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Sexy New Neighbors 

Dean's Story: 

Jan and I watched from our front window as the movers unloaded box after box and carried a continuous stream of ultra-modern furniture into the house across the street.  The new wife was evident, being the only female among the men, and what a female she was.  Late twenties, light brown skin,  a rack that could stop traffic, and the tautest, most elegant legs I had seen since college.  She obviously didn’t mind showing her assets, because her shorts were glued on and barely long enough to hide her tight succulent butt cheeks. I ached for a closer look. 

“Which one is the husband?” Jan asked.  I didn’t answer.  My new neighbor had just bent over and presented her near-perfect rear for my inspection. 

Jan poked me in the ribs, harder than I thought was necessary.  “You like that huh?” she accused, her tone was not real friendly. 

“I’ve seen better,” I said without breaking my gaze. 

“You lying pig” she accused.  “You keep it in your pants if you know what is good for you. And don’t be thinking about her, while you are putting it to me” Jan warned. 

Jan and I spice up our sex life now and again with a little fantasizing about fucking other people.  Evidently, this new addition to the neighborhood was too hot and too close for our intimate games. 

We watched on and off the rest of the day.  I more than Jan, which she of course pointed out several times.  I figured I would be on my own tonight.  No way Jan would believe I wasn’t thinking about that perfect ass and those giant tits, while I was pumping her pussy.  It was going to be just me and my right hand. Maybe for several nights. 

Later that afternoon the movers packed up and it became apparent that the husband was the six foot two inch black guy that looked like he could lift the whole moving van by himself.  He had muscles on his muscles and the tightest abs I had ever seen. 

Jan grabbed the binoculars from the cabinet.  I had not had the nerve to trot them out myself.  Not even a close up view of Miss Hottie was worth the ragging that move would have cost me.  But Jan was unabashed and glued her face to the eyepiece.  “Oh fuck” she exclaimed.  “He is a god damned chocolate god”. 

“Well go ahead and stroke yourself.  Don’t mind me” I quipped. 

“Sorry” she replied, “but that man is gorgeous!” 

“You are going to need a smaller bikini” I observed. 

“Don’t be crass” she answered as she scanned up and down the body of Mr. Muscles.  “But you are right and I will probably need bigger boobs” she giggled. 

I moved behind Jan.  She had her own pair of tight shorts.  The view across the street was extreme, but the view right in front of me was not half bad.  Jan didn’t fill her shorts out as well as our new neighbor, but well enough for me.  I circled one arm around her waist to pull her in close and ran the other hand over her tight butt and down between her legs. 

“I knew you were wet” I whispered as she spread her legs a little.  Jan continued to watch and I continued massaging her moistness through her shorts.  The material was not that thick and I traced my fingers firmly up and down her labia.  I could feel her entrance trying to open around the fingers that it couldn’t quite reach. 

“You’re thinking about that big black cock of his, aren’t you?  Put the glasses on his crotch. How big is it?” I whispered in her ear as my fingers kept up their pressure. 

“Hard to tell, but it looks huge” she replied starting to pant. 

I knew that her thoughts were on the new guy, not me, and that was a bit of a downer, but I was thinking about the guy's hot wife and how marvelous her pussy must feel, so what the fuck. 

“Take 'em off,” she urged, her eyes glued to the eyepiece. 

I pushed her shorts and mesh panties to the floor and brought my hand up firmly against her bare wet pussy.  My fingers fanned out, feeling and caressing everywhere along her slit.  Then I slipped three inside.  That made her gasp, but her eyes were still glued to those glasses. 

I wiggled my fingers and pulled them back to stroke the rear of her vaginal wall, then turned them and pushed them forward to give the front wall some attention. 

“Where do you want that huge hard black snake of his?  Your mouth or your cunt or your ass?” I asked, my mouth right up against her ear so she could feel my breath. 

She reached behind herself and clawed at my zipper with one hand, the other hand held the glasses steady.  “I want him to fuck me with that giant black cock.  I want to feel it slide in and out of my pussy and stretch it wider than it has ever been.  Oh God, I bet it will go in so deep.” Jan moaned as she half bent and steadied herself on the couch armrest. 

My cock was out and I rubbed it across her opening, she jerked and was super wet.  I hardly had to push at all, she just sucked it in, but I did give it a hard thrust with my hips and rammed it in all the way. 

“Holy fuck” she moaned as she finally put down the glasses and used both hands to brace herself as I began to pound her in earnest. 

“Oh, Shit.  Oh Fuck.  Damn.  Fuck me, baby.  Fuck me hard like that black stud is going to do. Go in deep baby.  I want to feel your cum,” she yelled as she went into her personal overdrive and slammed her ass back against me as fast and as hard as I was driving into her. 

I didn’t take long to finish.  She had cum once when I first touch her bare cooze and once when I entered her.  We finished at about the same time.  It was a quick fuck, but a powerful one.  She was really into it and the more excited she got the more excited I got.  It was always that way and thinking about that black cock and all those hard muscles really revved her motor and she slammed her ass back into me like her cunt was on fire and I was the extinguisher. 

When I came, I gave her a huge thrust that lifted her off her feet and it felt like I shot an extra load up into her.  Her cunt squeezed around me immediately and clung to my rod like it was her favorite possession.  That kept me hard for a few more strokes and I emptied it into her under full power. 

Jan collapsed over the couch panting and gasping for air.  Her pussy lips quivering open and shut as my white goo oozed out a little. 

I left her to her recovery, grabbed the glasses, and got them up just in time to take one last glimpse of Miss Hottie.  She had on a brown low-cut t-shirt and judging from the way those babies were swinging and the size of the nipple protrusions, she was not wearing a bra,  Her face was angelic, with bright red pouty lips.  I could almost feel them on my limp cock as it dripped the last of its business on the living room rug. 

Then she was gone.  Her husband swept her up in his arms and carried her over the threshold.  He lifted her like she wasn’t even there. His fucking biceps didn’t even bulge.  The contrast of one huge black hand on the pure white shorts that covered her sweet ass cheek stiffened me more than a little. 

