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  Preface


   


  What’s better in life than having a good neighbor?


   


  Someone to lend you a cup of sugar, a pair of hedge clippers, a ladder, or their wife.


   


  Good neighbors share everything, don’t they?


   


  In the story you’re about to read, they certainly do.


   


  Happy reading,


   


  ~ 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…


   


  * * *


   


  “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…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  “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 our neighbor?”


   


  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…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  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.”


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  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.


   


  * * *


   


  Chapter 5


   


  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 and destroyed 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 idea what 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.”


   


  * * *


  Epilogue


   


  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.


   


  * * *


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed these stories, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. I love hearing from my readers.


   


  If you want to continue reading, I’ve included an extra short story that starts on the next page. This time it is Cuckolded by my Black Neighbor.


   


  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.


   


  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?


   


  ***


   


  Cuckolded by my Black Neighbor 


  ***


  ‘Honey, I’m home!’


  I put down my briefcase in the hallway and took off my tie. To my surprise, there was no response. I’m sure my wife was home – her car was in the driveway. My afternoon meeting had been cancelled, so I was home early.


  I walked into the living room and saw through the window my wife Kim was in the backyard, tanning. She was wearing a skimpy baby blue bikini. The miniscule blue thong left her juicy ass cheeks entirely exposed. I knew she liked a full tan. If one of our neighbors was looking, they’d get a full view of her nearly naked butt. The thought alone made me hard.


  I was about to call out to her when I heard a sudden low, male voice.


  ‘Do you want a massage?’


  The hulking dark figure of our next door neighbor, Damarcus, came into view. He walked up to her, carrying a bottle of baby oil. He squirted some on his hands, not waiting for a reply, and rubbed her lower back. My wife hummed approvingly as he spread the oil on her almost naked figure, his dark fingers massaging the oil into her pale skin.


  I could have called out to them and put a stop this right away – but for some reason, I didn’t. I remained frozen, watching, seeing how this was going to play out. How far would Damarcus try to go with my wife? Was this a friendly massage, or was he trying to seduce her, in my own home?! And what was my wife going to do about it…? Were they having an affair? How long had this been going on? So many questions, and the only way to really know the answer was to remain still.


  He rubbed her back, from top to bottom. He swiftly untied her bikini top – and she did nothing to stop him. In fact, I saw a brief smile on her lips.


  ‘Don’t get any ideas, mister,’ she said, but her voice cheerful. ‘My hubby will be home any minute.’


  ‘You don’t want any tan lines, do you?’ He replied as he rubbed her back, his hands skimming past the sides of her breasts. She just hummed approvingly, spurring him on. His hands moved under her body, groping her breasts.


  To my surprise, my hard cock was straining against the fabric of my jeans. Seeing my wife being so expertly and effortlessly seduced was turning me in on ways I had never felt before. It took me weeks before I got to second base with Kim, and within a few minutes, my black neighbor was now very cheekily feeling up my wife’s luscious breasts under the pretense of a massage.


  He let go off her breasts and moved down, working on her legs. First he rubbed her calves, before moving up to her thighs. I remained frozen in place, watching with bated breath, softly rubbing my own erection. Surely my wife couldn’t let him continue?


  His hands slid up further, now softly kneading the flesh of her upper thighs. He grabbed the bottle of oil and poured copious amounts of it on her thighs and ass. It slid down her curves, dripping down into the crevice of her ass. Damarcus’s strong hands massaged the oil into her skin, squeezing her buns tightly.


  To my shock my wife slightly spread her legs, giving him more access. He didn’t need to be told twice. His large hands gripped her entire ass as he squeezed it, his thumbs moving between her legs, rubbing the sides of her inner folds.


  She lifted her bum up slightly and Damarcus immediately slid her bikini bottom all the way down to her ankles. She was now completely naked in our backyard, letting our next door neighbor fondle her most intimate parts. My mouth was dry and my blood ran cold, yet I could not look away.


