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 Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Wife's Black Stud Guest Collection 1” 
 
    Could I even open my mouth wide enough to suck him in?  
 
    I trembled, the wine buzzing through my veins. I shouldn't be doing this. I was in the hallway. My husband or step-daughter could catch us. 
 
    Accept other cultures... That was what I was doing. I wasn't his sucking his cock because I wanted to. I was just being a good hostess. I was just following the beliefs of a culture that were so patriarchal and at odds with everything I'd been raised to think of as right. 
 
    My hot cunt clenched as my head leaned forward, my blonde locks spilling around my face. 
 
    I kissed the tip of his cock. Electricity fired from my lips, racing over my skin. My nipples tingled against the silk of my nightie. Then it zapped down to my pussy. The current ran through my married twat were it itched my flesh. I whimpered as I kissed and smooched the tip of his cock, the taste of his salty precum spilling over my lips. 
 
    I wanted to be an open-minded woman. To show Adebayo just how welcoming America was. How tolerant and multicultural we were. The Western way wasn't necessarily better, even if this seemed horribly outdated to me. Something that would have every feminist in America up in arms and burning their bras. It didn't matter. I was just being a good hostess. 
 
    A good wife. 
 
    That thought made me shudder as I slid my lips over his dark shaft. He groaned, his pleasure obvious. My gaze flicked up his body. His deep, brown, soulful eyes caught mine. I shuddered, arrested by them. I slid my lips further and further over his tip, my body trembling. My panties were utterly soaked with my passion as my lips slid past his crown to seal about his shaft. 
 
    “Such a warm welcome,” Adebayo groaned. His large hand rested on my head. His fingers stroked through my hair, massaging my scalp. “That's it. I just need a nice cum. You can do that for me, can't you? You're such a good wife. Pleasing your husband's guest... Yes, yes, I will cum so hard if you work those lips up and down my cock. I know you want it. You want to taste my seed.” 
 
    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Hot Wife Welcomes the Black Stud 
 
    Maria Thorne 
 
    “Did you clean the guest bathroom?” I asked my nineteen-year-old step-daughter, Natalie. She was a petite girl with black hair that fell down around her shoulders.  
 
    She rolled her brown eyes at me. “Chill, Mom, he's from Africa. He's going to be impressed no matter what. The house doesn't have to be spotless.” 
 
    “Of course it does,” I said, the nervous anticipation of Adebayo Temitoe's arrival rippling through me. My husband was bringing the college exchange student home from the airport right now. They could be here any minute. “So, did you?” 
 
    Natalie brushed back her bangs with her left hand, her engagement ring glinting on her finger. “Yes, Mom. Geez, chill out. I hate it when you get stressed like this. My mother doesn't worry about things.” 
 
    I swallowed in any derisive comments about her biological mother. That woman didn't worry about anything. Or do anything. Her apartment was a pigsty. My husband was lucky that he got full custody of their daughter. I shuddered to think what Natalie would have turned out as with that woman as her only example of femininity. 
 
    I patted my own blonde hair, hoping it was perfect. Then I smoothed the skirt I wore. It was something I'd wear to Sunday evening service at Church, not as fancy as a Sunday morning dress, but still nice. It went well with the maroon sweater I wore. 
 
    “Well, can you make sure that his bed is neatly made?” 
 
    “Geez,” muttered Natalie. “Fine, just to keep you from bursting a blood vessel. Everything is going to be perfect. Adebayo is going to enjoy staying here.” 
 
    “That's how you say his name, right?” I said. Adebayo had such an unusual name. I mean, Maria was probably unusual to him. I shouldn't think of his name as unusual. Adebayo was a perfectly normal name from West Africa. 
 
    I stepped out into the living room, sweeping my gaze around it. Everything looked perfect. Doilies were on the armrests of the couch and recliner, the coasters were out for drinks, and all the furniture was polished. I could smell the lemon-fresh oil soaking into the wood. I breathed it in, The scent of a clean house. I just knew Adebayo would fit in. He would be studying for the year at Natalie's college. I was so excited to give this young man from Africa this opportunity. 
 
    A car pulled into the driveway. 
 
    A giddy rush ran through me, the nervous excitement at meeting a new person. I drew in a deep breath, my breasts swelling in my bra. They felt pressed against my sweater. Was my top too tight? Should I wear something looser? I looked really great in the sweater, and the skirt was long, so it wasn't like I was showing any skin or anything. I just wanted to be perfect. I touched my blonde hair again, putting a welcoming smile on my lips. 
 
    The front door opened. 
 
    My husband led the way, a tall and balding man with glasses, his brown hair retreating fast. He was carrying luggage, fumbling with it as he pressed through the door. 
 
    “How was traffic?” I asked, and then groaned. Why would I open up with that? 
 
    “It seemed crazy,” said Adebayo.  
 
    He stood right behind my husband. I gasped at how tall he was. He easily had a foot on my husband. I blinked as this strapping, young man stepped into my house. He wore a suit. A button-down, white shirt that fit across his torso, a red tie, knot loosened. He held his gray jacket draped over his brawny arm. He had a deep, ebony hue to his skin. He was far darker than any African-American I'd met. His lips were thick, tinged with pink on the inside which contrasted with the darkness of the rest of them. His eyes swept over me.  
 
    I found myself trembling, my tongue feeling so thick in my mouth. I needed to welcome him. Needed to say something. 
 
    “It is crazy and that it wasn't crazy,” Adebayo continued. “People were actually obeying traffic laws and using their turn signals. It was not like a demolition derby.” 
 
    My husband chuckled. 
 
    “Well, welcome to our home, Adebayo,” I managed to finally say. “I'm Maria. Kevin's wife.” 
 
    “And what a beautiful wife you are,” he said. He thrust his suit jacket at my husband, who fumbled to hold onto it along with Adebayo's suitcases. Then the young man, nineteen like my daughter, boldly cupped my face. He bent down and planted a kiss right on my lips.  
 
    I gasped in shock. 
 
    His lips were thick and hot. It wasn't a quick kiss, either. He lingered as his lips worked on mine while his strong fingers stroked my cheeks. This naughty fire burst to life inside of my pussy. I couldn't believe how quickly my arousal swept over me from his greeting. I grew breathless, my heart pounding a mile a minute beneath my chest, my sweater feeling so tight. 
 
    Adebayo broke the kiss and said, “That is how we greet the mistress of the house in my country.” 
 
    “It is...?” I panted, struggling to gather my wits. “It's quite... personal. Maybe... too personal, Adebayo.” 
 
    “Honey,” Kevin said. “We have to respect his culture. It was just a kiss.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled. “It is not like I expect your husband to offer you up to me for my pleasure,” he added. “I mean, I can't expect things to go that far.” 
 
    My cheeks burned. “You don't mean I would... That my husband would...” 
 
    “If we were in my country, of course,” Adebayo said. “He has invited me into his house. Welcomed me. A prosperous man would be generous with his food, his belongings, and his woman. Especially a woman as beautiful as you. That golden hair... Why, your dowry must've cost your husband's family a fortune.” 
 
    “We, oh, don't do dowry in the States,” I said, my heart still racing. My poor panties were getting soaked. I couldn't believe how wet I was becoming. This was so insane. His hands were still on my cheeks, fingertips strong as they caressed my features. I took a step back, needing to put some space between us. 
 
    “Of course,” Adebayo said, “your husband didn't buy you, did he?. No, you gave yourself to him.” 
 
    “Yeah, that's how we do it,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Natalie gasp behind me. “You're Adebayo?” 
 
    I threw a glance to see my step-daughter staring with undisguised desire at Adebayo. The young girl absently played with her engagement band while her tongue flicked across her lips. Her cheeks blushed bright. Her breath quickened, her small breasts rising and falling against the tight t-shirt she wore. 
 
    “Wow, really glad you're here,” my step-daughter said. 
 
    She had a fiancee. She shouldn't be panting after Adebayo. I have to keep an eye on both of them. 
 
    “Would you like a tour?” I asked and shuddered as Adebayo placed his hand familiarly on the small of my back. 
 
    “I would love one, Mrs. Thorne.” 
 
    “I'll go put your luggage up in your room, Adebayo,” my husband said, a friendly grin on his face. 
 
    “Help your father,” I told Natalie. 
 
    My step-daughter shot me an evil glare. What had gotten into her? First, she was staring at our guest like she wanted to just run over and kiss him, and now she was giving me attitude? 
 
    “Fine,” Natalie growled and grabbed the smallest suitcase, the carry-on. She darted towards the stairs. 
 
    “Well, this is our living room,” I said. I motioned to the giant TV. My husband's pride and joy. “We have all the channels, and, of course, it's a Smart TV. So we have the streaming services. Hulu. Amazon Prime. Netflix. Some others.” 
 
    “Of course,” he said, giving me a smile, his hand hovering just over my rear. 
 
     It was such an intimate gesture. Never had a stranger been so handsy with me. But, I suppose, he came from a friendlier culture. My cheek still burned from his comment about how men in his country would offer up their wives to guests. That had to be a joke. Right?  
 
    Husbands wouldn't do that. 
 
    “Uh, through here's the kitchen,” I said, leaving him out of the living room. “I keep the pantry and fridge fully stocked. Feel free to have any snacks you want. If there's anything you'd like me to buy—assuming I can find it—just let me know. You can write it on the list on the refrigerator.” I pointed toward a magnetic dry erase board with the marker attached to the side. “I cook dinners every night except for Friday, and you're welcome to join us. But, of course, you'll be making lots of friends and going out and doing things with them.” 
 
    “I am sure I will enjoy many of your fine meals,” he said. “I'm looking forward to them. I bet you prepare the most succulent of feasts.” 
 
    I couldn't help but feel like his eyes were on my breasts. 
 
    As I was leading him into the dining room, Natalie darted back in. She had a big grin on her lips, clearly eager to talk with him. My husband was right on her heels wearing a jovial smile. I showed off the dining room, not that there was much to show. Adebayo admired the table and complemented the placemats. Then we were heading through the rest of the first floor. I showed him the downstairs bathroom and the laundry room. 
 
    Then we were marching up the stairs. His hand was on my lower back the entire time. Natalie kept pestering him with questions, but he wasn't really answering her. He was listening to me about where this picture on the wall was taken or where I'd gotten that vase. He seemed really interested. Never had a man show much interest in the items I decorated the house with. 
 
    Women, of course, loved these details but men just grunted. 
 
    “This is Natalie's bedroom,” I said, pointing to a door. “Though she's moving out soon to live with her fiance.” 
 
    “Yeah, for a few weeks,” Natalie said, her voice breathy. “So I'll be around. You know, help show you around campus and the town. All the fun spots to go. There's this great club. It's one of those over eighteen but under twenty-one places. Bet they don't have those in the Ivory Coast, but here in the states, we're not allowed to drink until we're over twenty-one. So lame, but at least we can have fun and party.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled. “Afraid those sort of laws are very... lax in my country. America is a very responsible place. But, perhaps, that's good. After all, I'm here to study.” He flashed me a big smile, his teeth so white compared to his dark lips. “I'm here to learn all the local customs and experience all the delights.” 
 
    My cheeks warmed even more. 
 
    “Here's the guest bathroom,” I said, motioning to a door. “This one's yours. Natalie has her own, her father spoiling her a few years ago. And, of course, the master bedroom at the end of the hall has its own bathroom, too.” 
 
    “Four bathrooms,” he said, sounding really impressed now. “Truly, your husband is a rich man. I see why he has such a beautiful wife.” 
 
    “Adebayo,” I giggled, blushing and smiling. 
 
    “Yeah, I've done very well,” my husband said. “I like to buy nice things for my wife and daughter.” 
 
    “Of course,” Adebayo said, “such generosity must be rewarded.” He glanced at the next door. “My room?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    He opened the door and pushed me inside. I shuddered as I entered his room. It suddenly felt so different from the guest room it normally was. This strange tingle washed across me like a married woman shouldn't be in here. I shivered, my pussy clenching. His hands started to slide lower down my back, reaching for my ass while he guided me deeper into the room. 
 
    Closer to the bed.  
 
    Did he think he was going to enjoy me? Would that really happen? 
 
    A sudden panic shot through me. “Oh, no, the time. Natalie and I have to get working on dinner.” 
 
    “What?” My step-daughter gasped as I broke away from Adebayo.  
 
    I snagged her and pulled her out of the room, almost knocking over my husband in my haste. “Kevin can answer any of your questions, Adebayo. Feel free to get settled in. Dinner will be in about an hour.” 
 
    “Why do you need my help?” Natalie muttered as I dragged her downstairs. 
 
    She sulked all through helping me prepare for dinner. I lied and told her that I wanted to make sure everything was special, but really I wanted to keep an eye on her. She was about to marry a fine, handsome young man. One who would take care of her. I didn't want her to make a big mistake because of her youthful hormones.  
 
    Adebayo was such a handsome man. So strong and confident. If I was Natalie's age—and single, of course—I would be throwing myself at him. I found myself patting my hair as I cooked, hoping I was staying in place. Our first dinner with our guest from Africa had to be perfect. 
 
    “Such energy,” Natalie said, “I mean, he just flew from Africa, but he's still bright and alert.” 
 
    “He's young,” I said. 
 
    “So, dinners ready, right? I can go get him?” 
 
    Before I could say anything, Natalie was rushing out of the kitchen. She was acting far, far more girlish than she usually did. She couldn't move out of the house fast enough. I didn't want her to make a mistake. Adebayo was just here for a year, but she had the rest of her life with Clinton. 
 
    Well, I would make sure nothing happened between Adebayo and Natalie. 
 
    Everyone came trooping downstairs. Kevin and Adebayo were talking about what sounded like sports. They were debating what was the proper type of football. Wasn't there only one type of football? Sports always gave me a headache, but Kevin loved them. When he was happy, I was free to decorate the house however I wanted.  
 
    The men swept in, Natalie behind them. Adebayo's eyes fell on me as I was placing the roast in the center of the table, the green beans, salad, and three-cheese au gratin potatoes already waiting to be dished onto plates. 
 
    “What a beautiful banquet you have prepared,” he said, sweeping around the table.  
 
    Once again, he caught my chin with his right hand. I gasped, realizing I was lifting my face, expecting the kiss. He planted it. Hard. His lips were strong. His left hand darted around my waist. He landed it on my lower back. But he didn't stay there long. 
 
    He slid down and cupped my rear right in front of my husband. 
 
    “Dad!” my step-daughter gasped. “He's got his hand on Mom's ass.” 
 
    He did. Adebayo was groping me right in front of my husband. He was kneading me with such familiarity while his tongue thrust into my mouth. I quivered there, too shocked to break away. Too excited. This felt incredible. He was so strong and commanding. He just seized me, uncaring about my husband's presence. I quivered there, letting myself surrender to his embrace. I was even kissing him back. My heart pounded. Blood raced through my veins. I couldn't think. 
 
    My pussy was so wet. 
 
    Then Adebayo broke our kiss. He smiled and said, “Your wife has made a beautiful feast. I was merely showing my appreciation. I hope I didn't offend you, Mr. Thorne.” 
 
    “No, no,” my husband said. “We just got to adjust to your culture. It's just a little different from our own. There's nothing wrong with that, either.” 
 
    “Of course,” Adebayo said.  
 
    He had a big grin on his face while my rump remembered the pressure of his strong fingers. His hands were big. I remember what people said about men with big hands or big feet. My cheeks blushed as I resisted the urge to glanced down at his crotch. Adebayo sat down at the head of the table, my husband's seat.  
 
    I blinked at that, waiting for Kevin to object. 
 
    He didn't. 
 
    I took my usual seat to the left of the head of the table. Adebayo smiled and patted my right hand, his ebony skin contrasting with my pale features. Another shiver ran through me. Natalie sat across from me, taking the other seat beside him. She stared at me like I was ugly. Disgusting.  
 
    Then she put on a bright smile, turned to Adebayo, and said, “I help. I made the au gratin. The cheesy potatoes. They're delicious. You're going to love them. 
 
    “Of course I shall,” he said. “But that roast... that is clearly your work, Mrs. Thorne.” 
 
    His grin was so mesmerizing. Those teeth were so white. His smile was so perfect. I licked my lips, tasting him upon me still. 
 