Jan had just recovered and sat up.  She noticed the new life in my johnson and her warm mouth closed over it.  I thought of the dark beauty as Jan sucked me in deep and used her magic tongue. 

Life was going to get interesting.  No doubt about that. 

***** 


A Welcome Wagon of One 

Jan's Story: 

I was restless and couldn’t fall asleep.  Dean's snoring was not helping.  I needed to be serviced, but we had too much wine with dinner and my husband went out like a light the minute his head hit the pillow. 

I looked at the clock.  I had been lying there in frustration for forty minutes.  Visions of that new stud across the street played in my mind.  I had never seen such muscles and those abs were unbelievable.  Thoughts of those abs drove my hand down my panties.  I was moist and my fingers ran up and down my slit.  Ohhhh, that is right where I wanted his cock.  It must be huge.  Dean was long but thin.  I had not had a really thick cock in years. 

I inserted my fingers, increasing my wetness.  I worked my long fingers in and out, curling them into a wedge and pumping them quickly.  My other hand sought my clit.  It was a hard little bud and I rubbed it vigorously. 

I thought about his massive body bearing down on me.  He was so powerful, that I would be defenseless.  His black skin crushing me, smashing my small breasts against his massive chest, his huge shaft ripping me open.  Spreading me wider than ever before. 

Then I jerked and cried out.  Release flooded over me. I withdrew my fingers from my opening, my clit shrank to a small, soft wrinkle and I rolled on my side and slipped into a peaceful slumber. 

***** 

People say I could have been a model.  Tall, willowy, with high cheekbones and a perfect complexion.  I cut quite a figure when I was younger.  At thirty-three I still get looks, but there are a few wrinkles, sags, and strands of gray in my blonde hair.  

I am a bit vain.  Most aging beauties are.  It's like we are losing part of who we are.  I guess that is one reason my wardrobe shows so much skin.  I still enjoy being admired, even though the double-takes are getting fewer and fewer. 

I long to be coveted.  Not touched or chased, just lusted after from afar.  It excites me when a man admires me openly, with want in his eyes and desire in his heart.  I freely confess it makes me wet. 

I seldom return the interest.  But every once in a while, when the man looks especially enticing, I can't resist.  Dean and I don't exactly have an open marriage.  But it's not entirely closed either. We have both strayed more than once.  It is not the preferred activity, but it is not a deal killer either.  I love my husband and he is an attentive lover.  But a girl, or a guy, can develop needs.  Itches that the partner just can't quite scratch.  That is just the way we are made. 

I couldn’t wait for Wednesday morning.  Dean was off to play golf and my new neighbor's wife had left for work an hour ago.  It was just me and the black stallion and I was determined to go for a ride. 

I probably should have told my husband what I was planning.  He would not have been pleased, but I usually get to do what I want in the flesh department.  Not sure why I didn’t confess my plans.  It would have excited him to think about me with my legs spread and my wet cunt eagerly swallowing that huge black pole.  It would probably be impossible for him to shoot a decent golf score with his mind on me and what I would be doing. 

I knew exactly what I would wear.  I had been planning it since I first laid eyes on that gorgeous hunk of maleness. My legs are still good.  Actually, they are still fantastic, so a very short skirt was paramount.  My ass is still firm and taut, so it has to be tight across the butt as well. 

The top was the problem.  My boobs are firm but small. They have even been called 'elegant'.  Mesh bra, half bra, or no bra?  I settled on no bra and a sheer see-through blouse.  Men go nuts when they can look right through your top and see your bare cones.  It definitely sends the right kind of signal, if you are looking to get your pussy pumped and that is exactly what I needed from that magnificent dark Adonis. 

I had only been with two black men.  Neither lived up to the legend.  But they also didn’t have the body of my new neighbor.  I was hoping the third time would be the charm.   There had to be some truth to the rumors.  One of these guys had to have my fantasy phallus. 

I hurried across the street.  I didn’t really want the other wives to see me dressed to clearly display my sexual charms.  One peek out the wrong kitchen widow and the neighbor grapevine would be humming with carnal conjecture. 

Drake answered on the first knock.  He took up the whole doorway. 

“Come in pretty lady” he smiled, his eyes wandering lustfully over every inch of me.   He knew exactly why I was there.  A man this gorgeous must develop a sixth sense about which women want to fuck now and which ones want to fuck later.  I was obliviously one of the former. 

I am a tall girl, but Drake towered over me.  Half again as wide as my husband, his chest and shoulders were massive.  He wore a stylish blue shirt, entirely unbuttoned.  His shiny jet-black skin drew my attention like a moth to a flame.  I had to stop myself from reaching out to caress his marvelous physique. 

“A welcome gift,” I said, breaking my gaze away from his incredible body and holding up a deep-dish peach pie.  I am famous for my baking skills. 

“Well it couldn’t have been delivered by a prettier Welcome Wagon” he offered. 

He set the pie on the counter, then turned and gave me another up and down inspection.  I thought my cunt juices would just run down my leg and puddle on the floor.  I was so wet that I was sure he could smell me. 

He had the softest brown eyes.  They just devoured a girl.  This guy could draw me in with just a look.  Like a vampire.  'You will now lift your skirt and stroke yourself.  OK  Fine.  Whatever you say.' 

The only thing that saved me from totally drowning in those mesmerizing eyes, were his frequent glances at my breasts.  My see-through blouse had captured his focus and he was almost salivating.  That made me even wetter and my nipples were actually pulsing. I could feel them throb.  I know when a man wants to put his mouth on me and Drake was primed and ready. 

“You know Barbie is gone for the day” he announced not too subtly. 

“Yes,” I answered meekly, my mouth going dry. 

“So you came to see me?” his voice was soft, seductive, without being presumptuous. 

“Yes” I answered, it was barely a whisper. 

“Would you like a drink?” 

“Very much so” I replied. 

“Something hard,” he asked. 

“Oh God, yes.” 

That brought a smile. 

He wore a pair of bicycle shorts and a blue shirt, unbuttoned and exposing his chest. 

