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“There’s a moving truck out there.” Patrick commented. We’d both known that the house across the road was bought, but the old neighbours had been a bit cranky. Rachel was happy to see them move away and hoped that it meant someone younger was moving in. Their neighbourhood was gentrifying slowly.

In their thirties they were considered fairly young for the area but had both been successful and able to support themselves to buy something, especially without kids in the picture.

“That’s good. I definitely wasn’t sorry to see the Andersons go.”

“Rumour is the new owner is black.”

That shouldn’t have mattered at all, but in a mid sized town for some reason it was news. Any different ethnicity was somehow something to talk about.

The truck wasn’t a full sized one, which meant maybe the occupant was alone. That sometimes didn’t bode well because it was simply one retiree moving out in place of another. Someone else to shake their fist if they put out their garbage too early or played music too loud in the backyard. The Andersons had been notorious for calling bylaw if anything went even slightly different than their expectations.

It was why Rachel wasn’t sad to see them go. There was nothing worse than being watched like a hawk. As she peered out the window, she hoped that whoever the new family or person was, they were at least going to keep to themselves.

Instead, she was treated to a gorgeous dark-skinned man walking out onto the front porch. He was definitely the new occupant, because he was directing the movers as they hustled boxes inside. And there didn’t seem to be any other occupants with him.

He was wearing a golf shirt that was stretched tight across a broad chest and round shoulders. Biceps bulged when he grabbed a box of his own and carried it inside, and Rachel was treated to a really nice ass filling out a pair of khaki shorts.

“Looks like the rumours are right.”

Hmm. Hot, possibly single and…black.

She had to give her head a shake. It was stupid to see only one aspect of a person, that being their skin colour, and think about the fact he might be single. Like she was hoping it was the case. A sexy man across the street.

This new neighbour didn’t have to keep to himself, that was for sure. He was gorgeous.

Rachel had an amazing life. Her husband Patrick provided everything she needed and was a stable rock for her when required. Good job, stable life, fantastic house. And a…well, decent sex life. Nothing she could ever complain about.

But she’d always harbored a sexual fantasy about black men. There was something so…attractive about them. In high school she’d dated a boy of colour and it had been forbidden by her backwards, small town family. Maybe it was the fact she had never been allowed to explore.

A few hookups in university, one of which resulted in a one night stand she had never forgotten. A guy had picked her up in a bar and they’d spent the night in a motel, fucking all night like animals. He was the most endowed man she’d ever been with and showed her why a lot of women appreciated big black men. It was definitely a thing. Something she thoroughly enjoyed. But she’d never seen him again.

Then of course she’d met Patrick in university and he was a wonderful man. Good looking, outgoing, sporty just like her. Everything she’d ever wanted in a long term relationship. And their sex life was great, for the most part. There just always seemed to be something missing somehow.

She’d sacrificed spice for stability. A big dick for a guy who went down on her like a virtuoso and always made her orgasm first. It was satisfying…most of the time. And the great thing was, he didn’t mind watching her flirt with other men sometimes. In fact, sometimes he encouraged it as a way to be playful. It was always fun.

Whenever they went south and she had exposure to sexy black men from the islands, it was impossible not to have fantasies. And it always resulted in some incredibly explosive sex, even more so than usual in a vacation hotel room. Thinking about dark skin, muscles, and the reputation that most black men had massive endowments was kind of a fetish of hers.

One that Patrick happily indulged. He was always open to temptation. It was kind of a hot part of their sexual dynamic, and when he gave her free reign to flirt with other men and then got her all hot and bothered, their sexual fun afterwards was always incredible. But she’d never taken the plunge. It was only a fantasy. The closest she’d ever gotten was a makeout session that Patrick watched but then the guy got freaked out.

“He’s outside. I’m going to go over and introduce myself.” She said. I’m just being a good neighbour, right? “I’ll be right back.”

Before Patrick could say anything, she was out the door and walking across the quiet road towards the moving truck. Waving at the man on the porch, he smiled down at her. Up close, he was even more gorgeous. Massive and manly. The tight shirt clung to his upper body and his shorts even clung to his thighs. His face had a light amount of shadow on it, which only made him sexier. And bright eyes that looked at her as his friendly face made her feel very welcome. She walked up to the porch and offered her hand.

“Hi! I’m Rachel. My husband Patrick and I live across the road. Welcome to the neighbourhood! Thought I’d come over and introduce myself. We’re really happy to see someone younger moving in here.”

“Well thank you, Rachel.” he took her hand, and his massive paw almost enveloped hers. “I’m Shawn. Just moved here from the city. This seems like a great place.” He lingered with his hand on hers. Eyes glanced down at her wedding ring as if sizing it up. There was an air of confidence around him that was unmistakeable.

Yep. And really, really boring. “Well, it’s certainly quiet. But it’s a great place to settle down. I see you’re getting everything moved in. Do you need anything? If you do, feel free to just knock on the door and ask. We moved here a few years ago and got some help when we forgot something.”

It was hard living in the suburbs. Rachel enjoyed a faster pace and Patrick was fine to be relaxed most of the time, but she had definitely been craving something more over the past few months. Now that the world was opening up again, she was eager to go out with her friends. Go dancing. Flirt. And then come home to her somewhat boring husband ready for action.

His brow wrinkled. “Actually, do you have a vacuum cleaner I could use? Mine seemed to bite the dust during the move somehow and I want to get this place cleaned up properly. Could I borrow yours for a bit? If it’s not too much to ask.”

It was almost so generic. Two people talking about vacuums when all Rachel could think about was how damned good he smelled. There was a faint scent of some type of musky cologne.

“Of course! No problem!” Rachel said. Probably too fast. “I’ll go grab it.”

When she returned to the house Patrick commented on her sudden friendliness. “Jesus babe. A single guy moves in next door and you can’t wait half an hour?”

She flushed. “He wants to borrow our vacuum. His name is Shawn. And shut up.”

Patrick knew her better than anyone, and he also teased her a lot about other guys. There was a very subtle vibe to it, but they had never gone beyond harmless flirting and making fun of each other.

He laughed. “Well, that’s a good excuse to get you coming back. We can get you a sexy maid outfit and maybe you can clean his place for him. Bend over a lot. I’m sure he loves the booty.”

Rachel stuck out her tongue. “Hey! I’m just being nice like people were nice to us.”

“Riiiiight.” Patrick laughed. “I somehow wonder if he was sixty or a woman if he’d be getting the same treatment. And your headlights are showing.”

She looked down and realized that without a bra, the fact she was turned on had her nipples like hard points under her tank top. A flush slid over her face. Was it that obvious?  

Rachel walked over holding the vacuum cleaner and Shawn met her on the front porch. “Here you go. This should do the trick. It’s one of those super duper suburb specials.”

“Thanks, Rachel.” His eyes raked up and down her body. “It’s nice to have such friendly neighbours.” She realized that she’d walked out of the house wearing only her yoga pants and a tank top. Her nipples were hard as rocks and they were definitely in view. Not that showing herself off was a problem, really.

She had to admit, it was nice getting checked out. There was such limited opportunity to meet new people unless it was through work, and they’d been working from home for months. Just now the world was starting to open up and she felt liberated again.

Patrick was watching from across the road, but Rachel felt liberated. And the man in front of her was just so damned gorgeous. Just like her tank top betrayed that she wasn’t wearing a bra, she was happy her panties weren’t creating a damp spot down below.

“Just let us know if you need anything else.”

“I will definitely do that.” His low voice was so hot. And the way his eyes kept staring at her as she turned around was even hotter. “Definitely.” He lingered a bit as she walked away. Like he was enjoying watching her from behind.

When she returned home Patrick looked at her and laughed. He knew her better than anyone in the world, and when she was attracted to someone, he had no issue with it.

But they always talked about everything. That night they lay in bed together and Patrick finally brought it up.

“So, looks like we finally have a young, single neighbour.”

“Mmm?” Rachel had to pretend she wasn’t even listening. Meanwhile, all afternoon she’d been thinking about nothing else but Shawn. She’d almost stolen into the bedroom when he was watching television for some alone time with her vibrator.

“You think he’s attractive? Sexy?”

Rachel looked at him. It was kind of a challenge, but there was a different feeling in the air. What if she told him she was?

“He’s very attractive. You know I’ve always had a fantasy about…that.”

“Yeah, I know. A black guy. Do you think he’s packing?”

Her body was starting to respond. Throwing caution to the wind, she decided to go along with whatever she felt, hoping that Patrick would be okay with it. “I’ve heard they are really huge. And…” she locked eyes with him. “It would be fun to find out.”

She was wearing her usual pyjamas, which wasn’t much less than what she’d been wearing earlier when she met Shawn. Two small pieces of fabric that clearly showed her nipples were hard as rocks and now without panties on she could feel how slick her thighs were. Ready for anything.

