
        
            
                
            
        

    

 Hot Wife's Black Stud Guest 
 
    Collection 2 
 
    by 
 
    Deana Michaels 
 
   


 
  

 Copyright © 2020 by Deana Michaels 
 
    All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the expressed written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Published in the United States of America, 2020 
 
    All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen (18). 
 
    Cover Photo © konradbak | 2mmedia | lekcej | Depositphotos.com 
 
    Logo © Anton Brand | Dreamstime.com 
 
    Naughty Ladies Publications 
 
    www.NaughtyLadiesPublications.com 
 
    Follow Deana on twitter @TabooDeana! 
 
    Check out Deana Michaels's Catalog of steamy erotica on Amazon. 
 
    Reviews at the retailer are appreciated. Honest feedback is very important to Deana. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Hot Wife's Black Stud Guest 
 
    Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Wife's Black Stud Guest Collection 2” 
 
    Other Naughty Works 
 
    Black Stud's Tame Hot Wife 
 
    Black Stud's Tame Hot Wife 
 
    Black Stud's Cuckolding Domination 
 
    Black Stud's Cuckolding Domination 
 
    Black Stud's Virile Domination 
 
    Black Stud's Virile Domination 
 
    
 
   


 
  

 Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Wife's Black Stud Guest Collection 2” 
 
    “Just slide that big cock right in here,” she purred. “I know how much you love working me up and down your dick in the shower. If you need to cum again, I'm more than willing to satisfy you.” 
 
    A flutter panic washed through me. Her offer was so blatant and sensual. My step-daughter looked so inviting. What red-blooded, young man could resist such an invitation?  
 
    I had to stop this. I had to nip their relationship in the bud and ensure that only I satisfied our guest here.  
 
    I sprang before my daughter, bent over, and thrust my ass out Adebayo. I spread my legs, knowing he could see my blonde-furred muff dripping with juices. My husband had licked me clean of all the cum Adebayo had pumped into my pussy this morning. 
 
     I wiggled back and forth, moaning, “Just slide right into me if you need more satisfaction. My husband has given me to you. I'm here for you, Adebayo. Natalie has a fiance. She shouldn't be doing this. But me... It's my duty as the woman of the house.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled. 
 
    Now Natalie had a look of panic. Her thighs flexed. She was about to jump off the counter and try something else. I had to stop her. I could only think of one thing to do. One thing that would show Adebayo just how far I was willing to go. Something that every guy would enjoy watching. 
 
    I buried my face in my step-daughter's pussy and licked her. 
 
    Natalie squealed in surprise as my tongue dragged through her folds. I gathered up her spicy juices mixed with so much of Adebayo's salty jizz. The two flavors melted across my mouth as I flicked up to the top of her pussy. 
 
    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Black Stud's Tame Hot Wife 
 
    Maria Thorne 
 
    I seethed with fury and indignation at my step-daughter. She stood in my kitchen, bathroom flung open to show off her nubile, nineteen-year-old body. Her small breasts quivered, taught by peak nipples. Her shaved slit dripped with Adebayo's cum. She was rubbing it in my face that she'd snuck in and fucked my guest. 
 
    I was the woman of the house. I was the one that, according to Adebayo's African customs, had to provide sexual services to the stud. I was the one who had to experience that big, dick fucking me, sliding into my married pussy while my husband slept in the guestroom we'd prepared for Adebayo. 
 
    Now she claimed Adebayo was hers? That he wasn't going to want me after he had enjoyed her tight, barely legal cunt.  
 
    There was a part of me that was afraid of this very thing. That Adebayo would get distracted by the coeds at the college he was attending as part of the exchange program. All those young and naughty and vivacious girls would be throwing themselves at the stud. Girls who should know better. Who should be searching for a man to settle down with. 
 
    Not having flings with foreign strangers. 
 
    My step-daughter was engaged to a fine, young man named Clinton. Now she was going to ruin everything with her fiance because she'd fucked Adebayo. It had been one of the reasons why I had to ensure that Adebayo stayed in my bed. To keep my step-daughter from ruining things with Clinton. My husband was a progressive man. A man who understood that other cultures had to be respected. That we had to submit to Adebayo's expectations while he stayed in America. 
 
    Besides, my husband got the fun of licking my pussy clean of Adebayo's cum. He shared me with Adebayo, being a generous host. 
 
    Adebayo walked in and grinned at the sight. The tall and strapping young man from Africa had a smile that spread from ear to ear. His white teeth contrasted with the deep ebony of his skin. He was so tall. His body was muscular. He was naked and unashamed, clearly now owning the house entirely. His rampant, Black dick thrust out before him. He dwarfed my husband. Even when Adebayo was flaccid, he was bigger than Kevin's. 
 
    “Looking to get some more?” purred Natalie. “You can come fuck me while my mom makes us breakfast.” 
 
    “What an intriguing offer,” Adebayo said, his eyes flicking over to me. I shuddered, my blonde hair rustling about my face. My silk robe clung to my ample. I had to show Adebayo why he wanted me over Natalie. Why he needed a curvy, mature woman and not a slender, little girl with no tits. I unknotted my robe and threw it off of me. I bared my body. My MILF body.  
 
    I was a sexy hot wife dripping for her African king. 
 
    I had to be confident. Adebayo chose me. He had flirted with me over Natalie since he'd arrived. She must have sprung on him while he was in the shower, ambushing him before he had a chance to turn her down. 
 
    Now she had to compete with me. 
 
    “What a delicious banquet you're preparing, Mrs. Thorne,” Adebayo growled, his hungry eyes flicking up and down my body. 
 
    Natalie hissed beneath her breath. Her robe fell off and then she hopped up on the counter. She spread her thighs wide, flashing her shaved twat at him. Her pussy lips parted, her pink, cum-filled depths on display. Jizz swam inside of her. She leaned back, her small breasts rising and falling.  
 
