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I’m sitting here on my porch drinking my cup
of coffee, looking out at my back yard and watching the leaves
change color before my eyes. Being a homemaker, I work 24 hours a
day, seven days a week, looking after my family and making sure
that the house is in perfect order. This is how it has always been
with my mother and this is the way that I was raised from the
moment that I was born. I love my husband, Hank, and he has always
been there for me as a good provider and loving father. To see us
you would think that we had the perfect life and to Hank it
probably was.

“I'll be late at the office tonight, but if
you can keep me something in the microwave, I’m sure that I’ll have
time to have it when I get home. My boss is riding me pretty good
and wants that report on his desk before the end of the week. It’s
just something that I have to do and I’m glad that you understand
the sacrifice that I’m making for this family.” I’m not naïve and I
know that my husband has been stepping out on me, but as long as he
comes back home to me, I find that I can get used to a couple of
his trysts.

I think he wants to get caught, because he
keeps leaving little things in his pants pocket for me to find in
the laundry. Perhaps he thinks that I should confront him, but that
was not how I was brought up and I wasn’t about to do anything that
would jeopardize the home that I had built. After a while, I think
he began to realize that I wasn’t going anywhere and that I was
going to continue to keep a blind eye toward what he was doing
behind my back.

I know that he said he would be late at the
office, but all I heard was laid at the office. I heard the door
slam and then his black Mercedes driving up the road. My children
were already off to school and wouldn’t be home until at least 4:30
PM. This left me the whole morning to do with what I wanted, but
once again, I found myself going through the motions doing the
daily chores and living my life.

By 11:00 AM, I was resigning myself to a fate
that would require no more effort than getting up in the morning.
My life was not fulfilling and I really didn’t have any hobbies
that I could fall back on, not to mention that the neighbors were
pretty much all working. There wasn’t one homemaker on the street
and I think that I was the last of a dying breed.

Suddenly I heard a huge door opening and I
went to the window to see that a new neighbor had moved in across
the street. I didn’t see anybody and it was only movers that were
grabbing boxes from the back of the truck and carrying them into
the house.

Every so often I would look back and see what
they were doing during the day and then suddenly I saw the owner
for the first time. He was a black Adonis with muscles that
shouldn’t be allowed on any human being. His body was made of
granite and you can see the rippling muscles underneath his white
tee shirt. For some reason, I just couldn’t take my eyes off of him
and his bald head was a perfect contrast to my husband’s full mane
of dark hair. Just looking at this man I figured that he had to be
at least 200 pounds of solid muscle with one other muscle showing
its presence down the left side of his leg.

Even in jeans I could see it outlined quite
nicely and I licked my lips at the anticipation of seeing it up
close and personal. I knew that it would never happen, but that
didn’t mean that I couldn’t fantasize about the possibilities.
Besides, fantasizing was what I was good at these days and I wasn’t
about to pass up the opportunity to go over and see what this man
was all about. Seeing that everybody else was still at work at this
time of day, I took it upon myself to carry over a basket of
muffins for a housewarming present.

Standing behind him, I assessed his body and
saw that he was no stranger to lifting weights, but then again, he
had already set that up in his garage. He was from the old school
and used free weights. “I’m sorry to interfere with your moving,
but I wanted to introduce myself and welcome you to the
neighborhood. My name is Samantha.” Now that the ice had been
broken, he turned around and faced me for the first time. He had
this slight stubble that made him look like a bad boy and every
woman knows that a bad boy is somebody that makes you do things
that you wouldn’t normally do.

He touched the basket of muffins and for one
moment our hands came in contact with each other and it almost made
me fall at his feet to worship the man that he was. I’d never had
this kind of instant connection with anybody, but this man had
opened my eyes to the possibility that there was truth behind lust
at first sight. “My name is Brock and it’s nice to meet you,
Samantha. Nobody ever brings food anymore and I think that somebody
should start bringing that back. I’m not married and I don’t have a
girlfriend.” I don’t know why he was telling me that, but I got the
feeling like he wanted me to know. “I work full time as a romance
writer from home, which means we will be seeing each other a lot
more. In fact, tomorrow you should come over for a cup of coffee
and we can talk when there aren’t so many people around.”

