
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cuckolded by black neighbours

After college, my fiance (Emma) and I (Carl) happened to find a good 2-year lease on a house rental. We had been in an apartment since school and were tired of sharing walls with other people. It was in a decent little neighborhood without too many kids running around. Our wedding happened 3 months after we moved in. Yeah, it was a busy time, but we had planned a small wedding and had made all of the wedding decisions early on.


We were on a cul-de-sac that backed up to a few acres of trees. We only had 2 neighbors: one was a married couple in their late 50s. The other couple was a bit more peculiar. Well, the wife was pretty nice, but we rarely saw her. Her husband, Lamar, we saw a bit too often. He was a strange guy. He was in his early 50s and had been in the Army. He was about 6'4, muscular but lean, and still in pretty good shape. He was often out in his backyard, which was separated from ours along that stretch with a 6' wood privacy fence. The back part of our fence was only 4' tall. That's relevant in that he often appeared at it whenever my wife was laying out working on her tan. The best spot in the yard for the unblocked sun was near the fence, and he seemed to never miss an opportunity to say hi to her when she barely had anything on.


In college, we'd broken up for a bit for some of the usual reasons, but also because of my insecurities. Emma never gave me a reason to be suspicious - it was just my jealousy issues. When we were apart, of course, I'd often masturbate thinking about her. Ironically, I'd picture her fucking or sucking off random dudes that had picked her up: frat boys, middle-aged townies, basketball players. While it didn't make sense to me at the time, I just knew it always made me super horny (beyond the normal hornyness of a 21-year-old, if that's possible).


We got back together 5 months later and her return, as well as a lot of introspection, caused me to feel much less anxious about her. She had dated a few guys and I'd gone out with a couple of girls, but she had done what she wanted to do and we were as happy as we'd ever been. She was ready to spend the rest of her life with me and I felt, for once, very secure.


All this to say that our black neighbor chatting up and flirting with her whenever she was out in a bikini didn't upset me. Emma is a bit plain but pretty girl, lean but soft in the right areas, with a nice set of hips, a bubble ass, and full C-cup breasts that had just a perfect bit of hang to them. Where I once got uptight about stuff she wore that might be too tight, too short, or showed off her tits too much, post-breakup Carl enjoyed the small thrill of catching a man ogle her. One day I was on the outside of the fence and came around the corner. I'd heard them talking so I wasn't surprised that he was there. What did surprise me was that he was rubbing his hard dick through his shorts as he talked to her. He didn't hear me coming, so he got very flustered and walked off with his erection bouncing against the leg of his shorts pretty quickly after that. Emma was unaware of what he'd been doing but was very interested when I told her about it. We had often joked about her and Lamar because of his persistence but hands-off interest in her. Though the forced conversations with him at the fence annoyed her, she appreciates how much he liked her mid 20s body.


Anyway, it turned me on to think of them together, even though he was a bit creepy, and it intrigued her, too. She'd never been with a black guy before but had always been curious. Since he seemed harmless, she started to tease him a bit, especially after I caught him playing with himself behind the fence. If she was laying with her head closer to the fence, and her bikini top untied, she’d lean up to speak with him, which sometimes would expose her nipples just a little. Or if she was on her back, she'd rest her hand on her inner thigh when he was there. We even once picked a spot to fuck in the backyard at night that was in view of a window we assumed to be his bedroom window. She's sure he watched because we'd been around the fire ring earlier, so he knew we were out there.


Maybe it was all this teasing and hypothetical dalliances that got us open to kinky things. One night, about a month before the story that I'm setting up, after a bit too much pot and booze, joking and flirting led to her flashing my best friend, Ron (with my encouragement). Then he was feeling her breasts. Then sucking on them. Then she was rubbing his erection through his jeans. Finally, she pushed him off as he continued to fondle and kiss her breasts. She told me after he left that she wanted to suck his dick, too, but wasn't sure how I'd react. The fact that I fucked her as hard as I could after that confession let her know that I wouldn't have a problem with it then or in the future. But that all is a different story for another time...


So it was with that ice broken that I finally accepted one of Lamar’s invitations to come shoot pool in his basement. We had just had an offer accepted on a house, so we'd be moving within a week. But it wasn't about giving up 2 hours to his ramblings. I had an ulterior motive. One that would either earn me husband of the year or a reservation on the couch.