    “Just slide that big cock right in here,” she purred. “I know how much you love working me up and down your dick in the shower. If you need to cum again, I'm more than willing to satisfy you.” 
 
    A flutter panic washed through me. Her offer was so blatant and sensual. My step-daughter looked so inviting. What red-blooded, young man could resist such an invitation?  
 
    I had to stop this. I had to nip their relationship in the bud and ensure that only I satisfied our guest here.  
 
    I sprang before my daughter, bent over, and thrust my ass out Adebayo. I spread my legs, knowing he could see my blonde-furred muff dripping with juices. My husband had licked me clean of all the cum Adebayo had pumped into my pussy this morning. 
 
     I wiggled back and forth, moaning, “Just slide right into me if you need more satisfaction. My husband has given me to you. I'm here for you, Adebayo. Natalie has a fiance. She shouldn't be doing this. But me... It's my duty as the woman of the house.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled. 
 
    Now Natalie had a look of panic. Her thighs flexed. She was about to jump off the counter and try something else. I had to stop her. I could only think of one thing to do. One thing that would show Adebayo just how far I was willing to go. Something that every guy would enjoy watching. 
 
    I buried my face in my step-daughter's pussy and licked her. 
 
    Natalie squealed in surprise as my tongue dragged through her folds. I gathered up her spicy juices mixed with so much of Adebayo's salty jizz. The two flavors melted across my mouth as I flicked up to the top of her pussy. 
 
    “Mom!” gasped my step-daughter in shock. “You can't do that!” 
 
    “Did you lick her, Mrs. Thorne?” Adebayo asked, his voice a deep, throaty rumble. “Did you slide your tongue over your step-daughter's pussy lips? Are you cleaning up the cum I'd left inside of her?” 
 
    “I am!” I moaned. “I'm the hostess. It's my job to clean up after my guest.” I wiggled my hips. “And to give him satisfaction.” 
 
    I thrust my tongue into my daughter's pussy. I was having my first lesbian experience. It unleashed this heady rush through me. And it was with my step-daughter. That made this even wilder. Such a taboo thing to do. I'd married her father when she was a little girl. I'd been more a mother to her than that lazy bitch who birthed her. I thrust my tongue deep into Natalie, swirling around and then scooping out spicy pussy cream and salty cum. She gasped and moaned, her little titties jiggling. 
 
    I feasted on her. It was so good. It was exciting because I knew I was turning Adebayo on. His hands grabbed my ass, his fingers kneading my rump. I could tell that he wanted to slide into me. That he was so ready to fuck me. I groaned, knowing I'd won. 
 
    Adebayo's cock nudged into my married folds as I licked and lapped at my step-daughter's pussy. Then there came a strangled gasp. Kevin had walked in and found this wicked sight. He was seeing that not only had Adebayo claimed his wife, but his daughter, too. This wicked heat swept through me. 
 
    “Ram your cock into me, Adebayo, while I eat Natalie's pussy!” I moaned. 
 
    “Shit!” Natalie squealed, her hands covering her tits. “Don't look, Daddy!” 
 
    Adebayo thrust into my pussy as Kevin let out a strangled groaned before his footsteps retreated. But he knew what was happening. He knew that my pussy was getting stuffed full of Adebayo's big, Black dick. I was savoring every moment of taking his cock. Reveling in him filling up my twat. I would come so hard on his cock while eating out my step-daughter's pussy. 
 
    I moaned into my step-daughter's pussy as Adebayo's cock buried to the hilt in me. His balls smacked into my clit. I clenched around his girth and stirred my married twat around that big dick. He groaned at that, his hands gripping my waist. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” He groaned. “And how is your mother treating you, little gazelle?” 
 
    Little gazelle? 
 
    “She's eating my pussy!” Natalie gasped, her hands falling away from her small breasts. “She's got her tongue in my pussy, Adebayo! Oh, God, I can't believe this is happening. I can't believe she's this much of a whore!” 
 
    A whore? Me? I was just being a good hostess and cleaning up after my guest. Letting him satiate his hard, throbbing dick in my married pussy. My cunt clenched down around that big, Black cock sliding out of me. What was so whorish about this? My husband approved of this. He hadn't objected. 
 
    I'd show her whorish. 
 
    I thrust my tongue into her pussy. I licked out the evidence of her adultery. She was cheating on her fiance with my Black guest. I savored that salty cum leaking out of her tangy pussy. Her shaved flesh rubbed against my face as she quivered. 
 
    It was so exciting licking Adebayo's cum out of her pussy. No wonder my husband enjoyed cleaning me up. And Adebayo was thrusting so hard. He was pounding his cock into the depths of my cunt. He buried into me over and over again. The pleasure fluttered through me. This wonderful ecstasy swept such dizzying heat through my body. I groaned, squeezing my cunt down around his dick. I reveled in the pleasure. I savored it. 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mom!” gasped Natalie as I scooped cum out of her pussy. “I can't believe you're such a lezzie whore. Oh, yes, eat that jizz out of me!” 
 
    She gripped my blonde hair, holding my face to her naughty pussy. I did just that, licking and lapping as Adebayo churned my married twat up with his big dick. The African king pounded me hard. He didn't hold back, his heavy balls swinging in and smacking into my clit. Pleasure rippled through me. 
 
    “Yes, yes, your step-daughter's pussy, Mrs. Thorne!” he growled. “You possess such boundless passion. An ocean of lust.” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned, clenching my pussy around his dick as he pulled back. Then he thrust back in, the friction intense. Amazing. It swept such rapture over my body. 
 
    “And is she going to make you run, little gazelle?” growled Adebayo. 
 