He left me standing there as he went into the
house to help arrange things and then I went back across the
street, every so often looking over my shoulder to see that he had
been staring at me the whole time. I’m not bragging when I say that
I keep myself in good shape with cardio every day and working out
in my own makeshift gym in the basement. My husband was the one
that put it together, but he didn’t even use it more than a week
before it began to take on dust.

That night when my husband got home, I
listened to his day, but in the back of my mind, I was undressing
that black man with my eyes. With what he was wearing this morning,
I could easily do that by removing just two items which included
his tee shirt and tight jeans. “I see that we have a new neighbor
and have you had a chance to meet them yet? I hope the guy is nice
and we can be friends.” I was thinking that I could get a lot more
friendly with him, but that was my fantasy and not his.

“Actually, it isn’t a couple and he has just
moved here by himself. I don’t know much about him other than he is
a freelance romance writer, who does his daily work in his home. I
might be able to find some more out about him when we have coffee
tomorrow morning.” I didn’t want him to know that I was thinking
about him in the Biblical sense, and I doubt he would even
recognize my desire if it slapped him in the face.

“I’ll be late again tomorrow…the boss…over
time…” I could barely hear most of the words that he was speaking,
but I did manage to pick up what I needed to keep the conversation
going. We went to bed that night and I think I had a wet dream
about Brock, because I woke up sweaty and sticky between the legs.
I reached down and touched myself to see that I was indeed wet and
excited and looked to my husband for some much needed relief only
to see that he was snoring loudly. Lifting the sheet, I saw that
his cock was half awake, so I decided to take advantage of him.

He’s usually a pretty sound sleeper and he
didn’t even flinch when I sucked his cock into my mouth, while
using my hand to flick at my clit at the same time. I moaned,
working that shaft in and out of my mouth, pretending that it was
Brock and feeling this telltale orgasm beginning to sneak up on me.
Don’t get me wrong, my husband has a nice package, but it didn’t
even compare to what I had seen down the left side of Brock’s leg.
I hadn’t even seen it yet, but then again I was talking about it
like it was inevitable

 

Hank’s shaft was dripping and I was there to
pick up every little bit that was falling off of him. He stirred a
bit, but he didn’t awaken at all, most likely dreaming about a
certain secretary that had become infamous for sleeping around. I
had only met her one time at the Christmas party, but I can
definitely see why he would want to stick it to her. If I was a
man, I would be sniffing around her myself.

I had already stuffed two fingers inside me
and was now twisting and turning them for my own pleasure. All I
could think about was Brock, and before long Hank’s seed was
splashing against my tonsils. I squeezed my eyes shut and let all
of my frustrations scream to the surface. My legs trembled and my
body writhed in the sheets, until I finally lay back with my hand
to my chest feeling my heart beating a hundred miles a minute. I
fell soundly asleep, and for the first time in over five years I
actually didn’t wake up before the kids. It became a mad scramble
to get everybody out of the door, but somehow I had managed to do
it.

My husband was standing at his car with his
briefcase in his hand, looking very dapper in his suit, when Brock
decided to come over. “Hey, if I were you, I would never leave the
house having something like that to come home to.” He slapped me on
the ass and my husband looked at him, but didn’t say a damn word.
He’s usually the first one to admonish anybody that was looking at
me the wrong way, but perhaps he was intimidated by Brock’s size
and obvious domination. “This girl has the kind of body that just
screams for sex every day and I imagine she keeps you up till all
hours of the night.” He was behind me and I could feel his pelvis
pushed up against my ass and I didn’t try to pull away.

“I guess you’re Brock and I’m afraid that I
have to get going. Maybe we’ll have more time to talk later.” He
could obviously see that this man was coming on to me, but for some
reason he wasn’t trying to intervene on my behalf. I wasn’t unhappy
about that, but I was starting to see that maybe some of his guilt
was now cracking through the surface.

Hank was gone before either of us realized
it, because frankly Brock’s package was rubbing up against my ass
and I was loving it. I think I was loving it more when he was doing
it in front of my husband and I was starting to see that Hank’s
discomfort was my pleasure. “I hope I didn’t say anything wrong.”
As he said those words, he flexed his hips and made me quite aware
of the elongated member that was nestled in between my cheeks.”

“Don’t worry about him, and why don’t you
come in and have that cup of coffee that you were talking about
yesterday morning.” I had purposely worn very little, which
included a blue negligee that was barely covered by this very short
black silk robe. Being naked underneath all of this was very erotic
and was making me flushed in all the right places. Tossing my
blonde hair over my shoulder, I could hear the telltale sign of him
sniffing and then the flexing of his love muscle.