    “I'll cut you a slice,” my husband said, working his knife into the roast. 
 
    “So generous,” Adebayo said. His hand was still on mine. His thumb stroked across my knuckles. Then he pulled away so he could hand over his plate to my husband. Kevin served Adebayo the slices of roast. 
 
    Natalie pouted through the entire dinner. That girl wasn't at all successful in her blatant flirting. Which was a good thing. I wouldn't have to worry about Adebayo succumbing to her temptation and ruining the poor girl's life. It wasn't worth Natalie throwing away her relationship with Clinton over a short fling with the hunk. Even if he was such a tall and handsome and dominating young man like Adebayo. That deep voice and that melodious, African accent.  
 
    I could just listen to him speak all day. 
 
    Kevin kept talking about sports, jabbering on while I ate. I made sure Adebayo was enjoying his food. Which he was. He kept patting my hand to let me know how much he enjoyed it. His foot kept accidentally bumping into my leg, too, caressing up and down my shin. But that was because we were sitting a little closer. He was in my husband's seat. 
 
    I was full of bubbling warmth as Natalie and I cleared the table, leaving the men to linger over there beer and talk about sports. My step-daughter kept muttering beneath her breath as we washed the dishes. I swear I heard her call me a whore.  
 
    Why?  
 
    I wasn't the one flirting with Adebayo. I wasn't the one about to throw away my impending marriage to a great guy. It wasn't my fault that we had a polite guest who wanted to make sure that I, the woman of the house, was complemented and praise for my cooking. My daughter had barely helped at all. 
 
    I served pecan pie for dessert. Adebayo loved it. He placed his hand on my knee beneath the table and gave me a squeeze to let me know just how much he was enjoying it. I smiled, watching him take slice after slice. Kevin sat beside me, enjoying the pie, too. 
 
    “It came out really good, dear,” my husband said. 
 
    “Uh-huh,” I said, smiling at Adebayo. “And you're really liking it?” 
 
    “We do not have anything like pecans over in Africa,” he said. “This is delicious.” 
 
    His hand slid a little higher, pushing up the hem of my skirt a bit. A hot rush ran up my thigh. 
 
    Not long after, the long flight was finally catching up Adebayo. He yawned. He said he was going to go up to his room. I was feeling out of sorts myself. Frisky. My husband was more than happy to make love to me. After he finished, I still felt restless. I had an orgasm, but it hadn't done anything to relieve my horniness. I kept thinking about other things. Things I shouldn't.  
 
    Adebayo had me so out of sorts. I just had to get used to him. That was all. I just had to make an adjustment to his friendliness. Then it would become something I would get used to.  
 
    Then I would stop getting so turned on by him. 
 
    My husband fell into a light doze. I just couldn't join him. After cleaning myself up in the restroom, I decided I needed a nightcap. I headed downstairs to get myself a glass of wine. I sat in the kitchen, wearing just my pink nightgown. It clung to my body, my nipples poking hard against the silk. I sipped my white wine while I heard the shower running. Natalie or Adebayo. Hopefully not together. It was probably Natalie, since Adebayo had already sought his bed.  
 
    Soon, I finished off my wine, a pleasant buzz rippling through me that only fed that heat inside of me. I headed upstairs.  
 
    The shower turned off.  
 
    I yawned, feeling horny and tired. It had been a stressful, but exciting day. I reached the top floor just in time for the guest bathroom door to open. Adebayo stepped out in a cloud of steam. 
 
    Naked. 
 
    I gasped, staring at his wet body. He was all ebony muscle. Sculpted perfection. Strong thighs. Rippling abs. Pectoral muscles plucked straight out of a maiden's fantasy. And his cock... 
 
    His cock thrust out hard before him. He was huge. That Black shaft was three times the size of my husband's cock. I couldn't believe a dick could be that big. My pussy clenched, wondering if I could even fit that in me. 
 
    Why did I think that? 
 
    “Adebayo,” I gasped. “You can't just walk around naked.” 
 
    He glanced down. “Is there something wrong with my body? Do you not find my cock magnificent? Is my body not pleasing to your eye, Mrs. Thorne?” 
 
    “Well, yes, very pleasing, but it's not right. Not proper.” 
 
    He chuckled. “No, that is Christian morality. This is normal where I come from. People go naked. Even make love in front of others. Sometimes privacy is hard to get.” 
 
    Make love... 
 
    “In your culture, the woman of the house is supposed to take care of her guest when he's... aroused?” I asked, my voice so tight as I stared at his cock. 
 
    “Of course,” he said, his smile confident. Strong. “And what young man wouldn't be hard seeing a beautiful woman in such a delicious outfit?” His eyes raked up and down my body in the pink nightie. The silk clung to my breasts. My nipples poked against the material. I shivered, my hips wiggling back and forth. 
 
    “My husband...” I groaned, my pussy on fire, “says we should respect your culture.” My knees bent. I was going to do this. “Let me... Let me take care of you. The way someone would in your homeland.” 
 
    “That would be greatly appreciated, Mrs. Thorne,” he said, his smile so broad. “Your husband is a very generous man.” 
 
    “My husband doesn't need to know about this,” I said quickly. I grabbed his cock. 
 
    Seventeen years of marriage, and I was holding another man's dick. Big and thick. So ebony dark against my ivory fingers. I shuddered, my heart beating so fast. My tongue flicked over my lips as I stared at the crown.  
 
    Could I even open my mouth wide enough to suck him in?  
 
    I trembled, the wine buzzing through my veins. I shouldn't be doing this. I was in the hallway. My husband or step-daughter could catch us. 
 
    Accept other cultures... That was what I was doing. I wasn't his sucking his cock because I wanted to. I was just being a good hostess. I was just following the beliefs of a culture that were so patriarchal and at odds with everything I'd been raised to think of as right. 
 
    My hot cunt clenched as my head leaned forward, my blonde locks spilling around my face. 
 
    I kissed the tip of his cock. Electricity fired from my lips, racing over my skin. My nipples tingled against the silk of my nightie. Then it zapped down to my pussy. The current ran through my married twat were it itched my flesh. I whimpered as I kissed and smooched the tip of his cock, the taste of his salty precum spilling over my lips. 
 
    I wanted to be an open-minded woman. To show Adebayo just how welcoming America was. How tolerant and multicultural we were. The Western way wasn't necessarily better, even if this seemed horribly outdated to me. Something that would have every feminist in America up in arms and burning their bras. It didn't matter. I was just being a good hostess. 
 
    A good wife. 
 
    That thought made me shudder as I slid my lips over his dark shaft. He groaned, his pleasure obvious. My gaze flicked up his body. His deep, brown, soulful eyes caught mine. I shuddered, arrested by them. I slid my lips further and further over his tip, my body trembling. My panties were utterly soaked with my passion as my lips slid past his crown to seal about his shaft. 
 
    “Such a warm welcome,” Adebayo groaned. His large hand rested on my head. His fingers stroked through my hair, massaging my scalp. “That's it. I just need a nice cum. You can do that for me, can't you? You're such a good wife. Pleasing your husband's guest... Yes, yes, I will cum so hard if you work those lips up and down my cock. I know you want it. You want to taste my seed.” 
 
    I groaned, sucking hard. My cheeks hollowed as I slid my lips down his cock. I could barely open wide enough to take him. It was amazing to feel him in my mouth. My tongue stroked over his spongy crown. I caressed his frenulum, the meeting of tip and shaft. He groaned, pleasure twisting across his face. I was giving him such delight. 
 
    My pale hand fisted up and down the base of his cock. He was so long that even if I took him to the back of my throat, I would have only swallowed a third of him. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. I felt so hot and naughty. My left hand wandered down my belly as I sucked and slurped on his dick. 
 
    I pleasured our house guest. My eyes flicked up and down his muscular chest. My husband had never been this strong. Had never possessed such a powerful physique. And Adebayo's skin... So dark. Almost black. I groaned, feeling so wicked and wanton.  
 
    No, no, I was just being a good wife. A good hostess. 
 
    I sucked harder. I bobbed my head, my blonde tresses swaying about my face. They brushed my cheeks. My hands sliding down my belly reached the hem of my nightie. I dipped under the garment and felt the bare skin of my belly. Then I found the satin waistband of my panties. I plunged inside, my digits sliding over my trimmed bush to find the wet folds of my married pussy. I rubbed up and down my hot flesh, groaning around his cock. 
 
    “Yes, yes, you're going to get all my seed,” he groaned. “Such a welcoming wife. You're going to make my stay here so delicious. Oh, yes, Mrs. Thorne.” 
 
    My pussy clenched as he called me Mrs. Thorne. Wife.  
 
    I thrust two fingers into my juicy pussy. I thrust them in and out of my cunt, stirring up my twat while the heel of my hand ground on my clit. I hadn't masturbated in years. Not since my husband was in the hospital for a month, forcing me to take care of myself. I shuddered, working my digits in and out, remembering how to pleasure myself as I worshiped his big, ebony dick. 
 
    I would get him spurting all that jizz in me. He would unload his spunk into my mouth. Fired blast after blast of all that succulent cum down my throat. I had to relieve him. His balls must be aching and in need of his release. 
 
    Guys didn't like having blue balls. 
 
    I would make his stay perfect. I sucked harder. Bobbed faster. Frigged my pussy with plunging fingers. 
 
    “Yes, yes, you're getting me there, Mrs. Thorne,” he groaned. “Such a loving wife to do this for your husband. To pleasure his guest. Yes, yes, just keep sucking. You want it. You're going to get it all. Yes!” 
 
    His cum erupted into my mouth. Thick and salty. Another man's jizz flooded over my taste buds. And there was so much of it. So much more than my husband ever fired into me. There was so much of Adebayo's seed that I was forced to gulp over and over again. His spunk warmed down to my belly. 
 
    My pussy exploded on my fingers. They spasmed and writhed around my thrusting digits. I shuddered, whimpering around his cock as the waves of pleasure washed through my body. It was incredible. This was the release that my husband failed to give me with his little dick. 
 
    I groaned as I sucked more and more cum from Adebayo. His balls felt unending. I savored it. I loved every blast of jizz he fired into my mouth. So good. So delicious. My orgasm hit a wonderful peak. I hovered there as I swallowed the last of his seed. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne,” he panted, his hand tightening in my hair. “Thank you. You're such a good wife. A beautiful, gorgeous wife. Yes, you're going to make my stay here perfect, aren't you?” 
 
    I slid my mouth off his cock and moaned, “Yes! I'll make it perfect! But you need to find yourself a girlfriend. I can't do this for you again. This was a one-time thing, right?”  
 
    I winked at him. 
 
    He winked back, grinning. My pussy clenched around my fingers.  
 
    “Just one time, Mrs. Throne. Thank you. You have a good night.”  
 
    “Good night,” I panted, my breasts rising and falling, nipples tingling. 
 
    Adebayo vanished into his bedroom, leaving me panting on the floor of my hallway. My fingers were drenched in my pussy juices. My tangy aroma filled my nose. I found myself popping my fingers into my mouth and sucking them clean. I practically floated down the hallway, feeling like such a good wife and hostess. This had been a one-time thing. Just to give him the relief he needed tonight. 
 
    I opened the door to my bedroom and slipped inside. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Kevin Throne 
 
    I groaned as the light splashed across my face. I blinked out of my doze to see my wife slipping into the room. She closed the door behind her, plunging herself into shadows. 
 
    “What were you doing?” I muttered, annoyed. 
 
    “Doing?” she asked, her voice breathy. A tangy scent wreathed the air around her. “Just having a glass of wine. I was having a little trouble sleeping.” 
 
    She slipped into bed beside me.  
 
    “Thought I heard talking,” I muttered. 
 
    “Oh, I bumped into Adebayo.” She slipped beneath the covers. Her head rested down. “He was just telling me a few things about his home.” 
 
    “Yeah, sounds very different.” I leaned in to give her a kiss but she turned away. I blinked at that. 
 
    “Well, I'm beat now, Kevin. You have a good night. Love you.” 
 
    “Love you,” I said, yawning. She was all out of sorts. Adebayo kissing her definitely had her off-balance.  
 
    Me, too. 
 
    I just had to remember that my Eurocentric culture wasn't the center of the world. That other people had other ways of doing things. It wasn't like he had asked to sleep with my wife. He'd just kissed her. 
 
    He put those strong, Black lips on hers while he cupped her ass. Just squeezing her so familiarly. Like he owned her. 
 
    I swallowed, finding sleep hard to find with my cock so erect. I didn't understand that at all. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Throne 
 
    The next morning, I was still buzzing from relieving Adebayo's blue balls. I could almost taste his cum even after I brushed my teeth.  
 
    I cooked breakfast wearing a purple house robe, my pink nightie beneath. Natalie claimed the seat beside Adebayo while I serve breakfast. The young man had taken the head of the table again, though this time my husband set to his left. I sighed at that and sank down beside my husband. Breakfast was soon over, and Natalie and Adebayo had to get to college. This first day. 
 
    “Are you going to be okay?” I asked him as I escorted him to the door. My husband was getting ready to go to work, too. He held his briefcase in one hand. “I mean, you just flew halfway across the world. Maybe you can skip the first day.” 
 
    “I'm fine,” Adebayo said. “Our conversation last night was quite relaxing for me. Have a good day, Mrs. Thorne.” 
 
    He kissed me. He claimed my lips again, and this time his hand didn't engulf my ass. I gasped as he pressed it right into the front of my robes. He slid through the gap and found my pink nightie. He pressed the cool cloth up between my thighs. He cupped my pussy through it and my panties.  
 
    I shuddered there, my husband standing beside us while Adebayo rubbed his fingers up and down my slit. I whimpered, waiting for Kevin to say something. For my husband to finally object that this being accepting of Adebayo's culture had gone too far. That there were limits. 
 
    But Kevin didn't say anything. He just stood there as tingles of delight raced through me. I whimpered into the kiss, Natalie's jaw dropping on the other side of us. Then she whirled around, hissing. She threw the front door open and marched down the path to the sidewalk. 
 
    Adebayo broke the kiss. “Well, if I don't keep up with her, I will never find my way to class.” He chuckled and pulled his hand from my pussy. He did it slowly. I felt a final graze of his fingertip on my clit that sent a shudder of bliss through me. “Have a wonderful day, Mrs. Thorne. And Mr. Thorne, once again, such a beautiful home and wife you have. I'm so grateful that you are allowing me to enjoy your hospitality.” 
 
    “Yeah,” my husband croaked. 
 
    I glanced at my husband, trembling there. He didn't say anything about Adebayo touching me. “You don't mind?” 
 
    “Different cultures,” he muttered. 
 
    “He had his hand on my... my pussy,” I said, panting. 
 
    “You didn't stop him,” he said. Then he gave me a peck on the cheek before he stumbled out after Adebayo. The door closed.  
 
    I was alone.  
 
    Right there, in the foyer, I masturbated. I plunged my fingers in and out of my pussy, caressing my hot flesh. It made me shudder. Groan. I came in an outburst of effervescent pleasure, crying out Adebayo's name. My juices gushed out, soaking the panties I wore. I swayed, my robe spilling open. My left hand clawed at my tit, groping myself through my nightie as I shuddered in rapture. 
 
    I panted there for a few minutes before I gathered up my wits and set about doing the housework.  
 
    I thought about Adebayo the entire time. Sucking on his cock. Imagining what it would be like to make love to him. He just had to meet some young girl at college. Someone would throw herself at him and give him the relief I so wanted to deliver to him. No matter what my husband said, having sex with Adebayo would be going too far. Right? 
 
    I mean, did Kevin think it was okay for me to have sex with Adebayo? 
 
    No way. 
 
    I kept trying to tell myself as I was just being a good hostess by letting Adebayo grope me and kiss me, but more and more I knew I just wanted him. I wanted that virile man on me. In me. I would cheat on Kevin if this didn't stop. I stumbled around in a daze. I cleaned by rote as my body trembled.  
 
    I didn't even change out of my nightie but drifted through the house in the pink silk, my panties long discarded because they were too wet. The air caressed up my thighs and spilled over my wet bush, stimulating me. 
 