Patrick’s eyes widened a bit and she saw he was shaking with nervousness. “You mean you want to…”

Feeling heat between her legs, Rachel slid over and pushed her body up against his. She was horny, there was no denying it. “I might want to. Would that be okay?” Her hand slid down and she found out not only was he getting hard, his cock was already hard. As a rock. “Hmm…feels like somebody likes what they’re hearing.” Moving her hand under his waistband, she took a firm hold of his erection and Patrick gasped, moving his hips.

“I bet his cock is massive. I’d love to feel it in my mouth.” Rachel moved the covers off his body and tugged down his pants. The rock hard cock she felt jutted straight up. Patrick sighed and Rachel moved her mouth closer, knowing exactly what he wanted her to do. Blowjobs were rare, not that she didn’t enjoy them, but usually their sex was fast and routine. He slid down his pants and took them off.

“Yeah? You want to get fucked by a big black cock?” Patrick sighed. His cock was dripping with precum. Rachel slowly slid her mouth over it, enjoying hearing him gasp with pleasure. It was easy to tease him, and she enjoyed it. Especially talking about Shawn.

He tasted somehow different. Better. Not the same as always. It was making her hot. Just talking and thinking about Shawn and the fact Patrick might entertain the idea of them being together was enough to get her to really enjoy sucking his cock.

Sliding down more, she pulled on him hard with her lips and used her tongue to bathe him, enjoying the way he tasted and felt. And the response was his hands in her hair and pushing his cock down her throat. When she gasped and released him, he was moaning. Stroking him now that he was slick with her saliva, she teased his sensitive underside with her thumb.  

Moving up his body, she whispered directly into his ear. “I want his hands all over me. His big cock in my pussy. I’m so wet right now just thinking about it. I bet he knows just how to fuck me. My pussy is fucking dripping right now.”

“Oh shit…Rachel…” Patrick gasped. His cock began to twitch. She squeezed him harder and moved her hand faster. It was time to send him over the edge.

“Just imagine me moaning his name, watching his dick slide into my pussy. I bet he’d stretch me wide open and fuck me so hard. Oh, Shawn…” she began to moan as she stroked Patrick even faster. “Fuck me…yes, fuck meeeee…that fucking big cock in my pussy…oh, fuck my dirty married pussy while my husband watches…”

Suddenly Patrick cried out and bucked his hips violently, a massive spurt ejaculating from his cock head. It flew high enough that Rachel gasped and felt it coat her hand and forearm. His whole body twitched hard. “Holy SHIT…oh my God…” The cock in her hand flowed with more cream. “Rach…wow…” There was a copious amount of cum leaking from him.

“Wow…” Rachel giggled. “Apparently you were holding something back.” She kissed him gently and he returned it with passion, his body still twitching. As they kissed she felt his body shaking against hers. It was amazing how strong his reaction had been.

“Jesus. That’s the hardest I’ve cum in a long time. It was amazing.”

“That really turned you on, didn’t it?”

Patrick nodded. “We’ve talked about it before. Maybe the timing is right.”

Just thinking about it had Rachel quivering herself. Finally a fantasy both of them had for a long time was going possibly come true. The closest they ever got before was during a vacation when she made out with another man on a dance floor. She’d been tipsy enough to want to go further and so was Patrick. It told them both that they were willing, just had to find the right man.

But seeking out another opportunity just hadn’t happened. Shawn was the ideal person to attempt to seduce. And the icing on the cake was she was really attracted to him.

“So, are you saying if I see a chance, I get a hall pass?” A sudden thrill passed through her body. It surprised her how excited she was at the idea of having permission to cheat, and with such a gorgeous man.

His eyes turned serious. “We talk about everything. And nothing happens without me knowing. Communication, right?”

“Of course. I’d never do anything alone. But…” her hand stroked his cock again. “Obviously we can have some fun with it.”

“Well, that was definitely lots of fun.” He said, leaning in to kiss her again. Their chemistry was always undeniable. She drifted off to sleep, his hand gripping her hip while having fantasies about a sexy black man hovering over her body while his gorgeous muscles flexed.

When she woke up, Rachel was surprised and disappointed to find that Patrick had already left the bed. She was horny. Thinking about Shawn all night had her ready for anything, and she would have happily let Patrick enjoy a really good romp in the hay to begin their day.

Thankfully it was the weekend and they didn’t have to both hit their laptops early. She listened a bit and didn’t hear anything. Patrick was probably outside working on the lawn or something like that.

Reaching into her bedside table she grabbed her vibrator. There was no way to quell the feelings she was having without taking care of business. The shorts she was wearing were quickly off and when she touched herself between her legs her slit was dripping wet. A fantasy easily flew into her mind.

His massive hands sliding down her hips, kissing lightly across her breasts. Teasing the nipples that he’d made so hard. She could feel his massive cock hard between her thighs and spread them eagerly to receive it. With all the slickness coating her pussy, he eased the head through her tight hole and stretched her wide, making her gasp out loud.

Looking up, she could see his brawny shoulders and thick arms flexing while his body rocked on top of her, every thrust making the flames inside her climb higher and higher. When she finally went over the edge, she wrapped her legs around him and cried out his name while she squeezed his thick cock with her pussy.

“OH…SHAWN…YES…” she heard herself gasp as the vibrator made her clit spasm hard and she violently came on her marriage bed. Fantasizing about another man fucking her. Panting, she quickly came down, somewhat satisfied. But the conversation from the night before still lingered in her mind. How Patrick had been so turned on when she talked about what she truly wanted.  

Thankfully her vibrator had done the trick, and she quickly dressed and joined Patrick in the garden, none the wiser about what she’d just done. The day passed relatively routinely until her phone pinged with a text from her best friend.

Okay girl. You, me, patio at Rockwell’s. Two girls on the town. You in?

Nadia was an easy partner in crime. Chronically single, always available for a drink or a night out, and had just enough drama in her life to be entertaining. Plus, Rachel had a lot of dirt to dish about. A new neighbour, an insane sexual fantasy and also the fact that her husband seemed to be open to the idea of sharing. Perfect.

Definitely. Just let me confirm with Patrick. I’ll meet you there.

“Hey babe. It’s Nadia inviting me out tonight. You okay with that?”

“Of course.” Patrick never denied her a chance to see her friends, which she was eternally grateful for. Her friends who were tethered to their husbands drove her crazy.

“It’s going to be awesome to be out again. It’s been way too long.”

“Very true. Two ladies hitting the town. I’ll let you have your girl time.” Patrick said. “Plus, the game is on later.”

With everything that had happened over the previous year, Rachel was excited to get out with a friend and hit a patio. It was somewhat rare that she had girl time with Patrick being around.

She was getting ready in an excited mood, knowing that the weather was going to be nice. The choice was a flowery print summer dress, perfect for the warm air that showed off her long legs and didn’t allow her to wear a bra with it. Thin straps, long and loose and came down to just above her knee. Long enough to not be slutty, but short enough to have to watch things when she sat down. And definitely not one where she could wear anything but a thong underneath.

Normally she would have been more demure but it was time to let loose a bit. Strappy high heels and with her hair down, she looked and felt like a completely different woman. Refreshed and ready to rock a patio.

Patrick whistled when she walked out into the living room. He walked up to her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “Damn. You look good enough to eat. So don’t stay out too late.” His hands drifted down to her ass and gave her a quick squeeze before Rachel giggled and pushed him away. It was nice to have a reaction from him and feel like he was flirting.

Since everything that had gone down, she felt exhilarated. Having some freedom, being able to indulge a sexual fantasy. It was things she could be grateful for. When she walked out to the waiting car picking her up, she glanced over at Shawn’s house. His car wasn’t in his driveway and she idly wondered how he spent his evenings. Probably with a girlfriend. No way that guy wasn’t locked down.

The Uber ride into the city was pretty expensive, but it was definitely worth it in order to be able to have a few drinks and not worry about driving. When she walked up to the corner where she was supposed to meet Nadia, she heard a loud wolf whistle that made heads turn.

“God damn! Is that my sexy friend?” Nadia laughed as they hugged. As usual, she was dressed to kill in a sexy skirt and blouse combination. A couple of groups of guys turned as they walked down the street towards the restaurant, quickly getting into a conversation about the aftermath of the pandemic.

Their patio loomed but there was a lineup. Nadia registered their names and they happily stood in line. The only thing Rachel was missing was a drink in her hand. She couldn’t wait for something cold and fruity.

“Well there’s a familiar face.” The husky voice came from behind her and she whirled around. Shawn stood there with another man beside him, a wide smile on his face. “Hey, neighbour.”