    “Just going to make me run so hard!” moaned my step-daughter, her fingers digging into my hair. She ground my face into her shaved cunt, smearing her pussy juices across my lips and chin. There was hardly any cum left in her, but there was still all that delicious cream. “Oh, yes, I'm going to cum so hard on her face, Adebayo!” 
 
    “Good!” the stud growled as he thrust hard into me. 
 
    I savored that big dick slamming into me over and over again. I trembled, rotating my hips, stirring my twat around him. I would explode so hard on him. I would have such an amazing orgasm. It would burst through me. It would bury me in such ecstatic joy. I couldn't wait for it. I squeezed around him, gripping him with my tight cunt. 
 
    Kevin must be listening to us. He must be hearing the wicked and wanton sound his wife and daughter made for the dominating guest. Listening to how we submitted to Adebayo. Savored him. 
 
    It was so wonderful to submit to the big, Black dick reaming my pussy. 
 
    Natalie's fingers played around in my blonde hair. She pulled me tight against her cunt. She moaned and gasped as I licked through her folds. I brushed her clitoris. Her little clit. She gasped and shuddered, her small titties jiggling. Her black hair swept about her face, her tresses moving more and more as they dried. 
 
    I sucked on her clit. I nursed on her little bud. I knew just how much pleasure I was giving my step-daughter. How much delight I was unleashing in her. She gasped and groaned, squeezing her thighs about my head. She gripped me tight and squirmed on the counter as Adebayo drove that big dick into me over and over again. 
 
    My orgasm built faster and faster. The pussy cream running down my chin added a sweet spice to the delight Adebayo's ebony monster gave my pussy. The African king pounded my cunt hard and fast. He drove that dick deep into me. Hard. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he snarled. 
 
    “Mom!” Natalie gasped. 
 
    She bucked on the counter. A flood of her tangy juices swept out. I gasped, realizing my step-daughter was cumming. She squirted her juices into my mouth. I drank them down. I gulped down her cream with hunger while my pussy clamped down on Adebayo's thick dick plunging into me. 
 
    His cock buried to the hilt in me. His heavy balls smacked into my clit through my thick bush. 
 
    Sparks exploded. 
 
    I came. 
 
    I howled my rapture into my step-daughter's pussy while my cunt went wild around Adebayo's thick dick. My cunt spasmed and convulsed. My twat rippled and writhed, sucking at him. Milking him. He groaned as my snatch worked at his big dick. My twat sucked at him. My cunt rippled around his dick. I was so hungry for his jizz. So eager for his spunk to spill into me. 
 
    It would be incredible. I couldn't wait to feel him flooding me again. To have him dump all his jizz in me. I squealed into my step-daughter's pussy as the waves of ecstasy washed out of my convulsing cunt. 
 
    “Yes, yes, there is that boundless passion, Mrs. Thorne!” he growled as he drove into my twat. 
 
    “Cum in my step-mother!” Natalie gasped as she thrashed enjoy. “Give the whore what she needs!” 
 
    “Yes, yes, give me your cum! You have to breed me, Adebayo!” I moaned. 
 
    Adebayo slammed into me. Erupted. 
 
    He pumped his hot cum into my pussy. He fired spurred after spurt of his thick spunk into my twat. I groaned, savoring my pussy writhing around his spasming dick. 
 
    I milked his cock. I worked out all that jizz. I whimpered and moaned into Natalie's young pussy. She shuddered to the peak of her climax while I howled towards mine. The Black stud kept pumping me full of jizz. 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mrs. Thorne!” he groaned. “Such a welcoming pussy. Mr. Thorne, your wife is taking my seed. She's working out every drop!” 
 
    “That's good,” panted my husband from the other room. 
 
    “Dad!” gasped Natalie. “Don't you have a spine? ” 
 
    “Your father's my little cuckold now,” I purred, my orgasm dying into bliss as my pussy wrung out the last of Adebayo's jizz from his balls. 
 
    Something glinted in Natalie's eyes when I said that. A spark. She shivered there, her eyes bright. 
 
    “What delight you two offer,” growled Adebayo. “I had every intention of staying away from Natalie, out of respect to the man of the house, but he has not objected. Have you, Mr. Thorne?” 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Kevin Thorne 
 
    The moment I retreated from the kitchen, I had to masturbate. The sight of my wife getting fucked from behind by Adebayo while she also ate out my daughter had arrested me. Humiliated me. Adebayo had thoroughly claimed my family. Even my daughter. She was engaged to Clint. He was a good man. A fine, young man that I'd be proud to call my son. 
 
    I fumbled to unfasten my slacks. I yanked the zipper down and then pulled out my cock. I groaned as I grabbed my dick. I stroked myself as I listened to the sounds of Adebayo plunging his cock over and over into my wife's pussy. To the wicked and wanton sounds my daughter made as she ground her pussy on my wife's face.  
 
    This was so insane. I couldn't believe I was being so thoroughly cuckolded. Even my daughter had been claimed. I stroked hard and fast, my hand pumping up and down my dick as I listened to the sounds. It was so wild. So passionate. 
 
    My wife's moans were muffled by my daughter's pussy. They weren't related by blood, but it was still so wrong. I should put a stop to it. 
 
    I fisted my cock and listened to my wife's moans. She was satisfying our guest. Yes, in Adebayo's culture, even daughters must be given over to the visitor. That was it. I was just being a good host. I couldn't think my White, European ways were better than his. No, they weren't. His ways were better. 
 
    The pressure built and built the tip of my cock as I remembered the joy of licking my wife clean of our guest's seed. The salty flavor mixed with her tangy pussy juices. I groaned, salivating. I savored every moment of thinking about it, tasting the mix of spunk and cream over and over while I jerked off my little dick. 
 
    This was so exciting. I could hear Adebayo's balls smacking into my wife. She moaned and gasped, aching for his cum. My daughter begged Adebayo to flood my wife with his spunk. To breed her. I shuddered, my useless balls tightening. I had a vasectomy. I could never give Maria children. 
 