“Yeah, this Saturday evening would be fine, Lamar. Can I bring Emma?”


Lamar was speechless for once. He'd never invited her to come, too. Just me.


“Yeah, that’ll be fine. Uh, my wife will be on the evening shift that night.”


“That's not a problem. Emma doesn't mind hanging out with guys.”


Her eyes got huge when I told her.


“We’ve made a lot of jokes about that, but I don't know if I could go through with it.”


“Sweetie, it's your call. Odds are, it won't happen because he’ll be acting strangely or one of us will not want it to happen. And if it does and it's weird or a disaster, we won't ever see him again because we’ve moved.”


“Ok, we’ll see how I feel on Saturday.” 

She must have felt pretty excited about it because she wore these shorts that sat on her hips and emphasized her ass perfectly. Her top was clingy, thin, and low cut. It became apparent that she forewent her padded bras for a thinner cupped one, as her nipples were often on display in his cool basement.


I’ll summarize the fun but a boring part: we drank and shot pool. Lamar was somewhat cool, though he was eye-fucking my wife the whole time. Not in an obnoxious way - he couldn't seem to help it. I couldn't blame him. Emma even subtly encouraged it with how she'd bend over or stretch. As we got a little drunk, the comments and jokes got more risqué. Emma would “accidentally” brush her ass against his groin as she passed him. I'd reach over and squeeze a tit as Lamar looked at her. He offered us some weed, which always makes Emma horny and multi-orgasmic.


After we toked, she suggested an old billiard game we made up in college that was mostly just an excuse to play around with each other. It was essentially a strip pool where whoever scratched had to remove an article of clothing. Lamar readily agreed and told me to not scratch.


The first to scratch was Emma, so she removed her top. My underwear got tighter because the bra that she had on pushed her breasts up as if offering them up. When she walked, they bounced a bit. Her nipples strained against the fabric.


“Your wife has spectacular boobs, Carl.”


“He'll be seeing them soon which how I'm playing!”


She proved herself right on her next turn. She walked up to him, sitting on the arm of his couch, and asked him to unclasp her bra for her.


“It's in the front,” she said, offering her breasts to him.


“Oh, I'd be happy to do that,” he replied. As he reached for the clasp, his hands brushed across her breasts and lingered for a second. Unhooked, the bra popped open to reveal the inner swells of her breasts. She just stood there, giggling at him. He pulled the cups apart and exposed her gorgeous breasts to us. Her nipples were rock hard, her areolas two dark pink quarters on her untanned boobs, themselves white islands on the tanned skin. I have no idea how he registered the urge to grab them. She finally stepped back and let the bra fall to the floor. “Your shot, Lamar.”


Flustered, he scratched and remove his shirt. I did the same.


Emma tried a too difficult shot, stretched out over the edge of the table. Still, it looked to me like she shot the cue ball directly into the pocket. Lamar might have noticed had he not been staring at her ass, which was pointed directly at him. I looked at the front of his basketball shorts. My wife’s antics were having the same effect on him as they were on me, only to a much larger degree.


Remaining bent over, Emma pushed her ass at him as she backed away from the table. She reached under and undid the button and zipper. She eased her shorts down, revealing her lovely round white ass. She'd worn her sheer panties - holy fucking shit. The right leg hole had ridden into her crack and a lovely swell of ass cheek was hanging out.


“Goddamn, girl,” he sighed as his hand unconsciously started to hold his cock. She turned around to face him. Her brown bush displayed prominently under the sheer.


“There's another rule I forgot to mention. If you scratch three times in a row, you have to remove a piece of clothing from the opponent of your choosing.” She did put even bother to pretend to decide; she strode to the couch arm where he sat.


“I choose your shorts. Please, allow me.”


As he had done, her hands ran up the clothing that was to be removed, lingering on what was behind it. They rubbed against the bulge in his shorts. “Oooooh,” she cooed. He lifted off the couch arm and she pulled down his blue basketball shorts and exposed his equipment. "Oh my god," she said and glanced at me. His cock hung 6 inches with a head even wider than its impressive girth. Behind it, his ballsack held two objects that could have been golf balls. She reached behind his member and lifted it with her cupped palm as if to examine it and prove that it was real.


