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My Husband Moved Us Next Door To the Man of My Dreams


My husband and I had very recently become married. I was definitely settling, but I hadn't been able to keep anybody better than him. He did have a really good job, and I was expecting him to make really good money. We had just bought a house and moved in together. 
The man next door lived alone, and I noticed him immediately. How could I not? He was just so handsome. I introduced myself to him and he just had so much charisma. I instantly felt chemistry with him. 
He did tell me to let him know if I needed anything. I probably abused that offer, trying to get my foot in the door. My husband was putting in long hours working, and I had tons of free time. 
I concocted reasons to speak with him. Do you have any of this? Can you help me with that? Can you come over and help me set up this new complicated TV I just bought? That was a good one that had us together for a while. It was going great, and we were becoming more and more comfortable around each other. 
Sometimes I would see cars at his house. I would try to see who got in them, but it was too long of a wait sometimes. I did see a couple of different hot women leave his house on different days. When that would happen I would walk around my house broken-hearted and basically repeatedly saying, “Shit!” 
My neighbor and I had each other's numbers. And I was becoming more obvious that I was interested in him. The one thing that always bothered me though, was I didn't want the other neighbors to see us together too much. I wanted to start sleeping with him. 
He actually invited me over his house one day just to hang out. That made me feel less guilty, because now I wasn't doing all the pursuing. Being around him was becoming clearly the highlight of my life. I was already thinking about him a lot when he wasn't around. 
One day, I was over his house, watching TV with him on the couch. And it just happened, our first kiss! We had no shame. We kept kissing. I was falling in love with him. 
I was hooked after this. The next day we had sex on his couch. Best. Sex. Ever. 
I wasn’t a heartless bitch. I felt some sympathy for my husband, that I was already in love with another man, who he couldn't compete with. And it looked like I was going to have easy access to him all day long while my husband was working! 
Except on the weekends. The weekends sucked! I tried to stay focused, and give my husband some attention. It wasn't easy. Since I had free time, I ordered some GPS stuff, and some cameras. 
I hid a GPS device in my husband's car, so that I would know where he was at all times. I loved all this power I was feeling over him. 
That first Monday, when my husband went to work, I was such a thirsty bitch for my neighbor. I stayed at my neighbor's house all day. I took him in my ass, which is something I had never done before with anybody. That was the time of my life. We had to do that again soon. 
We had started moving the show to his bedroom. Really, we were all over his house, like we were the actual recently married couple. 

Believe me, I tried the "let's run away together" angle. And I would periodically bring it up again. He didn't want to. He liked everything just the way it was. I understood why. He had me AND his freedom, too. I felt pretty sure he was still seeing other women.
I was starting to leave a bunch of things that belonged to me around his house. I was purposely leaving clothes and shoes around his house that were obviously from a woman. I was trying to mark my territory a little bit, from other women. 
It wasn't easy to do. Again, I didn't want any neighbors to notice me going over there. We had me sneaking in through the back, but that wasn't a flawless plan. 
I showed him a picture of how my basement was set up, and I pointed out the perfect spot where I could hide a secret door that would lead to his basement. I was worried he was going to think I was nuts, but he totally understood my privacy concerns. He agreed to have a secret tunnel built between our houses!
I paid for everything, but he took care of making sure he hired people who would do this job as discreetly as possible. They determined it could be done. It was just going to be a lot of noise, and a decent amount of dirt getting hauled away. They made it look like all the work was being done at his house. 
All I could think was, “My husband can NOT find out!” I was so nervous while this work was being done. The deal was that the workers would stop making noise if we told them to. The workers didn't realize this, but we would tell them to stop when my husband would start heading home for the day. I knew exactly where he was. 
I didn't tell my boyfriend this, but I was already calling it the Tunnel Of Love. That was such a good name for it. 
It was exciting when they broke ground into my basement. The hole was exactly where I needed it to be. I had a clothes rack and a real nice pile of stuff to put in front of the secret door. 
I didn't have to worry about the neighbors any more. And now I could slowly bring more and more stuff over there. I put together an oversized makeup bag for his bathroom. "He's taken bitches!" it screamed. Individual items from the bag wound up all over his house.
He was trying to encourage me to take my stuff home. I told him that it's "so much more convenient" and makes me "so much more comfortable" to have the things I need with me. He said he understood. Yeah those heels were very fucking convenient. To tell other women that he was seeing somebody. 
The Tunnel Of Love was really expensive. But I was still intent on spoiling him. I got him a brand new, high-end SUV, and I was making the monthly payments. I also got him several watches and bracelets, hoping he would wear constant reminders of me. Yeah, I spoiled him the best I could.
Back to the sex. We did everything we could think of! I was just so comfortable with him. I could suck his toes for 30 minutes, having an amazing time, and not feel the slightest bit embarrassed. I squished his butt cheeks in my hands repeatedly while eating his asshole. I could stick my nose in his armpits. Rub his chest. 
He was just as comfortable with me. He was full of surprises. I never thought I would get my head stepped on like that, while getting fucked from behind. He ball gagged me all the time. He would collar and leash me, and fuck me in the ass. I was definitely his whore, to use however he wanted. We were careful not to get marks on
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