  ‘Turn around,’ Damarcus said commandingly.


  Kim followed his command instantly, turning around, showcasing her naked figure to our black friend.


  ‘We shouldn’t be doing this,’ she finally said, but she made no attempt to cover up her naked figure. Her nipples were hard and erect, and I could see her pussy glistening in the sun.


  Damarcus’s left hand grabbed her breast, squeezing it roughly. Kim instantly moaned. She loves getting her breasts manhandled. My neighbor’s other hand snaked between her legs, rubbing her folds, finding her clit and toying with it.


  ‘Let it happen,’ Damarcus said as his fingers probed my wife’s pussy. His fingers moved in and out of her most sacred place, and she let him.


  ‘Oh god,’ my wife moaned. ‘I’m so close! That’s it!’


  Her hand reached out and found Damarcus’s crotch. He was pitching an immense bulge, and she gripped it tightly. ‘Holy shit,’ she groaned erotically.


  ‘Cum for me baby,’ he said. ‘Cum for me and I’ll fuck you with my big, black cock.’


  ‘Oh god, Damarcus, we shouldn’t be doing this,’ she said again as she jacked him off through his shorts.


  ‘Then why did you wear that outfit, hm? You want my black dick and you know it.’


  Kim moaned again, her orgasm building. ‘I was just.. mmm… teasing you…’


  ‘Teases get FUCKED,’ Damarcus yelled as roughly fingered my wife. He was now working two fingers in and out of her dripping wet slit. I could hear the sopping noises her wet cunt was making all the way inside the house. She was dripping wet.


  ‘Oh fuck, oh god, oh yes,’ my wife moaned. Her body was now thrashing around as she raised her pelvis, letting Damarcus fingerfuck her harder and harder. Her cheeks were flushed bright red as she bit her bottom lip. If she focused her view she could see me watching, but her eyes were glazed over with lust.


  ‘I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m CUMMING!’ She yelled at the top of her lungs. If any of our other neighbors were home and had their windows open there was simply no way they wouldn’t hear her screams. Her entire body shook as her orgasm rocked her body. Her toes curled up and she bit her bottom lip as waves of pleasure hit her core, over and over again. Her hands searched and found his big black cock, gripping tightly as he made her cum.


  I knew I had to put a stop to this right this very second, or Damarcus was going to fuck my wife right there and then. I ran back to the front door and slammed it shut as hard as possible.


  ‘I’m HOME!’ I yelled at the top of my voice. I made sure to make an enormous racket so there was no way they couldn’t hear me. I gave them a few minutes to be presentable before I walked into the backyard.


  ‘Hi honey,’ my wife said to me, her blonde hair tussled and her cheeks flush. She was wearing her blue bikini again, but the bright red glow on her cheeks and her hard nipples poking through the fabric betrayed her arousal.


  Damarcus was sitting by the pool, a magazine on his lap, trying to cover up his erection.


  ‘Hi Pete,’ he said. ‘You’re home early.’


  ‘Yeah the meeting was cancelled, I just got home… what have you been up to?’ I asked, searching their faces for any signs of guilt.


  They exchanged a quick look before they both looked away. ‘I’ve just been lying here, trying to get a tan, nothing more,’ my wife said with a bright smile. ‘I was just having a chat with Damarcus.’


  She was going to pretend nothing out of the ordinary happened, huh?


  ‘Yeah, she just invited me to dinner, if that’s cool,’ Damarcus told me coolly.


  I saw Kim’s eyes widen at this comment. The gall on that guy! Not only had he just fingered my wife, but now he was inviting himself into our home as well.


  ‘Uh, yeah, if that’s okay?’ My wife said, her cheeks still burning a fiery red.


  I shrugged, playing it off. ‘Sure. I’m going to take a shower. Are you okay honey? You feel like you’ve got a fever,’ I said as I touched her forehead.


  ‘It’s just the sun, probably,’ she stammered. I saw from the corner of my eye Damarcus was smirking. Cocky jerk.


