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      Ever had a house guest that wouldn’t leave?

      A dirty jock, a slob, an alpha male who drinks beer and smokes cigarettes all day on your dime?

      What would you do if your wife stood up to him — and he spanks her right in front of you, long enough until she’s dripping wet and ready for the taking?

      Would you intervene… or just watch to see how much he can use your wife?

      There’s a bonus story included.

      Happy reading,

      Emilia.
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          Mark

        

      

    
    
      Tonight is Friday, and that means date night.

      And that means sex.

      I’m in a cheery mood as I park my car in my driveway. Another two whole days of respite before I have to head back to the office!

      My good mood is instantly ruined when I walk into my living room. Bojan, our Eastern-European roommate, is sprawled out all over my couch, shirtless. He’s naked except for some gray sweatpants, and judging by the bulge in them, he doesn’t do underwear either.

      My coffee table is filled with crushed beer cans and cigarette buds. His big, naked feet are resting on the spot where I usually sit.

      “What the fuck?” I say. “What did we say about smoking in the house?”

      He doesn’t even look at me — he just keeps watching TV. Soccer.

      “At least put a shirt on, Jessie will be home soon,” I sigh as I pick up his trash.

      “Da,” he groans.

      Getting a roommate was my idea, but I’ve regretted it every day since Bojan moved in. Renting out a room meant an extra couple of thousands dollars a year, and that means we could pay our mortgage off as soon as possible. The sooner we were out of debt, the better, I reckoned.

      Jessie, my wife, had her doubts, but once we had a talk with the local college she was all for it. We cut a deal with them: We’d take in exchange students, and they paid us a premium.

      The idea was good in theory. Jessie and I got to meet people close to our age from all over the world, from diverse backgrounds, who were motivated and intelligent.

      The college assured us that the students would spend most of their time on campus or studying, so they wouldn’t get in our way at all.

      What a farce that has turned out to be!

      Bojan is the opposite of everything I imagined an exchange student would be. He’s rude and ill-mannered. He uses every bit of our house as if he owns the place, even using our master bathroom! The man walks around shirtless all day, drinking and smoking, watching TV, or worse, having his equally rude guests over.

      I suspect that the college is using us to offload their troublesome students. Out of the college dorms and right into my home!

      I tried to set boundaries and talk some sense into him, but when he’s not ignoring me he just laughs. He pretends not to speak English at times, but I think he’s just fucking with me.

      I’m close to calling the college and telling him they can have him back, but the money they’re paying me is really good. However, there are boundaries… in fact, it’s something I have to discuss with Jessie this weekend.

      But first, I want to have our date night, with just the two of us. For the past week, he’s been hogging all of the space in our living room, watching his foreign TV or yelling loudly into his phone. It’s like being a stranger in your own home.

      I’m not going to let his chiseled, foreign body ruin my sex night, though!
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          Jessie

        

      

    
    
      The moment I walk into our home I stop dead in my tracks.

      Oh my.

      Bojan, our house-guest, is lying on our couch, and he’s nearly naked. The only thing covering his well-built frame is a pair of gray sweatpants, and even that is pulled so far down I can the bottom lines of his abs.

      A warm current flows through my veins.

      I shouldn’t like the boorish man. I certainly shouldn’t be checking him out with my husband in the other room.

      But there’s something about him. He’s so nonchalantly arrogant, like he has everything figured out in life.

      In reality, he’s mooching off our beer, skipping classes, and spending his days watching TV and smoking. He’s rude, he smells of cigarettes and sweat…

      So why I find him so endearing? Why do I want to give him a hug? I feel like, if I tried, I could change him. All he needs is a woman to put him on the right path.

      I could be that woman.

      Except I’m married, and I love my husband Mark. Of course.

      Someone else should take this bad boy off my hands.

      “Hello,” I say, my cheeks burning.

      Why am I flustered? This is my own home! He’s on my couch!

      Bojan glances up at me, raising his eyebrows.

      I don’t think he has any clue how hot that look his.

      “Hello,” he says in his thick foreign accent. “You look good today.”

      “Oh, no,” I say, one hand moving instinctively to the back of my neck.

      Ugh, what am I doing? I’m a young professional, not some valley girl.

      “Big plans tonight?”

      “Yeah,” I say. “Date night.”

      “Have fun.”

      My eyes drift across his near-naked body. I can clearly see a big, thick bulge in his sweatpants. Is he not even wearing boxers? Holy hell…

      “Excuse me,” I say as I head into the kitchen. Mark is sitting at the kitchen table reading the newspaper. He’s already got his good suit on.

      “Hi,” I say as I kiss my husband on the cheek.

      “Hey, baby.”

      “Sorry I’m late,” I say. “Busy day.”

      “It’s okay,” he says. “We can still make our reservation at Glamor if you hurry.”

      “How long do I have?”

      “Half an hour. Is that enough?”

      “Yeah,” I say. “Going to take a quick shower if that’s okay.”

      My body is still burning from drinking in Bojan’s half-naked frame… I need some release. Quick.

      Mark frowns at me. “Okay,” he grunts. “But hurry up.”

      “Sure thing, babe.”

      I run up the stairs, kicking my heels off and peel my clothes off. As I step under the hot rays of the shower, my mind instantly drifts to the bum that’s sitting on my living room couch.

      The alpha, arrogant jerk.

      The irresistible jock.

      The way he looked at me… he was eye-fucking me, with my husband in the other room! He’s so damn ballsy.

      One hand slides down my naked body, finding my thumping, swollen clit. I got wet instantly when I saw those washboard abs.

      I never cared much for big, buff guys — or at least, that’s what I always thought. However, having to see those broad shoulders every day… it makes a feel a type of way.

      And that smell.

      That manly, musky scent of his.

      I’ve never smelled anything like it. Mark doesn’t smell like that, for sure. It’s a strange, poignant mixture of sweat, cigarettes and beer.

      I hated it at first, was revolted by it, but as the days passed…

      …it started to grow on me. I started to look forward to it.

      My fingers run circles on my clit as I think about Bojan’s strong shoulders, his manly scent, that big, giant bulge in those sweatpants of him.

      I wish he would just punish me. Make me his. Show me who’s boss.

      Show Mark who’s boss.

      Fuck. A current runs through me, and my knees grow weak.

      This is so naughty. I’ve never thought like this — but watching such a strong alpha male put a guy like Mark in his place… that’s the hottest, kinkiest thought I’ve ever had.

      He could do it, too. He’s just that type of guy who doesn’t give a single fuck.

      “Jessie!”

      I hear Mark screaming my name from downstairs.

      I don’t care, though. I’m lost in my own world, my breathing heavy, my entire body quivering as I near my climax.

      I come hard, throwing my back against the wall, having to bite my bottom lip to stop from screaming out Bojan’s name.
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          Mark

        

      

    
    
      “Jessie!”

      I tap my foot impatiently. A quick shower she said. It’s been over twenty minutes! At this rate we’re going to be late. I hate being late.

      “Wife giving you trouble?” Bojan asks.

      “Yeah,” I say, rolling my eyes. “You know how American women are.”

      “I do not,” he says in this thick accent. “What do you mean?”

      “They… how do I explain this. The stereotype is that American women take a lot of time getting ready for a date, and so they’re always late. You’re not familiar with this?”

      He shakes his head. “I am not. In my country, women never make men wait. They know better.”

      I frown. “What do you mean by that?”

      “The women know their place. A man should not have to wait.”

      He says the words with conviction, like he means every syllable of it.

      “Well, here we believe in equality,” I say. “Women are not subordinate to their men.”

      Bojan laughs. “Of course they are,” he says. “American men are weak. Let women walk all over them. They need strong man who puts them in their place. Men like me.”

      I shift my weight around uncomfortably. I don’t like this talk about him putting women in their ‘place’. I wish Jessie would hurry up so that we could get out of here, and I don’t need to have this conversation with this oaf.

      Finally, after what feels like an eternity, Jessie makes her way downstairs. She looks absolutely gorgeous — she’s wearing a short red dress that hugs every inch of her body perfectly.

      Unfortunately, we’re also very late for our reservation, and my patience has run thin.

      “What took you so long?” I bite. “I told you to hurry up! We’re late! Do you know much trouble I went through to get that reservation?!”

      Jessie’s eyes open wide, her nostrils flaring, and I realize I done fucked up. She hates it when I raise my voice, especially in front of a guest — and Bojan is not giving us an inch of space. No, he’s staring right at us, one hand stuck down his sweatpants as he oggles our argument.

      “It’s a fucking reservation, Mark, Jesus Christ!” she says. “Who gives a fuck?”

      “I do!” I say. “I go there for work all the time, if they know I’m always late they’ll just stop giving me a table. You know how this restaurants are! Oh no wait, you don’t.”

      Fuck.

      Should not have said that.

      “What did you just say?” she snarls.

      “Forget it.”

      “No. No no no. What did you just say to me, Mark? That I don’t know what a business lunch is like? Because I don’t have a real job, like you, is that it?”

      “I said forget it!”

      “You can forget about your fucking dinner!” she says, shoving her purse into my stomach.

      She storms into the kitchen and I stand there like a fool, holding her purse.

      “Come on baby,” I whine. “It’s Friday. Let’s not fight.”

      Bojan raises his eyebrows, staring at me like I’m a neutered dog.

      “You’re going to take that?” he says in that thick accent of his.

      “Stay out of it, man.”

      Our Eastern-European house guest smirks. “You are like little kucka, holding her purse like that.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “A little bitch,” he says with a wide smile. “You are little bitch, yes?”

      “Hey, fuck you, man!” I say. “I told you to stay out of it!”

      “In my country, we spank the women until they listen. Very effective. You need to take control.”

      Jessie comes storming out of the kitchen, and she still has that crazy look in her eye.

      “What did you just say to my husband?!” she says, pointing her nail-polished finger at me.

      Bojan rises from his seat instantly, and within two steps he’s standing face-to-face with my wife. I can smell the beer and cigarette-smoke from here.

      “Don’t talk to me like that,” he says, his voice low and manly. “I am not your kucka.”

      I can’t believe the guts of this guy, to talk to my wife like that. In front of me even! I watch Jessie like a hawk, looking forward to the earful she’s going to give him.

      However, that doesn’t happen.

      Her eyes are big but frightened, as she scans Bojan’s large frame. It’s almost as if she didn’t expect him to stand up to her like that.

      “Or w-what?” she says.

      “Or I will spank you,” he answers without a moment’s hesitation.

      Jessie’s dress is so tight I can see her hard nipples poke through the soft fabric. I don’t remember them doing that a moment ago…

      “You are a pig,” she says.

      “And you are a bitch.”

      Jessie raises her hand to slap him but he’s quicker, grabbing her wrist before her hand can strike.

      “I’m good at training bitches,” he continues. “Even the biggest bitch can become an obedient whore with the right hand guiding her.”

      “Let me go,” she struggles, but Bojan is much too strong for her. He pushes his hand against her face and she retches back.

      “Oh my god, the smell,” she gags.

      I now realize that is the same hand that was in his sweatpants a moment ago. He’s rubbing his ball-sweat all over my wife’s face, and I’m just standing there, confused.

      Aroused.

      “Are you going to let him do this?!” Jessie says. “Do something.”

      I shrug, feeling kinda helpless, but at the same time, empowered. Finally someone is standing up to Jessie and her moods.