The response in her body was surprising, even for Rachel. He looked even better than the day before, a sharp buttoned up shirt loose on his broad upper body and his face shaved. The slacks he wore were cut perfectly for his muscular legs and butt. She was suddenly happy she had dressed to kill and was wearing a hot dress.

“Oh my God, HI!” she found herself squealing like a teenager. “Wow, what are the odds?”

“Odds of what?” Nadia quickly elbowed her. “Rachel, do you know this guy?” But she wasn’t mad. Rachel could see that Nadia had quickly sized up Shawn and was in flirt mode almost instantly. “Because if you don’t, I want to.”

Shawn only had eyes for Rachel, his eyes raking up and down her dress. “Two ladies, looking fine. This is my friend Clint.” The man beside him nodded and smiled. “Looks like you got here ahead of us. Any idea how long a table will take?”

“They told us about twenty minutes. But why don’t you just join us?” Nadia offered. Rachel glanced at her with raised eyebrows but her friend just shrugged it off. “Oh, Rach. He’s your new neighbour. How better to get to know people?”

Shawn looked at her and Rachel nodded. Nadia quickly spoke to the hostess and they quickly had a party of four instead of two.

“So, Shawn…what brings you to town?” Nadia asked. “Rachel has told me absolutely nothing about her new neighbour.”

“Divorce.” Shawn laughed. “Well, divorce a while ago. Time to move on and got a good job offer. Clint here is the guy who got it for me so I’m taking him out to say thanks.”

Obviously Clint was successful in his own right, and seemed to be a nice guy. But Rachel only had eyes for Shawn and quickly Nadia picked up on it, zeroing in on the fact that Rachel and Shawn were devouring each other.

“So Clint, why don’t we take a look at the drink menu…” Nadia steered the other man away and Shawn and Rachel were alone. Simmering sensations filled her body. He was incredibly gorgeous, and the way he was looking at her made her panties soaking wet. There was no disguising the fact he thought she was hot.

Even the small talk was said with a veil of innuendo. But Rachel still had a flash of guilt. She was a married woman. There was no way she should be having dinner with a guy she was so attracted to, especially someone new. Patrick needed to know at least.

What the hell am I doing? She quickly texted Patrick.

Ran into Shawn and his friend. We’re all going to have dinner together. Is that okay?

Rachel had no idea why she felt like she needed to ask permission. But Patrick was her husband, and she was about to sort of have dinner with a guy that she sort of was really attracted to. Even if there were other people at the table. Her phone quickly buzzed.

It’s okay. Get nice and horny and then come home to me.

She had to giggle as she read her husbands’ permission. It definitely opened the door for some flirting. And if there was the opportunity, maybe a bit more. After all, it wasn’t like her and Patrick hadn’t talked about it as a fantasy before. Maybe it would be a good opportunity to explore things a bit more.

“All good?” Shawn said, stepping closer behind her. Within her personal space she could almost feel the heat coming off her body towards him. She closed her phone.

“All good.” The hostess approached them and Nadia and Clint rejoined them, walking to a gorgeous table with a view of the street. Within minutes she had a delicious margarita in front of her, and taking a long haul calmed her down a bit. Shawn and Clint had seated themselves opposite each woman.

The food was fantastic and the drinks were flowing freely, at least on the women’s side. Getting to know Shawn on a regular level as if he was any other guy was nice. They chatted about work, relationships, his recent move. He gave off a flirty vibe, but definitely not one of a player. And his attention was intensely focused on Rachel. Even Nadia picked up on it.

When the two guys went off to the bar to grab another round of drinks, Nadia whipped around, giving her a grin that was like a Cheshire Cat.

“What?” Rachel asked innocently.

“What!? Come on, sister. I didn’t just fall off the turnip truck. New neighbour? Puh-lease.” She laughed. “Talk about borrowing some sugar.”

“Yeah, he’s really nice. And it’s good to have someone younger in the neighbourhood.”

Nadia didn’t let it go. “Oh, come on, Rach. That guy is gorgeous. And he lives right across the street? Jesus. I might have to come by more often.” Nadia laughed. “Clint asked for my number though. He might be fun to spend some time with.” She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.

“You should definitely go out with him.” Rachel responded. In the back of her mind, she thought it was a good idea because it meant Shawn would still be available.

The two men came back to the table with topped up glasses. “So guys, did you get caught up on your gossip? Just so you know, Shawn and Rachel are a thing. And that leaves you with me, Clint.” Nadia laughed. “Get over here.”

She was never bashful in the slightest, something Rachel couldn’t emulate at all. But as Clint shifted over to the other side of the table, suddenly Shawn was sitting right beside her. His thighs almost touching her bare ones. The sexual tension ramped up again. She immediately wondered how it would feel to touch his firm leg. And feel his hand on hers, sliding up her dress.

“Your friend is hilarious.” He laughed.

Rachel felt suddenly nervous, like she was on a first date for some reason. The fact he was closer to her and the electricity between them was undeniable had her ready for anything. Nadia was busy doing her own flirting.

“Yeah, this has been really nice.” She confessed. “It’s so nice we can be open and free again after everything that’s happened.”

He nodded. “I think I lucked out moving where I did.”

“Speaking of that…” Rachel said. “I should get going. Patrick probably is wondering if he should send out a search party.” Even mentioning her husband felt slightly strange.

“Why don’t I drive you home?” Shawn quickly suggested. “I drove down here. That way you can give me a tour. And I don’t have to use my GPS.”

It was pretty obvious of a suggestion. Rachel knew that her brain was screaming at her to say no, to just whip out her phone and call an Uber for herself. But that was kind of dumb, right? Why waste the money? He was harmless. Just a new neighbour. Somebody returning a favour. Right?

She could feel Nadia’s eyes boring into her. Both their friends had heard the offer and obviously Clint was just as interested in her response. “Uh, sure. Just let me tell Patrick.”

Hey babe. Shawn is going to give me a ride home. Should be back in a bit. Sound good?

I’ll be waiting. Hope you guys had fun. But not too much fun. Although if you have a bit, I’m okay with it. .

Her body tensed when she saw the message. What did that mean? Was he giving her permission to do something with Shawn?

Are you sure about that?

Just come home to me when you’re done.

It was cryptic but still told Rachel she had some kind of permission. The real question was, did she want to take advantage of it?

“Okay, we are all good.” The four of them got up and left the restaurant, Nadia and Clint separating quickly to head off to another bar. As they walked towards a parking lot, Rachel still felt the undeniable butterflies that Shawn had given her all along.

He opened the car door for her, and as she got into his coupe he leaned forward suddenly, his face coming within inches of her neck. Not quite an attempt at a kiss, but Rachel knew that if she had only turned her head and done what she was telling herself not to, they would have started making out. It sent her anticipation into the stratosphere.

As they drove she pointed out a few places that she had enjoyed visiting with Patrick. Restaurants, movie theatres. Shawn was taking his time, driving like an expert. He’d put on a slow jam playlist, sexy music filling the car as they talked like they had at the restaurant, but now there were glances being stolen, especially when they stopped.

Watching his strong hand work on the stick shift was just another thing turning her on. She was hoping at some point that he might let the hand drift across the seats and touch her. The tension in the car was thick. Her panties were soaked and she couldn’t wait to get inside her home to attack Patrick. He wasn’t going to know what hit him.

Finally the car pulled into his driveway across from her house. The music continued to play. “This is such a good song.” It was a good excuse for her to stay in the car. As it died off Rachel turned and saw Shawn’s eyes with an expression on his face she could definitely place. He was intensely looking up and down her body like he had been all evening.

“What?”

“You…never mind.”

“No, seriously. What? You’re making me feel weird.”

“Just…you’re a pretty cool woman, Rachel.” His eyes drifted down her body and as much as she knew she should say goodnight and leave, Rachel wanted to see how far Shawn might go. Part of her was hoping for an opening. She knew he was interested, it was just a matter of making a move. A move she desperately wanted, if only to be able to justify that he did it first.

“Well, thank you. I think we are going to be great neighbours.” She said with a smile. Her dress felt like it was see-through considering how his eyes were boring into her.

As they sat there the tension in the car had continued to grow. Finally, Shawn broke the silence, his eyes boring into hers. “You know, I always wondered what it would be like to kiss a married woman. How about it?”

The fact he just came right out and asked was hotter than she expected. “Sure.” Was all she could think of to say. Shawn leaned in and took her by the chin, his mouth falling onto hers and then suddenly they were kissing. At first just light pecks, and then he slid his tongue between her lips and started really making out with her.

His technique was unfamiliar but the fact it was him, the sexy black man she’d lusted after all night and thought about all day, had her screaming inside for more. And also the fact it wasn’t her husband. Her mind spinning, she hoped that Patrick wouldn’t freak out when she told him. I’m kissing another man!

A few more hard kisses and they broke apart. Rachel was panting and felt her panties slick against her crotch. Shawn smiled. “That was nice. Really nice. You’re a great kisser, Rachel.”