The shorts fit like a glove and right there at his crotch was the fabled huge cock I had dreamed of.  It even flexed and throbbed against the tight material like a coiled snake. 

He mixed me something.  Never knew what, it was brownish yellow, but it was cold and strong and just what I needed. 

I took a sip, more like a gulp. He was still focused on my tits.  He had given up all pretext of eye contact. If he had x-ray vision, my top would have burst into flames. 

“Your wife is so busty.  I wouldn't have expected you to find my little girls so enticing” I said, giving my torso a little wiggle that set my breasts jiggling. 

“They are wonderful” he grinned.  “Let me see them, please.” 

“That is quite a request” I declared.” 

“I am not the one who came over to play peek-a-boo.” 

Well, he sure had a point.  I dressed for trouble and then went looking for it. 

“You first,” I said. “I want to see that incredible build of yours.” 

“But you have seen it” he stated.  This time the smile was impish. 

“I would have remembered that” I answered. 

“Saturday, I was out doing the lawn, sans shirt.  You were watching me with your binoculars.” 

“Oh God! You saw that?”  blood rushed into my face, giving new meaning to the term 'rosy cheeks'. 

Drake shrugged his shoulders, slipped out of his shirt, and laid in on the counter, next to the peach pie.  He was awesome.  Literally muscles on his muscles.  I had seen pictures of men like this in magazines but had never been close to one. 

The fluids in my pussy were gushing.  I wanted those arms around me.  I longed to run my hands over those magnificent pecs, to squeeze those giant biceps.  And those rock-hard abs.  Those I wanted to lick, before going lower of course.  I had to close my mouth because my tongue was starting to hang out and drip. 

He turned around for me.  A complete circle.  I inspected every glorious inch.  God, I needed to fuck. 

“Your turn” he demanded, his eyes eager and focused. 

I gazed at him with my most inviting look.  The one that had never failed to get me laid as I unbuttoned my blouse.  Then I pulled it off, slowly revealing my breasts, one at a time. His eyes locked on my every move.  I dropped my blouse on the floor and gave them another jiggle. 

“Oh fuck” he said.  “You are a tease!” 

“I can be” I admitted, running my tongue across my lips. 

He smiled knowingly.  One of those smiles new lovers give just before they fuck, when they know it is going to be great.  Still smiling, locking gazes with me, he reached down and touched himself, rubbing his cock through his shorts and then straightening it.  He looked huge. 

He closed the four feet between us in a single heartbeat, pressing me against the refrigerator door.  His maleness overwhelmed me.  I was lost in his physical presence.  Our crotches melded, rubbing, humping, seeking.  His mouth was warm and wanting.  Our tongues eager and searching.  My head was swimming.  Lust coursed through every fiber of my being. 

When his huge hand closed over my tiny breast I thought I would faint.  He caressed it lovingly, tenderly, like it was a precious flower.  His big thumb brushed the nipple.  Then again.  Then he pinched it gently, softly and I could feel it between my legs. 

He broke off a deep French kiss, put my whole breast in his mouth and swirled his tongue around my nipple.  My other breast was screaming for attention.  It had been totally ignored. 

I kissed his neck and sucked on his flesh. Both my hands plunged into his shorts, pushing them down, freeing his member.  I grabbed his cock with one hand and cupped his balls with the other.  Oh God, it was thicker than my forearm. 

“Oh that is a nice cock” I sighed wantonly.  I tighten my grip on his shaft, working my fingers along its length.  I fluttered my fingers over his balls.  Squeezing each one separately as I jacked his stiffness. 

I craned my neck and ran a warm wet tongue through his ear. “Fuck me with that big boy” I begged.  “Slide that black snake up into my cunt.  I want you to cum inside of me.” 

He groaned with desperate want.  I felt his cock twitch at my words. 

My tit still in his mouth, his fingers slid up my legs, pushing my hem higher. My pussy was soaked and his fingers slid in like they were moving through warm honey.  His hands were wider than my husband's cock and my pussy pulsed and throbbed and flowed around his digits. 

He started to finger me, but I was already moving my pelvis, fucking his hand, pushing my opening down over his extended fingers.  My cunt flowed over them, swallowing their delicious thickness. I felt the bridge of his hand.  God my cunt was stretched wide.  I pushed harder.  Pain and pleasure rushed through me.  It was hard to tell the difference.  I pushed harder, his thrusts coming fast and forceful.  I opened wide.  The bridge of his hand was right at my gate.  One great flex of my hips and he was in. 

“Ahhhhhhhhh Fuck” I yelled as his whole hand went in. He fluttered his fingers and I moaned in his ear. 

“Make a fist” I pleaded.  “Make a fist lover and fuck me with it.” 

He curled his fingers into a ball, it felt like heaven.  It had been a long time since I had been excited enough to take in a fist.  A huge fist at that.  He twisted it, twirled it and fluttered his fingers, before curling them up again.  Then he pulled it out. 

“Oh Fuck!” my legs buckled, but he held me up.  Suddenly I was lifted into the air.  He set me down on the counter.  I reached out and pushed the pie to the corner, his shirt fell to the floor.  I was lying on my back, my legs pulled up and spread wide.  He plunged his fist back into me, my cunt opened, welcoming him in.  He pumped me furiously.  Sometimes with his fist, sometimes with his four fingers formed into a wedge 

“Uh uh uh uh,” I chanted.  My head was thrown back against the countertop, my hips thrust up to meet his every penetration, my cunt so wet it was making a sloshing sound.  Then he leaned forward and put his mouth on my clit, but he kept fucking me with his huge hand. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”  I barely felt it happen.  One minute I was in ecstasy the next my abdominals were flexing painfully like I had just done a thousand sit-ups. I don't ever remember cuming that hard.  My entire body shook and tingled and it went on for a long time.  Minutes, it seemed like.  I closed my legs, rolled on my side, and rode it out. 

He was watching me when I opened my eyes.  He met my gaze.  “I want your cock inside me,” I said. 