  I walked back into my home, stripping on the way to my bathroom. My cock was still hard and throbbing. I got under the shower and took a few deep breaths as my thoughts ran wild. Where did I go from here?


  My wife, my loving wife, let our neighbor finger fuck her at the drop of a hat… he barely even tried. She spread her legs instantly and willingly. If I hadn’t interfered he’d have stuck his entire black cock all the way inside of her, fucked her right there and then, in my backyard, in front of the world to see… how long had this been going on? Was this the first time, or were they having an affair?


  If this wasn’t the first time, than what else was she hiding from me? I often worked late, and I also travelled out-of-state for work at least five times a year, all giving her plenty of opportunities to play around… I would have never, never believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. We were so close… how could she do this to me?


  I kept seeing the same picture in my mind, over and over again: My wife’s spread legs, a look of intense pleasure on her pretty young face. Damarcus’s hand moving in and out of her spread cunt, working two fingers into her, his entire hand slick with juices. The stark contrast between his dark, ebony skin and her white complexion. My wife’s high pitched moans… ‘yes, yes, yes’, begging for more…


  As these thoughts flashed by, my own hand inadvertently found my throbbing hard cock. I jerked off, hard and fast, as I imagined my next door neighbor ravaging my wife. Perhaps he was fucking her right now, bent over the kitchen counter as she prepared dinner, me only just upstairs as he worked his thick prick into her unprotected, sloppy, wet, cunt, as she begged, begged for his seed…


  I shot my load against the wall, my lust disappearing as fast as it came up. I was left standing there like a fool, my cock flaccid. What kind of man masturbated to the thought of his wife cheating on him? I should have kicked his ass, broke a few bones, divorced her right away… but instead I was pussyfooting, letting him invite himself into my home, while I did nothing but watch… what was wrong with me?


  I knew I had to confront her. Tonight. Somehow. I wasn’t sure how to go about it. I still loved her, I knew this, but if she wanted more excitement, why didn’t she just tell me?


  As I got dressed I glanced at my watch, noticing I had spent more than half an hour in the shower. It only felt like a few minutes. I hurried down the stairs, my heart racing. Was I going to catch them in the act once again?


  All these thoughts disappeared the moment I saw my wife’s sweet angelic face in the kitchen. Her shoulder length blonde hair framed her face perfectly, and she smiled infectiously at me. She had changed out of her bikini and was now wearing a short-cut red dress.


  ‘Hi honey, dinner’s ready.’


  I smiled back at her. I could never stay mad at such a sweet face. It was Damarcus’s fault – he was the one who seduced her, who continued on even when she told him to stop – told him they shouldn’t be doing any of this. Perhaps she wasn’t as firm in her no as she should have been, but, she did the right thing, in the end… right?


  I joined Damarcus at the dinner table, hatred and rage flaring up the moment I saw his cocky smile. I wanted to reach over and punch that smile right off his chiseled face. I restrained myself – assault was not the answer. I just had to make it through the evening.


  My wife poured each of us a glass of wine as we started eating. Damarcus did most of the talking – and to my surprise, I could see why my wife was attracted to him. He was immensely charismatic, and I caught myself laughing at one of his many jokes. Inwardly I scolded myself – I was supposed to hate this guy – but even though he had just felt up my wife, I was starting to warm up to him.


  I couldn’t really blame him, I mean, my wife was an absolute knock-out. Perhaps I should be flattered he was so interested in her, and call it a lucky coincidence I came home when I did…


  The drinks kept coming and coming and soon I had drank two whole bottles of wine just by myself. Kim and Damarcus were pretty sloshed as well. My anger had subsided by now – I guess I would confront my wife another time. We moved to the living room, and Damarcus put on some James Brown.


  ‘Care for a dance?’ He asked my wife. She shot me a look.


  ‘Is it okay if I dance, honey?’