    Near noon, I was vacuuming the living room and staring ahead in space without paying attention to anything. I was hardly noticing if I had already vacuumed this spot or not. I just pushed the roaring machine back and forth, imagining Adebayo plunging in and out of me. 
 
    The door closed behind me. 
 
    I jumped, my heart bursting into activity, and I whirled around. My hands flew to my chest. I gasped to see Adebayo striding in. He still wore the black slacks and a white, buttoned-down shirt he'd worn when he'd left. He wore a gray tie, a smile broad and hungry. He was so handsome, so sharply dressed. 
 
    “Adebayo?” I gasped. “What are you doing here? Shouldn't you be in class?” 
 
    “I need relief,” he said. “And so do you.” The strong, young man fell to his knees. “The guest has a responsibility to the hostess, too. If he notices that she is in distress—that her husband is not fulfilling her—why, he needs to step in his stead to please her.” 
 
    He grabbed the hem of my nightie and ripped it up, revealing my lack of panties. My wet pussy was exposed to him. I gasped as his head lunge forward, pressing between my thighs. His strong lips nuzzled into my blonde bush. 
 
    He kissed my married pussy.  
 
    “Adebayo!” I gasped at the feel of his mouth on my pussy. His lips kissed and smooched and caressed my married folds. A wave of heat washed through me. It ended at my nipples, tingling my buds. His touch was at once tender and commanding. He was seizing my pussy, laying his claim to it. 
 
    To me. 
 
    “Adebayo,” I groaned again. I couldn't let him do this. I knew where it would end. 
 
    I didn't stop him. 
 
    His tongue slid boldly through my folds. I gasped as he stroked through my labia, caressing me. Tingles of delight raced through my snatch. Then he brushed my clit. Sparks burst from my bud. His tongue caressed over it, giving it extra attention.  
 
    Then he went back to licking at my pussy lips. He caressed them. He sucked at them, sending trembles rippling through me. I groaned and gasped, the pleasure surging through my body. His touch was incredible. It was unlike anything I'd felt. He would drive me wild. 
 
    Make me cum. 
 
    This was amazing. His tongue stroked up and down my slit, knowing just how to touch me. This young man, this Black stud from Africa, devoured me with passion. I stared down past my heaving breasts straining at my nightie at him. His eyes caught mine with his dark intensity. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I moaned, his tongue's every stroke swelling and swelling my impending climax.  
 
    He had unleashed something amazing inside of me. I know I would have an orgasm that would dwarf my feeble attempts at masturbation today. That would surpass what my husband's little cock gave me last night. I would drown in rapture. 
 
    Adebayo's tongue fluttered through my folds. He caressed through them. Then he thrust into my depths. I gasped, my breasts jiggling in my nightie as he explored around inside of me. His tongue danced and darted, caressing my silky flesh. His strokes built and built up my pleasure. His lips worked against my pussy lips as his tongues stirred around inside of me. 
 
    I gasped and moaned, my hands grabbing my nightie. It felt so hot draping over my body. I had to take it off. I ripped it up my figure in a flash of silk, exposing my heavy breasts. My blonde hair danced around my face. I groaned and whimpered, the scent of my tangy pussy growing and growing in the air. 
 
    “Adebayo!” 
 
    I grew wetter and wetter as he stroked his tongue up my twat. His eyes watched my naked breasts as they swayed back and forth, so soft. So large. How he lusted for them. He shot his hand up my body. Dark fingers grasped my ivory boob. He dug in tight, groaning as he lapped at my pussy. 
 
    Then his tongue flicked to my clit. He stroked the bud. I gasped, my butt-cheeks clenching as the pleasure burst through me. His tongue fluttered against my clit, stroking it over and over. It was a drumming beat, a staccato rhythm he played on my bud. Each stroke brought me closer and closer to cumming.  
 
    His dark thumb swept over my breast and reached my pink nipple. He stroked it, massaging it. He sent pleasure darting through my body. I groaned, savoring every moment of it. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I gasped as he sucked on my clit. “I'm going to... I'm going to... I'm going to cum on your lips!” 
 
    My orgasm exploded through my body. My tits heaved, the left clutched in his hand. The right smacked into my other boob, soft flesh rippling from the impact. I panted, his hand squeezing tight about my tit. I grew so dizzy as he drank my married juices. He gulped down the flood rushing out of me. I shuddered, the pleasure rippling through my body. It reached my mind. 
 
    I drowned in rapture. 
 
    This was incredible.  
 
    This young man, a guest in our home, was given me far, far more pleasure than my husband ever had. I shuddered, letting this Black stud carry me higher and higher into the skies of ecstasy. I whimpered and moaned, my pussy convulsing. More of my juices gushed out. 
 
    He growled with hunger. Delight. He enjoyed feasting on me. He licked and lapped up the cream flooding out of me with relish. His lust for my passion made this even more incredible. Cumming on his mouth was absolutely amazing. I groaned, riding to the heights of my orgasm.  
 
    Then he pulled his head away and rose, towering over me. “Mrs. Thorne!” 
 
    He unknotted his tie.  
 
    I stumbled, my knee suddenly week. I fell to the floor before him. He grinned down at me, his dark lips smeared in my pussy cream. My hands shot out. I attacked his belt. I ripped it open, pulling the extra leather through the loop. Then I was opening his pants, hauling them down. He threw the tie to the vacuumed floor than just ripped his shirt open. Buttons popped off, flying over my head. The brawny chest of his appeared.  
 
    Ebony and muscular and gorgeous. 
 
    “I need you!” I moaned, ripping down his pants and boxers. His hard cock popped out before me. I grabbed it with my pale fingers. I stroked his ebony monster. “I need this in me! Use me! You're my husband's guest. It's only right that I satiate you!” 
 
    Saying that, surrendering to cuckolding my husband, sent a wild thrill through me. If Kevin had just objected once to the kisses, to the groping—especially to Adebayo rubbing my pussy—I wouldn't be about to commit adultery. I wouldn't be about to savor this big, Black dick sliding into my pussy.  
 
    But Kevin hadn't said a word. 
 
    He had been weak while Adebayo had been so strong. 
 
    I stretched out on my back, keeping a firm grip on his dick.  
 
    “What a loving wife you are,” Adebayo groaned as I pulled him down. He fell to his knees between my thighs as I guided his cock to my married pussy. “So welcoming.” 
 
    “So welcoming!” I moaned, dripping for his dick. I didn't care about protection. So what if my husband had a vasectomy and I'd stopped using birth control years ago? I just needed this cock in me. “Fuck me, Adebayo! I want to cum on your dick!” 
 
    He mounted me. I pressed his dark tip into my golden bush. I felt him right against my pussy lips. He grinned at me, his lips smeared in my tangy cream, then he thrust. My eyes widened as his cock rammed into me. My back arched as that amazing dick went deeper and deeper into me. 
 
    It was so thick. So long. He reached to the depths of my pussy that had never been touched by a cock. Not by my husband's. Not by any man's dick that I'd had before Kevin. Adebayo was so huge. He stretched me out, sending delight rippling through my pussy. I clutched onto him, reveling in the feel of his girth. 
 
    “Yes!” I howled and came again. 
 
    My pussy went wild around Adebayo's cock. My married flesh spasmed and writhed, celebrating his dick slamming into me. It was so incredible to feel him in me. This strong, young bull rutted atop me. That was how the Black stud fucked me. Like a bull. 
 
    He fucked me hard. The way a woman should be fucked. 
 
    His shaft felt so wonderful as he slammed into my convulsing cunt. He thrust his hard dick into me over and over again. He wasn't spurting his spunk in me, either. He was enduring the writhing of my pussy's passion. I gasped, letting ecstasy drown my thoughts.  
 
    My nipples throbbed against his chest as I clutched him tight. Arms and legs wrapped around him. I felt his muscles flex beneath his skin. I reveled in how he plunged into me over and over again. Filled me to the hilt. His cock slim so hard. So deep. 
 
    He had such stamina. 
 
    Another orgasm burst through me. It rippled through my quivering flesh on the heels of the last. There was hardly any pause between them. I groaned and gasped, my flesh spasmed and writhing with such hunger around his cock. His big, ebony dick buried into me over and over again. His strokes were so powerful. I couldn't believe this was happening. 
 
    Another orgasm. Then another. 
 
    “Adebayo!” 
 
    My climaxes blended one into the other.  
 
    “Yes, yes, Adebayo!” 
 
    "Yes, yes, Mrs. Thorne,” he growled as he pumped away at my twat. “That is the pleasure that you deserve. Oh, yes, your husband should be making you cum over and over again.” 
 
    “I didn't know...!” I gasped, my voice breathy. “I didn't know this was possible! I keep cumming and cumming! It's incredible! Oh, Adebayo, please fire your seed in me!” 
 
    “I will,” he promised before he kissed me. 
 
    I shuddered beneath him, his lips so strong on me as his cock buried over and over into my convulsing twat. He rammed to the hilt in me again and again. The pleasure was incredible. I whimpered beneath him, my fingernails clawing at his back. This African bull pounded me. He fucked me with unbridled passion. 
 
    He had all the power of a lion. He ruled here, thrusting his cock over and over into my married depths. My pussy celebrated him. Worshiped him. I was his. I gasped and groaned in such delight, reveling in the ecstasy of his cock burying into me. My nipples throbbed and ached against his brawny chest. My pussy spasmed with such delicious intensity around his thrusting dick. 
 
    Our tongues dueled. He buried his cock to the hilt in me as another orgasm burst inside of me. He filled me all the way up, my pussy embracing every inch of him. Sucking at him. I was so hungry for his cum. 
 
    For him to flood my fertile depths. 
 
    He ripped his lips off and growled, “Mrs. Thorne! What a ravishing and beautiful woman you are! Yes!” 
 
    Hot cum jetted into my pussy. I gasped and moaned, my orgasm intensifying. The bliss surged through me as his jizz pumped over and over into my twat. My cunt milked him, my body bucking beneath his strong form. 
 
    My fingernails raked across his back. My African lion gave me such rapture. I trembled beneath him, holding him tight, giving him all the welcome to America my married pussy could provide. He growled and grunted as he spurted the last blasts of his seed into me.  
 
    My, how he enjoyed my pussy. 
 
    “Adebayo! Oh, Adebayo!” 
 
    “What a sweet, sweet wife you are, Mrs. Thorne,” he groaned. “And what a delicious woman you are. Oh, this next year is going to be amazing.” 
 
    “It is!” I gasped. “Oh, Adebayo, I love your cum in me!” 
 
    He kissed me with such hunger. I held him tight, knowing this wouldn't be a one-time thing. I would embrace the customs of his people. They were so much better than my own. My pussy hungered for another romp with his big, Black dick. I just knew it would be ecstasy every time. And who knows, he might even leave a souvenir behind.  
 
    What did this mean for my marriage? I had no idea. 
 
    But at least I was keeping Natalie away from him and protecting her engagement to Clinton. I was a good step-mother and a good hostess, too. 
 
    And I was definitely a wicked wife. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Kevin Thorne 
 
    Was I being too accepting of Adebayo's cultural practices? That though rippled through my mind while I sat in my office. 
 
    The way he kissed and touched my wife seemed too far. He said that was how his people greeted each other, but it seemed like sexual harassment to me. The only problem was, I couldn't think that my ways were better than his. That was how racist thought. 
 
    White people had done a lot of harm in the world, especially to Africans. Now we had to be accepting of other cultures. Especially ones repressed like his. We couldn't be imperialistic any longer.  
 
    I told myself that over and over again, but he'd touched her pussy.  
 
    Adebayo had rubbed my wife between her thighs as he kissed her in front of my daughter. And I just let him. I needed to go home. I needed to talk to my wife. I told my boss I wasn't feeling well and hopped in the car to go home. I had to figure out the boundaries with Maria. Restrictions to put on Adebayo.  
 
    That was what we had to do. We had to be tolerant of his customs, but there had to be limits, right? 
 
    I mean, what if my lax attitude allowed Adebayo to think he could sleep with my wife? What if he insisted on his people's custom of the host's wife providing the guest relief? That was something I wasn't prepared to allow. 
 
    My cock was so hard on my drive back. Flashes of Adebayo being with my wife burned through my mind. I swallowed. I sped the entire way home. Needing to talk to Maria right now. I had to get these ideas out of my head.  
 
    I groaned with aching lust when I turned onto my street, my hardon tenting the front of my slacks. I drove way too fast down the quiet road. I needed to relieve this horny throb and make sure things were straight between my wife and I. I parked in the driveway and climbed out of the car. 
 
    I rushed up to the steps and frowned. The front door wasn't closed all the way. I heard gasps and moans, throaty whimpers of passion. A woman was crying out in climactic rapture. 
 
    “Oh, Adebayo, I love your cum in me!” 
 
    Maria? 
 
    I reached the door and peered in through the crack. I could just see Adebayo on her, her pale arms and legs wrapped around his naked, ebony body. They were heaving together, kissing and trembling. They had just made love. My wife had been too accepting. I'd been lax and let her think she had to keep giving into Adebayo's patriarchal culture. 
 
    “Oh, God, you still feel hard in me,” my wife moaned. “How much longer will you have to go back to school?” 
 
    “I have time,” he said his hand squeezing her ample breasts. My wife shuddered beneath them. 
 
    “Good,” she moaned. “I need to keep being a good hostess and make sure you head back to class completely relieved.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled while I slid my hand down and squeezed my cock through my slacks. I was too late. 
 
    To be continued... 
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 Black Stud Takes Over 
 
    Maria Thorne 
 
    I had just cheated on my husband. Cuckolded him with our guest from Africa.  
 
    I shuddered beneath the hunky and young Adebayo. He was the tall, bold exchange student from West Africa. He had arrived yesterday, and my family had been ready and eager to welcome him. To be accepting and tolerant of his culture. My husband was especially keen on that. For us not to judge anything that might seem strange or ridiculous to our Western sensibilities. 
 
    So when Adebayo had greeted me with a full-on kiss on the mouth, I'd accepted it. So had my husband Kevin. He'd just stood there as this strapping, ebony-skinned Adonis claimed my mouth. After, Adebayo had half-joked that in his country, a host would offer up his wife to the comfort of his guests. 
 
    To sleep with him. 
 
    He said it is a joke and we all took it that way, but there was a hint of truth in it. And over the course of last night, Adebayo had tested the boundaries. He'd discovered just how accepting and tolerant my husband could be of foreign cultures. Adebayo had kissed me. Groped me. And then last night, I caught him coming out of the shower naked. He'd been hard. In need of relief. 
 
    I was so aroused from the handsome stud showering me in compliments, and from his naked desire for my mature body, that I couldn't resist him. I mean, he had even ignored my eighteen-year-old step-daughter's blatant flirting in favor of me. 
 
    So I had told myself I was just being a good hostess as I'd fallen to my knees and sucked on his cock. I'd reveled in blowing him. I'd masturbated and cum as I drank down his jizz. 
 
    This morning, when he had been about to leave for his first day of college with my step-daughter as his guide, he'd boldly cupped my pussy through my nightie as he kissed me. Kevin had seen that. He hadn't said anything. When I'd confronted my husband after Adebayo had left, Kevin had just said we had to be accepting of other cultures. 
 
    So, really, it was my husband's fault that my pussy squeezed about Adebayo's thick cock at this moment. That his seed was in me. I wasn't on birth control. My husband had a vasectomy. I didn't care about the consequences. I only cared about the wild delight this hot, young, Black stud gave me. This African lion had mounted me and ravished me and gave me more orgasms in a single session than I had in the last year. 
 
    I wanted more. 
 
    “Do you have to get back to school yet?” I panted beneath him, my large breasts crushed against his brawny chest. My nipples throbbed and ached. 
 
    “Are you going to be an even more welcoming wife?” he asked. 
 
    “I'm going to make your stay so amazing,” I panted. I would be the best hostess. So loving and caring to my husband's guest. “I want you upstairs. On my bed. I want to be taken by you again. I think you need more relief.” 
 
    “My balls are like the Congo. Everflowing. Ever emptying into the delights of the sea.” 
 
    I shuddered. Everflowing deep bass and melodic accent made me quiver. 
 