“Thanks.” Again, at a loss for words. She had to say something to address the elephant in the room. “You know, I don’t normally…do this.”

“What, make out with your neighbours after a couple of days while your husband waits for you to come home?” he laughed. Rachel had to laugh too.

“Exactly!”

“Well, I have to tell you, you’re a really sexy woman.” Shawn let his hand slid up her leg from her knee to the hem of her dress. When he touched her bare skin, Rachel felt a thrill. “You’ve got me really turned on. I want to kiss you again. Is that all right?”

There was no need to respond. Rachel leaned in and then they began kissing again, this time with even more intensity. Her skin was rippled with goosebumps as a powerful hand began to massage her thigh, inching up her leg. His other hand took a hold of hers and placed it on his lap. When she felt the insanely large hardness lurking under his pants she couldn’t stifle a moan. It felt big. Really big. The legends about big black cocks were definitely true in his case.

As they kissed, she massaged him and somehow the massive appendage grew even bigger. Their tongues were locked together and Shawn finally let his hand creep up her dress to graze her panties as she spread her legs slightly. They were hot and damp from everything that was happening. When his fingers trailed across the fabric her pussy tingled.

Rachel knew the situation was rapidly getting out of control, but it wasn’t something she wanted to stop. And after all, Patrick knew what was going on. Sort of. Her phone hadn’t vibrated at all so he was probably distracted. And they’d talked about a situation just like this in the past. It was justification, that she knew, but it was going too far to stop, like surfing over a wave you knew was possibly going to throw you down.

Before she could process what was happening, Shawn broke the kiss and took her by the hand massaging his crotch. “Do you want to see it? I’m so fucking hard right now for you, Rachel.”

She could only nod, looking down at their paired hands. Her mind racing about what she was about to see, but also feeling conflicted about the fact another man was about to show her his massive dick. His other hand still massaging her panties made the decision easy.

He unzipped his pants and slid them down, and when his erection popped into view, snaking up from his waistband like a long thick staff, it took her breath away. When he took her hand and placed it on his bare erection she didn’t resist. Her panties flooded with new arousal. Leaning in, he kissed her again.

Holy shit. His cock was huge. Thick, long and more than she could fit in one hand. And Shawn knew it too, his lips smiling around hers as she squeezed his shaft in her small hand. “You like that big black dick, Rachel?”

She broke off the kiss and looked down carefully in the dark of the car. It was easily the biggest penis she’d ever seen. At least two inches longer than Patrick and thicker as well. Veins pulsed up and down the shaft and even his crotch was mostly shaved. Her panties were already soaked from their kissing session but now her pussy was like a river.

“Why don’t you wrap those sexy lips around it?” he said with a grin. “I’d love to feel that hot mouth all over me. Suck me like a sexy hot wife.”

“Jesus…” Rachel bit her lip. “Fuck…” her mind was racing. They were literally only across the street from her front door. Where her husband was probably waiting. And maybe even looking out the window wondering why she hadn’t gotten out of the car yet. Could he be watching somehow?

It will be okay. Patrick will be into this. That’s what she had to tell herself. The temptation of experiencing something like she had in her hand was something right out of a porn movie. One she was now starring in. And she wasn’t about to stop. Shawn slid his seat back, giving her easier access to lean over.

There was no way to resist. Rachel moved forward, smelling the skin around his crotch. It was manly and sexual and only drove her to a higher level of lust. When the cock got closer to her mouth she snaked out her tongue and kissed it, hearing Shawn groan low in his throat.

She licked up his impossibly long shaft, tasting the musk that she’d been smelling as they kissed and touched each other. The veins danced across her tongue and while she got him nice and slick with her tongue, he stroked her long hair. “Damn…wow, that’s fucking amazing.”

When she reached the tip she allowed her lips to open and curl around the thick head, sucking it while teasing the underside area that she knew drove every man crazy with her tongue. Her mouth slid further down, lips stretching wide to accommodate him. He was so much bigger than Patrick. Immediately her cheeks felt his rigid length push into them.

Goddamn. It was making her even wetter how much he was filling her mouth. As the let her mouth suck more and more of him in, Shawn groaned. A hand slid down her back and he stated to tug up the hem of her dress. When he pulled it up and found her thong Rachel adjusted herself to give him access to touch her. Her panties were like a wet cloth already and she wished they weren’t even there.

The sensation of his fingers sliding down her swollen lips made her suck him harder, wanting to please him. It was actually making her crazy sucking him off. The forbidden aspect, knowing that her husband might even be watching out the front window seeing the windows of the car steaming up. Watching her devour a black man’s gorgeous big dick.

Shawn slid a finger past her thong and inside her dripping lips, and when he did Rachel had to take him out of her mouth to gasp. “Oh, shit…” his hand paused and then she slid her mouth over his cock again, this time taking him as deep as she could and using her tongue to circle around the shaft. He continued to explore her, fingers dipping into her wetness and spreading it around her lips, grazing up and down either side and making her body quiver with lust.

The car was filled with wet sounds, Rachel sucking and Shawn probing at her pussy while the music played low. Each of them moaning and gasping with the movement. Somehow slow, but still desperate. They both wanted more from each other, that was clear.

It wasn’t long for her to feel his cock start to tighten. His fingers continued to explore but she could feel it shuddering as he got ready to release. And she wanted to taste him. His hot cum flooding her mouth.

“Oh shit…oh, shit…Rachel, fuck yes…” he gasped and then he jerked in her mouth and she felt a warm spurt of thick cum spurt into her mouth. It coated her cheeks and tongue instantly, tasting like sweet but salty candy and she had to swallow immediately to prevent herself choking. “Take it, baby…God, that’s fucking amazing…” his voice was a low growl as his cock drained itself twice more, the spurts becoming less and less. Her tongue had a life of its’ own, licking around his shaft to make sure she got all of his creamy load.

Meanwhile, his fingers were working hard inside her, the sounds of her wet pussy clearly audible in the car. When he came he thrust them deep into her and began to curve them inside, playing with her g-spot. It made her go off like a rocket, and her pussy exploded as she gripped his cock with her mouth while giving off her high-pitched orgasm cry.

Swallowing wasn’t something she had done in a long time. Patrick was perfectly happy letting her jerk him off once she’d sucked him for a while. The taste of another man was thrilling. And he’d given her the hardest orgasm she’d had in a long time. Her pussy was pulsing as he slowly withdrew his fingers. His firm hand patted her ass cheek as she released him from her mouth with a sigh.

The small car reeked of sex. As they finally pulled apart Shawn sat up and covered himself up. “Damn, girl…you have some serious skills.”

Her breath was coming in small pants. Rachel couldn’t believe what she’d just allowed herself to do. And allowed him to do to her. The thrill was unmistakeable.

But now she had to go inside and face her husband. With Shawn’s taste still in her mouth. Was it better to hide what happened, or simply let it be known and deal with the consequences? “This…Shawn, I don’t normally…it was really nice, but…”

She couldn’t deny that it was the hottest thing she’d experienced in a long time. And that if he’d suggested it she probably would have climbed on top of him and fucked his brains out in the car. “Jesus, what did we just do?”

“Don’t worry, Rachel.” He laughed. “I’m not expecting anything. Just two consenting adults having some fun. No worries.”

“One of which happens to be married.” Rachel said. Shawn grinned.

“I have a feeling that if you head inside and play your cards right, your man isn’t going to have a problem with it. At least I hope not.” He leaned forward and grabbed her by the neck. The kiss made her body heat up again, and her mind shuddered at the feeling Shawn was eliciting along with the rest of her body. “Because I definitely want to see you again.”

“Okay, I need to go now.” Rachel opened the car door and almost fell out of the vehicle. Walking across the street she felt like a fawn that had just been birthed, her steps stumbling in the heels she wore.

Her mind was racing. Should she tell Patrick? Would he know right away? Did she smell like she’d just blown another man?

When she opened the door she heard the television. “Hey babe!” came from the living room. Walking in, Patrick was watching a basketball game and looked her up and down. “You have fun?”

“Uh, yes…definitely.” She couldn’t even make eye contact.

“How was it hanging out with Shawn? You guys get to know each other?” A flash of guilt flooded through her.

“It was okay. He just dropped me off.” Rachel knew her words were short and clipped. Act natural, dammit!

Patrick got a funny look on his face and suddenly looked like he was about to ask another question, but then his mouth clicked shut. “Okay. I’m just watching the game. Why don’t you join me?”

“Just gotta get changed.” Rachel said, quickly exiting the room. When she walked into the bedroom she saw her makeup and hair definitely didn’t hide the fact that she’d fooled around with Shawn. Her hair was everywhere and her lipstick was smeared.