  Ha, now she’s asking for permission! I thought to myself. I waved her away. ‘Yeah, it’s fine. I’m going to the bathroom,’ I slurred. I stumbled towards the john, and on in the way I realized I was much more drunk than I thought I was. I stopped in our bedroom and laid down on the bed, just for a moment, as the world was spinning around me.


  I must have fallen asleep, because I suddenly awoke, a foul taste in my mouth, having no idea how much time had passed. The door to the bedroom had just creaked, waking me. I looked at the clock. About half an hour or so had passed. Where was my wife? Sounds of laughter came from the living room.


  With all the strength I could muster I climbed off the bed. I stumbled towards the bathroom to drink some water, before I headed towards the living room. What I found there made me stop dead in my tracks… 


  Damarcus was dancing with my wife – well, dry humping would be a better description. His face was buried in her neck, kissing her, while his hands unzipped the back of her red dress.


  ‘We shouldn’t be doing this,’ Kim protested weakly once again, but she made no move to stop him.


  ‘Come on, you know you want this,’ Damarcus growled into her neck as he pushed the immense bulge in his crotch against her. A soft moan escaped her lips.


  ‘What about my husband?’


  ‘I just checked on him, he’s out cold, don’t worry.’


  So that’s what woke me. My wife closed her eyes, giving her body to our neighbor. He unzipped her dress and she rose her arms, letting the garment fall down, pooling around her ankles.


  I watched from just around the corner. I knew I should put a stop to this – but I didn’t. I watched.


  I was shocked to see what my wife was wearing underneath her dress. Black stockings, a black garter belt and matching panties and bra. Were these intended for me, or for Damarcus, I wondered.


  ‘Nice,’ he grunted as his big black hands grasped her naked, white butt tightly and pressed his crotch against her. She unbuckled his pants, reaching in and pulling out his massive black cock. She licked her lips when his manhood came into view.


  ‘Is this what you want?’ Damarcus asked her.


  ‘You know it is, you brute,’ she said as she stroked his big black cock up and down with her hands, her fingers barely reaching around the massive black pole. ‘I’ve wanted this all day… you can’t tease me like that in front of my husband you know… he’s going to find out one day…’


  Find out what?! I thought, my heart beating in my throat.


  ‘You love it, you dirty slut,’ Damarcus growled as he grabbed her by the back of her neck. ‘You were the one rubbing my cock with your foot the entire time your husband was at the table… and now, you’re going to drop to your knees and worship my big black cock while your husband is asleep in the other room.’


  This couldn’t be true. My wife, my Kim, was giving him a footjob, right in front of me? I guess Damarcus wasn’t the predator I made him out to be… my wife was a slut.


  She dropped to her knees, obeying his command. She looked lovingly at the big black cock swaying in front of her, a look of adoration in her eyes I had never seen before. She gently opened her mouth and stuck out the tip of her tongue, teasing our neighbor. She ran her tongue around the head of his cock, swirling it around, before taking the entire massive head into her mouth.


  Damarcus moaned approvingly as my wife worshipped him orally. She bobbed her head up and down, taking more and more of his black cock down her throat. The bull grabbed her hair and thrust his hips forwards, forcing his cock down her mouth. She gagged but didn’t struggle as Damarcus forced inch after inch of his dick into her wanton mouth.


  I had never dared to fuck her mouth so savagely, but Damarcus didn’t hold back. He fucked her mouth, and I was shocked to see my loving wife was able to deep throat all ten inches of his massive pole. He fucked her hard, his balls swinging between his legs, slapping into her chin.


  ‘You love that black cock, don’t you, white bitch?’ He grunted. ‘I love fucking your whore mouth and filling your mouth with my seed right before that wimp husband of yours come home. You kiss him with the taste of my dick still in your mouth, don’t you, you little white whore?’


  My wife just nodded vigorously, her answers muffled by the giant cock fucking her petite mouth. I was at a loss for words, frozen in place, unable to move. This couldn’t be right. My wife has been our neighbor’s sex slave… for how long?