    I groaned as he pulled out of me, his cock, though half-hard now, was bigger than my husband's. My pussy clenched. My twat felt so stretched out. Adebayo's seed dribbled down my thighs. He helped me to my feet, my legs wobbly from the bliss still buzzing through me. His arm went around my waist. He grabbed my ass with such a knowing and possessive way. I clung to his waist, my large breasts swaying. My blonde tresses dangled across my cheeks. 
 
    We walked by the front door. It was half-open. Anyone could have seen us. I didn't care. I just wanted more of this bliss. I'd been a loving wife for sixteen years, a good mother to Natalie—my husband's daughter from his first disastrous marriage—and now I'd be the best hostess to Adebayo. 
 
    His seed soaked my bush. It matted those curls and then dripped down my thighs as he escorted me to the stairs. The front door creaked, shifted by the wind. I should close it, but I wanted this cock in me. 
 
    Adebayo ushered me up the stairs. His hand squeezed and kneaded my rump. “Your husband is such a generous man. I must really thank him for allowing me to enjoy your body.” 
 
    “My husband doesn't get a say in this,” I panted. “I just want to be a good hostess to you.” 
 
     He grinned. “A man should always keep his woman satiated, so if he doesn't he'll only have himself to blame if a better sword enters her sheath.” 
 
    “So it's his fault for not keeping away the wild lion who pounces on her and claims her as his own?” I purred. 
 
    He squeezed my ass again. 
 
    I giggled like a schoolgirl. This was perfect. I would get all this pleasure, keep our guest happy, and make sure Natalie didn't ruin her upcoming marriage to Clinton. She had her whole life ahead of her. She didn't need to get swept up in a brief affair. After all, Adebayo would be leaving at the end of the school year. 
 
    I was such a wicked wife and a good mother all the same time. 
 
    We reached my bedroom where the bed that I slept in beside my husband awaited. I groaned as he pushed me in. He smacked me on the rump, the stinging slap echoing through the room. I gasped and giggled, enjoying the pain. The domination. He was so patriarchal. So different from the feminism that I been raised under. Men weren't supposed to treat women as objects, as things to be used to satiate their lust, but that was how he was treating me.  
 
    I loved it. 
 
    I sank down onto my marital bed, the jizz leaking out of my cunt soaking into the sheets. I was soiling them as I stared at his cock. He gleamed with my juices. My tongue flicked across my pouty lips. 
 
    “Let me get you nice and hard,” I moaned. “Let me suck your dick.” 
 
    I'd never sucked my husband's dick after had been in my pussy. But I would do it for Adebayo. Willingly. Eagerly. I rubbed my thighs together, putting pressure on my aching clit. The anticipation rippled through my body. 
 
    Adebayo stood before me, his cock hard and gleaming. It thrust out straight at my mouth. I ducked my head down and slid my lips over his girth. I groaned as I tasted my tangy juices on him. I shuddered at how wicked that was. I felt like such a naughty woman. I wasn't a wife or mother right now. 
 
    I was a slut pleasing her lover. 
 
    The young man groaned as I sucked on his dick. My lips worked up and down his ebony shaft while my eyes stared up at his rock hard body. He was all muscles. Sculpted abs. Chiseled pecs. Everything about him radiated strength. Prowess. My pussy clenched, my horny ache building and building in me as I nursed on his big cock. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne,” he groaned as I pleasured him with my mouth. “Yes, yes, that's it. You're going to get what you want. I'm going to fuck you so hard.” 
 
    I shuddered, the house itself seeming to creak and groan in sympathy with me as if it also reveled in the size of his cock. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Kevin Thorne 
 
    The stairs creaked as I walked up them, wincing at their every sound. 
 
    Could they hear me?  
 
    My wife and Adebayo were in the master bedroom now. Maria was so eager to give our guests relief. This was all my fault. I had encouraged her to be a good and welcoming hostess. And now... Now she was pleasing him, fulfilling her role in his culture and succumbing to his manly charms in the process. He was such a big and brawny man, so much taller than me. Stronger than me. 
 
    I squeezed my cock through my khaki trousers as I edged down the hallway. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” echoed from the bedroom. “Yes, yes, that's it. You're going to get what you want. I'm going to fuck you so hard.”  
 
    I swallowed. I could hear my wife sucking on his cock. She was nursing on him with hunger. I reached the open door and peered inside. I could see her sitting on the edge of the bed, her blonde tresses swaying about her face as she worked her mouth up and down his ebony dick. He was huge. So much larger than me. I swallowed, her large breasts jiggling as she loved him. 
 
    I squeezed my cock again. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Thorne 
 
    I sucked so hard on Adebayo's cock, cleaning off my tangy juices. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, more and more of his spunk leaking out of me to soak into my marital sheets. My hands gripped his hips, squeezing tight. I nursed with such hunger, feeling his cock swelling back to his full girth again. 
 
    He would pound my cunt so hard. 
 
    I couldn't wait. I wanted his cock slamming into my pussy. Just thrusting hard and fast, giving me all the pleasure I craved. It would be so incredible. I would cum so hard on his cock. I shuddered, nursing with hunger, wanting to swallow every last drop of his jizz. 
 
    I hungered for that. I nursed on him, my tongue dancing and swirling. I couldn't taste any more of my pussy cream, I'd cleaned it off of him, but I did enjoy the flavor of his salty precum. I tasted plenty of that. It was so delicious. Such a wonderful treat for me to enjoy. 
 
    A preview for that's spunk leaking out of me. 
 
    No, no, I couldn't have him cum in my mouth. I needed him to fuck me again. I needed Adebayo to slide that big dick into me, just plow that huge, African cock over and over into my cunt. I needed another massive orgasm. Multiple orgasms. I craved it, my pussy clenching, his jizz leaking out of me. 
 
    I was so full of his fertile seed. Would I quicken with a child? 
 
    I slid my mouth off his cock, a line of drool spilling down my chin. Panting, I stared up at him and moaned, “I need your cock in me. I need you to fuck me so hard. Ooh, I'm just dripping wet and aching for it.” 
 
    “On your hands and knees, Mrs. Thorne,” he growled. “I want to fuck you like a lion pounds his lioness. I'm going to ram into you from behind.” 
 
    A wild shudder ran through me. That would be so wicked. So wanton. He was definitely using me as an object, just a thing to satiate his lust. And that made me so wet. I rolled over onto my hands and knees, my legs spreading wide. Jizz ran down my thighs and my heavy breasts swayed back and forth. 
 
    I wiggled my ass. “Pounce on me!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His strong hand cracked on my ass. I gasped, my butt-cheeks clenching beneath his strong grip. The stinging pain drifted through my rump and down to my pussy. I groaned, my married cunt swelling even hotter for his big, Black dick. 
 
    “Yes, yes, I'm such a wicked wife. I just want my guest's cock buried in me. My husband can't satiate me, but you can. He never made me cum so hard! I need more!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, your passion shall be as unending as the ocean's surf crashing onto the beach.” 
 
    “Yes!” I panted as he moved behind me. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His second spank had me groaning in delight. I loved this. I don't know why, but the pain sharpened my anticipation. My senses. I groaned as he squeezed my burning rump, my back arching and thrusting my ass back into his grip. I was dripping with more than just his cum now. I knew my juices were leaking out of me. 
 
    “Please, please, satiate your cock with my pussy. Let my cunt relieve your balls once again, Adebayo.” 
 
    His cock pressed against the lips of my pussy. I gasped in delight, feeling his girth. With a single plunge, he rammed to the hilt in me. That huge cock buried back into my cunt. His balls smacked into my clit. I gasped, pleasure exploding through me. I whimpered, waves of delight washing through my body. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I howled. “Oh, Adebayo, I love your big, Black dick slamming into me! Oh, yes, my poor pussy has needed this all my life!” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled and drew back. My pussy clung to him, squeezing around his big girth. The pleasure rippled through me. I shuddered, my fingers clenching at the bedspread. He rammed back into me, my big tits swaying beneath me from the force of his impact. More pleasure burst from my clit. 
 
    My pussy drank it in. I reveled in the amazing friction of his huge cock plunging into me over and over again. He drove that big dick into me, burying deep and hard. He plunged into my twat's depths. He knew just what to give me. Just what my naughty pussy created. 
 
    I wiggled my hips, stirring my cunt around his dick as I moaned and gasped. The sounds of our passion echoed through my bedroom. I'd never cried out like this. Never felt such pleasure like this. I whimpered and moaned, squeezing my twat around his ebony delight. 
 
    The African lion fucked me hard. 
 
    “Adebayo! Oh, Adebayo, you make me feel so good! Does my pussy make you feel amazing?” 
 
    “So amazing, Mrs. Thorne!” he growled. “My cock is feasting on your twat. So hot and tight. Yes, yes, I want to spill my cum in you. You're going to savor every last drop, aren't you?” 
 
    “Yes!” I squealed, squeezing my pussy down around his big dick as he buried back into my married depths. 
 
    His balls smacked into my clit. 
 
    I came.  
 
    My pussy writhed and spasmed around his big dick. I gasped, my tits swaying as I rocked back into his powerful thrusts. My cunt writhed and spasmed around his cock, the waves of pleasure washing through my body. I was the ocean, sending my pleasure slamming into the shore over and over again. 
 
    His cock pounded my depths. Bearing into my spasming twat, stirring my married passion so wild froth. Another orgasm burst through me, wild and delightful, sending such rapture surging through my body. I groaned, the shores my mind drowned beneath the ocean waves of my ecstasy. 
 
    “You're such a stud!” I moaned, reveling in his cock plunging over and over into my pussy. It was incredible. I savored every last plunge of his cock into my convulsing depths. “I keep cumming!” 
 
    “I feel it,” he growled, plunging faster. His strong hand swept up and down my sides, stroking me as he reamed my married pussy again and again. “Your passion is boundless. Yes, you want my seed spurting into you. You want me spilling my passion into the depths of your ocean!” 
 
    “Yes! Do it!” 
 
    “You crave strong sons,” he added, his hand seizing my breasts. “Sons your husband never gave you.” 
 
    “I do!” I gasped, my pussy convulsing harder. My orgasm intensified. I drowned in ecstasy as I howled out, “Breed me, Adebayo!” 
 
    He squeezed my large tits and drove his cock to the hilt in my spasming snatch. His cock erupted. His hot cum spurted into me. Blast after blast of his seed spilled into my married depths. My pussy writhed around his cock, sucking at him. 
 
    I felt his balls resting against my clit. He emptied his spunk into me. He spilled blast after blast of his jizz into the depths of my spasming twat. I shuddered, clutching at the sheets as more and more filled me. 
 
    Stars exploded across my vision. “Yes, yes, you're giving me your seed! You're fertilizing my pussy!” 
 
    He groaned, a mighty lion roaring his triumph as he spilled the last of his seed in me. I shuddered, amazed at how much cum he'd managed a fire in me on our second time. I pressed my face into the pillow, my ass thrust up into the air as I panted. My orgasm hit that outstanding peak, my pussy rippling around his cock. 
 
    He pulled out of me. “I have to get to school. Thank you for your hospitality.” 
 
    My lover—that was what he was now—slipped off the bed as I collapsed onto my side. I rolled onto my back, feeling his seed pooling in me. I ripped the pillow from beneath my head and thrust it beneath my ass, elevating my pussy. I shuddered, feeling his cum soaking into my cervix. 
 
    Kevin never wanted more children. He had his daughter. I thought that was fine with me, but now... Now I had a real man fucking me. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Kevin Throne 
 
    I watched it all. Watched my wife howl her head off, cumming over and over again on his big, Black dick. I squeezed my hardon through my khaki pants as she begged him to breed her. To give her the strong son I never had.  
 
    I felt so emasculated. So humiliated by our guest from Africa. 
 
    Adebayo ripped his cock out of her and stood from the bed. He left her panting, shoving a pillow beneath her hips. He marched to the door where I stood. I froze, unsure what to do. He opened the door wide to leave and saw me. 
 
    Smiled, flashing those white teeth. 
 
    “Thank you for the gift of your wife,” he said, clapping his hand on my shoulder. “I shall enjoy her greatly during my stay. You're a very generous man.” He glanced over his shoulder at my wife. “I made a mess of her. You must do your duty and clean her up.” 
 
    “C-clean her up,” I stammered. I stared at him, shocked. 
 
    “Yes, with your mouth. My seed is getting everywhere. My balls unloaded so much. More than a woman needs to quicken with a child. Never fear, I shall leave my own gift as thanks for your generosity.” 
 
    I shuddered, my cock throbbing my pants as he walked by. I couldn't believe I was just accepting this. Allowing his culture to dominate my own. I swallowed, trembling. I stared at my wife, her eyes closed, her legs spread wide. Cum leaked out of her. Another man's seed stained her blonde bush. 
 
    I swallowed. 
 
    Lick her clean...?  
 
    Was that all I was good for?  
 
    I couldn't satisfy my wife the way Adebayo had. My dick was nowhere near as big as his. My wife clearly craved his and had reveled in playing her role in his culture. She looked so happy in the afterglow of her bliss. Her hands idly played with her tits, squeezing and kneading them, her nipples hard. 
 
    I found myself creeping to my wife squeezing at my cock through my jeans. I need to cum. I licked my lips, shocked that I was doing this. What was wrong with me? 
 
    I climbed onto the bed. 
 
    “Come back for more, Adebayo?” my wife asked, her voice throaty. She opened her eyes and gasped.  
 
    “Kevin!” she cried and tried to squeeze her thighs shut. 
 
    I kept her thighs open and groaned, “You were being such a good hostess to our guests,” I found myself saying, staring down at the cum leaking out of her. A true man had left his seed in my wife. Not a pathetic, weak man like me. “He was very grateful.” 
 
    “You watched?” she gasped. “And you're really not mad...” A smile crossed her lips as she must have seen something in my expression. “Yes, yes, you are that generous. I'm going to enjoy keeping our guest satisfied while he stays with us. I'll make sure his time with us is amazing for him.” 
 
    “I know you will,” I panted. “You're... a good woman. Very accepting. Now I just have to... I just have to clean you up. Adebayo wants me to do that.” 
 
    “Is that what the weak men do in his society?” she asked as my face lowered. 
 
    I lied. “Yes.” 
 
    I pressed my face into my wife's pussy. I'd eaten her out before, but never with such relish. And never with salty cum leaking out of her. I lapped up Adebayo's seed. I groaned, my left hand fumbling to free my cock. My tongue fluttered up and down my wife's sloppy folds. She shuddered, purring in delight as I scooped out her lover's jizz. 
 
    The Black stud's spunk melted across my tongue. I could taste my wife's tangy passion mixed in with his salty load. I trembled, my left hand freeing my cock. I stroked myself as I thrust my tongue deeper into her pussy. I scooped out the cum into my mouth. 
 
    “Mmm, that's nice,” she said, sounding sleepy. “Perfect thing to help me cool off after that big, Black dick of our guest. Oh, Kevin, it was such a privilege to pleasure him, too. I'm so glad our guest is hung. Why, if he had a small dick like you, it would have been a chore. Not a privilege.” 
 
    “Right,” I panted, her emasculating words building the ache at the tip of my cock. I fisted my little dick faster while licking out more and more of the cum inside of her. 
 
    “And look at you, just accepting your role, too,” she moaned. “My little cuckold.” She giggled wickedly. “I never thought I'd use that word. I'm married to a cuckold. Ooh, dig that cum out of me. You're really getting into eating my pussy. Where was this enthusiasm other times?” 
 
    “I didn't have competition,” I panted, my tongue plundering her depths. 
 
    “But you can't compete with Adebayo,” she said. “Not after I've had a taste of him. But... Ooh, don't stop licking me. I think you're going to give me an orgasm. Yes, yes, my little cuckold is worshiping my sloppy cunt. Just licking out all my lover's fertile seed.” 
 
    I licked my wife's cunt with hunger, scooping out more and more of her lover's jizz. There wasn't much more left in her now. I had lapped up so much of it already. I fisted my little dick while I savored mouthfuls of the salty jizz and my wife's tangy pussy. The flavor of her cunt grew stronger and stronger with every lick. 
 
    Then it was all I was tasting. 
 
    My tongue fluttered up and down her folds, feasting on her slit. I was pleasing her. Worshiping her. Giving her the attention that I should have before today. The attention she now would get from Adebayo. I shuddered. I had utterly surrendered to the rights of our dominating guest from Africa. Totally embracing his culture where the strong took the women and the weak cleaned up their passion. 
 