He pulled me to a sitting position and I spread my legs so he could see my wetness.  He reached out and ran two fingers down my slit.  Then pushed my legs wider apart.  I reached for his cock to guide him, but he pulled me off the counter and my cunt slid down over the hardest, thickest shaft it has ever had the pleasure to experience. 

He stepped back and I was off the counter, impaled on his marvelous rod.  He bounced a little with his knees and when I came down it drove it even deeper. Then he started to fuck me and I fucked him right back. 

I had seen this done in porn movies, but I never met a man strong enough to fuck me in a standing position.  I dance like a monkey on a pole.  My cunt throbbing and convulsing. 

Drake bounced me like that until I came again then he walked us to a kitchen chair, with me still impaled.  When he dropped down to a sitting position the fall and gravity rammed it in the deepest yet.  He was so thick I thought I would split open, but it felt unbelievably delicious.  The pain was exquisite, giving a special edge to the ecstasy. 

Drake was still rock hard and a chair fuck is not the best way to make a guy cum.  It is great for the woman, she has all the leverage, and boy did I take advantage of that.  I rammed my cunt down over his cock with a ferocity I had not felt since high school and I didn’t stop until I was completely exhausted, gasping for air. 

Drake was patient with me.  He kept it hard and let me have my fun, while he sucked and caressed my breasts the entire time. 

The chair fuck also gave me time to admire and stroke that marvelous build.  My cunt massaged his cock while my fingers played over his chest and arms and back.  There were muscles everywhere and the sweat we were working up gave them a black sheen.  It was a dream fuck and I was going to make it last. 

I couldn’t believe how much he liked my little tits.  He paid far more attention to them than my husband and that was nice because they are one of my most sensitive spots. 

When I was done, I had cum three more times.  I still straddled his dick and leaned into to kiss his sensuous mouth.  This time it was a deep, romantic kiss.  The kind you give to your lover, not a casual fuck. 

“My turn!  Jump up”  Drake ordered as he slapped me on the ass hard enough to leave a red mark. 

He led me into a bedroom.  I lay on my back and spread my legs.  My wetness seemed to excite him because he was hard again quickly. I stroked myself, showing him right where to put it. 

He knelt in front of me, rubbed his black monster along my slit, then dropped his weight and plunged into me. 

“Ohhhhhhh Goddd” I cried as he began to pump into me.  His body crushing mine.  The power of his hips was a little frightening.  I thought he might drive me right through the mattress. 

His lovemaking was intense.  His thick cock stretching my opening, his massive weight pressing down on me, the overwhelming force of his strokes, his strong hands cupping my ass, pulling me toward each of his hard thrusts.  I got lost in his masculinity.  I could have fucked him forever. 

I came when he came.  A deep body-racking convulsion.  My cunt clamped down on his shrinking tool, milking it for the last of its fluid.  I felt a sense of loss when it slipped out. 

It was late in the afternoon when I crossed the street back to my home.  I could barely walk.  Waddle would be a better description. The sassy swing to my ass had given way to a bow-legged stagger.  We had been fucking most of the day and I was as sore and stretched and probably still dripping.  Anyone watching would immediately recognize the walk of shame. 

If Drake had a flaw it was definitely not staying power.  Length maybe.  His dick was thicker than a Coke can, but it was kind of short.  A cock that thick deserves to be at least eleven inches to give it the proper perspective.  But I am not complaining.  I felt drained and sated but eager for a rematch.   If he had called out from his front porch that he had another bullet to shoot into me, I would have turned right around. 

Drake was a gentle lover.  All of his equipment was jumbo-sized.  Tongue, hands, fingers, cock, but his approach was tender, loving.  I had expected to be ravished.  To be taken like an animal caught in the wild, submitting to the larger more aggressive male of the species.  But that is not what happened.  This man was made for pleasure and he was a master at handing it out in sweet, caring doses. 

***** 


Payback 

Dean's Story: 

On Tuesday morning I was busy doing household chores.  It's part of my deal with Jan.  I often work from home and she fights the commute five days a week.  It's only fair that I do more than half of the chores.  The guys tease me about needing an apron, but she works hard and is in the car almost eight hours a week.  That is an entire workday.  Why shouldn't I chip in? 

I was at the kitchen window emptying the dishwasher when I saw Barbie coming across the street heading straight for my front door.  I watched her for a moment.  She moved with a sexual grace that stirs a man's blood.  Today she wore a tight cotton knit dress that clung to her every curve and Barbie is nothing but curves.  The hem was indecently short and her long legs were a wonder to behold, flashing enough elegant thigh to give a corpse an erection. 

I opened the door the minute she knocked, hoping my apron would cover my state of excitement. 

“Hi Dean” she announced.  “Can I take you up on your offer to swim in your pool?” 

“Sure” I replied.  “Come on in.” 

“Oh wow!  This is a nice house” she observed. 

“Jan hasn't had you over?” I asked. 

“No.  She seems much more interested in my husband.” 

I decided to let that one go by.  “Can I get you a drink?” 

“It's 10:00 in the morning.” 

“It's afternoon somewhere.” 

“I suppose, but it's too early for me.  But don't let me stop you, go ahead.” 

“Too early for me too.  I was just about to take a dip myself.” 

“You normally swim in an apron?” 

“No, I smiled.  Just cleaning up a little.” 

“I think it's great that you help out around the house so much.  That seems to threaten most men's masculinity.  Drake never lifts a finger, but I am supposed to work, plus make house and then be ready when he feels frisky.” 

“That's right you do work.  Is this your day off?” 

“I only work part-time.  I have Tuesday and Thursday off.  Ten-hour shifts Monday, Wednesday, and Friday.” 

Barbie was one of those women that is not exactly pretty, but sexy as hell. Her face is too round to be a classic beauty, but she has an impish smile that screams let's-play and the way her dark eyes sparkle and follow your every movement is captivating.  Barbie never has just one expression.  She is always moving to a new one, her facial muscles continuously in motion, like the waves of a wishing pond. 

She has a slight frame but sports an incredible rack for her size.  Her tits stick out prominently, as round as small basketballs.  Her straight black hair hangs loose around her shoulders and often down into her cleavage.  Just above her forehead, it is razor cut in bangs that fall almost to her dark eyebrows. 