      “Maybe you deserved it,” I hear myself say.

      I regret the words the moment they leave my lips. Is she going to explode into a ball of fury? Is she going to leave me?

      Instead, the yanks her arm free from Bojan’s grasp and storms out the door. As she passes me I can see her cheeks are as red as her dress.

      “Are you coming?!” I hear from outside.

      I guess our date is still on.

      “You’re welcome,” Bojan smirks as he heads back into the living room.
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          Jessie

        

      

    
    
      I can’t believe that just happened.

      No man has ever talked to me like that. I knew Bojan was a pig from the moment I first saw him, but I didn’t think he had the balls to talk to me like that in front of my husband.

      He didn’t show a moment’s hesitation. I think that if I pushed him further, he really would have done it too. He’d have pulled me over his lap, yanked my dress up and spanked me right in front of my husband.

      Is it insane that I kinda wish he had?

      He’s such a fucking bad boy. A dangerous, unpredictable, nasty man, who says he’ll make me his ‘obedient whore’. I wonder what kind of degrading acts he’ll make me do…

      I stare at my plate. We made our reservation after all, despite our argument — they hadn’t given our table away yet — but our date has been mostly silence so far. I am too embarrassed to talk.

      All I can think about is Bojan. His smile, his eyes, his smell.

      Oh god, his smell.

      It’s already weird enough that I’m attracted to his regular stench of beer and cigarettes. But now he rubbed his hand all over my face. The same hand that has been down his sweatpants for god know’s how long.

      I could smell his balls. He rubbed it right on my face, his fingertips even dragging across my lips a few times. I could taste the saltiness.

      And my body responded instantly. My panties were so wet he could have slid two fingers into me with ease. My body yearned for him to discipline me, to give me some of that Eastern-European punishment.

      I only managed to drag myself out of there in the nick of time. If he’d had pushed me down to his knees and yanked down those sweatpants of him, well…

      I can’t promise I wouldn’t have sucked his dick right there and then.

      In a way, I blame Mark. Why didn’t he intervene? Why didn’t he step up and show that oaf whose wife I really am?

      It would have served my husband right if I had swallowed our guests cum. Maybe then he wouldn’t always give me such an attitude.

      And what was his comeback? That I ‘deserved it’?

      Who tells their wife they deserve to smell an Eastern-European ballsack?

      If Mark had a bit of a backbone, maybe I wouldn’t be so mean to him. I don’t intend to. I don’t set out to be bitchy. But sometimes his whining just aggravates me so much that I can’t help but lash out…

      “How’s the wine?”

      I glance up at my husband.

      He’s sitting right across from me, picking at his food, while I’m fantasizing about our roommate doing unspeakable things to me.

      I’m just a lousy wife.

      Yet my brain won’t shut up.

      “Oh, it’s good,” I say as I take a sip.

      I wonder what Bojan is doing right now?
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          Mark

        

      

    
    
      We’re both silent on the drive home.

      We’ve barely spoken a word all evening. The incident in the hallway has rattled both our bones. Jessie’s cheeks have been permanently flushed although out the date, her perky nipples peeing through the soft fabric of her dress.

      I have no idea what I’m supposed to say. I’ve never been in this situation before.

      Do I tell her I’m sorry? It seems like I should, but… that would also mean that I’d admit guilt.

      And I think Jessie is partly to blame here. If she hadn’t made me wait, or given our guest so much lip, she wouldn’t have put me in the situation where I’d have to save her.

      Which I didn’t do, by the way.

      I believe that she should be able to save herself. If she can get herself into trouble, it’s up to her to get herself out of it as well. Isn’t that what equality is all about?

      There’s also the uncomfortable truth that the whole altercation turned me on immensely. The way that Bojan held her wrist — he had total control of the moment.

      If he wanted to, he could have slid his other hand right up her dress. There’s nothing she could have done to resist him. He’s so tall, so strong.

      Technically I could have punched him, but if I’m brutally honest with myself, I think that even one-handed the jock would be able to knock me out.

      Physical strength is just not one of my strong suits, and Bojan has it in spades. I’ve come home a few times when he was working out in our living room, his broad chest glistening with sweat… he wouldn’t look out of place on a magazine cover.

      I wonder how Jessie would look like underneath those hulking muscles of his. My cock is hard at the thought alone, and I have to reach down and discreetly adjust myself.

      I glance at my wife to see if she noticed, but she’s staring off into the distance, lost in her own world.

      What kind of husband am I? Fantasizing about our roommate physically disciplining my wife? What’s wrong with me?

      I pull up to our house.

      “We’re here,” I say.

      My wife nods. “Yeah.”

      Both of us hesitate, refusing to acknowledge the elephant in the room. Inside, Bojan is probably waiting for us. How are we going to handle this?

      “I should take out the trash,” I say. “You go on ahead.”
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      I walk into the house, wobbling on my high heels. My knees are weak, my heart racing.

      I shouldn’t feel like this when I’m walking into my own home, but everything has changed. There’s a predator lurking in my living room. He’s nearly seven feet tall, speaks with an accent and smells intoxicating. His names Bojan, and I’m afraid I’m putty in his hands.

      “How was date?”

      His low, growling voice cuts right through me. My stomach flutters when I think back to how helpless he made me feel. Bojan is sprawled out on our couch, his hand down his sweatpants, as always.

      “Good,” I answer, trying to keep my voice from shaking.

      Bojan looks at me, his gaze demanding attention.

      “Did Mark get lucky?”

      I brush off his question, turning to leave.

      “Did you suck his cock?”

      The nerve of this man! I whirl back around, my cheeks glowing brightly red.

      “That’s none of your business!”

      “Mark is friend,” he say. “It is my business. You should be nice to friend. You should suck his cock. He works hard for you.”

      He’s daring me, challenging me. And I take the bait, hook, line and sinker.

      “I work hard! Just because he’s a man doesn’t mean that he owns me!” I say. “And neither do you! I made my own decisions!”

      Bojan laughs. “In my country, women don’t decide shit. They suck cock when they’re told.”

      “Oh yeah?! Your buddies girlfriends suck your cock all the time, I take it?”

      I can’t believe I’m talking to our rude house-guest about oral sex. Who does or does not put his oversized cock into their mouths is none of my business, but now that the words have left my mouth, it’s all I can think about.

      “Yes,” he says proudly. “True friends share all their women.”

      A wave of heat passes through me, and even my ears are burning.

      “Why you look so surprised?” Bojan continues. “When friend needs ride, you lend him car, yes? When friend is hungry, you share food. So when friend needs wife, you give wife. Is natural, yes?”

      I shake my head, my cheeks as red as a tomato.

      “N-no, that’s not natural. That’s not normal. America is a monogamous country.”

      “You would not help your husband or his friends? That’s selfish,” Bojan continued to needle me.

      “I’m not selfish!” I bite. “I’m my own woman!”

      “That’s something a real bitch would say.”

      “What’s going on?” Mark says when he walks in.

      I whirl around, pointing my finger right at my husband.

      “Bojan here is telling me how in his country, they all share their women like toys! And, what’s more, he insists it I should suck your cock! What do you have to say about that?!”

      My poor husband looks like a deer caught in the headlights.

      “W-w-well,” he stammers. “I’m not saying no,” he says with a weak smile.

      “What, be shared with all your friends? Yeah, Robert and Patrick would love that, right?”

      “N-n-n-no, not that,” he stammers, falling over his words. “The other thing.”

      “Suck cock, yes,” Bojan interrupts. “Thank you Mark. You are friend. I like you.”

      “Thanks,” my husband mutters weakly.

      Strengthened by my husband’s support, Bojan pushes his shoulders back and continues his misogenistic tirade.

      “American women talk too much. They talk talk talk, while really they should use their mouths for swallowing cum. Less talking, more cum swallowing. That is my advice to your country. Where I’m from—”

      “We’re not in your shithole of a country!” I snap. “This is America!”

      Bojan rises from the couch, his eyes shooting fire.

      “You disrespect my country, you disrespect me,” he growls. “Mark, teach your bitch some respect!”

      “I don’t respect you or your piglike ways,” I bite.

      Bojan takes another step until his broad chest is almost touching mine. I can feel his warm breath on my face, that stench of his enveloping me. That smell of beer, cigarettes and sweat, the oh so strong scent of manly sweat the makes my heart beat faster and my knees buckle.

      I glance down to see a large bulge in those grey sweatpants of his, and subconsciously I lick my lips.

      “You need lesson,” Bojan growls. “I warned you, but you don’t listen. If your husband doesn’t do it, I will.”

      “What do have to say about this, Mark?” I ask my husband, doing my best to keep my voice from quivering. “Are you going to let this brute talk to your wife like this?”
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          Mark

        

      

    
    
      I’m standing with my back against the wall, my heart beating in my throat as I watch the fireworks display in front of me.

      Jessie is giving Bojan a piece of her mind, and he’s having none of it. He’s standing right in front of her, their foreheads almost touching. Every muscle in the jock’s body seems to be tensed up, and his fingers seem to be itching to teach my wife a lesson.

      “Are you going to let him talk to me like that?” my wife asks.

      I lick my chapped lips, my heart going a million miles a minute. I wish I was invisible and I could just watch this play out without having to interfere, without having to pick a side.

      Because I really have no clue what I’m supposed to do.

      I mean, of course I should back my wife up. Bojan shouldn’t talk to my wife like that. It’s disrespectful to the both of us. On the other hand, I get a strange pleasure from watching someone put her in her place for once. In truth, I sometimes fear I’m not man enough for her, like I don’t give her everything that she needs and secretly craves.

      Bojan is more man than I’ve seen put together in a single, chain-smoking package.

      I stammer, letting the clock wind down. As long as I don’t make a move, nothing what happens if my fault, right?

      “Mark agrees with me,” Bojan says. “You you disrespect guest. You need lesson.”

      “I don’t need a thing from an oaf like you,” she says, her chest rising up and down with every deep breath.

      Slap!

      Without a warning, Bojan hand slaps my wife right on her round ass. The slap echoes off the walls, and I stand frozen. Stunned.

      “That’s your first warning,” Bojan says.

      My wife looks at me, her eyes opened wide. I thought I’d see fury, anger or resentment in her eyes for letting this stranger put his hands on her like that, but nothing could be further from the truth.

      Her big blue eyes are dripping with arousal.

      When you’re married, you can tell these things. I know that look, and that look is asking for permission to be a bad, bad girl.

      I nod before giving it another second thought, before realizing the gravity of the situation, before thinking it through completely.

      She turns and slaps Bojan right in his face, leaving a red mark. “Fuck you and your stupid country,” she says.

      Bojan is silent for a moment, his eyes smoldering with an intense fury.

      “You will regret that,” he says calmly.

      The next moment he leans forward and grabs my wife’s waist and throws her over his shoulder! Her heels fall of as she kicks her legs, trying to break free from his grasp unsuccessfully.

      The dress she has on rides up, exposing the globes of her ass to me, and I can see the silky, red, see-through panties she has on underneath peaking out, making my heart beat faster and my legs tremble.

      “You will regret that!” Bojan says again, louder this time, his booming voice creating an echo. He carries my wife to his trusty couch — I don’t even think of it as our couch anymore — and sits down, placing my wife on his lap.