In fact, she had a glow of someone who had just been properly taken care of. And there was no way Patrick couldn’t have seen that. She could still taste his cum on her tongue.

As she slipped off her dress, trying to figure out what to do, Patrick walked to the doorway. “Everything okay babe? You seem…upset.” Rachel could tell he was suspicious and her heart began to beat faster.

“Fine. Just getting comfy.”

“I can see that.” He walked to her as she clutched a t-shirt to her chest. “But I think maybe you should not get dressed so fast.”

What is he doing? Without hesitation, Patrick knelt down in front of her even though she tried to stop him. “Mmm…God, you smell horny.” He kissed her sopping wet panties and then gently pushed her back so that she fell onto the bed. Rachel knew her crotch was coated with dried slickness and she probably reeked like her own scent.

“Patrick…stop…” Rachel was almost panicking. He was about to go down on her, and she’d just had Shawn’s fingers probing there. When his tongue slid down her wetness and he licked the outsides of her panties she could only quiver. It felt naughty but so hot at the same time.

“I think maybe something happened with you and Shawn. Am I right?” As he finished the sentence, he pulled her panties aside and slid his tongue between her legs. “There’s no way you’re this wet from me. And you smell so good, baby.”

Then the question came she had been hoping to avoid. “Did you guys fool around a bit?”

“Ah…Patrick…Jesus…” his tongue was relentless. Moaning, he sucked on her panties slightly and then kissed down her inner thighs. He was turned on. A lot.

“Um…okay, yes…he kissed me…” It was an admission, but not the entire one. And if he was mad, it meant that she wouldn’t look like anything but a victim. But the way his tongue was working on her, he definitely wasn’t mad.

“Mmm…yeah? Was he a good kisser?” Patrick gripped the side of her panties and tugged them down and off her legs, then moved back between her thighs. “Did you like it? Kissing another man?” The tongue continued to move across her pussy, making her crazy just like Shawn’s fingers had only minutes before.

He didn’t seem mad at all. In fact, the complete opposite. He was definitely enjoying licking her pussy while he heard all about their tryst. Rachel decided to succumb to his playful desires and confess.

“He was…ah…a great kisser…”

“He must have been if he got you so wet. Did he touch you?” His lips and tongue felt like they were everywhere.

“Oh…God…yes…he touched me…”

“And did you touch him? Did you find out if he has a big black dick?” Hands gripped her thighs, holding her firmly. It was impossible not to shake like a leaf, he was keeping her perfectly on the edge with targeted swipes of his lips and tongue.

“Ah…yes…he took out his dick. It was…BIG…”

When Patrick heard that he slid a finger inside her, pumping slowly. “And what else happened? I want to know everything.” He kissed her throbbing clit as he slid his finger in and out.

“I…I sucked him.” Patrick paused between her legs and then his tongue started to lick again. Teasing her relentlessly.

“Tell me about it.” He sighed, his tongue still working against her lips and clit. “You’re so fucking wet. Did you like it?”

“Oh, shit…” she sighed. “Yes…I liked it. He was massive. And thick…and my mouth had to work really hard to get him inside…” Patrick found her clit with his mouth and started to suck on it gently.

Thinking about the way Shawn’s cock had stretched her lips would have been easy to get off to, but now her own husband was playing with her clit and pussy while she described it.

“Yeah? He barely fit, eh? So, did you go any further? Did you want to?” his words were flowing as if it was natural to ask your wife if she wanted to fuck another man.

“While I was…sucking him…he played with my pussy…fingered me…” she gasped. “He touched me everywhere.”

She could see that Patrick was rock hard under his shorts and watched as he snaked a hand under his waistband. He was slowly jerking off while she talked about it. The movement was permission, and it thrilled her. “His fingers fucked me slowly while I enjoyed his big black dick in my mouth. It was so fucking hot.”

“Did you…cum?” when he said the word Patrick wrapped his lips firmly around her clit and sucked harder. Rachel gasped loudly.

“Fuck…fuck…oh, babe…keep going and you’re going to make me cum…tooooooo…”

Admitting that another man had gotten her off earlier obviously drove Patrick to another level. His hand started moving faster under his shorts.

“Fuck, that’s hot, babe…yeah…tell me about how it felt. Did he cum in your mouth? Did you kiss me after he filled your lips with his black cum…did he?”

His voice was almost desperate, and Rachel started to feel another build inside her. She pushed her hips up into his face as she started to describe it. “His cock got so big, so hard…and then he gave me such a big load in my mouth. I swallowed…as much as I could…ah…but then some of it dripped out and I had to…ah…lick it up.”

“Oh fuck…” Patrick gasped.

“I swallowed his load, baby…his big load all in my mouth and throat…sucked him so good he came hard…” His hand moved like a blur as she described what had happened.

Suddenly she crested thanks to his tongue and cried out loudly, a hard orgasm shuddering through her body. A loud wail came from her husband’s lips and almost at the same time she saw his hand pause and then a massive wet spot squirted onto his shorts, beads of his load of cum dripping through them. “Fuck…fuck….yeah…”

“Oooh…oh, baby…Jesus…” Rachel gasped. Her skin felt like it was on fire. Patrick kissed her inner thighs and removed his hand from his shorts. Without even hesitating, Rachel grabbed it and began to suck on the coated skin, tasting his thick cum all over his fingers. They both sighed as he withdrew his hand from her.

“Oh…wow…that’s so hot, babe…” his hand stroked her hair while she devoured his fingers, not unlike she had devoured Shawn only a short time before. Once he was cleaned off she sighed and lay back, curling up into his arms. He wrapped around her and she felt comforted while her body settled down from the intense orgasm his mouth had given her.

Rachel had to confront the situation directly. She turned around and looked him in the eye. “Are you okay? With all this?” It was beyond her wildest imagination that he would be.

Patrick nodded with a laugh. “Obviously. I wasn’t sure how I’d feel but when I saw you walk into the house and you’d obviously fooled around with him it made me angry a bit. But then really horny. And something about the way you looked. It was like I had to reclaim you from him. But thinking about you and him together is definitely pretty hot.”

“Wow.” Rachel had to stifle a laugh. “I mean, I’m happy about that. But…I think he would be happy to explore more. How do you feel about that?”

“I’m not sure right now. Let’s just enjoy this for now and we can talk more about it later. But I’m not mad. Don’t worry.”

She nodded and rolled back over, cuddling up into his arms. Thoughts ran through her head like gazelles. Could this possibly lead to something even more? The massive size and sexiness of Shawn was a lot to think about. He was her ultimate fantasy. And if Patrick was willing to explore it, then she was going to be a very lucky woman. There was just no way to tell how things would progress.

The following day seemed well…completely normal between them. There wasn’t a lot of discussion about the events of the previous night, and things seemed to be back into routine again. Rachel almost wondered if it had all just been a brief tryst that she would enjoy and remember, but never go any further.

As luck would have it, the next day a knock came on the door and when Rachel answered it Shawn was standing there holding the vacuum cleaner. “Hey Rachel. Got everything cleaned up and I wanted to return this.”

His eyes raked up and down her body and she could tell from the smile on his face he was only there because he wanted to see her again.

Again, just seeing his delicious dark skin and his massive arms was enough to make her wet. Patrick was inside of course, and after their sex a couple of nights before she knew that the door was opened a crack to maybe nudge things along a bit further. Not that giving him a blowjob while he fingered her probably wasn’t enough. “Thanks! Are you digging yourself out from all the boxes?”

“Definitely. Always hard to find stuff though. I think the only boxes I’m going to empty tonight are pizza boxes. That restaurant was great though.” He looked behind her. “Is Patrick home?”

There was an unspoken inference in those words. Like if she said no he might just throw her against the way and have his way with her. She was only wearing a tank top and tight shorts and it would have been so easy. The shorts come down fast, his big thick cock pushing against her from behind…Jesus.

“Uh, yeah. Just in the kitchen.” She felt like a stumbling idiot suddenly. This gorgeous man had some kind of power over her now. Power that he was obviously more than willing to wield.

But she realized his words were an opportunity. Like he was casting a line that Rachel wanted to grab. She eagerly offered. “Why don’t you come over for dinner tonight?”

He gave her a look up and down again. Rachel wasn’t wearing anything provocative, just skimpy, but she still enjoyed wondering if the thought was going through his mind that she might be available. “I’d love to. Would it be just the two of us?”

“No, Patrick will be here too. Why, do you want to bring someone?”

He shook his head. “Nope. Just uh…is Patrick…does he....”

“I’m sure that we can have fun just the three of us.” She tried her best to load it with innuendo and even let herself bite her lip, knowing it was likely a clear signal. It wasn’t necessary to tell Shawn of what had happened between her and Patrick, that was something for them to keep as a couple. But letting him know that her husband would be happy to entertain him hopefully told him something.