  Damarcus finally let go off my wife, and she fell back, gasping for air, saliva dripping down the sides of her mouth onto her chest. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her make-up was smeared from the tears dripping down her face, but she smiled up at our neighbor.


  ‘Are you going to fuck me with that big cock of yours?’


  Damarcus stripped naked and moved to the couch, grabbing my wife by the hair and pushing her face into his balls. ‘In a minute bitch, how about you suck on my balls first?!’


  Repulsed, I couldn’t help but watch as my wife licked and sucked on our neighbors giant balls. They were the size of tennis balls, big and dominant, way bigger than me. She licked and sucked on them with a passion, her own hand moving between her legs, bringing herself to an orgasm. She was actually getting off on this!


  ‘Come ride me,’ he commanded her in his deep voice, and she obeyed. She stood up, pulled her silk, blank panties down, and climbed onto his lap. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. In just a few seconds that big black cock was going to destroy my wife’s cunt, and permanently ruin her for me. I had to stop it. But I didn’t.


  Instead, I grasped the base of my cock, jerking it furiously as I watched my wife line up her perfect pussy with Damarcus’s large cock. When she was in position, she sat down, the big dick splitting her pussy open.


  ‘Oh god,’ she groaned. ‘You’re so fucking big, Damarcus… I love it,’ she cooed as the black stud filled her with his cock. I could see she was dripping wet and slick with juices, and she had no trouble accommodating his large size.


  Damarcus practically ripped the black bra from her body, tossing it to the side. He roughly grabbed her large white breasts, squeezing them together, his fingers flicking against her nipples. Kim threw her head back, her eyes closed as she bit her bottom lip, enjoying the sensation of this brute ravaging her body.


  She had now slid all the way down in his big pole, all ten inches of his thick black cock now filling her up completely. She rested there for a second, enjoying the feeling of being so full. Damarcus sucked on her nipples, first the left, than the right. She let out a moan with every hard suck he gave.


  ‘I love your big white titties,’ he said to her. ‘I need to fuck these white titties of yours. When’s your next date night with your hubby, huh?’


  ‘Mmmm… next weekend…,’ she grunted through her clenched teeth.


  ‘Before you go, come to me. I’m going to fuck your titties and cover them with my seed. Then, you’re going to go out with that wimp, your tits covered in my seed. The entire night you’ll feel my cum on your body, and you’ll be constantly reminded that you’re my bitch!’


  ‘Ah yes,’ my wife groaned. ‘I’ll do anything you want, Damarcus, anything, if you keep giving me that big cock of yours!’


  I couldn’t believe it. My wife was secretly a big black cock whore, conspiring behind my back with my neighbor to humiliate me as much as possible. My cheeks were burning bright red, my mouth was dry, and my heart was beating in my throat… but still, I did not turn away.


  My wife lifted herself up before slamming her ass back down again, fucking herself on the ebony stud’s big black cock, letting out a loud groan with each fuck. Damarcus grabbed her sides, grunted for her to get ready, and started pounding her thick white ass hard.


  He was jackhammering into her, fucking her with all his might, his balls slapping against her as he fucked her on his black pole. She was screaming out in pleasure, begging for more of his cock. If I wasn’t already awake and peeping, I would have been woken up by her screams for sure. It was as if they didn’t care about getting caught anymore. Damarcus was taking my wife and making her his bitch, and he didn’t care if I knew. He knew I would be powerless to stop him. From the way she craved his black pole, I realized that if I wanted to keep my wife around I shouldn’t force a choice. There was no other way. This was my life now. A cuckold, playing second fiddle to my athletic, black neighbor.


  Perhaps I should have felt sad, or jealous, or enraged, but surprisingly I was calm. I realized I knew my place, and it was serving my wife and her dominant lover. I loved her with all my heart, and I wanted to give her everything she ever needed, and if that was getting relentlessly pounded by a ten inch black cock, then that is exactly what she was going to get.


