy ordered.

Christopher turned and walked meekly out the door. Teddy put me back on my knees in front of him with his cock hovering over my face. He lifted my chin with his finger and said, “I’m gonna give you everything you ever dreamed of.”

“Let’s start with your come in my mouth,” I teased.

I felt his hand on the back of my head again. He fucked my mouth until he gave me what I asked for. When he was spent, Teddy looked down at me and said, “What do you say we take about a half hour break and have some more dinner?”

“A half hour break?” I asked incredulously.

“Oh yeah. I’m nowhere near done fucking you for the day.”

I smiled. We didn’t even bother putting clothes on for two more days.
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Cuckolds and Hotwives Bundle

The Cuckolds and Hotwives Bundle includes ten previously released titles plus one brand new story exclusive to this bundle.

Cucked by Katelyn (Parts I, III, and III) - My wife came camping with me on the lake I had been visiting since I was a boy. A chance encounter with a young college student led to a night that changed our marriage forever…

Wedding Night Cuckold - My wife kicked off our marriage with a very special treat.

From Cheater to Hotwife - I caught my wife cheating with our next door neighbor. We've spent that last few months in therapy trying to work things out. We weren't making much progress until we found some common ground on which to rebuild our relationship.

Vacation Hotwife - My wife and I were disappointed to find that we wouldn't be the only ones staying on the private beach we had booked for a week in Thailand. We had to share with a small pack of surfer dudes. My wife seemed to mind the intrusion less and less as the week went on.

In Georgia - It had been years since I'd seen the middle-aged neighbor that I used to tease through my window every night before bed. Now we were sharing drinks with my husband in our hotel room...

The Guest - I was losing my ability to keep up with my much younger wife's needs. Watching my wife cross the line in comforting her son's best friend after a breakup gave me a very naughty idea...

The True Adventures of Bob & Cat (Parts I & II) - The true story of how my friend shared his wife with me.

The Dealership - Exclusive to this bundle, The Dealership is the tale of how one man's boss negotiated the deal of a lifetime with his wife.

Cheating Wives Bundle - Volume I

The Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I includes twelve previously released titles as well as a new story available only in this bundle!

My Best Friend's Wife - Available only in Cheating Wife Bundle I

The Australians - What happens when a group of handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week?

Taken by My Husband's Boss (Parts I,II,& III) - The things I have to do to advance my husband's career!

Tutoring the Neighbor (Parts I, II, & III) - New to town and with nothing to do. Tutoring my next door neighbor turns out to be a great way to pass the time.

The Doctor - Somehow I managed to develop a crush on my doctor and I find it hard to hide my attraction.

The Handyman - I hired an old friend to remodel our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. Good idea, or no?

The Boss's Party - I married a reformed party girl. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long.

My Black Neighbor - I never knew what a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a crummy apartment. The noise from downstairs at all hours was a nuisance...until it piqued my curiosity.
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