    My wife's thighs squeezed about my head. My tongue found her clit. I flicked it then sucked on it. Her breasts jiggled. Her gasps and moans echoed through the bedroom. She panted, swelling and swelling towards her orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, my little cuckold, yes!” she moaned. “One more little orgasm for me to enjoy. Yes, yes, that's it! Kevin!” 
 
    A flood of her tangy juices gushed out. I licked and lapped up my wife's delight. I swallowed her juices as she trembled through her bliss. She squeezed her big tits, her thighs gripping my head. Her back arched as she groaned with utter delight. The ache built and built at the tip of my cock. 
 
    Then her thighs fell loose. She panted, her eyes closed. 
 
    I rose up her body, needing to be in her. I drove my cock into her pussy. She felt so loose. Not as tight as last night. She'd been broken in by Adebayo now. I sank into her wet heaven and erupted immediately. I spurted blast after blast of my jizz into her. With my vasectomy, I was firing blanks. There was no way I could impregnate her. 
 
    But her lover... 
 
    “Oh, Kevin, I barely felt you entering me,” she moaned, trembling. “How long are you going to take to finish? I need to clean the house.” 
 
    “I already came,” I panted. 
 
    “Really?” She shuddered. “I felt it when Adebayo came in me. He fires so much jizz. Not those little, pathetic spurts of yours.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “So you're good? I need to get the house cleaned. We have a guest staying with us, dear, so it has to be perfect for him.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I panted. “I'm good.” 
 
    “And I have to cook a succulent meal. Something that will give him the energy to please me tonight.” She shuddered. “I can't wait to serve him dessert.” 
 
    My wife rose. She gave me a quick kiss on the lips before she sauntered out of the bedroom. I panted, realizing what I'd just done. Humiliation swirled through me. And tonight, she'd be enjoying him again. 
 
    My dick twitched. 
 
    I just had to accept his culture. Europeans couldn't be on top any longer. My wife clearly enjoyed African culture over mine. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Throne 
 
    “That was a marvelous dinner,” Adams said as he sat at the head of the table. His leg was rubbing up against mine. “You really outdid yourself, Mrs. Thorne.” 
 
    “Oh, did you enjoy the chicken? I made sure I had all the herbs just right. I wanted it to be perfect for you.” 
 
    “It was.” 
 
    Natalie sat on the other side of the table glaring daggers at me. She wanted Adebayo, too. I would make sure she didn't ruin her upcoming marriage to Clinton with a fling. She and Clinton would have a great life together. I doubt her husband-to-be was as weak and pathetic as a man as Kevin was.  
 
    “Dessert?” I asked Adebayo. 
 
    “Oh, I will never turn down your dessert, Mrs. Thorne,” Adebayo said as I rose. 
 
    His hand grabbed my ass with familiarity. He squeezed me. I giggled and sauntered off, my skirt swirling about my thighs.  
 
    Natalie fixed those baleful eyes on me the entire way. Then she glanced at her father. “Dad!” 
 
    “Did you enjoy your dinner, honey?” my husband asked his daughter. He had been sitting on the other side of me, meekly eating his food.  
 
    I made sure Adebayo had the best portions. 
 
    “What is going on?” muttered Natalie. Then she glanced at Adebayo. Her voice grew sultry. “Do you need any help with your homework? We have a lot of the same classes. I would be more than willing to help you out. We could go up to my room and study.” 
 
    “Oh, well, I think after dessert, I will turn in. This has been a most exciting day. I need to relax some more.” His eyes fixed on me. 
 
    I shuddered. 
 
    Natalie skipped out on dessert and instead headed upstairs to sulk in her bedroom. It was for the best. She didn't need to have her pussy ruined by Adebayo's big dick. I hadn't even feel my husband when he'd entered me. That was how small he was to me now. 
 
    I served Adebayo more pecan pie, adding some vanilla ice cream. He devoured it all and complimented me. His hand was rubbing up and down my thigh now. As he ate, he crept closer and closer to my pussy. I leaned back, letting him have his way with me.  
 
    He quickly discovered I wasn't wearing any panties. 
 
    My husband just ate his pie as I moaned and gasped and came on Adebayo's fingers right there at the table. 
 
    Panting, I watched as Adebayo lifted his fingers and showed the gleaming digits off to my husband.  
 
    “Such sweet delights your wife makes for me.” Adebayo popped them into his mouth. Groaned his pleasure. 
 
    “I'll make so many delicious treats for you. Just let me clean up the kitchen, and then you'll get more.” 
 
    “Hurry,” he said and then rose to his feet. 
 
    I did. Of course, I still did my perfect job, but I rushed to get it done as fast as possible. I was so eager to get to him. Finally, I raced up the stairs, passing Natalie's room. She had pop music blaring. Good. She didn't need to hear this. It would just make her more jealous of me.  
 
    I was the hostess. I was the one who had to satiate our guest with my mature beautiful body. He needed a woman, not a little girl. Natalie might be nineteen, but she was still a child compared to me. 
 
    Adebayo waited naked on my marital bed, his cock hard. I shuddered at the sight of him. My husband was standing in the corner, his head down. He looked so submissive there, naked, too, his cock so tiny. It was almost comical compared to that dark behemoth thrusting up from Adebayo's groin. 
 
    “Strip your wife naked for me, Mr. Thorne,” Adebayo said. “Lick out her asshole and loosen her up. You need to get her nice and ready for my dick. I need to enjoy every bit of her.” 
 
    A wave of heat washed through me. Anal? I'd never done that. Never would have done that for anyone else. “Yes, Kevin, you have to get me ready for our guest. If he needs my asshole, we have to be good hosts and provide for him.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” my submissive cuckold said. 
 
    Another wave of heat washed through me as he moved towards me. His eyes lifted up to meet mine. They smoldered with worship for me. I trembled there, my breasts rising and falling in my flowery dress. I turned around, letting my husband unzip the back. The zipper rasped down slowly, his lips kissing at my skin. He was being so loving and caring, seeing me as his wife. To him, I wasn't an object to be fucked like I was to Adebayo. 
 
    I loved Kevin, but Adebayo made my pussy so wet. I would be his whore for as long as I could. 
 
    My husband finished unzipping me. Then he pulled my dress off my shoulders, his lips smooching my exposed flesh. His tenderness stirred joy in me while my lover stared at me with hunger. Adebayo had such a big grin on his face, so eager to enjoy my asshole.  
 
    I licked my lips, staring at his cock. This would be incredible. I stepped out of my dress and sauntered to him, naked. I wasn't wearing a bra her panties, my large breasts swaying freely. His eyes tracked them, his grin growing. 
 
    “You White women have such bountiful delights,” Adebayo said. 
 
    “And you Black men don't?” I purred, my eyes locked on his cock. I slid onto the bed on my hands and knees, my rump thrust out at my wimpy husband. My large tits swayed as I crawled between Adebayo's thighs. I grabbed the Black stud's cock with my pale fingers, my mouth salivating. “Look at this dick. You're going to ream my asshole with this huge dick. I'll satiate you.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled. “Yes, you will, Mrs. Thorne.” 
 
    I kissed the tip of Adebayo's cock. I smooched around the spongy crown, knowing I needed to get him nice and wet, too. My husband's hands grabbed my butt-cheeks. He parted them, groaning as he did. He must be staring at my sphincter. I felt so exposed to him. I was so glad I'd shower before dinner, getting myself all nice and sweet smelling. My husband pressed his face down between my butt-cheeks. 
 
    He was really going to do it. 
 
    As I slid my lips over my lover's big, Black dick, my husband kissed my asshole. His lips smooched my anal ring. Then his tongue flicked out, swirling about my sphincter. I groaned around Adebayo's cock. A wicked shiver ran through me, my heart racing. My tits swayed back and forth, slapping into each other as I savored the wicked contact of my husband's tongue lapping at my asshole. 
 
    His fingers squeezed at my rump as his tongue caressed over my naughty hole. I sucked hard on Adebayo's cock, loving how he twitched and throbbed in my mouth. His hand slid through my blonde hair, his broad smile spreading across his thick lips. 
 
    “Yes, yes, get your wife's asshole ready for my cock,” groaned Adebayo. “Such a generous man, Mr. Thorne. And I know you've never enjoyed her asshole. It takes a man to break in a woman's anal sheath.” 
 
    I moaned my agreement around Adebayo's cock. 
 
    “Yes,” my husband groaned. “I've never had anal with any woman.” 
 
    “Soak your fingers in her pussy juices,” the African stud said. “Then work them in and out of her asshole. When she can take three, she's ready for me.” 
 
    I so wanted to take three. My husband jammed his digits into my pussy. Three of them were thicker than Kevin's own cock, but not as thick as Adebayo's. I shuddered, squeezing my twat down around those digits. I felt them at least. My husband rimmed my asshole while I sucked and slurped on Adebayo's cock. I worshiped him while he stroked his hands through my hair. 
 
    He reclined like a king before me. I was being offered up to this powerful man by my husband. I shuddered, bobbing my head as I showed my obeisance to the rule of Adebayo's big dick. My husband pulled his digits out of my pussy while my tongue danced around Adebayo's cock. Kevin's wet fingers pressed against my asshole. 
 
    His middle finger pushed on my anal ring. 
 
    Lubed by my pussy juices, it slipped in with ease. It was a different sensation. This burning, wiggling ache. I moaned louder. Sucked harder. My hips wiggled as my husband pumped his digit in and out of my bowels. I whimpered, wanting more. 
 
    He tried to push a second finger in, but I was too tight. So he kept working the first in and out. His tongue licked at my pussy. I gasped, savoring the feel of his worshiping touch. A naughty heat rippled through me as revelation struck me. Kevin worship me while I worshiped Adebayo.  
 
    He ruled in our house now. Our bedroom. 
 
    Pleasure rippled through my body as my cuckold's tongue probed into my pussy. My cunt dripped for Adebayo's cock. Kevin swirled his tongue around while his finger loosened up my bowels. He thrust it deeper. Faster. I shuddered, getting more and more used to the wicked sensation. My breasts swayed, nipples throbbing. They were so hard. 
 
    “That's it, Adebayo groaned. “Get your wife ready for me. Yes, yes, she's so eager for it. She wants my cock in her asshole so bad.” 
 
    I pop my mouth off his dick to moan, “I do! Kevin, honey, you have to get my asshole ready for him. I need to satiate our guess. Needs to fuck me. Pound me.” 
 
    “Yes, honey,” my husband whimpered into my pussy. 
 
    He pressed his second finger against my asshole. This time, my anal ring was loose enough. I gasped as he popped into me. Two digits sliding into my asshole felt so naughty. My back arched as they slid deeper and deeper into me. My anal sheath gripped them, so tight it almost hurt. My husband licked at my pussy, and my asshole slowly relaxed. 
 
    I nursed on Adebayo's big cock as those two digits plunged in and out of my asshole. My husband got me more and more ready for our guest's big dick. Kevin nibbled on my clit then flicked his tongue up and down my labia. The entire time, his fingers worked deeper and deeper into me. He sank them all the way to his knuckles and wiggled them around in my bowels. 
 
    Soon I would be ready for his third finger. And the for Adebayo's amazing cock. 
 
    “She's so eager,” Adebayo said. “There's this glint in her blue eyes. She has an ocean's worth of passion brimming in her depths. Hurry, Mr. Thorne. “ 
 
    “I'm going as fast as I can,” my husband panted. 
 
    He pressed the third finger against my anal ring. I shuddered, feeling my asshole resisting this intrusion, but Kevin was persistent. My anal ring swallowed his next digit. I shuddered, my pussy clenching as I had three of them in me now. They were working it in and out, sending pleasure fluttering through my body.  
 
    I moaned around my lover's big dick. 
 
    “Yes, he's getting you ready for me, isn't he?” Adebayo groaned. 
 
    I popped my mouth off his cock, leaving him glistening with my spit. “He's got three fingers in me, Adebayo. I'm ready. I'm so fucking ready.” 
 
    “Marie!” gasped my husband in shock. 
 
    I never swore, but with Adebayo, I just felt like such a dirty, filthy woman. I wasn't a good wife and mother right now. 
 
    “Oh, hush, little cuckold,” I moaned. “I'm with a man. And he's going to fuck me harder than you ever could. Oh, Adebayo, it's time. Fuck my asshole while my husband watches.” 
 
    “Go stand in the corner, Mr. Thorne,” Adebayo said as he rose onto his knees. “You have my thanks for warming up your wife. I'm going to enjoy her asshole.” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned. “Thanks for getting me ready, Kevin.” 
 
    “You're welcome, Maria.” 
 
    My husband retreated to the corner as Adebayo moved down the bed to go behind me. His strong hand stroked down my back as he went, sending a hot shiver that raced through my body. I whimpered and moaned, my pussy clenching. My juices had soaked my bush. My asshole tingled, so ready for Adebayo's big dick to slam into my anal depths. 
 
    I gasped when the African lion pressed his cock into my butt-crack. I felt his thick tip spreading apart my cheeks. His left hand stroked up and down my back, following the groove of my spine while his dick went lower and lower. Closer and closer to my asshole. 
 
    “Yes!” I hissed when he found it. “Fuck me, Adebayo!” 
 
    I groaned as Adebayo thrust forward. Though my husband had loosened my asshole, Adebayo's dick was still so huge. My anal ring stretched and stretched and stretched to take his cock. I whimpered, my large tits swaying as more and more of Adebayo's tip pushed into my sphincter. Into my bowels. I groaned, back arching and my head snapping up.  
 
    It almost hurt. 
 
    But it felt incredible when the tip of his cock popped into my bowels. 
 
    “Yes!” I howled as the Black stud's thick dick penetrated into my anal depths. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he growled. “What a delicious welcome.” 
 
    Adebayo's massive dick sank deeper and deeper into my bowels. I grabbed my pillow, pressed my face into it, and screamed out my rapturous joy. This was incredible. This burning heat that increased in bliss the deeper and deeper he went into my bowels. He slid far further than my husband's fingers could reach.  
 
    More and more of Adebayo kept sliding into me. It was such a delicious delight to experience. I squeezed down around him, clenching tight with my anal sheath as he bottomed out in me. His heavy balls rested against my taint. His wiry pubic hair kissed my butt-cheeks. His hand stroked up and down my sides, caressing me as my bowels grew used to his girth. 
 
    “Kevin! Kevin! I took every inch of his cock!” 
 
    “I can see that, honey,” my little cuckold moaned. It was so exciting that he was witnessing me satisfying our guest. That he was here to watch me surrender my virgin asshole to Adebayo's aching need. 
 
    “Your wife has such a tight and hot and incredible asshole,” Adebayo groaned. “I'm going to make use of it very much will I stay here.” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned into the pillow. Then it turned into a throaty groan as he drew back his hips. 
 
    My bowels clung to his cock, squeezing about him. I drank in the fiery friction. I shuddered as more and more of his cock slipped out of me. And then he rammed back into my asshole. He slammed his dick to the hilt inside of me. His balls smacked into my taint. My breasts swayed from the impact. I moaned into the pillow, whimpering, savoring every inch of him.  
 
    A fiery heat rippled through my body. 
 
    He drew back again, his hands sliding down to grip my hips. He held me as he pistoned his cock in and out of my bowels. Hard thrust after hard thrust plundered my asshole. He fucked me almost as fast as when he'd pounded my pussy earlier. My anal sheath relaxed more and more. It stretched to engulf him. 
 
    He'd broken me in. I groaned, reveling in every stroke. My breasts jiggled, my butt-cheeks rippling from the impact of his crotch. He grunted and groaned, an African lion taking me hard. 
 
    “Maria,” my husband groaned as he watched. I could hear him fisting his little dick. “Goddamn, Maria. You're so beautiful.” 
 
    “He so huge! My asshole is melting! The pleasure is boiling inside of my pussy! I'm going to cum on his cock fucking me in the ass!” 
 
    Adebayo roared his triumph as he pounded my asshole. 
 