“Okay then. See you later tonight.” He nodded and walked away. Rachel felt herself shaking. Had she just seriously invited him over? Knowing that both of them really wanted to fuck each other?

Now there was just the matter of making sure Patrick was on board. The situation had become something enticing, and after what had happened the night before Rachel was sure he would be okay with another man entering their home. And possibly their bed.

She walked into the kitchen. “Did I hear Shawn’s voice?” Patrick grinned at her.

“He was returning the vacuum.” She nodded.

“That’s nice. You know, being a good neighbour and all.” He chuckled.

Rachel couldn’t resist. “So, I invited him over for dinner. Tonight.”

Patrick turned around. “Really?” They locked eyes, both knowing exactly what the other was thinking.

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

“No of course not, I just thought…after last night.”

Rachel could hear the nervousness in his voice. But when she’d seen Shawn and thought about what an evening with him might bring, it was too much to resist. And knowing that Patrick had gotten really into it before told her all he needed was a nudge in the right direction. Strike while the iron was hot.

“I really enjoyed last night.” She said, pushing herself against him and sliding her hand quickly down his shorts. “And I think you did too.” It felt so slutty. So wanton to be trying to convince her husband to let another man fuck her. He gasped when she touched him, but his cock started to rapidly grow hard in her hand.

Her lips found his and when he returned her kiss with some passion she could feel her skin light on fire. Nipples became hard and her pussy responded with quivering inside, craving some touch.

His hands slid down and cupped her ass through her thin shorts and she moaned into his ear. “You enjoyed thinking about a big black man fucking me, didn’t you? Watching him?” His cock was quickly stiff under her hand. Just like the night before. He was hard as a rock just hearing her talk about Shawn.

“God…you really want to be a slut for a big black cock, don’t you?” He said. Suddenly his hands tightened on her arms and he spun her around. “You’re such a dirty little hotwife slut.” Now she was facing the counter and his hands went to the edges of her shorts, yanking them down roughly. Her panties went with them.

With a gasp she bent forward. It was so hot to feel her husband hard and taking her like a real man. Just like she hoped that Shawn would. Fumbling with his shorts, he suddenly rubbed his cock up and down her ass and then plunged inside her pussy easily. Rachel was so wet she could take him with just a couple of thrusts.

Patrick spanked her ass sharply, making her whole body shiver. He’d never been so aggressive. It was hot that was just fucking her right there in the kitchen. Years had passed since they had spontaneous sex anywhere, never mind him taking control like he was. “Yes…fuck me…fuck me like that big black man is going to later! FUCK ME!” His cock felt bigger than usual and he was pounding into her pussy like a man possessed.

Yanking her hair back, he hissed in her ear. “You’re going to be a slut for that black man and his big cock, aren’t you?” His cock swelled and Rachel pushed back into him, squeezing him hard while he slammed deeply into her.

“Yes…I’m going to be HIS SLUT!” She felt him push inside her with a loud groan and he drained his cock, shooting a hot load of cum into her like he had into his shorts the night before. His hand in her hair tugged gently and then released and he kissed her neck from behind.

“Wow…” he sighed, removing his cock. “Are you okay? I don’t know what got into me.”

“I’m amazing.” Rachel turned and kissed him hard, wanting Patrick to know she was excited about the fact he was so turned on thinking about another man claiming her body. And she couldn’t wait to see what might happen that night with Shawn knowing she was open to being seduced.

His hands roamed down her body. “I don’t know what it is. Something about thinking about you with him. It’s kind of strange but I like it.”

“If this is something that makes us both happy, then there’s nothing wrong with it.” Rachel offered. She squeezed his flaccid cock gently and kissed him again. “And I have to admit, it’s really sexy knowing that you’re okay with it. You know I love you, right?”

“I know. Don’t worry. I just don’t know how I’ll react when fantasy might become reality. Do you think he wants to fuck you?”

“I’m pretty sure he does. In fact, I’m pretty sure if you weren’t home he might have just now.” She giggled.

“I got a hot wife. That’s for sure.” His lips kissed her neck and his hand found her dripping pussy, thick with cum. Her body shivered. “You should wear something extra sexy tonight.”

As she showered, she thought about what might happen later that evening. Of course, Shawn had already shown her his size, his skills at seduction. But could he bring those same elements with Patrick watching? The whole situation had become like a wonderful freight train of lust inside her. It was almost hard not to masturbate in the shower thinking about his big muscles hovering over her. How his cock would feel not only in her mouth, but stretching her and making her cum.

She chose a tight black dress, something that wasn’t formal but would show off her athletic legs and the bra she wore pushed up her breasts perfectly. Patrick stood and watched her get dressed. “That’s a hot dress. I think he’ll like it.” There was still no direct conversation about what might happen that night.

Could she seduce him? Of course she could. The unknown being if Shawn would let himself be seduced. So far all signs pointed to yes, and the dress was definitely a way to entice him even more. No bra was needed tonight. She quickly whipped it off, letting her hard nipples push out of the front of the dress.

Finally, the doorbell rang. Patrick was busy prepping in the kitchen and smirked at her. “Go greet your new boyfriend.” Rachel didn’t quite run to the door. She was breathless with anticipation.

Shawn stood there, his button-down shirt clinging to his dark muscles. A big smile on his face and a bottle of wine in his hand. “Managed to find the liquor store. Hope you guys are wine drinkers.”

Patrick walked out of the kitchen and shook his hand. “You must be Shawn. Nice to meet you in person. Welcome!”

“Thanks, Patrick! Your wife gave me a nice tour last night and I appreciate the vacuum cleaner. Once I get everything sorted out at my place I’ll have to return the favour.” He looked at Rachel with a smile. “Good to have nice people right across the street.”

If Rachel hadn’t known better, she would have thought that it was just the two of them having a friend over for dinner. Shawn was charismatic and well conversed. His job was fascinating and as Patrick prepared meat for the barbecue, it quickly felt like he was an old friend.

Except that Rachel knew better. He was just so damned hot. Big, powerful, funny and her mind was racing with fantasies of him doing exactly what Patrick had done earlier in the day up against the counter. Even considering what had happened between them in his car, she was thinking about what she knew was under his pants. And he would definitely know how to use it.

“Just going to throw this on the grill.” Patrick quickly left through the back door and suddenly Rachel and Shawn were alone in the kitchen. As he walked out, he gave Rachel a wink. “Make sure to keep him entertained.”

Once the door was closed, she could feel the mood in the room shift. It almost forced her to bite her lip. Shawn’s expression changed from friendly to almost predatory, stepping closer to her so she could feel the tension thick between them.

“You know, you’re a very sexy woman, Rachel. Patrick’s a lucky guy. And…I really liked getting to know you better last night.”

“I did too.” Her throat was dry. Heart beating in her chest. And her panties were soaked again, like a river was flowing into them.

“In fact, I can’t wait to feel those sexy lips on my dick again.” He took her hand softly and pulled it to him where she could feel the massive size of him again. Rachel groaned low in her throat, her legs getting weak.

She could feel the counter behind her and had nowhere to go. Not that she wanted to, just the tension of him getting close enough to touch her was making her heart race. “And that dress…damn.” Reaching out with a finger, he grazed the bare skin on her shoulder beside the strap. Rachel took a sharp breath, her nipples hard as rocks.

She could smell his manly scent. He was so close that she could envision herself begging him to bend her over the counter. Wondering what his cock looked like and would feel like. Panties drenched between her legs. There was no way he couldn’t smell how turned on she was.

“You know, I can’t forget how good your sexy mouth felt when we kissed.” He whispered, his lips almost impossibly close. Her own lips parted and she closed her eyes, breathlessly craving him to just take her already.

The back door quickly slammed and Shawn stepped back, his eyes never leaving Rachel’s as she glanced to see Patrick walking back in. He paused. “Everything okay in here?” His eyes darted between the two in the kitchen.

“Of course.” Rachel stepped around Shawn and grabbed the platter. “These are ready?” her hands were visibly shaking. She could feel slickness on her thighs and imagined Patrick could probably smell her scent because she was so turned on. Another couple of minutes and she probably would have happily let Shawn bend her over the counter just like Patrick had.

Dinner was more of the same. Great conversation and as the wine flowed, Rachel found herself only getting hornier and hornier. Once they were finished, it was actually Patrick who suggested they move into the living room. The couple sat down on the couch together and Shawn sat across, continuing to chat like there was nothing going on. Rachel couldn’t help herself, and frequently crossed and uncrossed her legs, knowing Shawn had a perfect view of her panties. He took advantage every time.

Finally it got late and the time was right for the evening to go one way or the other. Shawn got up to use the bathroom, and Rachel quickly felt Patrick’s hand squeeze her thigh. Her skin was on fire just being touched. Climbing the walls. Her panties were like wet tissue paper.

