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1.

​I was on my knees,
huddled naked behind him so that his hairy ass cheeks were two feet
from my face. His legs were spread; one foot on the floor, the
other elevated on a nearby barstool. Through the arch his legs
made, I had a crystal-clear view of my wife on the other side of
him. She was sitting on her feet, eyes wide and tongue out. Lyndsey
was naked, and her pale white titties were jiggling with excitement
as she bounced up and down on legs tucked beneath her. He had told
her to sit that way, and he had told me to get behind him.

As she kneeled before him, I could see Lyndsey’s
legs shaking uncontrollably from the force of her last orgasm. I
had never, in all the years of knowing her, seen Lyndsey come like
that. Nothing close. And that orgasm was why she was staring up at
Ron with that look on her face. That look of exhaustion and
gratitude. Of lust and desperation. Ron was going to get anything
he wanted from her. Ron knew it. Lyndsey knew it. And sadly, I knew
it, too.

Ron knew that I knew.

“Got a good view back there, Benny?” He asked,
grunting low as he stroked himself. Lyndsey had her tongue out
while she played with her tits, putting on a show for Ron.

“Yes, sir,” I responded. The view
was…horrifyingly perfect. I could see Lyndsey, sweaty and beautiful
and ready. I could see Ron’s giant balls rocking steady as he
jerked himself off in my wife’s face. He was about a foot away from
her, enjoying the show and steadying his aim.

“Good,” he grunted. “I want you to see this. I
want you to see me cover her in my fucking nut. I want her to take
it on her fucking face, while you watch, and I want her to know
that her pathetic little husband is watching. So, don’t fucking
blink, Benny. I don’t want you to miss a second of it.”

Ron grunted louder.

My wife gasped.


2.

​Lyndsey was in the
backyard planting squash in the middle of a sweltering afternoon
the day that my bully arrived.

I was watching her from the backroom window,
caressing myself over the top of my pants. I stared at the way her
breasts came together and threatened to spill over the top of her
tank top every time she leaned forward. They separated and jiggled
whenever she stopped to take a drink, or wipe the sweat from her
innocent, young face. I jerked it over my underwear as I stared at
her bare, tanned legs that only got as far up as the denim shorts
she had on. There was dirt smeared across her thighs and mud across
her knees.

I pulled it out of my shorts and started to work
it hard as I watched her struggle with a root in the earth, her
thin arms flexing and the muscles her thighs standing out as she
battled it. Finally, she pulled it free from the ground and her
tits bounced widely side to side. I was getting close, and another
show like that was going to put me over the edge. It had never
taken much for me with Lyndsey. No, even to Lindsey’s chagrin, she
turned me on beyond all self-control.

Past the backyard was an alley that ran behind
all the houses between York St. and Cherry St. Coming down the
alley was a comically large moving truck, bright yellow and dotted
with red stars. It was slowing down as it neared our backyard and
for a moment, I thought maybe the truck was actually staring
at Lyndsey. I dropped my cock and hastily tried to put it away as a
momentary panic came over me.

Then it hit me. The house just over from ours
had been on the market for months without making a peep. Then, last
week the SOLD sign was placed out front. Naturally, my wife and I
were curious as to who would be moving in. A family? Another young
couple? Old folks? We stayed up late on Saturday night drinking,
casting quiet wishes that whoever it was, they would not be
intrusive into our lives.

Because of the way the backyard sloped, it was
easy for someone perched up in a truck to see straight onto our
property. The truck slowed then stopped in the middle of the alley,
and I could see the driver’s side window slide down. My angle was
such that I could not make out a face. Whoever it was, promptly
began chatting up my wife.

I fumbled with my shorts and stuffed my stiff
penis back into my underwear. I could hear them talking but I could
not make out a word of it. It was a man’s voice, confident and sure
of itself. It seemed like the conversation was cordial…maybe even a
bit more than “cordial.” Lyndsey was laughing, and even from where
I stood at the living room window, I could see her free and
gorgeous tits jiggling in that tiny little top. The truck, and
whoever was driving it, seemed to be taking their time. After a
moment to make sure my retreating boner was well hidden, I decided
it was time to meet the new neighbor.