      She struggles and fights, but Bojan keeps both her wrists behind her back with a single hand. The other hand yanks the bottom of her dress up, exposing her round, panty-covered ass.

      “See, you dress like slut,” Bojan says as his hands stroke the silk fabric.

      Watching the loud oaf put his hands on my girl fills me with the strangest feeling. I’ve resented this man for weeks, wished him gone countless times, and now I’m watching him run his dirty hands all over my wife’s ass — right in front of me!

      “Now, I will make you beg like one.”

      Slap!

      He raises his flat palm and slaps my wife right on her ass. She yelps as he delivers her a spanking, one after another. With every sharp sound I flinch, my back pressed against the door. I almost feel like an intruder as I watch this very intimate moment.

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Jessie stops her struggling after a few strikes, lying flat on his lap as the Eastern-European houseguest spanks her. Through the mirror in the corner of the room I can see that her eyes are closed — and a smile has formed on her lips.

      It seems she’s enjoying this as much as I am.
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      My body is on fire, and every touch from Bojan fans the flames of my desire. Subconsciously I arch my back, jutting out my ass, so it’s easier for him to spank me.

      Slap!

      “You bitch,” he says.

      Slap!

      “You whore.”

      Slap!

      “You cunt!”

      My eyes are closed, my mouth hanging open, drool dripping out the corners of my mouth. I’ve never been treated like this, never been taken like this, never surrendered myself to a man like this.

      Certainly not to an dominant alpha male like Bojan.

      He grabs a handful of my silky red panties and tears them apart, literally ripping them from my body. I can feel the fabric pull into my soft flesh, and the pain feels good.

      He throws the ripped underwear away and roughly grabs a handful of my ass, spreading my cheeks wide. His hands touch my lips, and I’ve never felt them so wet before. It’s like I just came out of a pool.

      “You are wet,” he says matter-of-factly, “like the slut you are.”

      Yes. I am a slut.

      Only a total slut would let a man like Bojan strip her and spank her in front of her husband. Without warning he plunges two fingers into my cunt, forcing them into right to the knuckle. I can’t help but moan like a bitch in heat, my eyes rolling to the back of my head.

      He pulls them back out and yanks my head up by my hair, holding the two dripping wet fingers under my nose, confronting me with the evidence of my own sluttiness.

      “See?” he growls. “You are a whore.”

      He roughly forces the two fingers into my mouth, and a thrill of pleasure runs through my body as I suck my own pussy juice off of his dirty fingers.

      “How does your cunt taste?”

      So good.

      “Come watch this, Mark.”

      Oh my god. I’ve almost forgotten about my husband — I’ve been focusing so much on the feelings of his strong hands that the room was lost to me. A wicked thrill runs down my back.

      This houseguest is going to show me off to my own husband!

      Bojan grabs my ass and spreads it wide, opening to my cunt the two men.

      “See how wet she is? She is a true whore, aren’t you?”

      He plunges two fingers back into my pussy, and a moan escapes my lips.

      “Say it!” he demands. “Tell me you’re a whore!”

      Slap!

      I bite my tongue, trying to resist, but I can’t hold out any longer.

      “I’m a whore!” I scream.

      Slap!

      “I’m your slut!”

      Slap!

      He spanks me with one hand as the other finger-fucks me, my entire body moving as he pounds my dripping wet cunt with his entire hand. The pleasure of being treated so roughly is overwhelming.

      “Good,” Bojan says. “You’re learning.”

      He yanks me up my hair and pushes me off his lap. I fall to the ground, looking up at the big man towering over me.

      “But this is only the beginning of your lessons.”

      He hooks his fingers into the waistband of his sweatpants and slowly pulls them down. His cock only springs free when his sweats are passed his knees, the dripping wet head hitting me in the cheek, leaving a strand of pre-cum all over my face.

      The intoxicating scent hits me in an instant. The smell of his cock, of his sweat, of his balls, is overwhelming. My husband only smells like that when he comes home from the gym, and even then, Bojan’s musk is ten times as strong.

      His massive cock towers over me. It’s ten inches at least, and thick, throbbing veins run up the massive length. I’ve never seen anything like it.

      Mark doesn’t even come close.

      Bojan grabs a fistful of my hair and pushes me into his crotch. My nose lands squarely in his big ballsack, and I can’t help but take a deep, big whiff.

      His manly musk surrounds me, and it makes my body tingle with pleasure. I can’t explain it, but I feel an overwhelming need to smell, lick, and taste Bojan

      I run my tongue along the underside of his balls, which are nearly the size of tennis balls, and his salty taste fills my mouth.

      “Yes, lick my balls like a good little whore,” he says, holding a tight hold on my hair. “You love sucking my balls, don’t you?”

      “Uh-huh,” I groan, my voice muffled by his balls and cock.

      He pushes me down further, smothering me, the tip of my tongue dragging across his taint. I trace my tongue up, all the way from his taint to the tip of his cock.

      The big, purple head is dripping with pre-cum. I wrap my lips around it, tasting his sweet nectar. Bojan grabs a hold of my hair and forces my mouth down on his cock, making me gag.

      I’ve never had anything this big inside my mouth before.

      “Take it all, cunt, take it all!” he growls. “Mark, your wife is an excellent cocksucker.”

      Bojan releases me and I fall back, coughing, gasping for air, saliva dripping down my face. I look behind me to see my husband gripping his hard cock, stroking it as he watches this jock use my face like a fucktoy.

      “Yes,” he says, his eyes gleaming with arousal. “Yes, she’s a good whore.”
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      I stroke my cock as I watch Bojan brutally fuck my wife’s face. All her snootiness, her haughtiness is gone. Right now, she’s nothing but a fuck toy. A whore. A cunt to be used.

      The vigor with which she tongues Bojan’s massive balls is something I’ve never seen before. He hardly uses any force — she’s lathering up his sweaty balls on her own accord.

      The same mouth that said “I do,” is now tonguing another man’s balls.

      Let that sink in for a moment.

      Every time I kiss her, I’ll be reminded of that salty aftertaste. Will I ever be able to look at her the same way again?

      I can smell Bojan’s musk from here. It’s a potent aura that seems to fill the entire room. His hard cock stands up like a flagpole as my normally proud wife worships his massive cock and balls.

      She kisses up the length like she’s in love with the thing, her tongue dragging across the underside before taking the big, bulging head into her mouth.

      Bojan grabs a hold of her hair and forces his length into her mouth, inch after inch. My wife coughs, protests, squeals, but Bojan doesn’t relent. He forces his length down her throat, making her gag on his cock.

      She’s really his bitch. His slut. I’ve never dared to lay a finger on her, besides a loving pat on her backside — this stranger, this houseguest is face-fucking her, his balls slapping against her chin as he forces his massive, oversized cock down her throat, making her choke on his dick, and she’s moaning and groaning like a wanton fucking whore, a real bitch in heat, a true cum-loving slut.

      “Do you want my cock inside of you?” Bojan asks.

      “Oh yes,” my wife says, her voice eager. Desperate. “Please.”

      Bojan pulls my wife to her feet and pulls her dress over her head, throwing it in my direction. He pushes her onto the couch and she falls forward, landing on her hands and knees, her ass up high in the air.

      The Eastern-European dom smacks the head of his hard cock against her round ass, the wet sound making my knees tremble with anticipation.

      “Oh god,” my wife sighs as he smears his cock all over her ass, the throbbing head resting against her glistening wet lips.

      His massive cock is going to destroy her tiny cunt.

      While watching this jock completely use my wife like that, like she belongs to him (and I suppose she does now) is utterly humiliating, at the same time it also feels empowering.

      I’ve always known that Jessie was a slut, underneath that armor of hers. Now Bojan has broken down her walls, proven to me that she is the cock-loving whore I always hoped she’d be.

      Our life is never going to be the same again.

      I drop down to my knees in front of her, running my fingers through her blonde hair. It’s matted down with sweat, a drop of it running past her brow. Her eyes are closed, a permanent smile on her thick lips, while her breath smells like pure cock.

      My fingers close around her throat. I want to use this personal little fuck toy, just like Bojan has. To use her body for my pleasure, to stuff her with my cock, to unload my seed deep inside of her.

      Her eyes fly open and her smile widens when she sees it’s me.

      “Hey baby,” she whispers.

      I lean down and kiss her, forcing my tongue into her mouth. She kisses me back passionately, the bitter taste of Bojan filling my mouth. It makes my heart beat like a drum and my cock as hard as a damn rock.

      “You taste like cock,” I tell her.

      She nods, her eyes burning with desire.

      “I am a cock-loving whore,” she whispers.

      “Louder,” I demand, my hand closing around her throat.

      “I am a cock-loving whore!” she screams.

      “Yes,” Bojan says smugly. “And I am going to destroy your cunt.”

      He pushes with his hips, and my wife’s expression changes instantly. Gone is her smile and the happy gleam in her eyes.

      They are replaced in the blink of an eye with an open-mouthed scream, her eyes pleading with me. His cock is more than she can handle, more than she has ever gotten or ever will get from me.

      “Too big,” she pants.

      Bojan grabs her hair from behind, yanking her back. He forces two fingers into her mouth to stop her from moaning out in pain.

      “You’ll take it all,” he growls. “They always struggle, but they will learn.”

      “They?” I ask.

      Bojan laughs. “Fucking married whores is my speciality,” he brags as he slides another inch of his monster cock into my wife’s tiny cunt. “When they’ve had taste of real cock, they never want anything else. I am born slut trainer.”

      I sit back and watch in amazement as the Eastern-European jock works inch after inch of his monster cock into my wife. Sweat is dripping down her face, her cheeks as red as a tomato, and her breathing is ragged.

      I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.
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      The feeling is indescribable. Bojan’s cock is not just big — it’s humongous. It’s stretching me wider than anyone or anything has ever done. He’s reaching places I didn’t know existed.

      My eyes roll to the back of my head as he fucks the everliving shit out of me. His balls slap against my clit with every thrust, driving me to the very edge of madness.

      “Tell me you love my cock.”

      My eyes fly open and I stare right into my husband’s brown eyes. I can’t believe he’s just watching as I’m used like a fucktoy, like a slut, like a total and utter whore by this alpha male, this dominant man.

      “I l-love your cock!” I say. “I love it!”

      “Tell your husband!” Bojan commands.

      My eyes lock with my husbands. This is it.

      My heart is beating like a damn jackhammer. The Eastern-European jock is really pushing us to the very edge of sanity.

      “I love his cock,” I whisper. “I love it, Mark. He’s so big and thick and just… great.”

      “Is he bigger than me?” Mark whispers.

      I can’t stifle my laughter. “Much bigger!” I say, perhaps a bit too enthusiastically. “Much, much bigger!”

      My husband stands up, showing me his erection. Compared to Bojan’s massive cock, it’s pitiful. However, my husband is fully hard and quivering, on the very edge of orgasm.

      “Tell me more,” he says, his breathing ragged.

      I realize that Mark loves this every bit as much as I do — and I understand. We’re both surrendering ourself to this alpha, dominant, smelly, manly, sweaty, giant cock.

      “I can never feel you again,” I say.

      My husband’s cock twitches.

      “Bojan has ruined my pussy forever.”

      His knees tremble.

      “I think I’m in love with his cock.”

      A few drop of pre-cum drip down his length.

      “I’m his slut now.”

