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About This Book

The perfect cuckcake just happens to live right next door and the best thing is she’s infatuated by my husband.  She must like the older guy.

I see her flirting with him and push him to take it to the next level.  I just want to watch him enjoy her and if I’m lucky I might get to clean up the mess afterwards! 
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“I’m gonna show your husband a good time,” she smirked, moving that cute little ass of hers over towards us.

She made Jon sit down next to me and he was rapt by her, looking up as though he was getting his own private dance off of her.

She pulled up her tank-top and I watched as her beautiful, full tits dropped out from underneath, held in a cute little bra.  Her stomach was flat and she had this athletic frame that made me think about hitting the gym a little more.

She straddled Jon quickly and I watched his posture shift.  I’d seen the look before and knew it exactly.  He was desperately trying to adjust himself so that the fast-growing erection in his pants felt comfortable.

“You like to watch, huh?” she asked, looking at me and slowly grinding her ass back and forth.

I nodded nervously.

“You wanna watch your husband’s thick cock disappear inside my pussy?”

Jon looked over at me, worried of my reaction.  Hearing the words ignited something inside me though.  I nodded again.

“I’ll show him a good time,” she said, and I watched as her face dropped to his and she started to kiss his lips.

His eyes were open to begin with, but soon he closed them and started to kiss her back.  I watched her hands run over his chest and then down to that big dick of his.  I’d never be able to satisfy him like that.

Her palm rubbed along him and then she pressed her pussy down on him, running the crotch of her tight yoga pants over the bulge.

“He’s nice and ready for me,” she said.  “I’ll show you.”

I sat merely feet away from the pair of them as she got to her knees and hastily began to unfasten Jon’s pants.

The belt unshackled and she pulled it through the loops quickly, flailing it out and tossing it to the floor.  Without missing a beat she went straight for the button of his pants and I felt my stomach twist as the lust-filled adrenaline pumped through me.

I took a deep breath and looked on as she tugged his jeans open, then without ceremony she delved into his boxer-shorts and tugged his big, hard cock above the waist.

“Oh, wow,” she swooned, squeezing the hilt and marveling at his swollen flesh before looking at me.  “You don’t deserve this.”

Jon stared down his body, dismissing her criticism of me.  Instead his eyes were locked on her lips and he was impatiently awaiting her mouth.

She gave him one slow pump and then opened her mouth wide.  I did the same, imagining being in her position.  Her lips clasped around his flesh and Jon let out a deep breath, clearly satisfied.
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The new next-door neighbor is a little cutie.  My husband and I have lived here for years and during that time we’ve had several couples, singles and families live next-door, but never once have we had a nineteen-year old fox.  She was a petite brunette with curves in all the right places and you could just tell she had a naughty side.

My husband Jon noticed immediately, of course, but wasn’t too fond of letting me know it.  He’d try to hide it, which just made it more obvious, but honestly it didn’t bother me too much.  I mean, she was attractive, there was no denying it.  It seemed only natural that Jon should like her.

We’ve been together for about a decade now and neither of us has ever strayed.  It doesn’t mean we don’t sometimes fantasize about it, but the act of actually doing it had always been unthinkable.  Until now.

I can’t quite explain where the notion came from, but as I looked down from the upstairs window and watched her flirt with Jon, I started to get the strangest of feelings.

I could tell from his body language that he was trying to keep his distance, standing somewhere in the middle of the garden as Alexis leant against the fence.  She’d introduced herself only a couple of days ago and even then I could see from her dilating pupils that Jon was having an effect on her.  She must like the older man and I can’t blame her.  Jon was a catch alright.

She squeezed her shoulders together in that way we sometimes do when we want to show off our assets.  It just served to make Jon less attentive.  He turned away and looked off down the lawn as he spoke, trying in vain not to give in to temptation.

I bit my lip as I watched through the glass.  There was something quite naughty about being a voyeur to it all.  I was sure nothing would happen, but I found myself almost yearning for something juicy to occur that I could sink my teeth into.

The thought crept up on me at first, but it very quickly started to blossom.  I began to imagine her hopping the fence and jumping up on him.  Her legs would wrap around him and she’d kiss his lips, beginning to grind up and down on that impressive cock of his.

I closed my eyes to make the fantasy more vivid and before I knew it I was touching myself at the thought of Jon—at the thought of her—at the idea of both of them together, enjoying each other.  It was so hot and powerful that I couldn’t keep it to myself.  I just had to tell him.

“You got off on the idea of me and ...”

“Alexis.”

“You got off on the idea of me and Alexis fucking?” Jon asked later that day as we sat on the couch.

“I couldn’t help it,” I shrugged, laughing.