    Adebayo could. 
 
    I erupted. Hot spunk spurted for my dick. Powerful rapture fired from me. The pleasure slammed into my mind. A humiliating ecstasy. My wife moaned and begged for another man to flood his seed in her. I could hear Adebayo roaring. 
 
    He was cumming in her now. He was pumping his jizz into her fertile pussy. I shuddered, my balls unloading drop after drop of my cum. My jizz splattered on the carpet. I sucked in deep breaths, my heart pounding with while passion. I swayed, gasping for breath. 
 
    Then it was over. My orgasm was done. Shame washed through me for enjoying this. But I had to submit. We had to accept his culture. That was it. I could hear them talking. And then Adebayo said something. He was asking if it was okay that he'd fucked my daughter. 
 
    “Yes,” I panted, humiliation rippling through me. “The women of my house are yours. Yours to satiate you.” 
 
    Natalie squealed in delight. “Thank you, Daddy!” 
 
    “So get on your knees,” I heard Adebayo growl. “Both of you. You heard the man of the house. You are mine now. I want you both worshiping my cock. Licking it. Lapping at it.” 
 
    “Of course, Adebayo,” my wife moaned in her breathy voice. 
 
    “I'd love to suck your cock again,” Natalie purred. I heard her feet hit the floor. My daughter sounded so eager. I squeezed my eyes shut as my dick grew hard again. My wife and daughter were submitting to another man. 
 
    To the dominating, young man from Africa. 
 
    I slowly stroked my hand up and down my cock again. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Natalie Thorne 
 
    My body buzzed with the rapture from my step-mother. Her lips and tongue had given me such pleasure. I couldn't believe that she'd eaten my pussy. It had been one of the most shocking moments of my life. She proved just how much of a whore she was for Adebayo.  
 
    God, and it was exciting. 
 
    She had licked all that jizz out of me and made me cum. I'd gushed my juices into her mouth; they still dripped down her chin. I stared at her as I knelt down beside her, her large tits heaving. I couldn't help it. I darted my head in and kissed her on the mouth. My step-mother groaned as our tongues danced and dueled. I shuddered, our lips working together. I tasted my own pussy on her mouth. My spicy pussy juices stained her lips. Such an exciting thing to taste. 
 
    Adebayo's half-hard cock twitched before us. He was watching us kiss. Step-mother and daughter sharing taboo pleasure. A wild thrill ran through me. I would've never done this for Clinton. I was cheating on my fiance. 
 
    Cuckolding him. 
 
    That sent such a wild thrill through me. If Daddy liked being a cuckold, what about Clinton? 
 
    My step-mother broke the kiss and turned her head. “We can't let our guest suffer. He needs us to lick him clean. To suck him hard again.” 
 
    I shuddered. I could smell my mother's tangy pussy juices. They wreathed Adebayo's cock. He drenched her. Her pussy must be full of all his yummy cum. Part of me wanted to lick her clean. 
 
    But wasn't that Daddy's treat? 
 
    I shuddered as we both grabbed Adebayo's cock. Me at the base, her hand a little higher. He was sticky with her pussy juices. We both leaned in, me on the right, her on the left. Our tongues thrust out and caressed over his dark crown. 
 
    I tasted another woman's pussy for the first time. My step-mother's pussy. 
 
    I liked it. 
 
    My tongue fluttered up and down the crown of his cock. I was so eager to lick off every bit of my step-mother's pussy juices. She lapped at the other side of his crown, clearly enjoying her whorish taste as much is me. Our hands brushed each other as we stroked his dick. Then our tongues touched. 
 
    Before I realized it, I was kissing my step-mother. A taboo shudder ran through me as our tongues danced together, the tip of Adebayo's cock nudging into the sides of our lips. 
 
    “That's it, little gazelle, kiss your mother.” Adebayo's ran his hand over our heads. His cock's tip slid across our cheeks, twitching with his heart beat. He smeared precum on us as he savored the sight of our tongues dancing together. 
 
    There were some things that were universal: guys loved watching two hot chicks making out. 
 
    I couldn't believe how much I was enjoying it. My free hand found my step-mother's heavy breasts. I squeezed her tit, massaging her breast. It was so soft compared to my small, firm mound. I brushed her fat nipple. She groaned into our kiss, her tongue dancing with mine with more intensity. 
 
    Her hand found my small breast. I gasped as her fingers kneaded my little mound. Then she pinched my nipple. She rolled it between thumb and forefinger. I gasped into our kiss, my pussy clenching. A wicked heat washed through me. 
 
    She broke the kiss and glanced at his cock. “We have to get him hard, not make out with each other.” 
 
    I giggled. “Wasn't that what we were doing, Mom?” 
 
    “Yes,” groaned Adebayo. 
 
    Our lips were on the tip of his cock again. We were sucking and nursing on him. Our tongues fluttered over him, bathing him. I squirmed beside my mother, our arms reaching across our bodies to grip the other's tit. It was so wild. So hot. Our tongues brushed out, meeting as we swiped them across his crown. 
 
    Our hands fisted up and down his cock in unison. We were united in loving this African stud. This mighty lion that had come into her house and claimed as both. A wicked heat washed through me as I enjoyed cuckolding my fiance. 
 
    Clinton had no idea about the naughty things I was getting up to. 
 
    Adebayo stared down at us with such hunger in his eyes. A big grin stretched across his broad lips. His white teeth flashed at us. He growled with hunger as our tongues bathed the crown of his cock. And then I was pulling back, letting my step-mother suck on him for a moment. 
 
    Her lips engulfed him. He groaned as she nursed with whorish passion. My pussy clenched as I watched her. 
 
    I leaned into her ear and hissed, “That's it, Mom, please him! You have to get him hard so he can fuck one of us.” 
 