He followed me into the kitchen and before
long he was behind me kissing my neck and biting on my ear
lobe.

“Fuck, you’re one beautiful and sexy white
woman and I have to admit that I’ve always fantasized about being
with one of your kind.” I could say the same thing to him, but
right now my mouth was too dry to say anything at all. “I just have
a hard time being around you without touching you. I know we just
met, but I feel this electricity between us that cannot be denied.”
I’d leaned back slightly, feeling his hands cupping my C cup
breasts and starting to rub the nipples through the sheer
fabric.

“You had me at hello, but I’m not sure if I’m
willing to risk a 15 year old marriage.” He turned me and held me
by the arms, looking me in the eye and then kissing me so
passionately that I almost fainted from sheer joy. He left soon
after and this became a daily ritual that had me almost begging him
for his cock but not quite going all the way.

That Saturday, we had a barbecue and a few
people over and I decided to take the chance and invite Brock. “I
don’t want him here and I know how he looks at you.”

“I don’t care what you want and he’s coming
and that’s that.” I’ve never been that forceful before and I think
he saw the determination in my eyes and decided to pick his
battles. “He’s been very nice to me and we both know that you have
been lacking in that department.” He turned to me with questioning
eyes and for some reason I wasn’t going to allow him to stonewall
me anymore. “I’m going to continue to see him and I might even
sleep with him and there’s nothing you are going to do about it. In
fact, you are going to be happy for me and from now on I’m the one
that’s wearing the pants in the family.”

During the barbecue, Brock was on his best
behavior, but there were times that he was looking at me and almost
making me feel like I was wearing nothing at all. This wasn’t lost
on Hank, who was sulking and really not the life of the party that
he usually was.

At the end of the afternoon, everybody had
vacated to their premises, but Brock had stayed over to help me
clean up. The kids were over at a sleepover and would not be home
until tomorrow morning, which was probably the reason why I reached
out and grabbed him in the kitchen. He held my hand against his
cock, allowing me to grasp onto the zipper, and then begin to pull
it down until I could see the outline of his cock through the sheer
fabric of his red silk briefs.

My husband had come into the kitchen and was
about to say something, but I gave him this look that told him that
it was none of his business and he should keep his nose out of it.
“Your wife is something else and you should sit there and watch her
as she sucks my cock right here in your kitchen.” Apparently, I
wasn’t the only one that had a vindictive streak. He immediately
sat down at the table, as I moved to my knees and got a better look
at the prize awaiting my eager and hungry mouth. “I bet that she
can suck a golf ball through a garden hose and I’m about to find
out. I want you to get down here on your knees with her and see
what she’s doing.” I didn’t think that he was going to take him up
on his offer, but I was soon surprised to see that he was right
there with me.

I began to suck on the head, bobbing my head
down as far as I could go, before I got this wicked idea that had
me presenting his cock to my husband’s lips. He looked at me like I
had gone mad and probably thought that I wasn’t going to make him
do anything. “Give it a lick and tell me that isn’t the most
delicious cock that you’ve ever tasted.” I grabbed him by the hair
and forced him onto Brock’s cock and made him open up his mouth and
slip the head over his tongue. I didn’t know what was going on
here, but I wasn’t about to put a stop to it. “That’s it…get it
nice and sloppy wet, because the next thing he is going to do is
fuck me with that huge piece of meat.” He slobbered all over it and
I was now lifting up my skirt so that I could reach my pussy. This
was so fucking hot that I almost felt like I was going to explode
at any second.

‘He’s okay, but you do it a whole lot
better.” I pulled my husband by the hair once again, leaving him to
watch as I devoured this black snake, until finally he was grunting
his approval and filling my mouth to overflowing with his hot seed.
“AHHHHHHH…now that’s sucking cock.” I swallowed every little bit of
it, not realizing that I should’ve kept just a small taste for my
husband, but maybe I could rectify that situation. I continued to
use my mouth in creative ways, squeezing his balls and grabbing
onto Brock’s ass with both hands.

I had heard about cuckolding, but had always
thought it was an urban myth until now. “Hank, grab our clothes and
follow us up to the bedroom.” I had stripped down to nothing but my
smile and Hank did the same thing, swinging his cock back and forth
already at half mast.