"It's heavy, ain't it? Hahaha," Lamar laughed.


Her eyes wide, her mouth gaped, from shock or desire, I don't know which. My dick immediately started swelling at the sight of my wife rubbing his expanding cock. I once had driven her away with my jealousy and insecurity, but now I felt a fevered desire to see her give herself to someone else. She placed her mouth on the end of his dark purple head and worked it past her lips. It now looked to be about 9 inches. Her lips worked their way down his meat. I knew well her excellent oral skills but was still amazed that she got not only the head but another 3 inches into her mouth. She moved her head back and forth, inhaling and exposing that length of his manhood. I straightened out my erection in my shorts and rubbed my palm against it.


She gave her jaw a break and started licking his cock and balls. She'd flick the underside of his bell end and then lap at his scrotum. She'd tell me later that his musk was strong but it only made her hornier. She'd lock eyes with me as she took his cock deeper into her mouth.


"That's right. Suck that dick. You know that's what you came hereafter." When she responded with an enthusiastic "mm hmm" as she was bobbing on his cock, I knew that he was going to talk dirty to her. And I knew we both would enjoy it more if he did.


After a few minutes of wet, determined sucking, she tapped his cock against her face. "I want this inside me. Please."


"Ha. Well, pardon me, Mr. Carl, but I'm going to have to fuck your hot little wife. Hope you don't mind."


"She's all yours, man. You can do whatever she wants you to do."


"Yes I can," he confirmed. "Lay back on that couch, girl."


She stood and let his cock slide out of her hand. It bobbed in the air. My smaller, average-sized dick could point mostly upward when hard, but his thick meat was too heavy to support that weight. My wife tip-toed and then hopped once to the couch excitedly, causing her breasts to bounce so beautifully. She leaned over to me and gave me a deep kiss made sloppy by the saliva she'd created sucking his dick. I always loved a wet kiss after a blowjob and this was no different.


He reached around her and cupped her breasts, pulling her away and back against him. His cock pressed against her ass crack. His massive hands clinched her tits, fingers digging into her flesh. I knew that as she got more turned on that she liked forceful actions like that. Lamar then reached down and pressed his fingers against her pussy through the cloth of her panties. My wife moaned and leaned her head back against him. I couldn't see what his other hand was doing, but she later told me that it was between her ass cheeks and a finger was massaging her anus through her underwear.


Her breathing deepened. Now his hand dipped into the front of her panties, over her pubic hair. She flinched as his fingers found her clit. She began moaning and leaned her head back against my neighbor. After a minute, I saw his hand slide down further through the sheer fabric. It looked like the knuckle on the edge of his palm kept the pressure on her clit as one or possibly two of his fingers began to explore her pussy opening. She responded with a low, guttural "ooooh" and squeezed her tits, taking her nipples between her index fingers and thumbs.


Having both of her holes stimulated by his strong, unfamiliar hands brought her quickly to her first orgasm. His arm tightened against her to hold her in place as her body bucked with pleasure. "Oh! Oh fuck fuck God. OH YES!" She exclaimed as a series of three orgasms exploded through her. As he withdrew from her pussy, his fingers left wet streaks of her juices up her belly. His hold on her loosened, she turned and fell backward onto the couch.


"You might want to try that one sometime," he said to me with a hint of condescension.


He reached down and pulled her panties down her legs, fully revealing her bush. The hair closest to her slit was wet. She was staring at his still mostly engorged cock and obediently open her legs wide, exposing her pussy to him. I felt a thrill go through my body. I pulled down my shorts and underwear and gripped my hard-on.


"Heh, I miss hairy pussies like this. That pussy ready for my cock?" he asked as he got down on his knees, stroking it to its full size.


"Yes! Stuff that monster in me. Carl, get the lube from my shorts."


Yeah, you're going to need it, I thought.


When I returned to the couch, he'd moved between her legs. His cock lay against her cunt, but of course, stuck up six inches over her belly. As I was wondering how much of that thing she would be able to accommodate, she told me to lube his cock.


"What?" I'd heard the words but I was a bit shocked by her command.


"Do it," she said.


I looked at Lamar, thinking he'd veto the idea.