    My tongue danced around her ear. She whimpered and moaned around his cock. She sucked with such naughty sounds. This was all so wicked. So wild. I'd never imagined doing something so kinky as this. I was sharing a man with my step-mother while my dad was in the other room. 
 
    He could hear us submitting to our guest. 
 
    My step-mom's mouth popped off Adebayo's cock. I swallowed his dick without hesitation. I sucked hard on him as her tongue found my ear. A delicate shudder ran through me as she traced my earlobe. I squealed around his cock, loving him. 
 
    “That's it, Natalie, get him so hard. You have to so he can have more fun with us. I tried to keep you away. Tried to keep you from ruining your relationship with Clinton, but... Adebayo is too much of a man, isn't he?” 
 
    I ripped my mouth off his cock to moan “Yes! He such a stud. One of us isn't enough, right?” 
 
    “No!” my step-mom moaned before she gasped and engulfed his cock again. 
 
    We traded his dick back and forth. We licked and sucked on him, nursing on him. His cock throbbed in our hands. This was such a wild thing to do. I just knew we were driving him towards an eruption. Maybe spurting such hops amount of cum into our mouths. I couldn't wait. 
 
    Drool ran down my chin. When I wasn't sucking on his cock, I was kissing and licking and nuzzling into my step-mother's face. And she did the same to me, her fingers pinching my nipple. She made me squeal around his cock while I nursed on his big and throbbing dick. 
 
    His ebony shaft was at full mast. 
 
    “Such welcoming women!” Adebayo groaned. “Mr. Thorne, you should be proud of your wife's and daughter's skills. They know how to please a guest.” 
 
    “Good,” my pathetic cuckold of a father moaned from the other room. 
 
    “I have so much come in my pussy for you to lick out, Kevin,” Mom moaned as I sucked on Adebayo's dick. 
 
    “Fuck, Mrs. Thorne!” growled Adebayo. “Little gazelle! I want to cum on your faces. Stop sucking!” 
 
    I ripped my mouth off his cock, one hand fisting his dick while the other squeezed my mother's soft and large tit. We pressed our cheeks together, staring up at him with worship. 
 
    “Cum on our faces!” my step-mother moaned. 
 
    “Just hose us down!” I panted. 
 
    My hand flew up and down his cock, stroking it. Stimulating him. My step-mother and I both wanted it. We both ached for him to erupt and splash our faces all his jizz. It would be incredible. I quivered, my cunt clenching in aching need. 
 
    Adebayo groaned. He let out a mighty growled, his chest rising and falling. It was clear he was building and building towards his orgasm. He would have a mighty eruption of jizz that would splash across our faces. 
 
    My pussy clenched, aching for that wonderful moment. 
 
    Then he growled, a mighty roar claiming this house as his. He erupted on our faces. 
 
    Hot cum splashed across the bridge of my nose and onto my mother's features. He spurted again and again as we fisted him. Jizz splattered my temple. Her lips. His hot spunk coated us. The salty delight landed on my mouth. My tongue swept out and gathered it. I enjoyed his wonderful treat. 
 
    “Yes!” he growled as he bathed us in his seed.  
 
    So much of his cum splashed on our faces. He painted us. Bathed us in his passion. We fisted his cock, both of us thrusting out our tongues to catch that final drop that we wrung from his mighty shaft. 
 
    It landed on our tongues. 
 
    Then I was kissing my mother. We were sharing the salty load while his spunk ran down our faces. Adebayo watched us, staring at us with hungry eyes as my step-mother and I shared his spunk. Our hands gripped each other's tits. We squeezed them as we made out with each other. 
 
    More spunk dribbled down to her lips, seasoning our taboo kiss. We savored it. Loving every moment of it. I groaned, so glad we were Adebayo's. That he needed us both to relieve his stresses. That, together, we gave him even more pleasure. 
 
    It made me feel so naughty to share this salty treat with my mother. To flash our tongues together while the stud's spunk ran down our faces. There was more of it on our features. More we could lick up. Hunger swept through me. I need to feast on every last drop of spunk. 
 
    I broke the kiss with my mother and attacked her cheek. I licked at that salty load, savoring the Black stud's jizz. I licked and lapped. My step-mother's tongue flicked over my cheek. She gathered up the same spunk. She moaned as she did, trembling. 
 
    Then we kissed again. 
 
    “What a treasured sight,” groaned Adebayo. “Such welcoming beauties. Yes, yes, share that spunk. That's what you crave. What you both want.” 
 
    We did. Our tongues danced together as we swapped his cum back and forth. This was called something. What? Right! Snowballing! I heard guys talking about it. Now my step-mother and I were doing it for Adebayo. 
 
    I'd never do this for Clinton. My fiance was a great guy—a wonderful guy—but he didn't make me this wet. This hot. He didn't make me want to do naughty things to my step-mother. I squeezed her bountiful breasts as I savored our taboo kiss. 
 
    We gathered up more cum. We licked up every salty drop we could find on the other's face. Then we shared it. We passed it back and forth, snowballing the African King's delicious jizz. He stood over us, watching us. Judging us. He stroked that monstrous, Black dick. He was hard again. 
 
    And then there was no more jizz on our faces. We'd cleaned each other up.  
 
    My mother broke the kiss and glanced at Adebayo. “You take good care of him, Natalie.” She smiled at me. “I want you to make him cum one more time before you two go to your college classes.” 
 
    I blinked. “Mom? What about you?” 
 
    “I have another creampie to feed your father. He does love it so. Doesn't he deserve some reward for being such a generous host?” 
 
    I giggled as my busty step-mother rose. She turned and sauntered out of the kitchen, her naked rump swaying. She had a hand clamped over her blonde bush, trapping in Adebayo's spunk. There was already some gleaming on her thighs. 
 