Barbie has a strange way of looking at you.  It is hardly ever straight on.  Instead, she peers at you at an angle.  A habit that displays more white of her eye than color and contrasts sharply with her light brown, almost bronze skin. It is a terribly enchanting trait and she broadcasts a formidable sexual presence. 

Between her ripe young breasts that were spilling out of the top of her dress and the short hem that accentuated her long, taut, flawless legs, my dick was banging against my pants like a prisoner planning a jailbreak.  I was surprised the apron was not moving just below my waist. 

Barbie is always in motion.  Glancing everywhere and nowhere. 

“Maybe I will have that drink,” she said. 

“Any suggestions?” 

“Surprise me” I will drink anything. 

I reached over and opened the freezer.  “We have some of these frozen drink packs.  Take your pick and I'll have one with you.  I am going to change into my  swimsuit and meet you out by the pool.” 

****** 

I came out onto the pool deck and took a chair directly opposite Barbie.  She had placed one of the frozen drink packs in the chair's drink holder.  I had chosen my skimpiest swim briefs and I was still hard.  Why be shy?  I have always figured that any reaction, good or bad, is better than no reaction at all.  At least you are in the game.  And Barbie was a game I wanted to play, very, very badly. 

“Find something you like?” 

“Yeah.  These are great.  I will have to look for them at the store.” 

“Or you could just come over and drink with me.” 

“Well aren't you the flirt,” she smiled her impish grin and her eyes danced.  Leaning forward like she was to engage me more intimately, her cleavage was wide and welcoming.  I wanted to dive right in. 

Barbie knew precisely how sexy she was.  She radiated 'fuck me' messages to every male in a hundred yards.  She moved like a cat, coiling, and uncoiling.  Flowing from one position to another.  The way she was sitting, her hem had to be just a fraction of an inch from her panties. 

It was obvious she had left her bra at home.  And if she was going swimming it was either bare or she had a suit stuffed in her bag.  A relatively small bag.  I didn't see how there could be enough cloth in there to cover even one of those great round tits. 

Barbie knew where I was looking.  Exactly where she must have wanted me to look, dressed as she was.  I did raise my gaze periodically to make eye contact with those playful brown orbs of hers, but each time I did, it just made it more apparent that I had just been looking at her other orbs and enjoying the view. 

Neither of us said much for a few minutes.  We spent the time sipping our drinks and fully inspecting one another.  It wasn't exactly a full eye fucking, but it was certainly visual foreplay. 

“You are an extremely sensual woman,” I said. 

“That is an interesting choice of words.  You sound like you are describing a bottle of wine or an exotic chocolate.” 

“Talk about an interesting choice of words.” 

Barbie just returned an enigmatic smile. 

“If you have come to swim, do you have a suit in that little bag?” 

“Emphasis on the word little?” she teased. 

“I would love to see you in any suit that would fit in that bag.” 

“It covers the strategic parts.” 

“Being?” 

“My nipples and my slit” she grinned, her eyes teased and danced playfully. 

“Speaking of nipples,” I said, nodding my head toward the two large ones that were poking through her dress.  They had grown considerably during our verbal and visual sparring and now appeared to be as hard as my cock. 

Barbie uncrossed her legs and slid her body forward in the chair.  I glimpsed a bare pussy during the movement, a flash of something shiny, and a well-tended black patch of hair.  She leaned closer in her chair, her cleavage both closer and more incredible.  I could look right down and see the base of her huge breasts.  God, they looked like ripe melons, ready to be plucked and sucked. 

“You do know that your wife is fucking my husband, don't you?” 

Barbie put one hand on my thigh as she leaned into me.  Our eyes met and locked.  The playfulness was gone.  Replaced by a challenge. 

“And what do you propose we do about that?” I asked. 

“That depends on what you are hiding in your pants” she winked. 

I took her hand that was on my thigh and pulled it further up my leg.  She had a warm touch.  I knew she would.  Everything about this broad was first class, sexually speaking.  I pulled her hand up and rubbed it along my bulge then down between my legs.  My eyes never left her cleavage.  I watched a drop of sweat work its way down her magnificent mammary and then slide deeper into her cleavage. 

She snaked her hand under my chair, feeling and kneading my balls, softly, insistently, like they were a precious find and she didn’t want to break them.  The other hand pulled down my trunks and stroked my cock gently, but firmly, with the same reverent approach. 

“That is nice” she cooed.  Her voice was low and full of want. 

She was on her knees and tasting my shaft in one fluid motion.  The hand caressing my balls withdrew and joined the one jacking my shaft. 

I was still mesmerized by her amazing cleavage, but I shifted my focus for a moment.  I didn’t want to miss the sight of those thick sensual lips closing over the head of my dick.  She held it steady with her left hand, squeezing it tenderly about two inches below the head, then licked it teasingly.  Swirling her tongue around the tip, then up and down the entire shaft. 

She worked her way back up, showering it with kisses, then enveloped the tip lightly with her lips.  My cock throbbed and jerked as she began to gently suck.  She responded by squeezing it firmly, lustfully.  Her whole fist tightening around it. 

I took a dress strap in each hand and peeled them back, lowering them over her shoulders.  She accommodated me by slipping each arm out one at a time, without ever missing a stroke on my cock.  I pushed the dress down around her waist, exposing those incredible breasts.  They were perfectly round. At first, I thought they were silicone.  They were so fucking idyllic, they must have been sculpted.  But no, they were real.  Soft and supple and warm and much more than a handful.    I ran my hands over their flawless curvature, marveling at their perfection.  I ached to take them in my mouth, to rub my cock between them.  I wanted those tits even more than I wanted her pussy. 

Barbie was the opposite of my wife.  A subdued beauty with a model's facial bone structure.  But she also has a model's body, tall and thin with small breasts and tiny nipples.  She throws one hell of a fuck. She opens her legs and welcomes a cock like part of her has been missing and she needs it back.  She is an exceptionally randy woman and drains my balls eagerly, even after all these years. 