“So, did he make a move on you when I was outside? I saw how you guys were when I came in.” His eyes probed hers, looking for truth. Rachel knew she could be open.

“He didn’t try anything beyond touching. But he’s definitely interested. Are you absolutely sure you’re okay with this?”

Patrick looked at her with a firm gaze. “Absolutely. That is, if you are. It’s actually kind of hot watching you two flirt.”

It was hard not to exclaim how much she was okay with it. That if Shawn had walked into the living room and commanded her to take her clothes off she would have eagerly complied. Instead, she motioned to Patrick to change seats so that Shawn could sit down next to her. “Let’s change seats. Sit over there.”

He moved to the seat Shawn had occupied and as the other man walked back into the living room he glanced at Patrick, then at Rachel. She knew she had to make some sort of indication it was okay for him to approach her directly. “Why don’t you come sit beside me?” her hand patted the couch.

As he sat down she could feel the tension flowing between them again. But there was an air of confidence as well, like he knew exactly what was about to happen. He looked over at Patrick. “Are you okay with me sitting so close to your wife, Patrick?”

All her husband did was nod. Shawn turned to Rachel. “So, does this mean what I think it means? You guys are cool? With everything?”

With a shaky voice, she finally let loose the elephant in the room. “Definitely.”

He looked over at Patrick. “Patrick? We good?”

Her husband nodded. “I think you guys look good together. And we’ve talked about everything. We’re definitely good. Rachel told me about last night.”

“That’s great. I was wondering if you guys might be into stuff like that. I’m definitely open to enjoying your wife, Patrick. She’s sexy as hell.” His low voice made her tingle. It was like hearing Barry White in her ear with the body of an Adonis. “Can I kiss her?”

Rachel nodded, not waiting for any permission from Patrick. They’d had the conversation earlier and she knew what he was okay with. Kissing had been discussed. Plus, it wasn’t like they hadn’t already kissed. Among other things.

Once she slid closer Shawn confidently took her chin in his hand and his thick lips descended onto hers. The lips she’d been craving since he walked in the door.

It was a strange sensation kissing another man right in front of Patrick, unfamiliar at first. But soon his tongue penetrated her mouth and she began to enjoy the taste of his lips again. He was such an amazing kisser, sensual and strong. A low flavour of wine slid onto her tongue as she explored and the deeper, somehow primal sensation of them together. And he was much more aggressive. Not tentative at all.

His hands slid up her waist and up the outside of her breasts, teasing the bare skin there that quickly broke into goosebumps. Nipples suddenly became rock hard and her pussy was already sticky and wet. When his massive hands slid inside the side of her dress and squeezed her breasts the fingertips teased her nipples and she shivered, having to close her eyes as a wonderful sensation washed over her body. She was insanely horny and couldn’t deny it.

They continued to kiss and explore tongues and lips. Rachel let her hand drift down to his pants and when she touched his crotch what she felt almost took her breath away. It felt huge again. All for her. Because of her.

She had to break away from his mouth and squeeze his erection. “Jesus. Patrick, it feels so big.”

Her husband nodded. “I figured. Enjoy, baby.” He continued to watch the two of them. Rachel felt a newfound sense of freedom. She slid herself on top of Shawn, eager to attack his mouth again. As she kissed him and his sexy tongue probed her mouth again, he felt hands slide up her dress to expose her ass. Her panties were sliding across his erection, grinding on it through his pants. She knew they were soaked already, and Patrick could probably see it from his vantage point behind her.

Giving her ass cheek a squeeze, Shawn lightly spanked her. “Goddamn. That’s a sexy ass you have, Rachel. So fucking nice.”

Without asking permission he pushed her off him and then shoved her face down onto the couch, kneeling with her ass in the air. The way he controlled her was perfect, firm but just enough to make her feel like she wasn’t being forced.

His face moved between her legs and he inhaled, then his tongue slid down the damp strip of silk that barely covered her. When he touched her swollen lips she arched her back with a gasp in her throat. Eating her pussy wasn’t expected, but he quickly yanked her thong aside and then began to kiss and kick her slit like a hungry man, moaning the entire time.

She turned her head and looked at Patrick through slitted eyes. “Oh, fuck…he’s licking my pussy, baby. His tongue feels so fucking…AH!” the thick tongue flicked over her clit underneath her and she couldn’t stifle a gasp of pleasure.

Shawn’s hands were all over her ass cheeks, squeezing and rubbing gently while his mouth felt like it was everywhere. Patrick’s eyes gazed into hers, a subtle smile on his face but she could see he was touching himself over his pants.

Patrick ate her pussy all the time, in fact he enjoyed it and so did she. But this was different. Forbidden. Like he was feasting on her lips and clit hungrily and it made it so much hotter. And somehow, he knew just when she was about to slide over the edge and he would stop and move or pull away. Sucking, teasing and driving her wild.

Rachel started to push back into his face to get him to keep going, to relieve the orgasm that he’d built up to an insane level of anticipation. But he kept up with teasing her, not giving her what she was craving.

Finally, he grabbed her hair and pulled her up to a seated position. Still in total control. When Shawn kissed her, she tasted her musky scent all over his face. It was dirty to taste her own juices and she couldn’t resist talking to him like a slut.

“That white pussy tastes good, doesn’t it? You like my married white pussy, don’t you?” Her voice came in short gasps.

Shawn stood up in front of her without a word. The dress she wore was around her waist and her body was flushed with sweat already. She knew what he wanted. And she couldn’t wait to see what he had under his pants again. It was making her crazy that he just took control with her husband watching intently. When he unzipped his fly and pulled down his pants, it was like something out of a porn movie.

“Holy shit.” She laughed. His cock was already the size of her forearm. Hanging down like a massive chunk of meat between his legs. The other night in the car she’d of course seen it and tasted it, but hadn’t really realized how hung he truly was.

Even thinking about putting it in her mouth again made her jaw flex. She couldn’t help turning to Patrick as she took it in her hand. “Can you even believe this?” He looked astounded and laughed.

Shawn chuckled. “Yeah. Lots of ladies have the same reaction. Now just imagine when that’s inside your tight white pussy. Get that sexy mouth on me and suck it.” Just like he had in the car, he definitely had no problem telling her what he wanted.

Rachel felt her body shudder involuntarily, knowing that she wanted to experience him fucking her for sure, but knowing that after this gigantic cock, Patrick would feel like a pencil inside her. She looked at her husband and all he did was nod, adjusting his position to be able to watch.

And it was only getting longer and thicker. She couldn’t even wrap her whole hand around it. The cock pulsed in her hand like a beating heart. She slid her mouth over the head and took a taste, making sure that Patrick had a good view. Lips stretched to accommodate him but even then, her mouth could only manage one or two inches. If anything, he felt bigger than last time.

“That white mouth looks good on my black cock. Doesn’t it, Patrick?” Shawn said with a grin. He’d angled himself so that Patrick could see Rachel’s mouth around his massive black dick. She was eagerly trying to stuff more of him into her lips but it was almost impossible. The stretching was exhilarating and even his taste was different.

“Yeah, that’s good, baby.” Shawn sighed. He took a firm hold of her hair and made sure that Patrick was watching, then started to thrust into her mouth, making her choke low in her throat. Rachel felt her eyes start to water as her breath was cut off but loved the sensation of his thickness stopping her breath. “Take that big black dick.”

It was almost like he was putting on a show for Patrick’s benefit. Taking command of his hot wife and making sure that they both got memories they would never forget. Rachel didn’t even have her dress off and all she wanted was for him to fuck her. It was wanton and sexy and driving her body crazy.

They needed a change in venue so she could get comfortable. Taking him out of her mouth with a gasp, she looked at Patrick. “Let’s all go upstairs.” Without waiting for him to respond she stood up and kissed Shawn again, stroking his hard cock. He pulled his pants up and let her lead him to the master bedroom.

Rachel could see that Patrick was hard under his pants as well. So their little show had the right effect for her husband, and that meant that he wasn’t going to stop anything. Or at least she hoped so. The next step was to get that massive dick inside her pussy and really see what Shawn could do. She needed to get fucked, and fucked hard.

Patrick followed them inside the bedroom and Rachel sat down on the bed with Shawn in front of her, quickly fishing out his cock again and stuffing it back into her mouth. The lust she was feeling was driving her to do anything she pleased, and right now she wanted to try to suck him deep.

He allowed her to suck him for a few more minutes, the manly scent of his skin filling her nose. But even with all her effort she couldn’t even get half of him inside her lips. Suddenly he pulled himself out. “I want to see this sexy little body.”

Grabbing the bottom of her dress Rachel raised her arms and allowed him to pull it over her head. He kissed her again with his tongue sliding into her lips and squeezed her breasts, teasing the nipples with his thumbs. Then he shoved her back, her panties were down and his hand spanked her ass. “God damn…this is going to be fun.”