    I grinned up at Adebayo. “Which hole do you want?” 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Throne 
 
    I left Adebayo in good hands. My step-daughter and I didn't have to compete now. We were both his. 
 
    I hoped this won't it ruin Natalie's impending marriage to Clinton. Adebayo would only be here for nine months. Then he would return to Africa, and we'd never see him again. My marriage was fine. Larry was an understanding man. Progressive. Was Clinton capable of understanding that his fiancee had to pleasure the Black stud? 
 
    I didn't know. And he would be coming over for dinner tonight. That would be interesting. 
 
    “Having fun?” I asked my husband when I found him stroking his little dick. He was in the living room and listening to the sounds from the kitchen. Already I could hear Adebayo and Natalie getting naughty. I licked my lips. Everyone was going to be late today, but there was no helping it. Adebayo needed to be satisfied.  
 
    “Yes,” croaked my husband. “It sounded like you were really pleasuring our guest. Making sure he was taken care of.” 
 
    “Yes, your daughter and I were doing just that,” I purred. I pulled my hand from my pussy. I held it out palm up before me. Jizz and pussy cream stained my hand. 
 
    My husband fell to his knees. He stared up at me with such love and worship. I felt like he loved me even more now. Desired me with greater lust now that another man had claimed me. I loved it. I savored his passion for me as he leaned his head in and licked up Adebayo's cum and my pussy juices off my palm. Larry lapped it up like a good, little cuckold. 
 
    “Yes, yes, just like that,” I purred. “And I have more between my thighs. All that yummy, Black cum you love.” 
 
    My husband groaned. “You're the best wife, Maria. Love you.” 
 
    I shivered in delight as this hot warmth rushed through me. Pure joy. “I love you, too.” I cupped his face and bent down to give him a quick kiss on the lips. Did he taste the come lingering there? 
 
    I hope he did. 
 
    I straightened, my big breasts heaving. My husband leaned forward. I gasped as he licked at the cum that was staining my thighs. His warm tongue dragged up my flesh, scooping up that spunk. That was another man's seed he was licking up. That was how much of a pathetic, beta male he was. Just a simpering cuckold who was so eager to please me after I'd fucked my Black lover. 
 
    I groaned, my pussy drinking in the sensation of his tongue licking up my inner flesh. He cleaned up more and more of our guest's spunk. His tongue climbed higher and higher, gathering up that jizz. He lapped it up, such intensity shining in his hazel eyes. My breasts swayed in delight as I trembled there, enjoying his tongue climbing higher and higher. 
 
    He was almost to my pussy when he stopped.  
 
    “Larry?” I gasped. “My pussy! You have to clean my pussy!” 
 
    “But what about your left thigh?” he moaned. Then he licked up a line of pearly cum the had run all the way down to my knee. I shuddered as his tongue dragged up my thigh, gathering more and more of Adebayo's spunk. I quivered, my large breasts swaying back and forth. 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned. “That's my good, little cuckold. While your daughter is taking care of Adebayo, you need to lick up all his cum from my pussy. Yes, yes, he's utterly dominated this house, hasn't he?” 
 
    “Yes,” my husband moaned. He licked again, climbing even closer to my pussy. I shuddered and then gasped as he nuzzled into my bush. 
 
    My husband licked up the cum leaking out of my pussy. His tongue swiping through me felt so amazing as he licked and lapped up all of Adebayo's spunk he could find. I treasured it, shuddering as he cleaned me up. He stroked my pussy lips as he gathered that seed. 
 
    “Adebayo fired so much spunk in me,” I moaned. “More than he needs to breed me.” 
 
    “Yes!” my husband moaned and licked again. 
 
    “Yes, yes, clean out all that excess spunk!” 
 
    My pleasure built as my husband licked and lapped at me. His hand slid around to grabbed my rump. He squeezed and kneaded my plump ass as he fluttered his tongue through my petals. He brushed my clit. Sparks burst through me. 
 
    He was so eager. So energetic. Lapping my pussy clean animated him. I groaned, savoring the pleasure. I wiggled my hips from side to side, grinding my cunt on his whiskered face. My breasts swayed above me as he scooped out more and more of the jizz from the depths of my pussy. 
 
    I hope Adebayo had already bred me. If he had, he might still be here to see his child born before he had to return to Africa. Either way, everyone would know the child wasn't my husband's. That I'd cuckolded him with our Black guest. That I had surrendered to a superior culture and given my body to the hunky bull. 
 
    The mighty lion. 
 
    Larry had surrendered to him. He proved it by the devotion in which he cleaned out Adebayo's spunk from my pussy. My husband plunged his tongue so deep into me, wiggling as far as he could reach to scoop out the other man's jizz. It was incredible. It was such an amazing thrill to experience. I groaned, loving every moment of my husband feasting on my cum-filled pussy. 
 
    “That's it, my little cuckold,” I moaned as he licked and lapped up the spunk filling my pussy. “Clean me up!” 
 
    “Yes, honey,” he groaned, feasting on my pussy with such hunger. 
 
    Then he sealed his lips about my pussy and sucked. I gasped as he drew the Black stud's jizz out of my depths. My entire body trembled. My large breasts heaved together as he nursed on my pussy. He groaned as he drank down the cum flowing out of me. 
 
    His fingers dug into my rump, holding me. My orgasm swelled and swelled as he nursed on me like this. I threw back my head to moan, my blonde hair dancing. I could hear Natalie squeaking in delight in the other room, pleasuring the Black stud while her father devoured me. 
 
    I climbed inclined towards orgasm as Larry sucked with such hunger. My simpering, little cuckold cleaned out all that jizz in me. I gasped as his tongue then licked up to my clit. He swirled around it, bathing it. He lavished it was such intense devotion. The pleasure burst inside of me. 
 