“I want you to watch me fuck your woman and
maybe you’ll learn something.” It would be nice to teach my husband
something, because the same missionary position was getting old
fast.

Brock chased me up the stairs bare assed
naked, until finally he lifted me into his arms and tossed me onto
our king size four poster bed. Looking over my shoulder, as he
licked at my neck, I could see that my husband was standing there
with his arms crossed in defiance. “Just don’t stand there, come
closer and watch as he splits me open with that log. You need to
see this first hand and know what it is really like to fuck a woman
that is hot for your body. I know all about your secretary and I’m
sure that you are very happy with her, but I think from now on you
will be coming home right after work.” He was stripping down and
showing his own muscles, which apparently he had been starting to
go to the gym at his work.

Brock had now moved down onto my breasts,
pushing them together so that he could bite and chew on both of
them at the same time. This was sending all sorts of signals below
my waist and before long his tongue was making that long and
sensuous journey. Once he had settled in between my legs, he lifted
them out of his way and spread me so that he could insert his long
and fat tongue into my hole. It wasn’t just that he was doing this,
but he was doing this in front of my husband and was making it all
that much more delicious.

“Yes, fuck me…get in deep…oh my god…just like
that…just like…YESSSSSSSSS.” I twisted and turned in the sheets,
holding onto the bed with both hands, my eyes closed and then
feeling the overwhelming presence of something a lot bigger than my
husband. Opening up my eyes, I looked down to see that he was
moving his large knob up and down my slit and I was waiting with
bated breath for the invasion to begin.

“I need more lubrication to get this thing
inside you.” I was about to offer up my husband’s services, but
Brock had already taken that necessary step. He turned slightly so
that his cock was now resting on my husband’s lips and he merely
opened up his mouth to let half of his cock slide into his mouth.
He gagged and drooled all over it with Brock holding onto the back
of his head, just so that he wouldn’t go anywhere until he was
finished.

My feet were over my head and I was opened up
like never before, and then he started to penetrate me with what
had to be at least three inches longer than what my husband had in
his possession. “Hank, lick my clit and his cock…DO IT.” I think it
was the tone of my voice that had him doing exactly what I
suggested and I watched as every single inch of that hard piece of
black candy began to sink ever deeper inside me. Hank was right
there to suck on my clit and make it all that much more enjoyable.
I never knew that I had these dominant tendencies, but I was
certainly showing them now.

“You’re so fucking tight, girl, and I imagine
that you’ve never had anything like this before.” My eyes were wide
with pleasure, as he started to pound me hard and fast into the
mattress with everything he had. His balls were literally slapping
up against my pussy on each stroke and I could feel his cock going
places that no one had ever been before. He was stirring up
feelings that had never been unleashed and before long my arms and
legs were flailing in all directions. “Yeah, you love that big hard
black cock and you want me to come over every morning to give you
more of it.” He had me addicted from the moment that I saw it and
now that I knew that I was the one playing my husband for a puppet,
I could practically do anything I wanted with his permission.

“Oh my god…you’re huge and I LOVE IT….Fucking
get that white pussy.” I was getting off on having my pussy taken
like this, when he turned me around and started to do it from
behind, which of course was making it go even deeper than it was
already. He was holding my hair and forcefully banging me so hard
and fast that my eyes were literally going into the back of my
head. “YESSSSSSSS.” I came all over him and continued to come
multiple times and I’m not even sure how many positions we moved
into.

At the end, he was holding me by my hips,
while my head was down on the ground and he was pile driving that
huge piece of equipment deep in and out of me. “CUMMMMING.” He
filled me with so much of his creamy delight that I could feel
every single spurt and thought for a moment that he was going to
continue to fire forever. Eventually he pulled free with this
gurgling sound and then he got up and put his fingers up to his ear
and mouth to indicate that I should call him.

I looked at Hank. “Well, this isn’t going to
clean itself.” This time I didn’t have to force him to do anything,
because he was already there licking out a combination of my juices
and Brock’s. He didn’t seem very happy about it, but he had now
figured out where his place was. I could definitely get used to
this and I could see handcuffs and hot wax in his future, not to
mention maybe taking his anal cherry. This had certainly taken the
concept of friendly neighbors to a whole different level and I was
finding that I was truly starting to live for the first time.

*********
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