      Mark nods, his eyes closed. He’s not even stroking his cock, but it’s twitching like he’s about to cum regardless. “Yes,” he whispers. “Yes!”

      “He can use me whenever he wants!” I say. “My pussy is his now! My cunt belongs to him! You’ll have to sleep on the couch, or on the floor, and kiss my feet or better yet, lick my asshole while Bojan gives me what I really need, what I’ve always craved — a bigger and better cock! Now that I’ve had a taste of what a true man feels like, I’ll never be satisfied with your tiny little cock again! I’m a slut for big cocks now!”

      Without touching himself, my husband cums on the spot, his small dick twitching as he fires his puny load. I open my mouth but his shots barely reach my face.

      His eyes fly open and stare down at me. I see a mixture of emotions flash before his eyes. Jealousy, anger, arousal, it’s all there. It’s like he can barely believe what’s happening, or what I just said. Truth be told, I can barely believe it as well. However, I know one thing my husband doesn’t.

      I was telling the complete and total truth.

      “I’m going to cum inside you, cunt,” Bojan growls.

      He leans forward and grabs my throat again, choking my air supply as he jack-hammers his mighty cock inside of me.

      “Yes,” I wheeze, my voice muffled. “Please fill me, master, give me your cum, give me all of it!”

      I can feel his hardness grow an inch bigger inside of me, and the pleasure is so great I nearly pass out. He’s fucking me without protection, and about to flood my womb with his potent, manly seed. I’ve never experienced anything hotter, anything sexier, anything better than this.

      “Take it, slut! Take it all! Ah, yes, here it comes!”

      I feel his cock giving one hard, final throb before he slams into me, burying every inch of his monster cock inside my fertile cunt. He explodes inside of me, coating my inner walls with his seed, rope after rope of his pearly white cum flooding my womb. The throbbing and pulsing of his cock as he sends his baby-making juices into me sends me over the edge. I can feel his throbs all the way in my clit, and every time a spurt of cum fills me, I have a small orgasm.

      He pulls out and slaps my ass, and I collapse, totally exhausted and well-fucked. However, Bojan has other plans. He grabs my hair and when I open my mouth to scream, he shoves his dirty, juicy cock right into my mouth.

      Obediently I start sucking, the taste of our illicit fuck filling my mouth.

      “That’s it,” he grows in that thick accent of his. “Clean me like a proper whore.”

      Mark watches me worship the jock’s dirty cock, his eyes big and unbelieving.

      “You are welcome,” Bojan says, addressing my husband. “This cunt has potential. I take quick shower, and then I break in her ass. First get me drink, kucka.”

      Oh god.

      Mark’s eyes go wide and he backs out of the room. A moment later he returns with a glass of water, which he hands to Bojan with trembling hands. Our house guest gulps it down, while the head of his cock is still in my mouth.

      Bojan has taken total control of our household in just one evening. Mark is his servant, and I am his obedient, loyal whore.

      I’ll do anything to feel that big cock inside of me again.

      Even if it means taking all ten inches in my virgin ass.
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      Thank you for reading! I hope you had a blast.

      The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele. If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.

      As a special thank you, I’ve included a free bonus story in the back of this book. It’s my way of saying thank you.

      All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for? Just click the following link:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      Thank you for supporting an independent author.

      Much love,

      Emilia.
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          Chapter 1

        

      

    
    
      “What about Cameron?”

      It was that seemingly innocuous question that rocked Sebastian’s and Abigail’s marriage to its core. Playful fantasies turned into something real, something tangible, something incredibly exciting for the both of them.

      Sebastian could never look at his older, black neighbor in the same light again.

      Not now he knew what his wife really wanted.

      It all started with an impromptu barbecue one hot, July night…

      [image: ]
* * *

      “The two of you having a good night?” Cameron asked his two next-door neighbors who strolled into their back-yard.

      “We sure are,” Abigail answered. “That smells great, are you having a barbecue?”

      “Sure am,” the elderly black man responded.

      “Having any friends over?” Sebastian said, resting his hand on his wife’s lower back.

      “Unfortunately not, no,” Cameron responded, putting on his best smile. “You two are welcome to join me if you’d like, though.”

      Abigail looked at her husband, biting down on her bottom lip. They had a quick and silent conversation, as only spouses can have. They were so close they didn’t need words to talk — their eyes said it all.

      Let’s join him.

      Are you mad? I’ve been waiting to fuck you all day!

      He’s lonely! I’ll make it up to you later, I promise.

      Very well… but I’m not done with you yet.

      You better not be!

      “We’d love to,” Abigail said, and she walked into her neighbor’s yard. “What are you cooking?”

      “Oh, a bit of this, a bit of that. Pull up a chair. I have some drinks in the fridge — help yourself!”

      Sebastian went inside and grabbed everyone a nice, cold beer while Abigail set up two chairs for them.

      “I hope I didn’t interrupt your date,” Cameron said. “You don’t have to humor an old man like me, you know.”

      “Of course not, or else we wouldn’t have accepted. And that is nonsense,” Abigail said. “You’re not that old.”

      “Compared to you I’m practically ancient!”

      “Oh come on! How old are you? 46?”

      “You flatter me,” Cameron grinned. “Don’t you ever stop. I’m 54.”

      “So? You’re in our fifties. That’s the new forties nowadays,” Abigail grinned.

      Cameron sighed. “I’m old enough to be your father, you know. How old are you kids?”

      “I’m 22, and Sebastian is 26,” Abigail said. “And we’re not kids!”

      Cameron chuckled. “You’re right, I’m sorry, though that still is quite young. I remember when I was your age.”

      Sebastian came back outside and handed everyone their drink. “What did you do when you were our age, Cam?”

      “The same as you, I expect,” he answered. “I traveled, I partied, I smoke, I drank… ha, time changes, I suppose.”

      “Not much of party animal these days, no?”

      “I can’t remember the last party I’ve been too, honestly. In fact, this is as close to a party that I’ve had in a while! Rosa was the social one. After she died I stopped going to parties, and soon enough the invitations stopped coming, and…”

      “I’m sorry,” Abigail said, touching her neighbor’s knee. “We didn’t meant to drag up any painful memories.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “It’s not your fault. They’re not bad memories, I love talking about Rosa.”

      “How long has it been since your wife passed?”

      “Oh, I reckon it’s been …seven years now? Wow, that sounds so long, saying it out loud.”

      “How have you held up?” Abigail asked.

      “I have my good days and bad days,” the neighbor answered with a wry grin. “You’re starting to sound like my kid now.”

      “You have one son, right?”

      “Yeah, Memphis. He’s twenty now. It was the hardest on him actually, he was only thirteen when she passed. He made it through, he’s a trooper. But it was difficult, I’m not going to lie. I had to remain strong, for him, and at times, I didn’t get to have any time to heal, you know? I had to put on a brave face.”

      Cameron poked the sausages, the meat slowly turning a golden brown in the flames.

      “I really sound like an old fart now, don’t I?”

      Sebastian and Abigail exchange a quick glance. Cameron is lonelier than either of them had realized.

      “Tell me about her,” Abigail said.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes,” Abigail answered. “We want to know all about her.”

      Cameron told his neighbors all about his late wife. He shared stories on how they met, what vacations they went on together, and what a lively, spirited, strong and proud woman she was. His cheeks glow as he talks, his hands gesticulating every sentence, a wide smile on his face.

      “She sounds remarkable,” Abigail said. “What do you miss the most?”

      Cameron dark brown eyes twinkled. “Waking up next to her. It’s the small things you start to miss the most. Cherish every moment you two have together”

      “We will,” Abigail said, grabbing her husband’s hand. “We will.”

      The ebony neighbor took sip of his beer, a cheeky smile on his face. “Good. I miss that, and the sex, of course.”

      Abigail nearly spilled her drink as she gasped, and Cameron bursts out laughing. “You asked,” he grinned. “I don’t think I have to educate you kids on the importance of a healthy sex-life.”

      “Amen to that,” Sebastian said.

      “We had one of the best. If there were any bedroom-awards, we would have won them. I’m going to be honest with you, as we’re having such a good conversation. I’ve not been with anyone since Rosa passed. The thought of dating makes me feel like I’m betraying her. Silly, right?”

      “That’s not silly at all,” Abigail said. “I understand. You have to let go, though. It’s been seven years. You need to start looking out for your own happiness.”

      “Maybe you’re right,” Cameron sighed. “Memphis says the same thing. I don’t even know where to start.”

      “We can help you out,” Sebastian offered.

      Cameron raised his eyebrows. “You two are experts on 50+ dating now?”

      “I can be,” Abigail said with a grin. “I’ll just get you on Tinder. Girls will be lining up for a silver old fox like you.”

      Their neighbor shook his head. “I swear, this world changes so fast, I can barely keep up.

      “Somethings stay the same, though,” Sebastian said. “Young girls will always be attracted to finer, older men.”

      “Ah, so you admit I’m old!” Cameron said.

      “Older,” Sebastian answered with a chuckle. “We’ll turn you into a player in no time.”

      Cameron shook his head. “I don’t know what I want. I’m not looking for a one night stand, or some girl looking for a sugar daddy, but I’m not really ready for a relationship either.”

      “You need a fuckbuddy,” Abigail piped up. “Friends with benefits.”

      Cameron sighed. “Benefits sound good.”

      “Benefits are the greatest,” Abby said.

      “Ah look at me, I’m so distracted I nearly burned the sausages!”

      Cameron fished the sausages from the fire and handed them to the young, married couple. The trio enjoyed the setting summer sun as they chatted the night away.

      Neither of them had any idea what their harmless conversation had just set in motion…
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      “Remember that fantasy you always talk about?” Abigail asked her husband the moment the two are alone in their bedroom.

      She didn’t need to explain herself further — Sebastian knew exactly what was on his wife’s mind. Having a threesome with another man has always been at top of both of their lists, though they’ve never acted on it. The right situation had simply never popped up before. Abigail wanted it to happen ‘naturally’, so an online stranger was out of the question.

      “Yes?” He asked hoarsely.

      “What about Cameron?”

      Sebastian’s heart leapt into his throat. “I never considered it.”

      “He’s perfect,” Abigail said as she pulled her shirt over her head. A second later the unsnapped her bra, letting it fall to the floor, bearing her white, round orbs to her husband. “He’s single, lonely, and we can trust him. There’s no risk of any feelings getting involved. You’ve seen him, he’s clearly hurting… and we can help him out.”

      “Some favor that would be,” Sebastian mumbled. “Neighbor with benefits.”

      “Neighbor with benefits,” Abigail responded, stepping out of her hot-pants. “I like the sound of that.” A second later her black panties fall to the floor, pooling around her ankles. “What do you say?”

      Sebastian’s eyes scoured his wife’s curvy, naked body. The thought of his older, black neighbor running his strong hands all over his wife’s body drove him absolutely wild. Without saying a word he stripped all his clothes off.

      Abigail sat down on the edge of the bed. She reached and playfully smacked her husband’s erect cock.

      “Seems I’ve got my answer,” she said with a sultry grin. She bent over and wrapped her hot, red lips around the head of Sebastian’s throbbing cock.

      “Oh fuck,” he moaned as his wife’s hungry mouth bobbed up and down his member.

      “Mmmfm,” she groaned in return. “Can you imagine what it would be like? His dark body on top of mine… his big, black cock resting on my lips…”

      Sebastian shuddered. A big drop of pre-cum formed on the head of his cock, and Abigail licked it off immediately. “Mmm.”