I opened the door to the backyard and began to
make my way to where Lyndsey was standing. It occurred to me all at
once that she was more than half naked; a tiny top, tiny shorts,
and nothing else. No socks or shoes even. Just her dirty feet and
shrill laugh. Her young, tight body and all the charm of her smile.
As I neared my wife and the truck, almost close enough to finally
see the new mystery neighbor’s face, the driver’s side window
rolled up.

As it closed, I heard him laugh.

It was deep and wicked, arrogant. This laugh
was…familiar. Like the way a fever is familiar when you have not
had one in a while. I was certain I had heard it before.

The truck went down the alley and pulled into
the garage connected to the house next door.

Lyndsey was wet and giddy.

“Who the heck was that, baby?” I asked.

“That was our new neighbor!” She said, wiping a
stray lock of blonde hair from her eyes. She looked at me and I
could see she was excited. “Friendly guy…and cute too,” she winked
as she said it. Jealousy flared in my stomach, but I knew better
than to let it show around Lyndsey.

“Friendly guy!” I mocked, “We got a friendly guy
next door!”

“OK, done now? Out of your system?” Lyndsey said
laughing, turning her attention back to her squash. I watched her
dig in the dirt and felt my dick getting hard again. I wanted her
right there, in the mud and ground. But I knew better than to make
a move; no way Lyndsey would go for such a thing.

After all, the new neighbor might see.


3.

​I could see Ron’s
ass cheeks clenching together as he began to unload. Lyndsey had
her hands wrapped behind her back so that there was nowhere to hide
from the incoming storm. My body shook as I sat there on my knees,
heart racing, watching him make a mess of my wife.

The first shots hit her lips and cheeks, but
Lyndsey could not keep up with the output. It dribbled down her
face quickly, and long streaks and drops of Ron’s cum ended up on
her chest and tits - long streams of pure white. Lyndsey was
giggling with excitement as it kept coming…and coming.

It was more than a pearl necklace because her
neck was soaked and gobs of it ran off the tips of her nipples.
More of it found its way into her mouth and she gagged and coughed
it up. In what was only a matter of seconds, Ron had covered her
entire upper torso.

“Like that, like that, baby,” he told my wife.
He cleared his throat and grunted low as the last shots of it
erupted out, getting into her hair and eyes. “I’ve been saving it
up for you, slut. Saving it up so your pathetic hubby can
watch.”

I had not moved from my place behind him, eyes
transfixed on the underside of his cock and balls as they emptied
onto my beautiful wife.

“I can’t imagine what it’s like to watch another
man use your wife like a whore, Benny,” Ron laughed, slapping his
fatigued cock against Lyndsey’s laughing face, her eyes glued shut.
“But you know what it’s like Benny, yes you do. You got to
watch a real man use her like a fucking whore….and best of all? She
fucking loved it. Didn’t you, Lyndsey?”

Lyndsey, still blinded, shook her head
emphatically YES. I felt my heart splitting down the middle, and
the awful sinking sensation of it in the pit of my stomach. My own
cock was dribbling between my legs, soaking the pink panties Ron
had made me put on. Finally, he turned from my wife and looked at
me. His cock hung half-flaccid between his legs, but there was no
cum dripping from the tip. No, all the cum was on my Lyndsey.

“Ha! Look at this little bitch. I ought to kick
your fucking ass just to get your wife wet again,” Ron put a bare
foot in my side and pushed me onto the floor. “You know it makes
her wet, right, Benny? Makes her wet to see me bully you…punish
you…own you.” He was kicking me and guffawing loudly, starting to
stroke his cock.

“Lyndsey, stay on your knees and make yourself
cum while you’re covered in my nut juice,” he told her. “And watch
me bully your bitch boy husband until you fucking cum!” I could see
Lyndsey following his orders, using one hand to rub his seed
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