"You heard your wife. I may be in charge of her right now, but she's in charge of you."


I obediently poured a bit of lube into my right hand and tentatively grasped the head of his cock. It was warm and felt solid. I started applying the lube over it and down his shaft a bit. I had to admit that it was a magnificent piece of meat. And I have to admit that it was arousing to hold it and ready it for my waiting wife. Emma smiled at me as I stroked it and said, "Nice."


"All right, that's enough. She didn't say to Carl me off."


I released it and sat on the couch, less than a foot from my wife. Lamar grabbed the base of his cock and down over her. He ran the glistening head of his cock over her clit and pressed it against her labia. They have pushed apart and he began to enter her.


Emma inhaled through her teeth as his large head disappeared into her. "Holy shit that's a big cock. Start slow, please."


When he reached halfway inside her, she made a little squeak from pleasure and pain. She put her hands on his hips as if to stop him from going any farther. He slowly withdrew until his head started to emerge from her hole and then he pushed back in. He stopped after introducing another inch or so into her pussy. Her eyes were closed and her breathing deepened. I knew she loved our sex life, but he was taking her someplace I never could. That's exactly what we both wanted.


“Is this what … you thought about doing to me … when you saw me in my … bikini” she said, struggling to get the words out as he stretched her cunt.


“Yeah, girl. I wanted to rip it off of you, bend you over that chair, and fuck you.”


As he said that, the tempo of his thrusting increased. He reached up and held her in place with his left hand. His right hand grabbed a tit and squeezed.


“Uggh,” my wife moaned. “You've splitting me … Oh … In half. God your cock! I wanted to look up … And see you stoking it … As I was laying there. Oh!”


“You should have just come on over. I'd have given you what you needed.”


She looked down and watched his manhood impale her. By now he'd buried his cock almost in my wife. A sheen of perspiration appeared on her chest and forehead. When he pulled back, her inner lips were pulled out with it. He took his hand off her tit - it was red from his grasp - and placed it over her bush. His thumb started making circles on her swollen clit.


“OH OH GOD YES KEEP DOING THAT!” she screamed and came hard right away. Their fucking got sloppy-sounding. My dick ached for release. To see the love of my life getting fucked like a porn star was incredibly hot.


After her orgasm passed, Lamar pulled his cock out of her. As it pulsed, I thought he was about to unload on her, but he didn't. He leaned down, took her left nipple and part of her breast into his mouth, and started sucking. Emma grabbed the back of his head and drew in down further on her tit. I looked at her abused cunt: her hole was still open but I could see her muscle contracting. A stain of wetness had spread below her.


Lamar leaned on his elbows, which freed his hands to squeeze her boobs and caused her areolas to pop out a bit. He took turns licking and sucked on them, to my wife’s pleasure. Soon, his cock head pushed against her opening. He eased the head in, while still tonguing her titties, and with short strokes worked that bell in and out of her. She loved it when I did that with my average-sized dick. Such a big dumb head teasing her pussy had to be transcendental.


It certainly got her ready for more fucking, Emma raised her pelvis and wrapped her legs around his waist, hooking a heel over her other foot, exposing her pussy fully to his cock. His ass arched back and thrust forward fully into her with a steady insistent rhythm. Each one elicited a primal grunt from my wife. Her gorgeous tits bounced to his thrusts.


I leaned out and looked at them from behind. His heavy balls thumped against her spread ass cheeks. I knew if she could ignore the massive cock plunging her that she could feel his scrotum slapping against her asshole. Occasionally he'd pause when fully inside her, which caused his sack to tighten around his balls. Shit, they looked like a set you'd see on a prize hog. My erection tightened as I thought about the amount of cum he could spew in her cunt, or across her face, or into her open mouth.


After he brought one leg upward for more leverage, she slipped one long arm past her ass. Her fingers reached his left nut and she stroked it. "Haha. Oh, that better not be your hand, Mr. Carl," Lamar joked.


"That cock filling you up, baby?" He asked.


"Yesss," she exhaled. "God it feels so good!"