      “Fuck, you’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Sebastian said. “Would you really do it, or are you just taking dirty?”

      “Which do you prefer?” She said with a naughty grin. “Do you hope I’m just playing…” The horny wife laid down on her back on their bed, her fingers sliding between her legs. “…or do you hope I’m for real? Do you want me to do it, baby? Do you want me to fuck ourneighbor?”

      Her fingers spread her lips wide open, the tips of them rubbing her throbbing clit in a circular motion. Her other hand grabbed her breasts, squeezing them roughly. She looked at her husband, who stood in front of her, his hand working his cock, with lust burning in her eyes.

      “Do you think Cam wants to fuck me?”

      “I know he does,” Sebastian growled. “I saw how he looked at you. He can’t wait.”

      “I hope he does, baby,” Abigail moaned, one finger slipping into her wet cunt. “Fuck, I hope he fucks me with that big black cock of his, I hope he pushes it right into my pussy and fills me up good, baby.”

      Her eyes grew wider as her orgasm approached, her mouth hanging open. “You’re going to ask him, aren’t you? You’re going to ask our neighbor to fuck me!”

      Sebastian’s mouth went dry, his hands a blur as he jerked off right in front of his wife, his cock throbbing harder than ever before.

      “Is that what you want?” He said, avoiding the question.

      “Fuck me and I’ll tell you,” Abigail teased. She pulled her knees up to her chest, exposing her cunt to her husband.

      Sebastian grabbed his wife’s thighs and sunk his hard cock into her wet cunt with one push. “I’ve never felt you this wet,” he muttered.

      “Uh huh,” Abigail moaned with closed eyes.

      Sebastian grabbed her ankles for support and pounded his cock into her as hard as he could, taking out all his lust on his wife’s body.

      “Tell me,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Tell me what you really want.”

      “You know what I want,” Abigail smirked. “I want Cameron’s big black cock inside of me!”

      “Oh fuck,” Sebastian moaned. He paused, or else he would have cum right away. The purple head of his cock throbbed hard inside his wife.

      “You want it too, don’t you?” Abigail said. She felt her husband’s cock pulse, and she moved her hips, fucking herself on his cock.

      “Fuck me, baby,” she cooed. “Fuck me like Cameron would.”

      “I never knew you were into black guys,” Sebastian said, wiping the sweat off his brow.

      “Only when they’re old enough to be my dad,” Abigail responded with a wicked grin.

      The sexual tension in the room was so thick you could cut it with a knife. There was something so forbidden and taboo about Cameron that drove the couple wild with lust. Not only was he a black man, but he was more than double their age as well.

      “Fuck, you’re kinky,” Sebastian said.

      “You love it.”

      “I do.”

      “Are you going to ask him?” She pleaded. “I want to hear you say it, baby. Tell me. Tell me you’re going to ask our old black neighbor to come fuck your wife.”

      Sebastian swallowed, his entire body tingling with excitement. “I’m going to ask our neighbor to fuck my wife.”

      Abigail threw her head back, a satisfied grin on her lips. “The big black neighbor,” she hummed.

      “Our big black neighbor is going to fuck you,” Sebastian said. He pulled his cock out until only the head remained before slamming it back in. “Our big black neighbor is going to fuck your slutty young, white pussy whenever he wants!”

      “Ah yes,” Abigail moaned. “Oh, yes baby, yes! I’m going to fuck him baby, I’m going to fuck Cameron, oh whenever you’re out I’ll be next door, on my back, my legs spread as an older black man pumps me full of cum, everyday he’ll fill my unprotected white pussy with his black sperm, oh yes baby!”

      Sebastian stopped mid-thrust.

      “Are you going to have his black baby?”

      Abigail’s wicked grin grew even wilder, her entire body burning up with arousal. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, I’m going to have a little black baby in my tummy.”

      Sebastian fucked his wife harder than he ever had before. The bed creaked and protested as his cock slammed into his wife’s wet cunt, their moans so loud the entire neighborhood must have heard them. With an animalistic scream he came inside his wife, filling her with his pearly white cum.

      “Fuck, that was amazing,” Abigail said, a pink glow on her cheeks. She rubbed her husband’s back, planting small kisses on his shoulder.

      “Yeah,” Sebastian panted, his chest rising with every breath. “Unbelievable.”

      Abigail searched for her husband’s eyes. “How much of it all did you really mean?”

      “Not everything,” Sebastian answered. “I think using protection is a good idea.”

      The well-fucked wife smirked. So the part about asking our older, black neighbor to fuck me was true.

      “What happens now?” The tired husband said.

      “You ask him,” Abigail said, running her hands through her husband’s hair. “If you’re still on board with the idea.”

      “Why me? Why don’t you seduce him?”

      “I don’t want him to think I’m cheating on you, and I don’t think he’ll believe me that you’re okay with it unless he hears it from you.”

      Sebastian swallowed the large lump in his throat. How do you ask another man to fuck your wife? It sounds easy in theory, but…
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      From that night on, Sebastian and Abigail were insatiable. They couldn’t so much at look at one another without bursting out laughing — or tearing each other’s clothes off.

      “Are we really doing this?”

      That question was on both their minds. They talked and talked and talked, returning the same answer again and again… yes.

      Abigail started ‘working on her tan’, parading around the back-yard wearing only a string bikini, hoping that it would lure Cameron out. However, their neighbor didn’t make a move, so now it was all up to Sebastian.

      One night, a few weeks after the barbecue, Sebastian gathered up all his courage and knocked on his neighbor’s door.

      I’m so fucking crazy, he thought to himself as he waited there, a six-pack in his hand, and a wanton question burning on his lips.

      “Hi there neighbor,” Cameron said as he opened the door. “What do you need?”

      “Hi Cam, I was wondering if you wanted to split this six-pack with me?” Sebastian answered, holding up the drinks. “Abby’s out of town for the night. What do you think?”

      “Sure thing, bud, come in.”

      They went into Cameron’s backyard and shot the shit for a while. Sebastian tried to look for a way in, but he didn’t know quite how to steer the conversation in the right direction. That is when his eyes fell on his neighbor’s hot tub.

      “Why don’t you ever use that thing?” Sebastian asked.

      “It’s so much of a hassle,” Cameron answered. “Plus, it makes a lot of noise, too. I didn’t want to bother you two.”

      “Abby’s gone, and I’m here, so why not give it a go? It’s still nice outside.”

      Cameron shrugged. “Be my guest.”

      Sebastian rose from his seat and got the tub in working order. “Should I got get my swimming trunks?”

      “You don’t have to, not on my account,” Cameron answered. “We’re all men here. I enjoy going commando myself, if you don’t mind.”

      “Not at all, it’s your tub,” Sebastian answered. If I get him naked then that’s a start, he thought to himself.

      “Alright, but I’m taking a leak first,” Cameron answered, and he got up to enter the house.

      Sebastian stripped down naked, folding his clothes up and putting them in his chair. Cameron’s yard was shielded from the road by many trees — no one could see them. He sunk into the warm, bubbling water of the tub, the jets feeling good on his fully naked body.Damn, Cameron wasn’t kidding, he thought to himself.

      “How is it?” Cameron asked as he walked into his yard, stark naked.

      Sebastian’s eyes were immediately drawn to Cameron’s member, one single thought forming in the husband’s mind.

      Oh my.

      The biggest cock he’d ever seen in his life dangled between his neighbor’s legs. The black, semi-hard member dwarfed Sebastian’s — and it was only at half-mast. The thought of his wife wrapping her hands around that big cock made the husband painfully erect. I’m not getting out of this tub anytime soon, he thought.

      Cameron grabbed two beers and sat down on the edge of the tub, his cock right at eye-level. Sebastian saw a thick vein run up the length of his neighbor’s cock, the purple, bulbous head floating in the water. The older black man stretched his arms above his head, his cock jumping a little, growing by the second. Cameron had no idea what kind of effect he had on his neighbor.

      “This is the life,” Cameron sighed as he lowered himself into the water. “I’ve got to thank you, Sebastian, and your wife as well. You’ve helped me crawl out of my shell a bit. You’re the best neighbors a man could wish for.”

      You have no idea.

      “Nonsense,” Sebastian answered. “We still haven’t gotten you that date.”

      “I mean it,” Cameron said, grabbing Sebastian by the shoulders. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome, Cam.”

      “To neighbors,” Cameron said, raising his beer.

      “To neighbors,” Sebastian repeated.

      They drank their beer and enjoyed a moment of silence, their naked bodies soaking in the tub, savoring the warm summer night. If only Abigail were to come home right now, Sebastian thought to himself. She could slid right between us.

      It’s now or never, he thought to himself. He got Cameron naked, inebriated, and jolly.

      “I wish Abigail were here,” he said. He struggled to keep his voice from shaking “To enjoy this moment with us.”

      “In the tub?” Cameron said, cracking a smile. “That might be a tight fit.”

      “Nothing she couldn’t handle,” Sebastian answered. His heart pounded in his chest like a drum.

      Cameron raised his eyebrows. “True,” he said. “You wouldn’t mind?”

      “Why would I? We’re all friends.”

      “Most men would mind, I think.”

      “I trust you,” Sebastian answered. “Abigail trusts you. We know you’d never do something we didn’t ask you to.”

      That last statement lingered in the air. Sebastian took a sip of his beer, hoping the double meaning of his words were clear enough for his neighbor without having to spell it out.

      “You haven’t been with some one in seven years, right?”

      “Yes,” Cameron responded.

      “How do you control yourself when Abigail is working on her tan?” Sebastian asked, slurring his words a bit to appear more drunk than he was. “I’ve seen her out back in nothing but that tiny piece of cloth, and I can barely control myself. It must be hell for you.”

      The black man smiled. “Promise me you won’t get mad?”

      “Promise,” Sebastian said. Am I finally getting somewhere?

      “I can’t say I’ve been able to… avert my eyes, when Abigail is in the yard,” he admitted with a guilty grin. “I’m only human.”

      “I understand. Hell, I’d be offended if you didn’t look.”

      “Then you’ll be glad to hear I look quite a bit,” Cameron said. “Abigail is absolutely gorgeous.”

      “She certainly is. Did you know she’s done some modeling?”

      “Really? No, I did not.”

      “Yeah,” Sebastian said, taking another sip. What he neglected to mention was that these were all private photo shoots: Just Sebastian, Abigail and a camera, and their shoots always ended with Abigail stripping naked and being fucked somewhere in the woods by her horny husband. “She doesn’t share the photo’s with anyone cause she’s shy, but they’re really quite amazing.”

      Cameron nodded thoughtfully.

      “Want to see some?” Sebastian offered.

      The older man rubbed his hands together in anticipation. “I’m not going to turn down an offer like that.”

      “Hold on, let me grab my phone,” Sebastian said as he hopped out the tub. He pulled his phone out of his pants-pocket, his hands trembling. Scrolling through his gallery, he settled on one of his favorite photo shoots. It had been May of last year, and the two of them had gone down to the beach.

      Abigail wore a tiny red bikini, and Sebastian photographed her oiling up every inch of her body. The beach was deserted, and the photo sheet ended with Abigail naked and fingering herself to orgasm.