But Barbie is round and curvy and tingling with sexual energy.   She is one of those women that arouses a man, just by moving across the room or making eye contact. 

I took one magnificent breast in each hand.  They were heavy.  Had to be a couple of pounds each. Huge nipples.  I squeezed them both and she moaned.  They were rock-hard.  Barbie had my whole cock down her throat and she was bobbing her head up and down like a toy on a spring. 

She looked up and my dick made a popping sound as it dropped from her lips.  “I like long cocks.  Your is much longer than Drake's.“ 

“I thought black studs all had giant hammers?” I replied. 

“Not all of them.  I have seen some pretty pathetic equipment and they weren't all on white guys.  His is a lot thicker than yours and there is something to be said for having your pussy stretched.  But a long one can reach up and scratch a girl where she needs scratching.  And that curve you have is just perfect.  You're gonna slide that wonderful wand right along my front vaginal wall and I'm gonna reward you with the best fuck of your life.” 

I didn’t answer her.  My cock was too busy throbbing. 

“If I suck you off, will you be able to service me?” she asked. 

“No question and I took a Viagra just to be sure.” 

“Just now, when you went to change?” 

“Yes.” 

“Pretty sure of yourself,” she teased, giving my wand a playful tug. 

“Just prepared” I answered.  “You are too luscious to pass up.” 

“Well aren't you sweet,” there was that impish grin again.  “I guess I will have to dream up something special for you.” 

She started to lower her head back down over my cock.  She was a master of the oral arts and had maybe the sweetest mouth that had ever worked my dick, but I wanted my cock between those tits.  I fucking ached for that. 

But first I grabbed her by the back of her hair and pulled her lips to mine.  Our mouths dueled desperately, eager for contact.  Long, sensuous kisses.  Deep searching tongues. 

“You taste good” she whispered, between kisses. 

“I want to fuck your tits” I declared. 

“I was hoping you would” she giggled, sending her tongue in deep, then sucking on mine. 

At the same time, she reached her hand down and cupped my balls, then ran her fingers up and down my length.  Then she knelt and enclosed my cock in those marvelous breasts.   She squeezed them tight against my stiffness and jacked me with her soft, warm flesh. 

It has been a long time since I had a titty fuck.  Jan has nice little boobs, but not enough cleavage for a decent cock rub.  But Barbie was built for it. 

My cock pulsed and surged at the contact.  I pumped her cleavage with long slow thrusts.  Each time my prick head popped through the top she lowered her pouty lips and sucked on the tip, swirling her tongue expertly. 

Besides the Viagra, I had slipped on a cock ring.  I was taking no chances.  I wanted to enjoy this fantastic creature as long as possible.  My cock slid up and down her cleavage like it was custom made for my personal pleasure.  I felt like exploding, but I held off as long as possible.  The feel of her tits was just too exquisite to give up. 

“I am coming” I cried out.  “I can't hold it.” 

Barbie plunged her mouth down over my shaft, her lips touching my pubic hairs.  Then she pulled back clamping her wonderful mouth around my top four inches.  That is when I exploded. 

She squeezed the base of it and jacked it gently.  Coaxing out every last drop of milk and gulping it down.  I squirted in pulses, my dick throbbing as it emptied.  Toward the end of the stream, she swirled her tongue around my tip.  The pleasure was so intense I almost came again. 

Barbie got to her feet and came into my arms offering deep languid kisses while her hands roamed my body searching for any spot that caused arousal.  Her body poured into mine, molding like warm plaster.  My cock throbbed between her legs, looking for an entrance. 

I put my hand between her long luscious legs.  She was soaking and I found a bit of jewelry.  I touched it softly, barely moving the silver ring near her clit. 

“What do I do here?  I don't want to hurt you” I said. 

“That's called a triangle piercing.” 

She slid her fingers down and guided my fingers gently over her clit.  Just rub here, the ring will do its work.  It goes under my clit.  Leave the ring alone for now and stick to the skin around it.  I will show you how to use it later.  When I get going, that little baby is going to send me over the fucking moon. 

I did as instructed and rubbed her hard little bud.  Softly, tenderly at first, then harder and faster.  Her breathing shortened and I increased my speed, my fingers were flying over it and she was pulsing out plenty of lubrication. 

Suddenly she tensed and cried out “Oh God!” thrashing her legs and jerking her whole body.  She rested for a moment and I slid my fingers into her opening.  She lay still while I caressed her labia and probed her entrance, then she rolled against me. 

My cock was between her legs.  She rubbed it with her pubic hair and covered my ear with her warm wet mouth.  Her tongue swirled in and I heard her whisper in a breathy voice.  “I like it a little rough.” 

My cock surged at her words. 

“Don't hit me, but be a man and take me.  I get enough of that romantic shit at home” she added. 

We were lying on our sides and I flipped her over suddenly.  She landed on her back.  She spread her legs and reached down, searching for my cock.  I grabbed her right leg and pushed it up high over her head.  Her cunt spread wide and she guided me in. 

I felt her pussy close around my cock head and lunged as I drove into her with all my weight.  Her warmth closed around me.  Every cell in my cock was tingling with pleasure.  Her pussy was incredible. 

“Oh fuck!.  How long is that?” she moaned. 

I didn't answer I just started to plunge into her with long, forceful thrusts.  She tried to lower her right leg, but I jammed it back and hooked it with my arm.  I reached around and fondled her breast, squeezing it roughly.  Mauling it and rolling her hard nipples against my palms. 

She responded by arching into me.  I pressed down and tightened my grip on her tits.  She jacked her hips up to meet my thrusts and I grabbed her other leg and doubled it back also, one foot on each side of her head. 

I kissed her hard as I pushed her legs down, spreading her cunt wider and going in deeper.  She bucked back at me, willingly taking all that I could offer. 

I put my hands on her heels to hold her legs down and swung my hips savagely,   increasing the power of my penetrations.  My assault was brutal.  I was going in deep and from her violent response, Barbie was loving it.  Her cunt walls clung to my shaft with exquisite pressure as she lunged her body up to meet each of my thrusts. 