  Damarcus lifted her off her lap like she was a doll and laid her down on the couch, climbing between her legs. He pushed her knees up to her chest, exposing her glistening cunt. Her lips were red and swollen. Damarcus rubbed the purple head of his cock against her clit, causing her to groan in pleasure, before he slipped his thick dick inside of my wife’s wanton cunt. She was so slick and wet now he slid in easily, all the way to the hilt, until his balls rested on her ass. He pulled out before slamming back in again, the entire couch moving with each thrust of his hips


  ‘Fuck me, Damarcus, fuck me, fuck me!’ My wife shouted at the top of her lungs.


  ‘I’m going to fill your cunt, bitch, I’m going to give you a sloppy cream pie!’ Damarcus replied.


  ‘Yes, yes, do it, fill me, fill me with your seed!’ She cried, practically begging for his seed.


  ‘Has your husband ever eaten you out after you got fucked by my black cock?’


  She shook her head no, a devilish grin on her face. ‘No, baby, do you want him to? Do you want him to eat your seed from my freshly fucked cunt?’


  Damarcus nodded. ‘Yes, whore! Sit on his face, let him taste my seed right from your freshly fucked pussy!’


  ‘I’ll do it,’ my wife moaned. ‘I’ll do anything you want! I’ll sit on his face, I’ll let him lick and suck on my sopping wet cunt, I’ll feed him your seed, just please, cum in me Damarcus! Fill me up! Give me all of your cum!’


  Damarcus reached out and grabbed both her tits, one in each hand, and squeezed them roughly. ‘Here it comes! Yes, yes! YES!’


  ‘Oh baby, do it, do it, do it!’


  Damarcus entire body clenched as he shot the first of many ropes of white cum into my wife’s unprotected, fertile womb. Kim screamed out in pleasure as she felt the pearly white seed hit her cervix, coating all her inner walls with his potent cum. His balls fired load after load of his cum into her, spurting into her, filling my wife’s cunt to the brim with his cum.


  I couldn’t take it and shot my load as well, my jizz dribbling out of my cock, covering my hands. My orgasm was nothing compared to the powerful, unrelenting Damarcus. His load must have been immense – he was still pumping my wife full of cum, his orgasm lasting minutes, wave after wave of his sticky seed filling her married pussy.


  He collapsed on top of her, my wife’s legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him into her, as they kissed passionately. They laid there, regaining strength, for a good five minutes. Right when I was about to return to bed, Damarcus got up, pulling his big black cock out of my slut wife. Seed immediately gushed out of her sloppy pussy, dribbling down her inner thighs, staining the couch.


  I tip-toed to our bedroom, making sure not to make a peep, and laid down exactly as Damarcus had found me. I shut my eyes but strained my ears, dying to know what they were going to do, but fatigue overtook me, and before I knew it, I was off dreaming again…


  I awoke the next morning in my bed, undressed and under the covers, Kim snoring next to me. I awoke with a jolt, disoriented.


  ‘What is it baby?’ My wife asked me, still half-asleep.


  I sat up straight in the bed. ‘I, uh, wasn’t I dressed? What happened?’


  ‘You fell asleep after dinner, so I helped you undress and then went to bed with you honey,’ she yawned. ‘Come here,’ she said, snuggling close to me.


  Her body was warm and soft, like it had always been. I grabbed her soft flesh, pushing myself against her. I buried my face in her bosom, smelling her. She smelled the same, like always, like our love. Had it all been a dream, perhaps? I tried to remember, to recall the sights I had seen, the sounds I had heard, but it was a confusing blur, with many holes and gaps in my memory… had I blacked out? Was it all just a feverish nightmare?


  I pushed the doubts from my mind. Of course it had been a nightmare. My wife would never betray me like that… she was my boo. I decided to forget about the massage as well, that had just been a one-time mistake, everyone slips up once a in a while… right? I fell back asleep, cradling my wife’s body, and when I awoke a few hours later, I had completely forgotten the night before.