Turning her body around she was like a rag doll in his hands. He bent her over and pushed her further back onto the bed. The bed she shared with her husband, who was watching in the corner.

Eagerly Rachel slid forward onto all fours. She looked over and saw Patrick with his pants down, his own erection in his hands while he braced for watching his wife getting fucked. He was jerking off slowly, a rapt expression on his face.

Shawn grabbed her hips and then his erection slid down her dripping slit. Without any pause he pushed forward and then it was as if she was getting split in half. With her wet hole ready, he could enter her without any issue and his cock filled her instantly.

“Oh Jesus…it’s so fucking biiiiiig.” She moaned. Shawn had his hands on her ass cheeks, massaging them while his member continued to stretch her out. It was insane to her how good it felt, like she’d never felt anything like it inside her and he was attacking every nerve ending in her body.

Within seconds she felt her body cresting. Normally it took a while, but with Shawn’s massive monster inside her she let her body embrace the wave and felt herself shudder all over him, crying out that she was cumming hard.

“Oh my GOD…YES! I’m…AH!” Her body shuddered with easy release and she felt a squirt of fluid coat Shawn’s cock as he continued to fuck her steadily. Through slitted eyes she looked over at her husband and smiled, clenching the sheets.  

Shawn pulled out and flipped her over, grabbing her legs and spreading them wide while his thickness entered her again. This time the angle was even better and she could look up, seeing his shoulder muscles flex and his sexy chest hovering over her just like in her fantasy.

He wasn’t holding back at all, and started to move faster inside her, his breath coming in short grunts as his balls slapped against her ass.

Patrick was standing up now, pumping his tiny cock fast in his hand. His eyes were fixed on where Shawn was joined to her, watching his massive black cock pump into her pussy. She could see how hard her husband was watching her get fucked by another man. It was a wonderful feeling of openness and acceptance that she could experience something so sexually freeing and have him okay with it.

Turning to him, she gasped out words that she hoped would make him crazy. “He’s fucking me so good…fucking my pussy so hard. So big! AH! You like watching me get fucked, don’t you?”

Patrick nodded and kept stroking himself. “It’s fucking hot babe…so hot…”  

“Keep fucking me with that big black cock, I fucking love it! Stretch my pussy out!” The sounds of Shawn’s massive thighs slapping against her legs filled the room and there were wet noises coming from where his cock and her dripping slit came together. He was grunting in a low voice, in total control.

Finally, Patrick stepped closer and Rachel knew what he was about to do. She wanted to please him as well, her wonderful husband who was enjoying seeing her be totally satisfied with another man.

She reached out with a hand and grabbed his rigid cock, pumping it slowly. With a loud roar she felt it flex in her hand and then his cock erupted with a stream of white, shooting in a thick rope onto her face. Turning her head, she gasped as she felt another shot hit her neck and dribble down her back. He’d shot the biggest load she could remember all over her naked body while she was getting pounded by another man.

“Uh…uh…” Patrick moaned, his eyes closed. Shawn pulled himself slowly out of Rachel and laughed. His thick cock was glistening with white cream.

“Jesus, man. You just painted that sexy girl. You really love watching her get fucked, don’t you?”

Patrick actually laughed himself. As if they were two men just sharing a fun sexy experience. Meanwhile, Rachel could feel his load on her skin. And all she could think of was that she wanted more from Shawn before they were all done. “Go get me a towel. I’m covered.”

Her husband obeyed, quickly handing her one from the bathroom and Rachel wiped herself off. As soon as she did, Shawn grabbed her legs and sliding her towards him on her back, spread her thighs with his powerful hands. It was a second before he mounted her and suddenly his cock was back in her pussy, stretching her wonderfully again.

Hovering over her he looked like an adonis, powerful and strong. Claiming her like a man would, his hips pumping his thick meat into her pussy with no restraint. With his pelvis grinding against hers, Rachel pushed up into him and felt herself go over the edge again, gasping through another hard orgasm.

The way he was pounding into her and stretching her pussy had one orgasm flowing into the next like a river. She couldn’t believe how good his cock felt. Her hands clawed at his back and then gripped his powerful arms on either side of her body.

“Yeah…I’m going to flood that sexy white pussy. Fucking take my cum.” He grunted. Rachel knew that they hadn’t discussed anything about how they were going to finish. But she was too far gone. It was time to make her husband a true cuckold. Turning her head, she looked at Patrick.

“He’s going to cum in my pussy, baby. Flood my pussy with his hot black cum. Yeah, that’s it.” She turned her head back towards Shawn. “Fucking make me yours. Your cock is everything I’ve ever wanted!”

“AAAARRRRGGGHHH!” Shawn cried, his hips pumping into her. Rachel felt him swell inside, sending a wonderful wave of anticipation through her body. She was about to let another man flood her pussy with hot seed. No man had done it since she was married and she couldn’t wait for it. Her mind reeled at the fact that this sexy black man was going to cum inside her.

The first spurt unloaded and her pussy felt the flood of slick heat filling it up. “AH! YES!” she cried, wanting to milk it all out of him and take him fully inside her. “He’s cumming inside meeeeee!” The sound of his cock inside her suddenly muffled and she could feel his cum leaking out of her pussy as he continued to pump. It felt like his load would never end.

“FUCK yes!” he gasped, pulling his cock out. “That looks so fucking hot. My cum dripping out of that sexy white pussy.”

Rachel lay there, enjoyed the feeling of thick cream sliding out of her and pooling on the sheets below. She turned her head again and through hazy eyes motioned Patrick to come over and look at it. “Baby. Come look at what he did inside me. There’s so much cum.”

Patrick had done his pants back up and moved towards her prostate body on the bed as Shawn stood up. She could see his hands shaking. It was such a powerful feeling, knowing that her husband had not only watched her get fucked so hard, but enjoyed it. And now there was one more thing she wanted to enjoy.

Her hand trailed down between her legs and with her muscles she squeezed hard, letting more of Shawn’s hot cum spurt out of her stretched pussy. It coated her fingers. “See baby, there’s so much. Isn’t that hot? Maybe he got me pregnant with a black baby.”

Patrick’s fingers tentatively touched her crotch, the sticky wetness of her juices and Shawn’s sperm combined. She could see his mind racing, and hers was as well. The room reeked of sex and lust and it felt glorious. All she wanted was more.

“Now that’s a real man’s load.” Shawn said. “That sexy pussy needs to get fucked like that all the time.”

“I can’t wait. Oh, wow…” Rachel stretched out on the bed, her body already stiffening up but she was more than eager to take on Shawn again. Her pussy was sore, but it was the good kind of sore. The kind you didn’t even want recovery from. And her skin felt like it was glowing. But she was still craving even more.

“Why don’t we go shower off. Together.” Shawn said. “You don’t mind, do you Patrick?”

Her husband shook his head. Rachel could tell he was still processing everything he’d seen but the fact he had jerked off and blown a bigger load than usual told her everything she needed to know. “He doesn’t mind at all. Why don’t you get some sleep babe? We’ll clean up a bit.”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea.” Patrick said. He seemed to be somehow okay with Shawn calling the shots. Filling the role as the perfect cuckolded husband, allowing his wife to enjoy her new black stud.

He went to a drawer and pulled on some pyjama pants while Shawn took Rachel by the hand, allowing his massive frame to be led to the bathroom. While she turned on the tap for the water, his hands wrapped around her waist and he kissed her neck, cupping her breasts from behind.

“God damn. This fucking booty is all mine.” She could feel this thick cock, and even though it was flaccid now she hoped he could get hard again quickly. There was no way she was letting him get away without feeling his cock one more time inside her pussy. While the water warmed up they kissed again, this time more sensually. Like familiar lovers.

In the shower, Rachel stroked his thick cock again, letting him get to full hardness and then Shawn fucked her up against the shower wall, their moans and gasps definitely getting into the bedroom where she knew Patrick was lying trying to sleep. It was too bad for him. Not that he was her cuckold he’d simply have to put up with Shawn coming by and fucking her whenever he wanted.

Patrick’s life was going to change. Rachel would definitely enjoy him once in a while, but when somebody like Shawn – and anyone else that she might enjoy – was an option why would she settle for her cuckolded husband with an average penis. Not when she could enjoy getting stretched by big black meat. Maybe Shawn had some friends who would want to give her a threesome.

It was definitely going to be a good summer. One that Rachel would never forget. Once Shawn was out the door, she settled into bed beside her husband, who simply snaked an arm around her thoroughly satisfied body. “I love you, babe.” He said in a sleepy voice.

“I love you too.” Rachel replied. The security of her man combined with the passion of her new lover was going to be incredibly fun to continue.

THE END
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