He pulled out and drove it right back. She gasped and now put both hands on his ass. He grabbed her right tit and pinched her nipple between two fingers and repeated his exaggerated thrusts. On the third, her whole body flinched and she came against him. "Mmph!" He exclaimed as her tight pussy gripped his rod harder. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" she squealed on his next thrusts until her orgasm passed. I could see her juices running from her hole and down her buttocks.


As she relaxed from exhaustion, Lamar leaned forward, which pressed his cock downward and into her.


"Where do you want it," he asked. She didn't answer. I saw his balls draw up. "Where?" He said again through gritted teeth. Though she was in the pill, I said, "On her tits and face!", wanting to see him blast his initial load all over her. He can cum in her pussy on his second go-around if she's able to take more.


He pulled out with a wet pop, which brought her back to what was happening. He grabbed his cock and after two strokes, shot a thick rope of white sperm that stretched from her right tit, still red from his grip, down her belly, almost to her bush. I could see the amazement on her face at the shiny stream. He moved over her more and stroked his prick three times like he was cocking a shotgun. Apt description and the second squirt exploded a ridiculous blast from his dick, it reached her lips and trailed down her chin to her upper chest.


At this point, I lost control and came all over my hand and belly. But I didn't take my eyes off of them. He continued to yank himself though more gently. A third gush pored on tits and then a smaller fourth followed. Fuckin A, I thought. Emma stared at his spitting prick as she scooped up a load of it from her chest and smeared it across her face and into her mouth.


"Carl, there should be a couple of towels in that bathroom," he said without looking at me. "I made a mess all over your pretty wife." He moved his cock to her face and asked her, "did you wanna taste your pussy?" She wordlessly grasped it and rubbed it on her cheek. The last drop emerged from his still-swollen head and was mixed with his other cum. She licked the underside of his shaft and then sucked in his head. I quickly fetched the towels, started cleaning myself off, and threw the other one onto the couch next to them. When she finished sucking him, he picked up the towel and ran it down the length of his shaft, like the master cocksman he turned out to be. Then he carefully wiped her off.


After I wiped myself dry, but before I could sit down next to my used wife, he plopped down. His dick still looked half swollen as it bounced against his thigh. I looked at my wife in time to see her duck under his raised arm. She laid her head on his chest, winked at me, pressing her breasts against his side. Her right leg settled on his, her bush on his thigh. Her hand came to rest on his meat, which she casually petted and rubbed.


“Heh heh,” Lamar laughed. “You're not ready to call it a night, are you, baby? Just climb up on me when you're ready.” 

The three of us sat on the couch in Lamar's basement, me to my neighbor's left and Emma, my wife, draped on his right side. His arm was around her, with his hand cupping her ass. Emma's skin was lightly tanned but it was still in contrast with his medium brown complexion. Her breasts, untouched by the sun, were very white and pressed against his side. I loved the difference in color between their bodies.


Emma and I both watched at her right hand, which was touching his meat: his thick post-fucking cock, which still seemed partially swollen, and his massive balls, semi-sparsely covered with short curly-q pubes. He'd had his thighs pressed together so that his gifts were presented well and she had easy access to whatever she wanted to touch. Or lick.


She drew her fingers back and forth along his cock, lightly along its veins and over his bell end. Her fingernails then combed through the denser pubic mat of velcro-like hair above his shaft. Lamar was her first black man and she wanted to explore everything she could. She reached down and held his ballsack. As her fingers manipulated it, both our cocks responded. I looked up at my wife and my black neighbor: she was licking his nipple and he had reached up and was squeezing her big round right tit. Her nipple was hard, as was the pebbled skin of her aureola. He pinched it between his fingers and she flinched.


Her hand was now wrapped around his expanding dick. It was intoxicating to watch it growing in her grasp. She stroked it for a minute as it was pointed down his thigh. I could see his head swelling. She then lifted that monster to meet her mouth as she bent down. Emma has a mouth that is a bit bigger than average and she needed it. Her tongue met the fleshy top of his cockhead and gave it an exaggerated lick before her lips inhaled it. She started sucking, only taking about an inch in beyond the bell. Her hand ran up and down the rest of it. When the end of his cock pressed her cheek outward at me, I started rubbing my hard-on.


"Oh yeah suck on that dick, girl," Lamar said, but I was thinking it. I was watching my wife, a woman I love so much, and for whom I have so much desire, starring in a live interracial porn movie right next to me. I always loved watching clips of a white woman take on the challenge of a huge cock - especially a black one. Here was my wife working it like a pro. I was so proud.