      Sebastian selected a photo was hot, but not too raunchy. Abigail smiled at the camera from over her shoulder, her white, round butt on display.

      Cameron only had to swipe left a few times and he’d see his neighbor in all her naked glory. The black man hoisted himself out of the tub and sat on the edge, his cock hanging in the water, as he accepted the phone.

      The black man whistled straight away. “Whoa!”

      “What do you think?”

      “I think you’re one lucky man, Sebastian.”

      “I sure am. There’s more, just swipe.”

      The suspense killed Sebastian. He had no idea what pictures his neighbor was looking at, but it was clear he liked what he saw — his big black cock slowly became engorged.

      “I wish I had a fine girl like her,” Cameron muttered.

      Sebastian took a deep breath. Here it goes.

      “What if you could?”

      Cameron looked up from the phone. “What do you mean?”

      “Exactly what I said. If you could have a… fine girl like Abigail… would you?”

      “Hypothetically, hell yes,” Cameron said. “What are you asking me here, Seb?”

      The husband licked his dry lips. “What I’m saying is that lately Abigail and I have been thinking, and, well, we’re each other’s firsts, in everything. We want a little adventure in our life, but we don’t know how to go about it, and I think this is a perfect opportunity for al of us,” Sebastian rambled on.

      Cameron sat up straight, looking his neighbor in the eye. Sebastian couldn’t help but notice his neighbor’s cock twitched between his legs.

      “Be frank with me, Sebastian. Are you asking me what I think you are?”

      “Alright, Cam, I’ll be as frank as I can be. Do you want to fuck my wife?”

      Sebastian could barely believe those words had actually left his lips. He imagined saying them for years, and now they rolled of his tongue perfectly, as if that sentence had been dying to escape his lips for decades.

      Cameron hesitated. “That’s quite a question, Sebastian. Have you two talked this through? I don’t want to be a home-wrecker.”

      “We have,” Sebastian assured his neighbor. “Over and over again. We trust you, and we know you respect our marriage. There’s no danger of any feelings getting involved. You are in need of a fuck-buddy, and so are we. What do you think?”

      Sebastian’s body was rifled with tension, his shoulders hunched. Everything rode on this moment. If Cameron turned them down, then their neighborly relationship would probably never be the same again. And he if accepted, well, then Sebastian was going to watch his black neighbor fuck his wife.

      “You make a good case,” Cameron said. “I’d be liar if I said I didn’t want to, but, I need to hear it from Abby’s mouth as well.”

      “I understand.”

      Cameron turned his attention back to the phone in his hand.

      “That could be yours,” Sebastian said.

      The big black cock between his neighbor’s legs throbbed with excitement as he scrolled through the photos.

      “You’re the only man she’s been with?”

      Sebastian nodded.

      “And you’re absolutely sure about this?”

      “Yes,” Sebastian said, his voice trembling.

      “You sure you want to watch your wife fuck an old black guy?”

      “Uh-huh,” Sebastian said, his cheeks burning bright red.

      “You’ve given me a lot of food for thought,” Cameron said, his hard cock bobbed between his legs, only a foot away from Sebastian. Cameron grabbed the base of his cock, slowly tugging it up and down. He kept scrolling through the gallery, checking out all the naked photos.

      “It would be nice to fuck that white cunt…” he mused, absentmindedly tugging his cock. It grew and grew, and Sebastian could barely believe its size. It must’ve been over 10 inches long.

      A big drop of pre-cum formed on its head. Sebastian watched with bated breath as his neighbor stroked his big black cock in front of him while he imagined fucking his wife.

      Arousal and lust overtook his normally kind neighbor, his cock taking control. “Fuck, Sebastian. I’m going to fuck your wife. I’m going to fuck that horny little bitch. I’m going to impale her on my black shaft. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

      Sebastian nodded. “Y-yes.”

      “Show me. Show me your cock.”

      The husband hoisted himself out of the tub, his own cock hard and throbbing — and half the size of his neighbors.

      “We’re going to do this on my terms, do you understand, Seb? You’re going to follow every one of my commands.”

      “Yes,” Sebastian said. He never expected his kind neighbor to suddenly be so aggressive and dominant, but he loved how completely in control the old black man was.

      “Good,” Cameron said. His hands stroked his big cock up and down, his brown eyes burning with fire. “Now open your mouth, because I’m going to cum all over that pretty little face of yours.”

      Sebastian’s breath froze. He’d never anticipated this. With a slight hesitation, he slowly, but surely, opened his mouth.

      “That’s it, you little bitch,” Cameron grunted, his hands a blur as they worked his thick, black shaft. “I’m going to turn you two into my little cumsluts. Prepare to eat my load out of your wife every day, because once she’s got a taste of my black seed, she’ll never want anything else!”

      “Uh huh,” Sebastian moaned, stretching out his tongue. “Yes.”

      “Here it comes! Oh fuck, yeah, take it all you bitch!”

      Cameron’s fired his hot load all over Sebastian’s face, coating it with his juices. It was the first time Sebastian ever tasted cum — but to his surprise, it proved strangely addictive.

      “Fuck,” Cameron sighed, a last few drops landing on his neighbors outstretched tongue. He sat back down in the water, coming down from the incredible sexual high. He watched in amazement as Sebastian licked his lips, tasting his cum.

      “Look at you, gobbling it all up,” the black man said. “If I had known you were such a cum-addict, I’d have used you years ago.”

      “Yes,” Sebastian hissed, his hands a blur as he masturbated himself. He never expected his neighbor give him a facial, but it had proved to be one of the most erotic experiences of his life. His entire body trembled and shook as he shot his load over his own stomach, his face dripping with cum.

      The men relaxed, both of them perplexed with the sheer depravity of their sudden sexual encounter. After a few minutes, it was Cameron who spoke first.

      “I don’t know what came over me,” he said. “I got a little carried away.”

      “It’s okay,” Sebastian said. “I liked it.”

      “Are you sure?” Cameron asked him. “There’s no turning back if you awaken this beast,” he said, patting his semi-erect cock.

      Sebastian licked his lips. “I’m sure.”
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      When Abigail walked into her bedroom that night she found her husband naked and fully erect, edging his hard cock. She stopped dead in her tracks, smirking at her pervert of a husband.

      “I see you had a fun night.”

      “You have no idea,” Sebastian said, wagging his hard cock at his wife. “Come here.”

      Abigail walked up to him, bent over and licked the pre-cum of her husband’s cock.

      “Mmm. What’s gotten you so excited?” She asked.

      “I talked to Cameron tonight.”

      Abigail’s eyes lit up, the sides of her mouth pulling up into a naughty grin.

      “What did he have to say?”

      “A whole lot,” Sebastian said, his cock pulsing.

      “What did you ask him?”

      “I asked him if he wanted to fuck my wife.”

      Abigail paused for a second, her eyes growing wider. “Did you really?”

      “Yes, I did,” Sebastian said.

      “What did he say?”

      “He said he can’t wait to turn my wife into his personal fuck-toy.”

      “He didn’t!”

      “He said he wants to shove his big black cock into your white cunt and fill you up with his cum. He wants to hear you beg for it,” Sebastian groaned.

      Abigail wrapped her lips around her husband’s cock, taking his entire length down her throat, still unsure whether or not her husband was for real, or just talking dirty.

      “You don’t believe me, don’t you?”

      Abigail shook her head. “No.”

      “Lie down on the bed and I’ll tell you the whole story.”

      Abigail took her clothes off and lied down on her back, spreading her legs for her husband.

      “That’s it,” he breathed, his voice low and hoarse. “Play with yourself.”

      “What happened, baby?” Abigail moaned, her fingers rubbing her wet folds. “Tell me everything.”

      “I went over to his house,” Sebastian said, edging his erect cock. “I told him I wanted to use his hot tub. We got in. Naked.”

      A soft moan escaped Abigail’s lips. “How big is his cock?”

      “Big,” Sebastian answered. “Really big. Twice my size.”

      Abigail drew in a sharp breath. “Are you telling the truth, baby?”

      “I swear this really happened. I showed him photos of you, and asked him if he wanted to fuck you.”

      The young wife closed her eyes, her fingers teasing her swollen clit. “A-and?”

      “He didn’t believe me at first, but when he realized I was telling the truth, he… he got up, and jacked his cock off right in of me, stroking his full length…”

      Abigail’s eyes flew open. She locked eyes with her husband, and saw he was telling the truth. Her entire body trembled, her orgasm only a few strokes away. “No way,” she gasped.

      “He got really aggressive and controlling,” Sebastian said, rattling on, his entire body shaking with arousal as he retold the night’s event to his wife. “I could see lust taking him over when he knew I was for real. He told me I had to follow his every command if I wanted this.”

      “What did you say?” Abigail asked. The thought of her older, dark-skinned neighbor taking full control of her and her husband was the hottest thing she’d ever heard, and she saw in her husband’s eye that he was telling the truth.

      “I said yes,” Sebastian admitted. “I told him I’d do anything.”

      “Oh fuck,” the wife moaned, her fingers dipping into her wet cunt.

      Sebastian swallowed the large lump in his throat. “He wanted proof… so he told me to, to… open my mouth.”

      Abigail froze. “A-and?”

      “And he, he… he came all over my face.”

      Sebastian’s cock twitched as he came right there, his wife’s erotic stare sending him over the edge. Abigail rubbed her clit furiously, coming only a second after, her entire body rocked with pleasure. Her husband swallowing Cameron’s seed… she’d never known she wanted that to happen, but now that it had, she couldn’t think of anything more erotic.

      Except perhaps swallowing her neighbor’s cum herself.

      Sebastian lied down next to his wife, their mouths finding each other.

      “Are you mad?” Sebastian asked. “I didn’t plan it, it just sort of happened.”

      “Of course not,” Abigail answered. “That’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard. I can’t wait to see it.”

      Sebastian’s stomach flipped. My wife wants to watch me swallow cum. “O-okay,” he said.
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      The next morning both of them were as giddy as teenagers. Abigail climbed her husband while he was still half-asleep, guiding his morning erection into her dripping we cunt. Sebastian awoke with his cock already inside his wife.

      “Morning sweetie,” she said with a sultry smile as she moved her hips.

      “Morning,” Sebastian croaked, his throat dry. What a way to wake up.

      “You never should have told me how big Cameron’s cock is,” Abigail whispered. “Now I can’t think of anything else.”

      Sebastian’s eyes opened wide, his wife looking down at him with a wicked glint her eyes. She pushed her ass back down on him, fucking herself on his cock. “I can’t stop thinking about his big black cock, baby.”

      Unadulterated lust overtook Sebastian and he grabbed his wife’s ass with his two hands, relentlessly pounding his cock into her, his finger pressing against her asshole.

      “Dirty slut,” he grunted as he pushed his finger into his wife’s ass.

      “You’re going double-penetrate me, aren’t you?” Abigail moaned. “I want to feel your two cocks inside of me at the same time!”

      Sebastian could already feel his own cock through the fleshy wall separating her pussy and ass – he could only imagine how it would feel with another hard, throbbing cock in there.

      That thought was too much to bear. With a shudder Sebastian came, pumping his wife full of cum.

      “Yes, fil me, fill that slutty cunt,” Abigail grunted.

      When it was all over, the young wife rested her forehead against her husband’s. “Good morning,” she grinned. “When do you want to ask Cam over?”

      Sebastian licked his lips This was really happening.