“You know I’d never do it, don’t you?” he said, hoping to comfort me.

“I know,” I said, pursing my lips.  “But part of me wanted it.”

Jon stayed silent, looking almost confused.

“I know,” I said, “it sounds ridiculous.”

“Kind of,” he laughed.  “You want me to cheat on you?”

“Not that, no.” I couldn’t put the notion into words.  “I want you to enjoy yourself.”

Jon put an arm around me.  “I enjoy myself with you.”

“You’d enjoy her too,” I said and Jon looked offended.  “What?  I’m not accusing you of anything, but come on.  She’s gorgeous.”

Jon dropped his defenses.  “She’s pretty, there’s no denying that.”

“And she likes you.”

“She does not,” he scoffed.

I became more animated, sitting up on the couch and looking in his eyes.  “She does!  We can tell these things, honey, trust me.”

Jon thought for a moment.  “She does not,” he mumbled quietly, trying not to relish the idea.

“You could fuck her,” I pressed.  “I wouldn’t be mad.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ve been thinking about it,” I said, giving him a kiss on the lips.  “I think I’d like it.”

Jon was frozen as I put myself on him and grabbed his cock.

“I think she’d like this.”

He started to laugh.  “A free pass?”

“A free pass,” I said, straddling his lap.

He laughed again but soon realized I was serious.

“I can’t do that,” he said.

“Why not?”

“It’s not that easy.”

“Oh, I think it will be.  She wants it.  She just has to know that we want it too.”

“You’re more than enough for me,” he said, trying to plant another kiss on my lips.

I moved my lips around to his ear.  “You mean you don’t like the thought of her young, smooth thighs sitting on top of you.”

He swallowed.

“You don’t like the idea of that tight, wet, pussy hugging your big cock.”

I could feel his heart beating faster in his chest as my hushed words brushed his ear.  I felt him start to grow in his pants.

“See,” I smirked.

“Hey, that doesn’t prove anything.”

I gripped it and rubbed along his length, pinching his jeans around him.

“Fuck her,” I said.  “Go and ask her round.”

Jon needed a few more words of encouragement but after half-an-hour of my relentless teasing he bit the bullet.

“You know there’s no going back from this,” he warned on his way out the door.  “If she says no then it’s gonna be the most uncomfortable—”

“She won’t say no!” I said confidently.

“Okay, but—”

“Just go,” I said laughing and pushing him out of the door.

He walked around the fence to the front door and I peered from the hall, watching as he squirmed his way through the offer.

I could see him explaining everything and I watched as he started to relax on the doorstep, no doubt succumbing to her charms as he broke down her thin barrier.

Soon he was smiling and laughing and then he held out his hand to her.  I watched as she took it and before she could see me I slipped back inside, running to the sofa and feeling the adrenaline start to course through my veins.  Fuck.  It was really happening.

Their voices got louder as they approached the door and I began to hear Jon talking her through it.

“My wife Sarah should be just inside—ahh yes,” he said smiling as we shared the private joke.  I knew she wanted to fuck him.

“Hey,” Alexis said, bubbling as though she did this every day.

“Has Jon told you?” I asked confused.  She looked way too relax.

“Yeah,” she nodded, smiling.

“Everything?”

“Uh-huh.”

“About him fucking you ... while I watch?”

“Yep.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.  I looked to Jon and he raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

“Go on then,” I pushed, and I sat back on the couch.

Alexis grabbed his arm and giggled as she brought him over next to me.  I didn’t know they’d be doing it quite so close but now that they were I found the idea even more exciting.

“I’m gonna show your husband a good time,” she smirked, moving that cute little ass of hers over towards us.

She made Jon sit down next to me and he was rapt by her, looking up as though he was getting his own private dance off of her.

She pulled up her tank-top and I watched as her beautiful, full tits dropped out from underneath, held in a cute little bra.  Her stomach was flat and she had this athletic frame that made me think about hitting the gym a little more.

She straddled Jon quickly and I watched his posture shift.  I’d seen the look before and knew it exactly.  He was desperately trying to adjust himself so that the fast-growing erection in his pants felt comfortable.

“You like to watch, huh?” she asked, looking at me and slowly grinding her ass back and forth.

I nodded nervously.

“You wanna watch your husband’s thick cock disappear inside my pussy?”

Jon looked over at me, worried of my reaction.  Hearing the words ignited something inside me though.  I nodded again.

“I’ll show him a good time,” she said, and I watched as her face dropped to his and she started to kiss his lips.

His eyes were open to begin with, but soon he closed them and started to kiss her back.  I watched her hands run over his chest and then down to that big dick of his.  I’d never be able to satisfy him like that.

Her palm rubbed along him and then she pressed her pussy down on him, running
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