After a few minutes of working his cock head in and out of her mouth, she got off of the couch and got between his legs. She rubbed his girth around her face, just savoring its size and presence. She held it up gazed at the impressive hunk of cock, her eyes taking in every detail. She was worshipping Lamar's instrument, its size and blackness inflaming her lust. She bumped it against her lips and kissed it. She then started lapping at the underside with her tongue, working her way down to the thick base. I moved off the couch to get a better view of the action.


She then turned her attention to his balls, cradling them in her left hand. She kissed and licked them. She sucked one into her mouth and then did the same to the other. I knew when she was worked up because she was making soft moaning sounds as she did this. Then she lifted them and licked the underside of his scrotum. Lamar moaned loudly. He parted his legs wider and moved lower on the couch. Emma then started licking him at the junction between his ball sack and thigh. "Damn, she's turned on if she's licking him there, " I thought. Now she licked his super sensitive perineum, which was bulged out because of his erection while holding his balls up with her left and also slowly stroking his cock with her right hand. She would later say that his scent was musky but turned her on.


"Fuck girl, you know what you are doing! Goddamn."


After a minute, she got on her feet, bent over his cock, and took it into her mouth. She reached under herself and started to rub her clit and pussy, while working more and more of his huge dick in and out of her mouth. When she felt her pussy was wet and ready, she let saliva drool from her mouth onto his cockhead, which she delicately spread around. She wasn't going to use lube this time as she was stretched still from the last plunging. She climbed on top of him, said "I need more of this bad boy", and eased herself down on his dick.


"OHHH!" she exclaimed as his head cleared her outer lips. She rocked on it, easing his cock into her stretched pussy little by little. She steadied herself by placing her hands on his pecs.


"Ain't no hurry," Lamar said. "But let me help you out a bit."


He reached down and began rubbing her clit. With his other hand, he reached around and alternated kneading her ass and running his fingers up and down her crack to her pink star.


It might not have gotten her any wetter, but his hands gave her even more motivation. Now she was beyond halfway and started moving up and down.


'"How's it feel, baby?" I asked.


"Oohhhh. Fuck me it's so thick. Uhh!"


"You look so fucking hot, Emma."


With her eyes still closed, she smiled a bit before she felt her orgasm building. Then her mouth opened into an O and she started panting. Lamar was still fingering her clit and anus as she picked up her riding pace. She had now gotten his whole manhood into her pussy and was now raising 4 or 5 inches and slamming her ass back down on his thighs. Her dense tits were bouncing beautifully. She told me later that it felt like it was poking her intestines. It hurt but that didn't compare to the pleasure that she'd never felt before.


"OHMYGOD YES! AH AH AH!" she screamed as the orgasm ripped through her body. The wave caused her to pause while lifted off of Lamar. He grabbed her hips to hold her and began thrusting up into her. "YES! YES!" she yelled. "FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG DICK!"


I got down on the floor in front of them and watched him slam it into her pussy with such force that his nuts slapped the curves of her ass. Her cum ran down his wide shaft. Her legs were opened as wide as they could go. Her pretty anus was flexing as she came two more times before her body relaxed against him; his cock still stuffed into her cunt.


I looked up at them and she had her open mouth smashed against his, and his hands were full of her tits. Their kisses were sloppy and loud. I felt a twinge of jealousy for some reason at the sight of this even more intimate passion. Never mind that she'd sucked his cock twice and had multiple orgasms on a dick that I couldn't pretend to have, all of which just made me rock hard with lust. I guess it was one thing for her to use his cock for her, and my, pleasure, but the deep kisses were another, though given what she'd just experienced, there was no way I could hold it against her. She was lost in ecstasy.


He broke the kiss, leaving a chain of saliva between them.


"Now it's my turn, little lady. Is it cool to cum inside you?" He began to move her up and down on his still-ready dick.


"Yes. I'm on the pill," she said, dreamily. "I want to feel it squirt in me."


"You ever take two men at a time?"


"Not yet," she giggled. I'd buttfucked her before a few times. We both enjoyed it, but it wasn't something we did often because she felt self-conscious about it, and required warning so she can make sure she's fresh.