      “Whenever you’re ready.”

      Abigail kissed her husband on the nose before hopping up and running to the bathroom, cum dripping down her legs. Sebastian could hear his wife humming under the shower as she got herself ready for their next door neighbor.

      This is it.

      That afternoon Cameron sat on the couch in the young couple’s living room. Sebastian poured them all a glass of white wine, as a Marvin Gaye record set the tone in the background. Abigail sat across the black man, a short, flowery sundress adorning her curvy frame. Cameron’s eyes glided over her body, drinking in every last inch.

      How long before he’s inside of her? Sebastian thought. Hours? Or mere minutes from now?

      Cameron spoke first. “I assume Sebastian told you all about our conversation last night.”

      Abigail had a constant smile on her face. She couldn’t suppress it. The thought of finally getting her deepest desire fulfilled – two cocks inside of her at the same time – excited her so that she could do nothing but smile.

      “He certainly has,” Abigail answered.

      “I want to hear you say it,” Cameron said. “It’s quite a thing you two are asking of me, and it’s not a request I take lightly. You two have a good thing going. I need to know you’re absolutely, one hundred percent sure. There is no turning back.”

      Abigail’s stomach fluttered with excitement. “I’m absolutely sure,” she said. “We talked it through, and we’re sure this is what we want.”

      “And what is that, exactly?”

      The young wife’s cheek flushed red with embarrassment. She now understood what her husband had meant when he said Cameron had a dominant streak to her. She never imagined her kindhearted neighbor had this side to her, but she liked it.

      She scraped her throat. “I want you to… make love… to me,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.

      “Fuck,” Cameron said. “I don’t make love. I fuck. You want me to fuck you?”

      Her neighbor’s words sent a jolt straight to Abigail’s clit. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, I want you to fuck me, Cameron.”

      “Good,” the black man answered.

      Sebastian watched this exchange with bated breath. Their neighbor took full control of the entire conversation, just like he’d done yesterday, in the hot tub. Even though the topic on hand was his own wife, Sebastian felt like a spectator to this conversation.

      “I’d be more than happy to, but there is something you should know. I demand strict discipline. Do you understand what I mean?”

      Abigail sat straight up, hanging on her neighbor’s every word, her stiff nipples poking through the fabric of her dress. No one had ever taken control of her like this, and she relished the feeling. “Yes,” she answered. “I understand.”

      “I don’t think you do,” Cameron smiled. “Come here.”

      The young wife rose to her feet, her heart beating in her throat. She looked back at her husband, who gave her a quick nod. Her hands smoothed her dress over, and then, with quivering legs, crossed her own living room. Cameron reached out for her hand – and a second later pulled her over his knees in one quick, smooth motion.

      He instantly hiked the back of her dress up, exposing her thong-covered ass. The black neighbor delivered a swift, open-handed slap on the wife’s perky bottom.

      The sound reverberated of the walls, and Abigail yelped loudly in surprise. Sebastian sat frozen in his seat, unable to move a muscle as his older neighbor spanked his wife right in front of him.

      SMACK!

      “You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Cameron said, rubbing Abigail’s now-pink cheek.

      SMACK!

      “Asking your neighbor to come fuck you. I’m old enough to be your father.”

      SMACK!

      “What would your old man say if he saw you over the knee of a black man, writhing in pleasure as he disciplined you? Does he have any idea you’re such a slut?”

      SMACK!

      Abigail moaned every time her neighbor spanked her. “N-no,” she said. “H-he has no idea what a slut I am!” Her eyes were shut tight and her mouth hung open as she surrender her body to her neighbor.

      Cameron spanked the wife’s round, white ass until it was glowing red, his handprint burned into her pale skin. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, squeezing her roughly. His cock throbbed in his pants, pushing against Abigail’s stomach.

      “Is this what you want?” He grunted, delivering another smack. “You’re my slut, aren’t you?”

      SMACK!

      “Y-yes!” Abigail groaned. “Yes! I’m your slut, Cameron! I’m yours!”

      He ripped off her thong, throwing it across the room, into Sebastian’s lap. The husband, shocked by how easily his wife submitted to the old, black man, grabbed the small piece of cloth and found it to be absolutely, soaking wet.

      Cameron’s hands spread open Abigail’s ass, exposing her dripping wet cunt and tight butthole to him. “That’s one fine, white cunt,” he said, his fingers brushing against her wet lips. “I’m going to enjoy making you my slut.”

      “Uh-huh,” Abigail sighed blissfully as her most intimate parts were exposed to another man than her husband for the first time in her life.

      Cameron shoved his index finger into her cunt, sliding it in easily. He pumped it in and out of her pussy, her entire ass jiggling with every thrust of his fingers.

      “You’re soaking wet. Your married cunt is dripping at the thought of having a big black cock inside of it, isn’t that right?”

      “Y-yes,” Abigail whimpered as her neighbor fingered her in front of her husband. “Oh god yes.”

      “Tell your husband what you are.”

      “I’m a slut.”

      “Whose slut?”

      “Your slut.”

      “You feel my cock pressing against you?”

      “Oh yes,” Abigail moaned.

      “How does it feel?”

      “Big!”

      “Bigger than your husbands?”

      “Much bigger,” she gasped.

      “Do you want to suck on that big black cock?”

      “I do!”

      “Beg for it.”

      Sebastian was speechless. Cameron dominated Abigail completely, in a way that the husband never managed to achieve. She followed Cameron’s commands instantly, without a hint of protest. The black man had transformed from kind neighbor into a dominant sex god in only two conversations, and now he had Abigail begging for his black cock.

      “Please let me suck your cock, sir,” Abigail pleaded. “Please.”

      Cameron let go off Abigail, and she slid down to her knees, kneeling in front of her neighbor’s large frame. She unbuckled his pants and fished his massive black erection out of his boxers.

      “Fuck, it’s so big,” she gasped when she saw the black member bobbing up and down in front of her for the first time. Instinctively she licked her lips in anticipation.

      “Open wide,” Cameron said. “Wider than that, honey.”

      Abigail opened her mouth as wide as possible, her tongue stretched out. Cameron smacked the bulbous, purple head of his cock against her tongue before he slid it into her waiting mouth.

      Watching his wife worship another man’s cock – an older, black man’s cock at that – finally kicked Sebastian back into gear. I need to take a picture, he thought to himself. I have to remember this moment!

      He ran upstairs to grab his camera. When he came back down, he froze in his tracks.

      Cameron stood in his living room, completely naked now. Keeling in front of him was Abigail, her hands resting on her back. She was fully nude as well. The neighbor held two fistfuls of her brown hair as he roughly fucked her face, each thrust of his hips forcing another extra inch of black cock down the young wife’s throat.

      “That’s it, take it, take it all you whore,” Cameron groaned as he forced every last inch of his massive cock down Abigail’s throat. His muscled, ebony frame was covered in a thin layer of sweat as he used the poor wife’s mouth as a hole to fuck. One of his large, dark hand roughly mauled her breasts, pulling and squeezing them without mercy.

      Sebastian stared snapping away, documenting every last wanton, lurid moment on film.

      Cameron pulled his cock out of Abigail’s mouth and the wife gasped for breath, strands of saliva dripping down the corners of her mouth.

      “Tell the camera what you love,” the neighbor said.

      Abigail turned to her husband, her mascara run out, making her look like a panda. “Big black cock,” she said. “Thank you, baby.”

      “Good girl,” Cameron said as he patted Abigail on the head. “Now let’s put this big black cock inside that white cunt of yours.”

      Abigail sprung to her feet like a kid on Christmas morning. She got on her hands and knees on the couch like a dog, wagging her shapely ass and dripping wet pussy at her two men. Sebastian had never seen her cunt more swollen, more ready to be fucked anddestroyed than that at moment.

      “How about it, Sebastian?” Cameron asked, one of his hands grabbing the base of his giant black erection. He took a step forward and smacked the head against Abigail’s ass, smearing his pre-cum on her pale cheeks.

      “Are you ready to watch me fuck your wife? Are you ready to see my big black cock slide into your white wife’s unprotected cunt? Are you ready to see how a real man fucks her? How a real man pumps your wife’s cunt full of sperm?”

      “Y-yes,” Sebastian whimpered, his cock painfully erect. “Yes. Do it.”

      “Guide my cock in,” Cameron commanded.

      Abigail looked from over her shoulder, a wanton smile on her face, as her husband reached forward and, with his entire arm trembling, wrapped his fingers around Cameron’s big black cock. The black member pulsed in his hand, brimming with energy.

      Sebastian’s fingers barely managed to wrap around his neighbor’s immense girth. He rubbed the purple, glistening head against his wife’s wet lips, wondering how that big thing was ever going to fit inside her tight cunt. Would she ever feel the same again?

      “Ah, yesss,” Abigail hissed. “Do it, baby, push him into me. Stretch my pussy!”

      Cameron pushed his hips forward, soliciting a lewd, prolonged moan from the inexperienced wife. “Ah fuck!” She said. “Ohh, it’s so big!”

      Sebastian was mesmerized by the incredible view in front of him. Mere inches from his face Abigail’s married cunt was being stretched by Cameron’s monster cock.

      The black man pushed in inch-after-inch of his black cock into Abigail, her walls clinging to his girth, her entire body protesting as she was split in two.

      “How is it?” Sebastian asked.

      “So big,” his wife panted, “It’s too big, I can’t take it all!” Her eyes were shut tight, a painful frown on her face, her mouth hanging wide open.

      “You can take it,” Cameron grunted, sweat dripping down his brow. “You can take every last inch of this cock. You’ve never had a real cock, that’s all.”

      Sebastian grabbed his camera and started photographing the lewd scene in front of him once again. The giant black cock entering his wife contrasted beautifully with her pale, white skin. The veins on Cameron’s cock throbbed and pulsed as he pushed it in, inch-after-inch, hitting places inside Abigail that no man had ever touched before.

      Finally, after ten minutes of labor, the black neighbor had sunk his monstrous cock all the way inside the inexperienced wife.

      “How does that feel?” Cameron asked as he flexed his cock.

      Abigail moaned lewdly, her painful grunts replaced by erotic panting. “I’ve never been so filled,” she mused.

      Cameron grabbed two handfuls of the round, white ass in front of him and pulled out a few inches… before slamming them back in again. Abigail yelped, partly out of surprise, partly in pain, but mostly in unadulterated pleasure. “Oh god, oh yes, oh god,” she moaned repeatedly.

      “I’ve never fucked such a tight cunt,” Cameron grunted as he fucked the young wife. “Your husband must be smaller than I thought.”

      The black man fucked the wife with hard, rhythmic strokes, each one making her entire body quiver, each one brining her pleasure previously unknown to her. She’d never felt anything even remotely like this before. Cameron owned her, her owned her body and her soul.

      She was mere putty in his hands, to do with as he commanded. She’d do anything he wanted, without question, no matter how wanton, no matter how perverted.

      Her breathing got heavier and heavier, the persistent throbbing of her clit growing and growing, until every thought disappeared from her mind. The sounds of Cameron’s heavy grunts, the rhythmic slapping of his big balls against her ass, the clicks of her husband’s camera, it all faded away into nothingness. Her vision turned to black spots, her moans reduced to mere feral grunts.

      Bliss.

      Big black bliss.