She matched me stroke for stroke.  Her fluids flooded our loins, my cock slick with her discharge.  The sloshing sound added to our ardor and I could smell her need.  I fucked even harder, my nostrils filled with her scent. 

The Viagra and the cock ring were doing their job.  My shaft was hard as steel.  I  rammed it into her with relentless ferocity.  Pounding her mercilessly. We were both panting like racehorses dashing for the finish. 

Barbie slipped her hand down between us and worked her clit ring. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Fuccccck” she went off almost immediately, throwing her body around wildly.  She was a strong girl, but I was stronger and held her down and fucked harder.  Stabbing my cock into her viciously. 

Her spasms resided and she resumed thrusting up against me, swallowing my cock with her tight cunt mouth.  Eager for the next stroke, moaning and whimpering with each powerful intrusion. 

“I am cuming” I whispered. She surged up at my words, her body wrapping me in a welcoming cocoon of carnal joining. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Fuck”  The force of my orgasm surprised me.  My cum shot into her with the power of a fire hose.  My cock pumping it out in a series of forceful squirts.  Her cunt walls closed tighter, spasming around my shaft, milking out every last drop. 

We lay there for a while.  Neither of us moving.  I tried hard not to drift off.  Falling asleep on this beauty would not bode well for a replay. 

Barbie was the first to speak.  “God you go in so deep.” 

“My pleasure Madam” I replied. 

“You still good?” she reached out to touch my dick.  Testing it with a gentle squeeze.  It responded by hardening just a little. 

“Wonderful” she announced in a sexy laugh.  “You and I are going to be great friends!” 

***** 

We took most of the day to get acquainted in and out of the sack.  We explored every opening and combination of openings.  Barbie was a tigress and came more than any woman I had ever met. 

I was drained when I watched her lovely ass swing its way back across the street.  My cock was sore and limp and I hoped to God that Jan would not want to play tonight. 

The highlight of the day was when Barbie borrowed a few items from Jan’s and my personal toy box.  I shoved a pink five-beaded dildo up her lovely ass, then fucked her with my long, thin dick.  She said it was just like a real double penetration, without the bullshit of dealing with two fragile male egos.  I thought she would never stop screaming. 

***** 


Good Neighbors Share 

Dean's Story: 

It was a balmy summer evening, Not too hot and not too cold.  Just right for barbecue and buggery. 

The Joneses had come to dinner and my wife Jan looked ravishing in her scandalously short mini-skirt and tube top.  She had the best legs in town, maybe in the state and tonight they were on full display.  Not for me.  For Drake Jones. 

Drake was tending the fire and testing the steaks.  He was supposedly a master of the backyard grill.  I was withholding judgment until I tasted the end product. It was more than a little male rivalry.  I had serious issues with the man.  He had been fucking my wife for several weeks. 

It was easy to see her point.  When they dealt out the genetics, Drake got all the good cards.  Handsome face, stern jaw, broad shoulders, very broad.  The guy was a wall of muscle.  My dick is longer, but I have been told his is much thicker.  A real cunt stretcher. 

It was obvious that Jan was interested in more than his culinary talents.  She had another skill set in mind.  Jan sidled up to him and looped her arm over his shoulder.  The contrast between black and blonde was somehow erotic.  It excited me to see them close together, even though she was my beloved spouse, sworn to my fidelity. 

“Are they done?” she asked, peering into the fire. 

“Almost” Drake answered, snaking his arm around her waist and pulling her tight against him.  Her body molded willingly into his.  Then he moved his hand down and cupped her right cheek.  His huge hand covered it completely.  His fingers flexed as he gave it a loving caress.  A possessive caress. 

She turned her head up and kissed him, mouth open, exchanging tongues.  The hand on her ass tightened and moved slightly to sink into her crack. 

“Get me another beer, Babe,” he asked. 

She did as requested and I watched her walk away.  My eyes followed that lovely ass, that was supposed to be mine.  Jan leaned over to grab a bottle from the ice chest.  The skirt was short and rode up exposing the rear of her slit.  The bitch had left her panties at home. 

To be entirely fair, the situation was not completely one-sided.  I had been fucking his wife Barbie.  But only twice.  Jan and Drake seemed to be going at it every day.  What really got my male goat, was the fact that he was fucking them both regularly and seemed to be keeping them both reasonably satisfied.  By my count the score was about thirty to four or five if you count the number of times I enjoyed my wife in the past few weeks. 

Our marriage has had a few bouts with infidelity, but this was way over the top.  It was like Drake had two wives and I was the bachelor across the street.  I either had to get some balance in the situation, or start looking around the neighborhood for some side action. 

Jan delivered the beer, gave Drake's butt a quick squeeze, and took a seat in a chair opposite me.  As she was crossing those incredible legs, Drake said “God I love those long legs of yours.” 

I loved them two and both Drake and I could look right up her skirt and see that she was ready for whatever was being served. 

I scowled and downed the last of my beer.  Barbie watched the whole exchange and brought me a new cold one. 

“Here Lover,” she announced loudly, then crawled into my lap. 

Barbie was dressed in some Polynesian or Hawaiian-type wrap-around that showed a lot of leg and even more of her ample bosom.  I thought her tits were going to pop right out of the thin material. 

Her move was not lost on Jan and when Barbie whispered into my ear and rubbed her hands across my bare chest, I saw a little fire in Jan's eyes. 

“Dinner is ready” declared Drake. 

Conversation at dinner was more than a little stilted.  We got it going a couple of times, but it soon died to an awkward silence. 

I cleared off the table and stacked the dishes on the kitchen counter and in the sink.  I was glad to get a few minutes to myself.  Jan had prepared one of her elegant desserts, but it didn’t seem the appropriate time to trot it out.  So I left it in the frig. 

When I returned to the party they were all three curled up together, chatting away.  The temperature of the group had changed and I was wondering if I was the odd man out in my own home. 

“Did I miss something?” I asked. 

“Not really.  We just decided that we might as well do what we came for” answered Jan, rising to her feet. 