"Well, Mr. Carl over there is about to cum all over my carpet by the looks of it. I know I ain't gonna fit up there, but he might."


She looked around at me and smiled with her eyes at half-mast still. "Fuck my ass, baby," Emma asked, "While Lamar empties his balls into my pussy."


I quickly grabbed the lube as they repositioned a bit so that her asshole was more easily available to me. His legs were far off the end of the couch, with her straddling him. I slicked up my throbbing cock and lubed her ass with first one finger and then two, which caused her to moan.


"I'm going to hold her in place. We'll do the work."


"Ok", I said, "Ready, honey?"


"Mm-hmm," she answered, steeling herself against what was about to happen.


I pushed my slickened head against her star. I couldn't get in until I felt her relax and pucker her anus out. My bell cleared her outer ring and I started to ease my way in. Fuck, after all of the visual stimulation, and upon hearing her take in a deep breath as I pushed, I only hoped to be able to get all the way in and thrust a few times before exploding. I tried to not notice how incredible it felt.


"Go," she sighed and Lamar began fucking her in a slow rhythm. It took a few tries to fall in line with his rhythm, as his strokes were, uh, a bit longer than mine. I could feel his cock pressing against mine, separated by only a centimeter of her flesh I suppose.


"Fuck...." she moaned as we shared my wife, a dick in her pussy and a dick up her ass. "I'm going to cum again." Based on the body positions, her clit must have been rubbing against the area covered by his pubic hair.


"Cum for your men, baby, like a good little girl," Lamar said.


"Harder, Lamar!"


He picked up the pace as she came hard. I tried to not have my dick broken off or expelled by her orgasm. But it was Lamar that slipped out as he was pulling back.


"Oh!" she said. "Get him back in!"


Nobody moved to do it, so I guess it was up to me. I withdrew from her ass and looked down at his big dumb cock. It was too heavy to stand straight up or out like mine and glistened with her juices. It flexed. I grabbed its slimy shaft and held it for a second, mesmerized by its weight and heat. I tapped it against her thigh to remind her just what her pussy was accommodating. I rubbed the head up and down her slit to both of their pleasures and pointed its tip in her gaping hole. He pushed in rather easily.


"Hurry up. I ain't waiting for you for too long" he said and he began making mini thrusts into Emma.


Thankfully, my wife's ass was still open and lubed, and I was able to enter her, pushing until my pubic puff tickled her above her stuffed anus. I held her buttocks apart and began actively fucking my wife's ass.


"Next time ... I'm laying out ... come over and .... fuck .... my brains out," she panted. She wanted him to finish soon as she was getting tired. She told me later that the dirty talk was to make him cum, but it was going to have the same effect on me.


"I want you to slap your big dick ... against my face and... I want to suck it ... for everyone to see! I want them to ... watch you pound my PUSSY ... yes! And then cum ... all over my face. And rub your hairy balls ... on my face."


"Oh, they'll see how much you love black dick, girl!!"


The last thing I felt before I shot 4 squirts of cum up my wife's ass was even more pressure against my dick from the cock in her pussy.


"Ugh!" he yelled as he exploded in her. She told me that she felt his entire cock harden and pulse as he came. She compared his blasts to a fire hose as they coated her womb.


"I need to lie down," Emma sighed after we'd finished. I withdrew and looked down at their interlocked genitals. She eased off of him and I handed her a towel, which she stuffed between her legs to catch our cum. She tucked it under her ass and sat on the couch. Lamar stood over her, his cock still leaking. She quickly sat up and took it in her mouth to clean off their juices and to swallow the last drops of his orgasm. Such a dirty girl!


I helped her get dressed as Lamar lit another joint while standing there naked like he was flaunting his superiority. He reached out and shook my hand, but it was just an insincere excuse to then embrace and grope my wife's ass. When she turned towards the patio door, he got one last lingering squeeze of her breasts.


"Y'all are welcomed back any time. Haha." I looked back and he was just casually yanking his responding cock.


So we left the neighborhood a few weeks later, never having visited Lamar again. We fucked like crazy talking about that night, though, and it inspired us to try a few other things. We hope to find another hung black man someday ... 
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