  * * *


  Epilogue


   


  ‘Are you almost ready?’ My wife yelled from downstairs.


  ‘Just a second,’ I yelled back as I hopped into of the shower. ‘I’ll be done in a minute.’ It was our date night, and I was going to freshen up real quick before we went out for dinner and a movie.


  As I was washing my hair, I suddenly heard the front door slam shut. I didn’t think too much of it, maybe Kim had just stepped outside for a second to retrieve something from the car, or to check the mailbox… plenty of reasonable explanations.


  Still, as I was toweling myself, I had the nagging suspicion I was missing something… had there been anything I… overlooked? I thought hard for a second, but my mind came up blank.


  Nah, couldn’t be.


  I got dressed, deciding I’d really suit up and make this a night to remember.


  I walked down the stairs, and found Kim in the hallway, adjusting her make-up in the mirror. She was wearing a stunning black dress. Her blonde hair was a bit tussled, and judging by her heavy breathing she was out of breath.


  ‘Hi honey, you ready? Are you… did you run somewhere?’ I asked.


  She re-applied her lipstick, which to me looked a bit smeared… but then again, I know little about make-up.


  ‘Hi baby,’ she said sweetly. ‘I just took out the trash, that’s all. Come, let’s go.’


  She gave a me a kiss on the lips, and quickly darted her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back, but in the back of my mind I realized she tasted a bit off. A bit more… musky than usual.


  Before giving it another thought we walked to the car, I got behind the wheel and we drove off. She smiled at me from the passenger’s side.


  ‘I love you baby, you know that, right?’ She said


  I looked back at her. ‘Of course I do honey.’ I glanced at her chest, and was surprised to see something… twinkle. Every time we passed a street light, the top of her breasts glistened in the light.


  ‘You have something on your cleavage,’ I said casually. Her face turned red and she wiped it away with her thumb. When she thought I wasn’t looking, she quickly sniffed and then tasted the mysterious liquid.


  ‘It’s just sweat,’ she said off-the-cuff, and I thought nothing more of it. I mean, not like my wife darted out the door, ran next door, dropped to her knees in front of my neighbor, pulled out his cock and jerked him off on her naked breasts until he coated them with his seed, then pulled her dress back up and let his seed stay there, dripping down her cleavage, visible to a keen eye, as she went out on a date with me, her loving husband? Surely she would never then dip the finger in the illicit seed when she was called out on it, and taste it, right in front of her hubby?


  … nah, my Kim would never be such a wanton, desperate, cum hungry little slut.


   


  …right?


   


  * * *


  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


   


  Watching my Wife Novellas



  



  My Wife, His Toy
Jamaica Mistaka
Hot Tub Hot Wife
My Wife & The Bully
The Auction
The Sauna Swap
The Roommate
The Best Man


   


  Watching my Wife Short Stories


   


  The Cabin
The Fantasy Fair
The Audition
Hotel Hotwife
Shared With My Boss

  
 Taken in the Tub
Taken in the Sauna
Taken in the Stripclub
Taken by the Team
Taken at the Pool Party
Taken at the Resort
Taken at the Office Party
Taken at the Beach
Taken by the Billionaires
Taken at the Xmas Party
Taken while Camping
Taken at the Costume Party
Taken in the Cabin
Taken on the Island
Taken at the Fertility Clinic
Taken by the Best Men
Taken in the Club
Taken by the Bikers
Taken by the Neighbors
Taken at the Reunion
Taken by my Roommates
Taken at the Housewarming Party


   


  Cuckold Short Stories


   


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 1
Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 2


  Cuckolded by a Colleague


  Cuckolded by the Black Billionaire
Cuckolded by my Black Neighbor
Cuckolded by her Personal Trainer


   


  My Wildest Fantasy - Gangbang Short Stories


   


  Taken by the Cops
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