    I came on Adebayo's cock as he fucked my asshole. I climaxed just from that wondrous shaft plunging into my bowels. My anal sheath rippled around his cock while my pussy convulsed so hard juices gushed out of me. Then the cream ran down my thighs, a hot flood that matched the intensity of my orgasm. 
 
    Waves of ecstasy slammed into my mind. I howled into the pillow. I pressed my face tight into it as the pleasure swept through me over and over again. It was such a delightful bliss to experience. An amazing rapture to enjoy. 
 
    “I love your cock fucking my asshole!” I moaned. “Oh, Kevin, I'm cumming so hard! He made me climax just from fucking my asshole! I'm cumming with more pleasure than you've ever given me!” 
 
    “I can see that,” my little cuckold moaned as he watched me writhing in passion and taking Adebayo's big dick. 
 
    “Your wife's asshole is sucking at my dick,” Adebayo groaned. “She's begging for my cum. She wants my jizz spurting into her. Your wife is such a dirty whore for my dick. This makes her such a good hostess.” 
 
    “She is,” my husband groaned. 
 
    “Yes, yes, I'm the best hostess for this dick!” I moaned, my orgasm rippling through me over and over again, kept alive by the powerful plunges of his dick into my spasming bowels. “Oh, Kevin, I'm going to love this cock every night. Every day that he's here.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he moaned, just letting me become Adebayo's whore. 
 
    I loved that. I was this big, Black stud's whore. His slut. The naughty wife who would keep him happy. I would ignore my own husband's needs for our guest. I would give this stud from Africa everything he needed. 
 
    He gave me such pleasure. 
 
    I melted beneath the onslaught of bliss. And through it all, Adebayo's cock kept hammering me. Kept slamming into my bowels. Hard stroke after hard stroke that had me shuddering and squealing in delight. I groaned, my bowels sucking on his cock. I quivered, panting and moaning out my delight. I loved his dick so much. 
 
    “I'm going to unleash all my passion into you,” he growled. 
 
    “Yes, yes, you're the Congo River spilling all your foamy passion into my sea!” I panted. “Do it! Flood my asshole with your passion!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he groaned while he slid his hands up to grab my breasts. He squeezed them as he buried his cock into my asshole. 
 
    He erupted. 
 
    My orgasm intensified as his hot cum spurted over and over into me. My bowels convulsed harder around his spurting cock. I worked out that wonderful jizz from his thick dick, my mind drowning in ecstasy. 
 
    He pumped so much of his seed into me. He grunted and groaned, savoring my married ass. He'd broken my bowels in. He deserved to enjoy every bit of me whenever he wanted. I whimpered and shuddered, my orgasm surging me towards that wonderful peak. 
 
    “I am flooding your wife with all my seed, Mr. Thorne,” Adebayo groaned. “She is such a welcoming vessel. Oh, yes, she shall make my stay here magnificent.” 
 
    “Good,” my husband groaned. “You look so beautiful. Oh, Maria, I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, Kevin!” I moaned as I savored Adebayo's big cock. 
 
    My orgasm died into panting bliss. I mewled in delight, rubbing my face into the pillow. I held it to me as I savored Adebayo's hard cock and all this cum filling my bowels. My husband was fapping in the background. Stroking his little dick as he built towards his own orgasm. I was surprised he hadn't cum. 
 
    Unless he had and was now eager for another. Adebayo inspired him. Pity he needed another man fucking me to find his true passion. 
 
    No, it wasn't a pity. Because of that, I got to enjoy Adebayo. I got to be such a good hostess to them. 
 
    Adebayo pulled his hard cock out of my asshole. I shuddered as he rolled onto his back and stretched out beside me. His cum bubbled out of my asshole and leaked down my taint to my blonde bush. I shuddered at how empty I felt now. 
 
    “I will sleep in here with your wife,” Adebayo said as I pressed my body against his strong side. My large breasts rubbed into his side. “I thank you for the use of your bed. And your wife. Your guest bed is quite comfortable. I think you will find it more than agreeable to use during my stay.” 
 
    “Yes, Adebayo,” my little cuckold said. 
 
    “Thank you for being such an understanding host, Kevin,” I purred, rubbing my large tits into Adebayo's side. “You have a good night. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too,” he said, his cock thrusting out hard before him. 
 
    “Make sure you jerk yourself off and have a nice cum,” I added. I blew him a kiss. Then I planted my lips on my lover's hungry mouth. I kissed him hard, knowing that we weren't done for the night. We needed some privacy now. 
 
    I heard my husband pull on some pajama bottoms and leave the room. I shuddered, so eager to spend my first night alone with our guests. I would have Adebayo with me until morning came. I giggled, knowing we weren't getting much sleep. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Natalie Throne 
 
    “Yes, yes, I can't wait for you to come over for dinner tomorrow night,” I said to my fiance.  
 
    I shouldn't be lusting for Adebayo, but he was so hunky I couldn't help myself. Clinton was a great guy, he was, but there something about the sexy exchange student from Africa. He was so strong and tall and strapping.  
 
    So why did he only have eyes for my step-mother? Why that old cow?  
 
    It didn't make sense. 
 
    And, of course, my whore step-mother had lapped up his attention. She'd always pretended she was the perfect wife. That she loved my father. Then she was kissing Adebayo and letting him grope her ass and pussy and tits. And Dad just stood there and let it happen. 
 
    I wanted to be kissed and groped by Adebayo. 
 
    “Maybe you should come over tonight,” my fiance said. “Sounds a little crowded at your house.” 
 
    “Jealous?” I asked, my pussy on fire for Adebayo's big dick. I moved out of the kitchen, my yogurt in hand. It was one of those single-use cartons. I was using my Bluetooth earpiece, my phone tucked into my pajama bottom's pocket. 
 
    “Of course not,” Clinton quickly said. “I'm just feeling a little horny. Aren't you?” 
 
    “No,” I lied. My panties were soaked. “I'm off to bed. I'll see you tomorrow. Love you.” 
 
    “Love you,” he said. 
 
    I would eat my yogurt and masturbate thinking about Adebayo doing things to me. Maybe I would sneak into his room. His was right next to mine. I hadn't done it last night because I wanted him to get a good night's sleep, but now... 
 
    I had a naughty itch in my pussy as I headed upstairs. I stepped out into the hallway just in time to see Dad coming out of his bedroom. He was wearing a pair of flannel pajama bottoms and nothing else. 
 
    “Oh, hey, Dad,” I said, wondering what he was doing out of bed. I mean, it wasn't that late, but he and mom went to bed early. I guessed she had been feeling horny from her whorish flirting and so was using my dad to get off. Adebayo got her all hot and bothered. Well, at least something good for dad happened.  
 
    At least he was getting something out of the woman acting like a slut in heat around the stud. 
 
    “Well, you have a good night, honey,” he said and headed for Adebayo's room. He opened the door. 
 
    I blinked and asked, “Did you need something from Adebayo, Dad?” 
 
    “No, I'll be sleeping in here while Adebayo is staying with us.” He paused. Swallowed. “Adebayo, uh, well, we have to be accepting of his culture. You know, make him feel welcome.” 
 
    The yogurt fell for my hand. “He's in their... with Mom? With your wife?” 
 
    Dad's shoulders hunched. “Well, like I said, we have to be accepting of other people's cultures. He is our guest. We have to make him feel welcome.” 
 
    Dad vanished into Adebayo's bedroom. 
 
    “That fucking whore,” I growled, glaring daggers at the master bedroom door. She was in there with Adebayo. Fucking him. That should be me! That would be me. I wouldn't let that nasty woman hurt my father by cuckolding him. I would seduce Adebayo away from her. 
 
    And cum so hard doing it. 
 
    To be continued... 
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 Black Stud Rules the House 
 
    Natalie Thorne 
 
    Heat rippled through me as I stopped before my parents' bedroom door. I couldn't believe it. My whore of a step-mother was in there with our guest, an exchange student from Africa who would be living with us until the end of this school year. Nine months. It was only the second night, and he had already replaced my father in his own bed. Dad was sleeping in the guestroom tonight, utterly surrendering his wife to that Black stud. 
 
    It should have been me in there. I was eighteen. And nubile. Sure, I might be about to be married, but I wasn't wedded yet. Clinton was a fine guy. He'd make a great husband, but he didn't make me wet like Adebayo did.  
 
    And Adebayo was in there with that whore. 
 
    How could she claim to be a perfect wife to my father and cuckold him? How could you be so callous to the man she claimed the love? I would put a stop to this. I pressed my ear against the door. 
 
    Heard them. The sounds of adultery. The sounds of the “perfect wife” cheating and humiliating my dad. I would steal Adebayo away from her. I would make him mine. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Throne 
 
    “God, that was so amazing,” I moaned. My asshole throbbed from being ass-fucked by the hung, Black lion from Africa. I rested my head on his ebony chest, my hand stroking across his dark, muscled stomach. My pale flesh contrasted against his. 
 
    He was such a gorgeous man. I was so glad that in his culture guests had certain rights. Like the right to fuck the woman of the house. Me. My husband just wanted us to be good hosts. To make Adebayo feel welcomed and to accept his culture. We couldn't act like ours was superior. So it was okay for me to cuckold my husband with the sexy stud in our marriage bed. 
 
    I was old enough to be Adebayo's mother. That just made our affair even more exciting. 
 
    Kevin had utterly accepted the new situation. He had even rimmed my asshole and loosened it up with his fingers so that Adebayo could sodomize me. I had given our guests the relief he needed it. And then, like a good cuckold, my husband had left my lover and me alone. I loved Kevin so much for letting me pleasure the strong, young man. I would give Adebayo such relief while he stayed here. I would be at his beck and call for the next nine months. 
 
    I would worship that cock. 
 
    I grabbed his half-hard shaft. He was fresh from my asshole, his jizz leaking out of my aching backdoor. He wasn't even fully erect, and he was still bigger than my husband. Thicker. Longer. My pale fingers wrapped around Adebayo's shaft. I grinned, feeling him harden. 
 
    “You want more, don't you?” Adebayo growled. He stroked his fingers through my blonde hair. “Your oceans need to be filled with more passion.” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned.  
 
    Adebayo had awakened in me such womanly hungers. I didn't know I had such depths of passion in me. That my body could experience such ecstasy. Multiple orgasms. Earth-shattering climaxes. Adebayo gave them all to me. Today, I had experienced more pleasure than I had in two or three years of marriage with Kevin. 
 
    Adebayo even inspired my husband to lick my pussy clean of all that cum the Black stud had fired in me. My little cuckold had devoured all the jizz out of me. He had even made me orgasm. My pussy clenched now, getting juicier and juicier. Kevin had a vasectomy years ago. I wasn't on the pill, and Adebayo definitely didn't use a condom.  
 
    Would he give me a gift like he'd promised my husband? 
 
    “Yes, you want to get me ready again. Your pussy needs to be satiated again. It needs to worship my big dick again, doesn't it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I husked. 
 
    “Suck it,” he commanded. His fingers tightened in my hair, his strength pushing me down his body. 
 
    “Suck it?” I gasped in shock even as I let him push me towards his cock.  
 
    He was so dominating with me. In his culture, men rolled. A true patriarchy. It was so exciting. I was raised to believe it was wrong, but it made me so wet to satiate him. To be used by him while my husband was jerking his little dick off in the guest bedroom thinking about us.  
 
    “But your cock was just in my asshole.” 
 
    “You must clean it before I can be in your pussy,” he said. He pushed me closer to his dick. 
 
    “I can do that with soap and a washcloth.” 
 
    “No, you have to use your mouth. You want to please me. Yes, yes, I know those passions brimming in you, Mrs. Thorne. You're going to suck my dick clean of your ass.” 
 
    “Yes!” I gasped, realizing I would do anything for him. “I'll suck your dick clean, Adebayo!” 
 
    Did Kevin hear that? I hoped he did. 
 
    I shifted on the bed, more of Adebayo's cum leaking out of my asshole. I lowered my face down to suck on his dirty dick. I could smell the sour flavor of my ass. My husband had rimmed me. He had tasted my anal flavor. Now I was going to luxuriate in it. I was going to click my musk off my lover's cock. 
 
    I was so glad Kevin had embraced Adebayo's culture, because I wanted this stud no matter what. 
 
    Kevin just showed me how much he loved me by giving me what I craved. 
 
    I licked my tongue up that dark shaft. I moaned as I tasted the sour flavor of my asshole for the first time. It was such a wicked, nasty thing to taste. It made this so exciting. The flavor of my anal musk exploded across my taste buds. His dick twitched as my tongue climbed higher and higher, bathing in my saliva. I reached the pinnacle, that spongy, dark crown. I flicked my tongue around it, gathering more of the naughty flavor. 
 
    Adebayo groaned. Growled. I smiled, worshiping my African king's big dick. 
 
    I licked again and again. I climbed up and up his cock, caressing him. My tongue reached the pinnacle again. More of that sour flavor melted across my taste buds. I did that over and over again. Lapping. Licking. I had to clean off every bit of my sour ass from his dick. My pussy clenched, my juices spilling down my thighs. When he fucked me, I would have such an amazing climax. I would cum so hard on his dick. 
 
    I sucked the tip into my mouth, buffing it clean of my sour flavor. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” Adebayo groaned. 
 
    My lips popped off. “Mmm, you love that, don't you? You love that I'm worshiping your cock while my husband is sleeping in your room. You're taking his place in his bed.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Weak men don't deserve beauties such as you. His hand cupped my ass. Squeezed me. “You deserve a man to please you.” 
 
    “I have a man,” I moaned and licked at the dirty side of his cock again.  
 
    I savored the feel of his cock against my tongue. I could hardly taste any more of that sour flavor. I was cleaning my naughty musk all off of him. I wanted more. I hungered for so much from him. I found my mouth latching onto his cock. I sucked on that shaft with greedy hunger. 
 
    “Yeah,” groaned Adebayo. “I see what you crave now. Straddle my face, and I shall deliver the same rapture upon you.” 
 
    I moaned around his cock as I shifted my body. What did they call this? Sixty-nine? Yes, yes, that was it. My large breasts swayed as I moved. I kept nursing on his cock. My mouth pivoted around that large pole. 
 
    I threw my leg over his body. I drag my heavy breasts over his young, muscular abs. His strong hands grabbed my ass. I groaned, my bowels filled with his cum. Then his lips pressed into my blonde bush. He licked at my married twat. 
 
    I squealed around his cock. 
 
    It was so wonderful to worship his dick while he pleasured my pussy. While he feasted on my married juices. His tongue boldly stroked through my feverish flesh. He caressed my labia. And then he sucked on my pussy lips. I groaned as he enjoyed my juicy twat. I just knew that he was loving my cunt cream.  
 
    That he savored the naughty flavor of my married cunt. 
 
    My tongue swept across the crown of his cock, gathering up his salty precum. I loved the taste of his passion melting across my tongue. This was such a wicked and naughty thing to do. I felt so feverish as I squirmed atop him, grinding my pussy into his hungry mouth. His tongue thrust up into me, plunging into my pussy. He swirled around, gathering up all my cream. 
 
    “All the passion of this sea,” he groaned. He fluttered his tongue up and down my folds again, stroking with such bold confidence. He knew just how to touch me. How to stroke me to make my married body quiver. “Yes, yes, I cannot wait for your passion to drown me.” 
 
    I ripped my mouth off his cock to moan, “Make me explode, and I'll drown you, Adebayo! Oh, yes, I'll shower my African king with all my passion!” 
 
    He chuckled. “King, huh?” 
 
    “Isn't this dick fit for royalty?” I asked before I re-engulfed his dick. 
 
    “In your pussy was made for a king to enjoy. Oh, yes, Mrs. Thorne!”  
 
    He thrust his tongue into my depths. He swirled around in me. I squealed on his cock, sucking hard. I bobbed my head, working my lips up and down his shaft as his tongue swirled through my depths. He sent such wicked stimulation through me. These waves of heat that swept through my body. I moaned around his cock, trembling from his tongue's naughty strokes. He feasted on my pussy which fueled how hard I nursed on his dick. 
 
    My orgasm built and built. My hand fisted the base of his cock. My other hand kneaded his balls. I enjoyed his tongue caressing over my folds. His strong fingers dug into my ass, pulling my cunt tight against his mouth. 
 