“I thought we came to get better acquainted” I replied. 

“I think we came to fuck” declared Jan as she tossed her tube top and stood with her hands on her hips.  Her small, but perfect breasts wiggled to a stop.  She looked ravishing and I wanted her back.  A least most of her. 

Barbie left Drake's lap and wrapped her arms around my neck, blending her body into mine and sliding her tongue into my mouth.  I reacted quickly, putting both hands on her butt cheeks and pulling her crotch into mine. 

Jan turned to watch us and Drake came up behind her and cupped each of her perfect cones one in each hand.  He kneaded them for a moment, then slid one hand down and worked her crotch. 

Jan moaned and pressed his hand more firmly against her mound. 

There was lust in Jan's blue eyes.  She was eager to have this man inside her.  I knew her moods and her facial expressions.  Jan was in heat.   She didn’t just want it.  She needed it. 

I loosened the tie on Barbie's dress and spun her around.  Both huge breasts sprang into my hands.  I palmed the nipple then cupped their base, one in each hand.  As if presenting them to Drake. 

He nodded and I tweaked each nipple with my thumbs.  Barbie reached her hand behind her and felt for my cock. 

Jan pushed Drake's hand a few inches down and then pushed it up between her legs, exposing her cunt opening.  He ran his fingers up and down her slit, then curled three digits that he slipped inside. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhh” moaned Jan, her legs buckled, but Drake held her up effortlessly. 

Jan laid her head back on Drake's shoulder for a moment but then opened her eyes and watched my hand teasing Barbie's entrance and rubbing her labia between my fingers. 

“Barbie groaned and pressed back against me as I squeezed and teased around her opening.  I could only surmise that she was watching her husband finger Jan as Jan was watching us. 

Drake was mostly focused on his wife who was squirming and thrashing like my hand was an electric probe that fed directly into her pleasure centers.  But we did make eye contact a couple of times.  The first time he immediately lifted Jan off her feet.  Holding her up by a hand on one breast as he pumped his fingers furiously between her legs.  Plunging his long, thick fingers with the speed of a jigsaw.  Fuck, his fingers were probably thicker than my dick. 

I picked up the speed on Barbie.  He might be bigger, but I could be faster.  Barbie was panting soft sighs each time I plunged in and when I picked up the pace it just became one continuous whimper. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh” I won.  Barbie came first, doubling over in her climax and almost falling. 

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Fuck” but Jan was louder and longer.  Drake clasp her to him and let her ride it out. 

Barbie sank to a poolside mat and rested.  Drake set Jan down gently on a lounge chair.  Barbie had been working my dick with the hand behind her back and it was half hanging out, so I dropped my shorts.  My prick stood straight out a full ten inches. 

Barbie saw her husband eyeing my johnson and quipped, between deep breaths, “Isn't that a great cock, honey!  See how it's curved.  Perfect for hitting my G.” 

Drake was not as impressed as his lovely wife.  But then again, it was not for him. 

Drake pushed his shorts off and kicked them away.  An impressive piece of meat hung, half-hard between his massive legs.  If it was six inches all stretched out I would be surprised, but it was as thick as a summer sausage.  The wine bottle we drained during dinner was thinner. 

We stood there fully naked, eyeball to eyeball.  Our wives still panting from their workouts.  Me wishing my dick was thicker, and Drake wishing his was longer.  Then the girls started to giggle, which turned into a full-throated laugh.  It took a while, but we both realized it was time for the macho crap to be over. 

***** 

Things got serious, sexually speaking when the girls decided to break out the toys.  Barbie held up the black double dildo with a shout of glee.  I glanced at Jan to see if she was up for that.  She didn’t look eager, but neither was she scowling.  It was going to be an interesting evening. 

Turns out that we were all a bunch of voyeurs and exhibitionists and more than willing to engage in situations that would make our neighbors blush.  At least some of the more straight-laced ones. 

Drake and I were a good combination.  Based on the screams of the ladies, they loved that thick cunt shredder of his and he wielded it with power and skill.  But they were also partial to my lengthy wand.  It could reach in deep and scratch itches that lesser members left untouched.  Between the two of us, there were both fucked proper. 

There was too much action to go into detail.  Suffice it to say that we all woke up in the same bed, the rude light of the sun streaming in to disturb our slumber.  The highlight of the night was when Barbie rode me reverse cowgirl and Jan did the same on Drake.  He and I positioned ourselves so that the wives were facing one another as they impaled themselves on our respective poles. 

As their carnal juices flowed more liberally, the girls began to fondle one another.  At first, it was just some tentative touching, which quickly turned to soft caresses.  They started with their tits and soon Barbie was sucking on Jan's perfect little cones, while Jan was squeezing Barbie's huge balloons as ardently as I do. 

I could only catch glimpses of the action.  Barbie's lovely body often blocked my view as she energetically slid up and down on my shaft.  Jan looked a little surprised with Barbie gave her a tender kiss and even more startled with her tongue entered the action.  But her responses were quick and enthusiastic. 

Their hands were soon roaming wantonly over each other.  Eagerly worshiping the female form.  It didn’t take them long to find one another's clits.  Jan must have instinctively known what to do with Barbie's pubic jewelry because Barbie squirmed like a worm on a hook and her cunt clamped down on my dick like a velvet vice. 

***** 

After I got to know Drake I discovered he was a pretty nice guy and we had a lot in common.  That Jan had such heat for him still bothered me some, but while she was fucking Drake, they could hardly complain when I dipped into Barbie.  Something I was doing a lot.  Jan loved Drake's thick cunt stretcher and Barbie liked the way mine reached in deep and fit perfectly up her ass.   On balance, I couldn’t complain.  Give a little, get a little.  Especially when periodic threesomes are on the table. 

Life is good! 

***** 

If you like this story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM or GoodReads.com 

For other novels, novellas, and anthologies, please visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff 

Readers of “Thrillers” will enjoy the “Jack Straw Adult Noir Adventure Series” that mixes high adventure with no-punches-pulled sexual encounters.  
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