      With an ear-piercing scream her core exploded, pure pleasure radiating from her clitoris outward, reaching every nook and cranny in her body, from her toes to her ears. She trembled for minutes on end, as every thrust of Cameron’s cock sent another shockwave of satisfaction through her entire frame.

      She opened her eyes and blinked because of the bright flashes of her husband’s camera. Drool dribbled down her lips, a horny, unashamed smile on her lips.

      “Are you okay?” Sebastian asked.

      Abigail licked her lips. “Never better,” she answered.

      The well-fucked wife begged like a dog when Cameron pulled his monster-cock out, leaving her abused cunt gaping wide open. He commanded Sebastian to lie down on the couch on his back, and for Abigail to mount her husband’s face.

      Both did so without a hint of protest.

      Abigail’s stretched out cunt hovered inches above Sebastian’s waiting mouth. The potent mixture of Cameron’s and his wife’s juices filled his nostrils, making his mouth water. He grabbed her thighs and pulled his wife down on his face.

      His tongue explored her gaping open pussy, sliding in far deeper than normal. The new taste was musky, yet sweet – and incredibly addictive. He licked and sucked enthusiastically, lapping his wife’s well-fucked pussy clean.

      “Good boy,” Cameron commended him. “Clean that pussy up. How does my cock taste?”

      Sebastian’s answer was muffled by his wife’s ass as she smothered him.

      The black man grabbed a fistful of Abigail’s dark hair and guided her mouth to his cock, the black member coated with their mixed juices. He didn’t need to tell Abigail a thing. The young wife obediently opened her mouth, wrapping her lips around the purple head of his cock. Her tongue cleaned every inch, tasting herself on her neighbor’s cock.

      It was the first time Abigail ever tasted herself – though it certainly wouldn’t be the last.

      Cameron pumped her head up and down, satisfied with the young couple’s complete and total obedience. He pulled his cock out and held his member up, and Abigail slid her tongue all the way down to his big back balls.

      She lathered them up with her tongue, popping them into her mouth and sucking on them. Cameron fisted her hair and held her down, her tongue exploring his taint.

      “Fuck, that’s a good little slut,” he said, rubbing his cock all over her face. “You look good with my balls in your mouth and my cock in your face.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Abigail said, her voice muffled by the black balls in her mouth.

      “Get her ass nice and wet, Sebastian,” the black man said. “I’m going to fuck my bitch in the ass next.”

      Abigail’s eyes grew wide, and she gently shook her head.

      “Oh yes,” Cameron said. “Your tight little ass is next. The wetter you make my cock, the less it will hurt.” He pushed his cock back into her mouth, making her gag on it.

      Cameron took out all the years of pent-up lust on the naïve couple. They had no ideawhat beast they had awoken. He wouldn’t rest until he had filled her virgin ass with his load and watched Sebastian eat it out. He had warned them what they were getting themselves into, but they weren’t deterred – and now, they were about to reap what they had sowed.

      Sebastian pushed his tongue as far into his wife’s tight asshole as he could, eating her ass out for the first time. Today was a day of many firsts. He opened his to see Cameron’s big, throbbing cock mere inches from his face. The purple head glistened with juices, seconds way from ravaging his wife’s ass, taking her anal virginity, right in front of him.

      Abigail fumbled with her husband’s pants, pulling his cock out. She took it into her mouth easily. Compared to Cameron’s cock this was a piece of cake. She bobbed her head up and down easily, completely lost in a sea of lust.

      Cameron placed the head of his black cock against Abigail’s puckered asshole.

      “Relax,” he told Abigail. “It’ll only hurt for a moment.”

      He grabbed two handfuls of her round, white ass and pushed forward, the head of his cock splitting her ass open. Sebastian’s eyes were only inches away, committing every last detail of his neighbor stealing his wife’s anal virginity away from him to his permanent memory.

      “Oh god,” Abigail panted as she felt her asshole open wide. “I can’t take it!”

      “You can,” Cameron stated. “You will.”

      Sebastian couldn’t believe what his eyes were telling him. His wife’s ass opened up, wider and wider, until the head of his neighbor’s cock suddenly slid in. Abigail screamed, a mixture of pain and pleasure, as a cock filled her ass for the first time in her life.

      “See,” Cameron said. “Your white ass was made to be fucked by big black cocks.”

      He moved his hips, pushing another inch in, prompting a delirious moan from the young wife. Slowly but surely Cameron worked inch-after-inch of his girthy black cock into her ass, until he had it in all the way to the hilt.

      Abigail’s screams were reduced to moans that dripped with lust. Cameron had reduced every orifice in her body to a sex-toy. Her entire body was made to be used by big black cock – she understood that perfectly now.

      Nothing would ever be the same again.

      Cameron’s massive balls rested on Sebastian’s forehead, his entire back cock inside Abigail’s ass. “Lick my balls,” Cameron said. “Lick my balls while I fuck your wife in the ass.”

      Sebastian didn’t need to be told twice. He sucked his neighbor’s balls into his waiting mouth, running his tongue across his smooth skin as the black cock fucked his wife’s ass. The slightly salty taste drove the husband mad with lust, his own cock painfully erect. His orgasm was only a few sucks away, but he wanted to postpone it as long as possible.

      Cameron built up a rhythm, and soon, he pounded his cock into the young wife’s ass. One hand smacked her ass with every thrust, the other grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking it as he fucked her ass harder than he had ever fucked before. Her ass was almost painfully tight, her entire body clamping down on his black manhood as he ravaged her asshole.

      “Are you my bitch?” He grunted under his breath. Sweat covered every muscle in his body. Fucking his prim and proper neighbor in her ass while her husband licked his balls – this was the life.

      “Y-yes, yes, yes,” Abigail panted.

      “Bark,” Cameron demanded, yanking her hair. “Bark for me, bitch!”

      Abigail barked like a dog in heat, humiliating himself for her neighbor’s pleasure. “Woof! Woof!”

      Cameron gave one hard, final thrust, slamming every last inch of his gargantuan cock into his bitch’s ass, before unloading his massive load inside of her. He fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum deep into her ass, letting out a low groan as he did so.

      “Take it all,” he said with a clenched jaw.

      “Oh yes,” Abigail moaned. “I feel it, I can feel you throbbing inside of me.” She felt her neighbor’s cock swell up right before exploding, and now she felt a warm, wet sensation fill her asshole.

      Sebastian could feel the balls resting on his face contract, forcing every last drop his hot seed into his wife’s well-fucked ass. Thoroughly satisfied, Cameron took a step back, his cock plopping out of Abigail’s ass.

      A thick strand of cum dripped instantly out of her gaping open asshole, sliding down onto Sebastian’s face. The cum was still hot. The poor husband couldn’t hold out a moment longer – he came without touching his cock, his penis spurting its load all over itself.

      “Lick it all up,” Cameron said. He pushed Abigail’s ass down so that her asshole was leaking his cum right into her husband’s open mouth. “Drink it all, you bitch. Lick that cum up.”

      Sebastian’s tongue plunged into his wife’s gaping asshole, tasting a mixture of their juices. Cameron’s load kept coming and coming, and he swallowed every last drop of it.

      The neighbor grabbed another fistful of his bitch’s hair and offered his dirty, lubed-up cock to her. Abigail looked up at him with drunk eyes, her body totally destroyed by his big black cock. Obediently she opened her mouth, her tongue licking all the seed of the side of his dick.

      “That’s a good slut,” he said, pushing his cock into her mouth. “Clean that dick.”

      Abigail bobbed her head up and down, sucking all her own juices off his black, still-hard member. She orally worshipped him, which came extremely easy to her. Her neighbor had effortlessly brought her submissive side out – and there was no bottling this genie.

      This all went smoother than Cameron had dared to dream. He sat down in a lounge chair across the used couple, stretching his legs and arms. Abigail climbed off her husband’s face and crawled over to her neighbor, curling up between his legs, planting small kisses on the side of his massive member. She loved it, every single part. From the big balls to the purple head and the many veins that ran up and down its length.

      Sebastian sat up straight, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. The taste of Cameron’s cum lingered still.

      “Was that everything you hoped it would be?” Cameron asked, running his hand through Abigail’s hair.

      “Better than I ever dared to hope,” she answered, planting a wet kiss on the shiny head of his cock.

      “What about you, Sebastian? How do you feel?”

      The cuckolded husband stared in awe at his wife. She rubbed her neighbor’s cock with affection, completely enthralled by his massive manhood. He’d hoped his neighbor would bring out the slutty side of his wife, but he never expected him to be… successful.

      Cameron had seemed a very safe option. A nice, kind, respectful man. A perfect addition to their marriage. But behind closed doors, the mature black man turned out be a ravenous beast. With his perverted wish to watch his wife blacked Sebastian had uncaged him, and now, Sebastian and Abigail had both fallen under his spell.

      “Great,” he said, licking his lips. “I’m a little… shocked to be honest. I didn’t expect to, to…”

      “To eat my creampie from your wife’s ass?” Cameron smirked. “I warned you last night that you’d end up eating my creampies, so you can’t say I didn’t warn you. With my age comes a certain experience. Consider this your introduction into the world of wife sharing.”

      “I had no idea you were so adventurous,” Sebastian answered.

      “You don’t become my age without trying a thing or two,” Cameron answered. “You two aren’t the first couple in history to invite a man into your bed room, I can tell you that.”

      “I apologize if I took things a bit too far,” the neighbor continued. “I admit that I may have gotten carried away for a moment or two.”

      “Nonsense,” Abigail said, trailing her tongue up his member. “It was perfect.”

      Sebastian swallowed the lump in his throat. “Yes,” he said.

      “I’m glad you think so,” Cameron answered. “Because this is only the beginning.”
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      Sebastian opened his front door with trembling hands. This is the absolute height of perversion, he thought to himself. Cameron had slowly raised the bar, going from one perversion to the next. Sebastian figured they’d already done everything imaginable that first time, when Cameron took his wife’s anal virginity, but that proved to be only the beginning.

      Abigail had crawled all over his house wearing nothing but a collar. She had served as a hostess for one of Cameron’s poker games with his old buddies, wearing nothing but a French maid outfit – and no underwear. Sebastian was the dealer for that game, and he was forced to watch as his wife went from one lap to the next, being groped by a bunch of old guys. The winner of that game got to shoot his load all over Abigail’s face – and what he missed, she licked up from the floor.

      Cameron had transformed his playful wife into a full-blown cum-addicted slut. Sebastian loved every wanton minute of it, as he was turned on 24/7.

      However, this was something else. This was crazy. This was weird.

      This was so fucking hot.

      “Hey,” Memphis said. “I’m looking for my father?”

      “He’s upstairs,” Sebastian answered. He had to struggle to keep his voice from breaking. In a few minutes he’d witness his wife being sandwiched in a father-son threesome, the most wanton display he could imagine. That is, if Memphis proved to be every bit a sexual deviant as his father, but Sebastian didn’t doubt that for a second.

      Like father, like son.

      Upstairs, Abigail was chained to her marital bed, blindfolded and spread-eagle. Her hands were bound above her head, and her legs were forced open. It was Cameron’s gift to his son: A willing and white wife, his to use.

      “Oh, and happy 21st birthday,” Sebastian said as the neighbor’s son walked upstairs.

      “Thanks man,” the dark-skinned man said with a smile.

      You have no idea how happy your birthday will be.
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