    “Yes, yes, that's how much you love me, Larry!” I moaned as I came. “You love me this much!” 
 
    My pussy writhed and spasmed as my orgasm swept through me. My juices gushed into my husband's waiting mouth. He drank them down with the same eagerness as Adebayo's cum. I bucked and shuddered, grinding my feverish flesh on Larry's mouth. 
 
    My breasts heaved together. They smacked with their heavy weight. My blonde hair danced around my shoulders. My moans sang out through the living room, filling the house with my triumphant pleasure. My little cuckold had cleaned me up and made me cum. 
 
    “Larry!” I moaned. “Yes, yes, you love me so much! You worship me!” 
 
    “Maria!” he groaned as he pulled my pussy against his mouth. His fingers held me tight, gripping me. Kneading me. 
 
    His tongue licked and lapped at me, spilling waves of delight through my pussy. It was almost as good as an orgasm that Adebayo would give me when he'd eat me out. I shuddered, savoring this wonderful treat from my husband as I heard Adebayo grunting and groaning in the other room. He was building and building towards his own orgasm. I shuddered, hitting that peak of my own. 
 
    I descended into buzzing bliss. I stepped back for my husband, panting. I caught myself on a shelf, rattling the little baubles on it. My husband stared up at me, his face smeared with pussy cream and cum. His eyes were glassy with lust. I smiled and then leaned over. 
 
    I kissed him on the mouth and tasted my own tangy juices. I broke the kiss after a moment and said, “You have a good day at work honey. I'll take care of the house.” I grinned. “And Adebayo. Oh, and make sure your home on time. Clinton is coming over for dinner.” 
 
    “Right,” he panted. “What about him and Natalie?” 
 
    I shrugged. “We'll have to find out if he's a simpering, little beta male like you. I mean, he is White. Clearly, he can't compete with an African stud, or your daughter wouldn't be screaming her head off in the other room, would she?” 
 
    No,” croaked Larry. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Natalie Throne 
 
    I knelt on the kitchen floor, my pussy dripping with juices. I was so ready to please him. Adebayo was behind me. I could feel the Black stud staring at me. Sharing his cum with my mother had gotten him all hard and ready for this.  
 
    I groaned as he slammed his cock into my pussy. He filled me up. I gasped, squeezing down on him. His balls smacked into my shaved lips, striking my clit. I whimpered and groaned, reveling in him being buried in me.  
 
    But why wasn't he fucking me? 
 
    “Adebayo?” I asked in confusion.  
 
    He pried apart my butt-cheeks. I heard him clearing his throat and then he spat on my asshole. I gasped at the heat of this spittle pooling on my sphincter. 
 
    “Yes, yes, you can fuck my asshole, too,” I moaned.” I'm all yours.” 
 
    I glanced down at my engagement ring. Was Clinton like my father? Would he be okay marrying me when I was pregnant with the Black stud's baby? 
 
    I hope so. I loved Clinton, I did, but he didn't have a big dick like Adebayo. I didn't have a huge cock that stretched out my little cunny to the limits and made me drool. Made me so eager for this big shaft to ream my asshole. 
 
    Adebayo thrust his thumb into my asshole, lubed by the spittle. I groaned as he worked it in and out. I whimpered, squeezing down on him. My mother moaned in the other room, getting eat out by my father. He devoured the creampie Adebayo had left in her. 
 
    Adebayo worked his thick thumb in and out of me. He pleasured me. He built and built my orgasm. I was going to have a huge one. Just exploded in rapture. I couldn't wait, but he didn't fuck me with his dick. He just worked that thumb in and out of me.  
 
    Then he ripped it free and spat on my asshole again. I shuddered as this time he thrust two fingers me. I gasped as he worked them in and out of my asshole, stretching me out. He was readying me for that monster he had buried in my cunt. I smiled, so eager for it. 
 
    Then it was three fingers spearing into my bowels. 
 
    “I'm so ready for your dick, Adebayo!” I moaned as those triple digits plunged in and out of my bowels. I would have such a huge orgasm on his dick. I just know he would fuck me hard and make me explode. It would be incredible. 
 
    Then he ripped his three fingers out. His cock began sliding out of my pussy. I whimpered and moaned the entire time he slid out of me. And then I was empty. He shifted his tip up to my taint. The wet crown of his cock nuzzled right against my asshole, all loosened and ready to take his big dick. It would be incredible. I couldn't wait to feel it. 
 
    “Little gazelle,” Adebayo growled. “You're going to run so fast with my dick in your ass, aren't you?” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned. 
 
    He pushed forward. I squealed in delight while my step-mother moaned in the living room. It sounded like she was cumming. I shuddered, my anal ring stretching and stretching to take Adebayo's big, Black dick. He grunted, pushing harder.  
 
    Then he popped inside of me. 
 
    I gasped. He was so huge. So much bigger than anything I'd ever had back there. My pussy juices lubed the way for him to sink deeper and deeper into me. To plunge further and further into my bowels. My toes curled. I whimpered and groaned. 
 
    Adebayo growled his triumph as he bottomed out in me. I groaned as I felt him slide all the way into my bowels. I had used all my holes to please his cock. He would know just how awesome I was. How much willing I was to let him do things to me. This Black cock owned my flesh. I squeezed my bowels around it and wiggled my hips, stirring him around in me. 
 
    “Little gazelle is eager to run,” Adebayo growled, his strong hand sweeping up my body. 
 
    “So eager,” I moaned as he cupped my little breasts. He pinched my nipples. 
 
    I gasped and clenched my asshole down on his cock. 
 
    He drew back through my tight ass's grip. The velvety friction was incredible. It melted heat straight down to my pussy. My snatch drank it in it as he slammed back into me. His balls cracked into my taint, so full of that cum I would milk out with my naughty asshole. I groaned, fingernails clawing at the linoleum floor. My moans echoed through the kitchen as he pounded me. 
 