    I moaned so loud around his dick. I hoped Kevin could hear. He needed to know that I was experiencing such bliss at the hands of our guest. The rapture that my little cuckold couldn't give me. It was so wild. So naughty. My orgasm swelled and swelled. 
 
    Adebayo sucked on my clit. 
 
    My pleasure burst inside of me. My pussy convulsed. Hot waves of passion flooded out to bathe his mouth. He groaned as my married cream squirted from my writhing cunt. 
 
    I squealed around his cock as the pleasure washed through my mind. These powerful waves drowned my thoughts as my pussy drowned Adebayo's mouth. His tongue kept licking and lapping, stirring fresh delight that surged through me. 
 
    I bucked on him, my hard nipples rubbing into his strong stomach. They throbbed as they slid over his six-pack abs. I sucked so hard, nursing on him as stars burst across my vision. I worshiped the king who gave me such bliss. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” He growled and then thrust his tongue into my convulsing depths. 
 
    He felt the passion of my pussy rippling around his swirling tongue. I shuddered and gasped, my ass flexing beneath his groping fingers. I moaned so loud around his cock. Stars burst across my vision. The heady delight swept through me. 
 
    His cock throbbed in my stroking hand. The tip twitched in my mouth. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, yes, yes, here's that salty passion you want! Drink it!” 
 
    Adebayo's hot jizz fired into my mouth. It splashed against the back of my throat. I quivered in delight, reveling in the thrill of his seed filling and filling my mouth until I was forced to swallow. I gulped down his spunk, his cum warming down to my belly. 
 
    My orgasm intensified as I swallowed another man's seed. My married body trembled with the rapture flooding through me. I gasped and groaned, crying out as the bliss swept through me. It was such a delight to enjoy. Such a treat. I savored every salty drop. I massaged his balls and worked out every bit of his jizz. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, yes, you are going to make this year amazing.” 
 
    “I absolutely will,” I moaned after I popped my mouth off his dick. I licked the tip. “Mmm, looks like I'll have to suck you hard again.” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Natalie Thorne 
 
    I ripped my ear from the door, panting. They had just sixty-nined. God, my step-mother was such a whore. She'd swallowed all of Adebayo's cum. I bet she didn't do that for Dad. Fury boiled through me. My pussy was on fire. I whirled around and marched down the hall to my bedroom door. 
 
    “I'll make in mine,” I hissed. “You hear that, bitch? I won't let you hurt my dad any longer. I will claim him.” 
 
    I burst into my bedroom. I fell on my bed, grabbed my phone, and saw a text message from my fiance. “Looking forward to dinner tomorrow night.” 
 
    I texted back, “Me, too. Love you. I'm going to bed. I want to masturbate for a while.” 
 
    “Thinking about me?” Clinton sent back. 
 
    I lied and sent back, “Yes.” 
 
    My fiance didn't need to know what I had to do to protect my father. It wasn't like Clinton and I was married yet. I could still have my fun. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Throne 
 
    “Adebayo!” I gasped, shuddering through my orgasm. “Oh, Adebayo, what a wonderful way to wake up!” 
 
    He had awakened me by feasting on my pussy. He'd licked and lapped and devoured me. I was so glad I cleaned up my twat after we finished making love last night. But now, I was ready for more. 
 
    “You have time to fuck me before you have to get ready for class,” I moaned. “I need that big dick in me one more time. Something to remember you by while you're at school with all those naughty coeds. 
 
    He chuckled. “Afraid I'll forget what your pussy feels like surrounded by all that temptation, Mrs. Thorne?” 
 
    “No,” I purred. “I know you're coming back home to me. After all, I'm in your bed.” 
 
    “I would be a rude guest if I had not used this comfortable bed that your husband has so generously vacated.” 
 
    “And what about the busty, sexy blonde that sleeps in it?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. 
 
    He kissed my pussy. “Yes, it would be very rude of me not to see you pleasured.” 
 
    I shuddered as he kissed up my pubic mound. His dark lips nuzzled through my bush. Then he was at my stomach. I quivered, my breasts jiggling. This was so exciting. I didn't care how early it was in the morning. I was just eager to enjoy this bliss. To be plowed hard by him. I could nap away during the day between bouts of cleaning.  
 
    I had to be ready to satiate my guest while he was home. 
 
    His dark hand swept over my stomach towards my tits. He grabbed them as he kissed and licked up my belly. He reached my navel, his tongue thrusting into the divot. I gasped, my tits jiggling in his squeezing hands. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I moaned, the delight rippling through me. “Oh, Adebayo, yes!” 
 
    “Your body is so responsive. Your husband is a fool for not utilizing it to its fullest.” 
 
    “He's not a man like you,” I panted. “It's not his fault he's a weak, little cuckold. But he's such a loving and caring husband. Oh, cum in me. I want to wake him up by feeding him breakfast.” 
 
    “A creampie, perhaps?” Adebayo asked and then licked up towards my tits. 
 
    “Something full of protein to start his day,” I moaned. “Breakfast is the most important meal. I want to be a good wife.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled. He squeezed my tit. His mouth was almost to my breasts. I groaned as he licked at the underside of my left boob. His tongue swirled over my flesh, his dark fingers shifting out of the way to let him climb unimpeded towards the pinnacle. I quivered as he licked up towards my dark pink nub. It thrust up fat and hard from my wide areola. 
 
    I shivered as he came closer and closer. A whimper built in the back of my throat. His tongue caressed my areola. He flicked my nipple. I gasped in delight, my cunt clenching. His tongue danced around my nub, stroking it. The pleasure shivered through me. My pussy clenched. 
 
    “Oh, Adebayo, yes!” I moaned. He engulfed my nipple. “Shit!” 
 
    My language was getting dirtier and dirtier the more time I spent as Adebayo's whore. My married body quivered as he sent such pleasure coursing through me. He sucked hard on my nipple, my pussy craving more orgasms. He'd already eaten me to an amazing one, but I needed more. I craved them all. My thighs wrapped around his torso, gripping him. Holding onto him. 
 
    His lips popped off my nipple. “Someone is impatient.” 
 
    “Someone needs a big, Black dick in her pussy,” I moaned. “I need to be fuck so hard by you, Adebayo!” 
 
    He pressed his cock right into my pussy lips. I shuddered, his body over mine. He claimed my mouth, kissing me with lips stained in my tangy passion. I shuddered, so ready for him to be in me. My arms wrapped around him, my nipples pressing into a strong chest. 
 
    He thrust into me. His dick slammed to the hilt into my pussy. I groaned, squeezing around his girth. My fingers bit into his back. I scratched and clawed at him. The pleasure surged through me as his cock buried to the hilt in me. His balls smacked into my taint. I shuddered, a wild heat spilling through me. 
 
    My tongue danced in his mouth. I kissed him with hunger. My thighs held him tight. I scratched and clawed at his back, his dick filling me up. He was so huge. 
 
    I loved him in me. 
 
    He growled as he drew back through my pussy. My cunt clenched down around him, savoring the friction that rippled bliss through me. I groaned, my tongue playing with his as he slammed back into me. His nuts cracked into my taint. 
 
    They were heavy with that fertile cum. 
 
    The bed creaked. The headboard smacked into the wall as he pounded me. He broke our kiss, growling like a majestic lion. My African king grabbed the headboard, gripping it as he hammered my pussy with such powerful strokes. 
 
    His crotch smacked into my pussy lips. Into my clit. Sparks burst from the bruising impact. It almost hurt, but it felt so good. My twat squeezed around him as he plowed into me. My breasts heaved, smacking together, the pleasure bursting out of my throat. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes, Adebayo!” I shrieked. I didn't try to muffle my passion. I hoped I woke Kevin up. That he was hearing my bliss. How much pleasure our guest was giving me. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” snarled Adebayo. “Yes, yes, show me that passion of your pussy. Shower me in it. Let me feel it rippling and writhing around me.” 
 
    “Yes!” I gasped, my cunt squeezing around him. I would cum so hard on his cock. I knew he would fire so much jizz into me. He would breed me. Fill me with all that spunk that I would then go feed to my husband.  
 
    My orgasm built faster and faster, the pounding friction hurtling me towards it. 
 
    I clenched about him. My pussy gripped his thick, ebony shaft. I reveled in his every plunged. His every thrust into my wet depths. I groaned, squeezing around him. My thighs gripped him, leveraging my hips so I could undulate my pussy around his thrusting dick. I stirred him about inside my pussy, driving my cunt to a froth as his big, Black cock buried into me over and over again. 
 
    “Adebayo! Adebayo!” I gasped. “Oh, Adebayo, yes!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he growled. “Let me feel that passion. Let me feel the depths of your ocean!” 
 
    He buried into me. 
 
    “Yes!” I squealed and climaxed. 
 
    My pussy writhed and convulsed and spasmed around his magnificent cock. My married cunt worshiped him as he plowed into me over and over again. My twat was hungry for his cum that weighed down his heavy balls smacking into my taint. I gasped. Moaned. My tits heaved as I thrashed on the bed. 
 
    Stars burst across my vision. They danced around his masculine passion. His face twisted. His muscles flexed as he pounded me. My hands shot up, fingernails clawing at his brawny chest. He slammed that cock into me over and over again, sending wave after wave of ecstasy washing through my body. 
 
    I came again and again, drinking in all the pleasure I could. 
 
    “Cum in me!” I howled. “Breed me!” 
 
    “So eager for my gift!” grunted Adebayo as he drove his cock into my spasming depths. His balls cracked into my taint. 
 
    “So eager!” I gasped. “I want your seed! I want your son! Give it to me! Don't I deserve something?” 
 
    “Beyond cumming with all your might on my cock?” he asked. “Besides drowning in bliss as my dick fucks into you?” 
 
    “That's just my bonus for pleasing you!” I moaned. My pussy writhed, another orgasm exploded through me. “Adebayo! Please! Breed me!” 
 
    He slammed to the hilt in me and bellowed out all his passion. My African lion, my ebony king, exploded in me. 
 
    Hot jets of cum flooded into my pussy. My cunt writhed around his cock, welcoming his seed spilling into my married depths. I bucked and quivered, humping against him. My twat writhed around him, drawing out every last drop. I wanted it all. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” He growled. “Gladly do I give you my seed! Quicken with my child! Have that son your husband never gave you!” 
 
    “Yes!” I howled, my pussy writhing and rippling around his dick. 
 
    He felt so incredible in me. So strong. So powerful. My pussy worked and writhed and milked out every drop of his cum. Adebayo groaned as the final spurt of his seed flooded into me. And he then panted. His chest rose and fell, muscles rippling. 
 
    My orgasm hit that wonderful peak. I floated there, trembling beneath him, my large breasts heaving. I felt like such a woman. I'd never realized just what I'd been missing out in my life. But I knew it now. All thanks to him. 
 
    With a growl, he rolled off of me. He panted as he lay on his back, his cock swaying, coated in my juices. “Lord, what a woman.” He chuckled. “My son shall grow strong in your womb.” 
 
    I let out a purring sound as I rubbed my belly. 
 
    Then he rose. “I'm going to shower. Get ready for the day. You...” He grinned at me. “You have to serve your husband breakfast.” 
 
    I grinned at him. That animated me. I rose from the bed naked. I snagged my robe and pulled it on as I rushed the door, just holding it closed. I opened it and peered out at the hallway. Natalie appeared to still be asleep. I closed the door behind me and darted to the guest bedroom. I pressed against the door and let my robe fall open. Then I slipped inside. 
 
    I groaned at the sight of my husband stroking his cock as he lay on the guest bed. He stared at me, his eyes feverish. 
 
    “Kevin, did we wake you up?” I asked, letting the robe fall off my body. I clenched my cunt tight to keep in as much cum as I could. I sauntered to the bed, my large breasts jiggling. “I'm so sorry.” 
 
    “It's okay,” he panted. “You have to... You have to please our guest. Yes, yes, you have to please him!” 
 
    A couple of spurts of white jizz fired up into the air from his cock. It splashed on his belly. He groaned, panting. He didn't have those defined and hard muscles like Adebayo. He was a little overweight. Soft. 
 
    “Was that a good one, honey?” I asked as I crawled onto the bed, my large tits swaying. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well, I have something for you. Breakfast.” I shuddered as I went to straddle him. I stared down at his face as I lowered my pussy to his mouth. “A yummy creampie for you to start your day. I love you.” 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Kevin Throne 
 
    “I love you,” I groaned right before Maria planted her wet, blonde bush on my mouth. Cum was already leaking out of her, staining her curls. I felt them on my lips. Then her hot labia caressed against my mouth. Her large breasts swayed above me, her blue eyes shining down at me. Her blonde hair was a tousled mess. 
 
    She was freshly fucked. I had heard them. Maria had screamed her head off. She'd never been so loud with me. I had never given her as much pleasure as our guest had. Adebayo had fucked her and turned her into his whore. 
 
    My tongue fluttered out and lapped through my wife's pussy. She wasn't on the pill, was she? I heard her begging him to breed her. That could really happen. Our guest could breed my wife. Everyone would know it wasn't my child. There would be no hiding how dark-skinned their son would be. 
 
    My dick twitched. 
 
    I thrust my tongue into my wife's tangy folds. I fluttered through her, gathering up her juices and Adebayo's cum. His seed leaked into my mouth, thick. Salty. 
 
    I gulped it down. 
 
    “That's it,” my wife moaned. “Adebayo fired so much cum in me. I don't need all of it to get me pregnant. And that's if he hasn't already knocked me up.” 
 
    “Yes, honey,” I moaned and worshiped my wife's cunt. 
 
    She let out a throaty moan. “Oh, just like that, Kevin. Lick up all my lover's cum. Ooh, you're making me feel so good. So loved. What a great husband you are. I love you.” 
 
    “Love you,” I moaned and proved it by feasting on her sloppy cunt. 
 
    I fisted my cock. Despite just cumming, I was stroking myself. I worked my hand up and down my cock, savoring the feel of pleasuring my dick. The pleasure surged through me. This hot delight that would have me spurting jizz. So much cum would fire from my cock as I feasted on my wife. 
 
    Pleasure flowed through me as my tongue scooped out more and more jizz. She groaned, rubbing her wet fur on my lips. Her ticklish pubic hair caressed my nose and cheeks. Her large breasts swayed back and forth. There were marks on her tits. Small bruises from a sucking mouth. Adebayo had touched her everywhere. Pleasured her everywhere. 
 
    I stroked my cock faster and faster, my tongue licking and lapping through her folds. She groaned, grinding her cunt on my mouth. 
 
    The shower hissed on. Adebayo was using the master bathroom now, taking it fully over.  
 
    I didn't care. I just kept licking and lapping at my wife's cunt. I just kept feasting on her twat. Reveling in the taste of her tangy juices. I couldn't find any more of Adebayo's cum, so I just devoured at my wife's cunt. I just loved her with every ounce of passion I had. Her moans grew louder and louder, her pussy hotter and hotter. She grabbed her tits, her back arching. 
 
    “Oh, Kevin, you always lick my pussy with such feverish hunger when there's cum in it!” she moaned. “You need another man to inspire you to pleasure your wife!” 
 
    I did. I flogged my cock faster. The tip ached, I could feel my orgasm building and building. I was moments away from spurting. From erupting with all my cum. My tongue flicked to my wife's clit. 
 
    I sucked on it. 
 
    “My little cuckold!” my wife howled. Her tangy pussy juices gushed into my mouth. I made her cum. 
 
    My wife's tangy juices flooded into my mouth. I gulped them down, tasting a bit more of the salty cum that must have been lingering deep inside of her. I shuddered, savoring the treat. I licked and lapped and devoured up my wife's passion. 
 
    My hand flogged up and down my cock. The tip ached from my last round of masturbation. Sore, but I stroked through the pain. I need to get this pleasure out of me. I need to cum. I groaned and then I erupted. The hot jizz spurted out of me. It fired for my cock and then splashed across my chest. A few weak spurts of jizz as I groaned into my wife's pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yes, Kevin,” she moaned. “That was a nice, little orgasm you gave me.” She lifted her pussy off my face. “Did you get off, too?” She threw a look over her shoulder. “Oh, good. I'm glad. Was that a good orgasm for you, too?” 
 
    “Yes,” I panted. 
 
    “Well, that's good because there's no time for you to cum in my pussy. I have to get breakfast started. Adebayo needs a hardy meal after last night.” She ducked down, her blonde hair spilling about my face as she planted a quick kiss on my lips coated in her pussy juices. She smacked them. “Mmm, I taste good, don't I?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I panted. “Adebayo must love eating you out.” 
 
    “He does,” she sighed. “Oh, Kevin, it's so amazing to submit to his culture. I love it. Thank you for being such an understanding and generous husband. I love you.” 
 
    I smiled at her. “Love you, too, Maria. 
 
    She scrambled off the bed and rushed out of the room like she was a girl again, full of youthful and lustful energy. She snagged up her robe, her breasts heaving, and slipped out. 
 
    I lay there panting, needing to recover. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Natalie Throne 
 
    I heard my step-mother going into the guest bedroom. What was she doing in there? Was she taunting dad about what she'd done with Adebayo? Then I heard groaning. Moaning. I gasped, realizing she was making him lick her pussy clean. My own cunt clenched as this heat rose through me. 
 
    “What a fucking whore,” I hissed. I rolled out of bed and grabbed my engagement ring. I popped it on and then stood up naked. I would protect my father and show Adebayo there was a better woman in this house.  
 
    Me. 
 
    I swept past the picture of myself in the arms of my fiance, Clinton, that rested in a silver frame on my dresser and threw open my bedroom door. Naked, I marched down the hallway. My small breasts quivered before me. My black hair swept down my back in a long fall. I was young and nubile. Fresh. Nineteen, not an old hag. 
 
    Adebayo had to prefer me over her. He just had to. He was just being... polite to my step-mother. That was it. She was the woman of the house, so he had to shower her in attention. And, of course, the old whore drank it up. She was so thirsty for him, she'd lapped up his praise like a bitch in heat then bent over and presented her cunt for him.  
 
    God, hearing her and Adebayo last night had caused me to masturbate three times. 
 
    I entered the master bedroom. It reeked of sex. The sheets on the bed were stained and tousled. I wrinkled my nose and darted past them towards the bathroom. I could hear Adebayo in there showering. A wicked heat washed through me.  
 
    I would make him mine.  
 
    I fiddled with my engagement ring, my body trembling. Adebayo was so much stronger than Clinton. So much taller. The African stud had that deep, ebony skin. And if the bulges I'd noticed in Adebayo's jeans were accurate, then he was hung. 
 
    I needed a taste of African dick. 
 
    I threw open the bathroom door and moaned, “Oh, Adebayo, let me wash you.” 
 
    “Is that little Natalie?” Adebayo asked as I threw back the curtains to reveal him in the shower. 
 
    “I might be little, but that just means it takes less effort on your part to make me scream my head off as I have my orgasm. And my tits are just the right size to be gripped by your hands.” 
 
    He grinned at me as I stepped into the shower, the spray splashing on my back. I stared at his naked body, his ebony flesh glistening. The water ran over his sculpted muscles. His cock thrust out hard before him. Heavy balls dangled beneath it. My pussy clenched at how huge he was. He dwarfed Clinton. Adebayo's cock was easily three times as big as my fiance and was so much wider.  
 
    My pussy clenched as this wave of wanton heat rushed through me. 
 
    “And I have the energy to keep up with you,” I moaned. 
 
    “Your step-mother has plenty,” Adebayo said, a throaty growl to his voice. 
 
    “Why waste your time on that old bitch when you can have something young and fresh? I'm still tight. Oh, yes, you're going to love my pussy on your dick.” 
 
    “Will I?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded as I fell to my knees, shower spray wetting my hair. It matted down my locks as I grabbed him. I could barely wrap my pale, slender fingers around the dark shaft. I stroked him, groaning at his girth. His big, Black cock. A mighty, African dick. 
 
    My engagement ring flashed on my hand as I pumped up and down his cock. I licked my lips and then opened my mouth wide. I sucked on another man's dick. I groaned, satiating these lusts that had been brimming inside of me since Adebayo had arrived at our house.  
 
    I nursed on our guest's cock, staring up at him with hunger in my eyes. Pleasure crossed his face. His powerful chest swelled as he sucked in a deep breath. His dick throbbed in my hand while my tongue swirled around his crown. 
 
    Then I sucked. I nursed with hunger on his mighty cock. The shower splashed on my shoulders. The hot water ran over them to spill down to my small breasts. My nipples tingled as the salty flavor of his precum filled my mouth. I reveled in it, sucking. Slurping. Savoring every yummy drop of his precum. 
 
    “Oh, does your father know you're in here?” 
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    He grinned. “What a wicked, wicked daughter. Yes, suck on my cock. You're engaged to be married, too? My, is there another weak man who doesn't know how to keep his woman faithful?” He chuckled. “Don't you worry. I know just what you want. What all you White sluts need. Yes, keep sucking. Then I'll fuck that pussy of yours.” 
 
    I sucked with such joy on his cock, nursing hard. I bobbed my head, the shower spraying across my back and shoulders. I luxuriated in the wet heat as I worshiped his dick. He felt so wonderful in my mouth. My tongue swirled around his thick crown. 
 
    He let out a groan. Grunted. I gave him such pleasure. Such bliss. He clearly reveled in my blowjob. My naughty tongue and hot mouth were bringing them closer and closer to the edge of his climax. 
 
    I stared at my engagement ring on my left hand, the diamond twinkling as I fisted up and down his cock. Clinton had nothing on Adebayo. But that wasn't why I was doing this. I was doing this for my father. He didn't deserve to have his whore-wife cuckolding him. I would keep her away from Adebayo by offering up my own pussy to the stud. 
 
    A sacrifice. 
 
    I sucked and nursed and worshiped his cock. I would give him all the pleasure in the world. He would be mine. My pale fingers stroked up and down his cock, my engagement ring gleaming. He groaned, his wet chest rising and falling with rapture. I shivered, heat rippling through me. This was all so wild. Such a naughty game. 
 
    “Damn, look at you suck,” he groaned. “Someone is eager for my cum.”  
 
    I popped my mouth off his cock, moaning, so eager. “Just give it all to me. I'll swallow it all down. I'll gulp down every last salty drop.” 
 
    “I bet you will. Show me.” 
 
    I sucked his cock into my mouth. His hand slid through my wet, black hair as I bobbed my head. I sucked and slurped on him, savoring every inch of his girth. I moaned, twisting my head from side to side, using every technique I'd ever learned in blowing a guy. I gave my all to Adebayo, wanting to gift him with the most amount of bliss ever. 
 
    I loved watching his muscular chest rise and fall. He was such a stud. So handsome. So powerful. My pussy burned for his cock. My cunt clenched as I trembled beneath him. I just wanted him to explode in my mouth.  
 
    To release all that jizz from his balls.  
 
    I massaged his nuts. My fingers played with them as I sucked hard. More and more of his salty precum spilled into my mouth. I savored every last drop. It was such an exciting thing to enjoy. I swirled my tongue around his cock, coaxing out more. 
 
    “Yes, yes, your passions are just overflowing you. You need to be fed. Yes, you been craving a real man, haven't you?” 
 
    I moaned and nodded around his dick, not wanting to take it out of my mouth. My left hand stroked faster. I sucked harder. 
 
    “Yes, yes, you're getting it. Mmm, be ready. I want you to swallow every drop.” 
 
    My eyes widened. If he erupted, would he be able to get it up to fuck me? I need his cock in me, and yet... 
 
    I had to prove that I was better than her. Better than that whore. So I kept nursing. I ignored my own fiery ache in my pussy to make sure that Adebayo received all the pleasure. He would have the best orgasm of his life. My left hand flew up and down his cock, my head bobbing, sliding his dick to the back of my throat before I sucked back up him. 
 
    My lips sealed tight. His balls twitched and throbbed in my hand. 
 
    He bellowed out his pleasure. Hot cum jetted into my mouth. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut at the salty flavor of his jizz. It was intense. So much better than my fiance's spunk. I eagerly gulped down Adebayo's. I swallowed it, reveling in the manly taste. My pussy clenched, aching for attention as I nursed on his spurting cock. 
 
    He kept erupting. More and more spunk fired out of his balls. Clinton would've run dry by now, but Adebayo was still giving me more cum. I massaged his nuts, my heart pounding as I gulped down more and more of the Black stud's seed. I worshiped his ebony cock. 
 
    “That's it, little gazelle,” he groaned. The last of his jizz spurted into my mouth. “Yes, yes, now I know what you want. What you crave even more than my cum firing into your mouth.” 
 
    Dazed, I slid my mouth off his cock to moan, “What?” 
 
    He stared down at me with those powerful, brown eyes. His thick lips spread in a smile. “My cock firing my cum into your pussy.” 
 
    “Can you get it up again?” I asked, pussy clenching. 
 
    “I am not your betrothed. I do not go limp after a few spurts. I need a woman to drain me.” 
 
    I shuddered as his hands grabbed me beneath my armpits. He hauled me to my feet, shower spray sliding down my back. It rained on my ass. He pulled me against his strong frame. I gasped, quivering there. My breasts pressed into his powerful chest. My pussy clenched. His hands grabbed my ass.  
 
    He lifted me off the floor.  
 
    Because I was short, his cock would rub high into my stomach. No way he could fuck into me standing up without some serious repositioning. So he picked me up and brought my pussy to his cock. He impaled me down his shaft.  
 
    I gasped as my pussy engulfed him to the hilt. My head threw back. I howled out in bliss as I felt that massive dick in me. He was so huge. He stretched my little cunny to the limits. The pleasure rushed through me. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I moaned, my thighs wrapping around his strong waist. I held my arms tight around his neck, my face hovering right before his. I stared into his eyes, seeing the passion he had for me. 
 
    “Little gazelle, now it's time for you to run.” 
 
    “Run?” I asked, confused. 
 
    “Run!” he growled and then started fucking me up and down his cock. 
 
    I gasped as he lifted me up his shaft, my pussy clenching about his thick girth. Then he slammed me back down his shaft, his dick plunging to the hilt in me. I squealed in delight, my pussy squeezing around his hard cock. 
 
    The pleasure flooded through me. The silky friction blazed inside of me. He was so huge. His big, Black cock stretched me out to my twat's limits. I whimpered and moaned, my wet hair dancing as he worked my cunt up and down his dick like a sex toy. 
 
    Like a Fleshlight. 
 
    A hot shiver ran through me as he used me as an object. A pussy to just satisfy his cock. To masturbate it. I clung to him, moaning into his ear as I savored every moment of this. I squeezed my cunt down on his big dick, letting my youthful twat massage him. 
 
    I had to be better than that old hag. He would know that this was a tight, hot, young cunny wrapped around his dick. 
 
    “That's it, little gazelle,” he growled, his strong fingers digging into my ass. He fucked me faster up and down his cock. “You're running now! You're running right into the climax, aren't you?” 
 
    “Yes!” I howled, trembling. I was already on the verge of my orgasm. I was moments away from cumming. He slammed me down his dick and then slid me back up. My nipples rubbed against his strong chest. 
 
    The next time he slammed me down his cock, I came. 
 
    My pleasure exploded through me. Hot waves of rapturous delight that swept through my body. I clung to Adebayo as my pussy writhed and spasmed around his massive cock. I squealed and gasped into his ear, my nipples throbbing against his powerful chest. The pleasure swept through me, drowning my mind in ecstasy. 
 
    “Yes, yes, this is what I needed!” I moaned while my pussy writhed and spasmed around his dick. “Oh, Adebayo, yes!” 
 
    “Little gazelle!” he growled, working my spasming pussy up and down his cock. He was masturbating his dick with my climaxing cunt.  
 
    I shuddered, the waves of pleasure spilling out of me. More and more bliss swept through my body. Was incredible. I reveled in his strong embrace. He held me tight. I gasped and moaned, clinging to him as the rapture blazed through my body. 
 
    My pussy worked at his cock. Sucked at his big dick. I hungered for his cum to fire into me. I wiggled my hips, stirring my twat around his shaft as he pumped my sheath up and down. This was so much better than Clinton's little prick. This was the dick my pussy was made to worship.  
 
    Adebayo's big, Black cock gave me an ecstasy. 
 
    “Cum in me!” I moaned. “Please, please, Adebayo, give it to me! Flood my cunny with all your hot cum. You know you want to. You know you want to spill in me!” 
 
    “Such wanton women in this country,” he groaned. “You'll work it all out of me. Every last drop.” 
 
    “Yes!” I squealed as he slammed me down his dick. 
 
    His cum erupted into my pussy. 
 
    As he growled and groaned out his prowess, his seed spurted hot into my cunt. My spasming pussy writhed around his dick, working out every drop of his jizz. It spilled into me. Spurting over and over again into me. I quivered and groaned, trembling through the bliss of my orgasm. I savored the heat washing through me. 
 
    My cunt milked his dick. I drained his balls, my thighs clinging to his waist. I held onto him so tight. I clung to him as the pleasure screamed through my body. My orgasm grew towards a feverish pitch. I hit the zenith, quivering there. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I moaned. “Oh, Adebayo, you don't need her pussy at all. You have my tight cunny now.” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” he said. 
 
    Rapture burst inside of me. I'd done it. I'd won him. Adebayo was mine. That whore wouldn't hurt my father any longer. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Throne 
 
    I buzzed with eager delight as I cooked breakfast for Adebayo. I was scrambling eggs and frying bacon. This meal would give him all the energy he needed. I hoped he could stop by his lunch break and satisfy me again. Oh, that would just be perfect. My body trembled in my silk robe, my pussy on fire. 
 
    Natalie bounded into the kitchen wearing her own robe, her hair wet from her shower. She grinned at me. There was such triumph in her eyes. “Morning, Mom.” 
 
    My eyes narrowed in suspicion. “You're in a good mood. Excited for Clinton to come over for dinner tonight?” 
 
    She almost flinched at that. Then she shrugged. “I'm ready for anything. I just had an amazing shower. ” She took two steps toward me. “You better stay away from Adebayo. He is mine now. I'll be taking care of him.” 
 
    Fury swept through me. I hissed, “What?”  
 
    She opened her robe and showed off her naked body. There, dribbling down her wet thighs, was a flood of cum. Adebayo's cum. 
 
    My wicked step-daughter grinned at me. “He's had a taste of my young cunny now. He won't need yours at all.” 
 
    I swallowed, a sinking feeling weighing down my stomach. That couldn't be true. I was the woman of the house—I was the hostess!—so I had to take care of our guest. Not Natalie. I couldn't let her win. I couldn't let her have him. 
 
    “We'll see,” I spat back, putting all the confidence into my words I didn't feel. 
 
    How could I compete against a nineteen-year-old coed and her young, tight body? 
 
    No, I would compete. Had to compete. 
 
    As Adebayo swept into the kitchen, I knew it was time to prove my worth. It was time to show my step-daughter just how far I would go to keep pleasing our guest. To make sure that he came to my bed, not hers.  
 
    To be continued... 
 
   


  
 

 Sneak Preview of “Hot Wife Claimed by the Stud” 
 
    “Oh, god, please,” I begged. “Please, please, don't do this. I'm married. I don't want to cheat on my husband.” 
 
    “Liar.” He yanked the gusset of my panties aside, revealing my married flesh to his hungry gaze. 
 
    Before I could stop him, Rex's head darted down. I gasped as he boldly pressed his mouth into my red-furred muff. I groaned at the shock of him nuzzling into my married flesh. His tongue licked up my pussy, stroking me with a bold confidence. He caressed my labia and hit my clit. 
 
    Pleasure burst through me. I gasped and moaned, savoring the lightning jolting through my body. Sparks burst inside of my cunt, a wonderful explosion of passion. He licked again and again, churning up such bliss through me. 
 
    “Rex, what are you doing to me?” I gasped, shocked by how amazing this felt. This was better than when Ryan went down on me. The way Rex ate me was like he enjoyed it. Not something he grudgingly did after I badgered him.  
 
    Rex's eyes stared up at me, dark and full of lust. “Given you a preview of the passion to come. So you'll know what true satisfaction is, Mrs. glass. Because your fine, fine body deserves it.” 
 
    If you want to read more, click here for Hot Wife Claimed by the Stud (Black Stud's Hot Wife Harem 1)! 
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