    He slammed hard into me. Fast. He buried that cock to the hilt in me over and over again. I loved it. Reveled in it. I savored every sweep plunge of his cock burying into me. This was incredible. I whimpered and groaned, my heart pounded. It beat this wicked tempo. It flooded rapture through my body. I shuddered, wiggling my hips. I savored him being in me. 
 
    It was just the best. 
 
    He pumped away at me, driving that cock into my asshole as he twisted and pinched my nipples. My orgasm swelled and swelled with every thrust. Every hard plunge into my bowels. His, big, Black dick filled me up over and over again. I reveled in it. I loved every second of it. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I moaned. “Oh, Adebayo, yes!” 
 
    That's it, little gazelle,” he growled as he plundered my asshole. He plunged that cock hard and fast into me. “Show me how fast you can run! Let me feel it!” 
 
    “Oh, you're going to feel it!” I moaned, slamming back into him. His crotch spanked my ass. 
 
    My step-mother appeared before me. She leaned against the door frame, her large breasts swaying. She had such a maternal smile on her lips as she watched me pleasure our hung guest. I grinned at her, seeing the flushed expression and the tousled mess of her blonde hair. 
 
    Daddy had licked her clean like a good, little cuckold. I wanted Clinton to do that to me. 
 
    I squeezed my bowels around Adebayo's cock. He growled and plunged hard and fast into me. I whimpered and moaned, my orgasm building and building. I shuddered as he rammed into me. He buried so hard. So fast. I shuddered, clenching my asshole around him. Pleasure swelled and swelled through me. It would overwhelm me. I groaned. Gasped. 
 
    Came. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I howled, my pussy gushing juices as it spilled hot down my thighs. My asshole writhed and spasmed around his cock, worshiping his big, Black dick. “Adebayo, yes!” 
 
    “I feel you running, little gazelle,” he growled and buried into me. “You think you can escape me? But you can't.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, pounce on me! Make me yours! Pump all your seed into my asshole!” 
 
    “Yes,” my step-mother purred. She rubbed her thighs together as she watched with hungry eyes. “Claim that beautiful girl utterly.” 
 
    “Mother!” I howled, the waves of pleasure drowning my mind. 
 
    Adebayo growled and drove his cock hard into my bowels. He pumped me full of his jizz. It spurted over and over into me. Basted my bowels. He flooded every drop of his seed into me. It was incredible. I reveled in it, savoring his jizz pumping hot into my spasming depths. 
 
    “You caught me!” I moaned. “I'm yours!” My eyes fell to my engagement ring as I drowned in bliss. “You own my body while you're our guest!” 
 
    My asshole rippled and writhed around his cock. I milked him. I drew out all that wonderful cum. I shuddered. Groaned. Adebayo bellowed his triumph as he spurted that last blast of jizz into me. I quivered at the pinnacle of my orgasm. 
 
    I floated there. It was so incredible. Just fantastic. 
 
    “Okay, you two need to get to class,” my step-mom said. “You got to hurry. I'm afraid you'll have to grab a bite to eat on the way.” 
 
    “I know just the spot,” I whimpered. Clinton liked to go there. Maybe he'd seen me with my new lover. 
 
    He was coming over for dinner tonight. Things were about to get so interesting. 
 
    To be continued... 
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    Natalie Thorne 
 
    My naked step-mother had her busty body pressed tight against Adebayo's clothed form. She was kissing him with such hunger. Their tongues danced, his ebony hands gripping her plump, pale butt-cheeks. Her blonde hair swayed as she trembled in his embrace. 
 
    She broke the kiss, panting. After catching her breath, she purred, “Have a good day at school, Adebayo.” 
 
    “I shall, Mrs. Thorne,” he said. “As always, your hospitality is breathtaking.” 
 
    I giggled at that. “Don't worry, Mom,” I told my step-mother. “I'll watch out for him.” 
 
    “That's what worries me,” my step-mother said, giving me an appraising look. “He needs to get an education. He came all the way from Africa to attend your college to learn things, not to have you distracting him all day.” 
 
    “I'll be good,” I promise my step-mother. 
 
    She cupped my face and then she kissed me. I groaned, tasting Adebayo on her lips. My step-mom and I were no longer rivals for our guest's attention. We shared him. This morning, we had both pleasured him. 
 
    And pleasured each other. 
 
    My poor father had lost all the women of his home to Adebayo. But he seemed to be fine with it. He enjoyed being cuckolded. Or maybe that he saw that Adebayo's African culture, where the guest got to enjoy all the delights of the house, was something to be respected over our own European and American customs. So he'd accepted the new reality in his home. 
 
    I thought I was so many. Adebayo was so exciting. He made me far, far wetter than my fiance, Clinton, ever did. How would Clinton react when he discovered I was cuckolding him? Would he be a pathetic, simpering beta male like my father and lick my pussy clean of Adebayo's cum? I hoped so.  
 
    I loved Clinton, I did, but he didn't make me explode like Adebayo's massive cock did. 
 
    I was so glad the exchange student was staying at our house while attending my college for the year. 
 
    My step-mother broke the kiss. “I'll get things ready for Clinton since he's coming over for dinner,” she said to me. “I hope you're ready for tonight.” 
 
    “I hope he's ready,” I said, shuddering. 
 
    “Okay, now you two need to go, you're probably going to be late as it is.” 
 
    “We have time!” I gasped and grabbed Adebayo's hand. I pulled him towards the door, shouting, “Let's go. We have time to get something to eat at the coffee stand. They have the best lemon and poppy seed muffins.” 
 
    “I shall follow your guidance, little gazelle,” Adebayo said. He was content to let me lead, knowing that he was truly the one in charge. 
 
    It was a short walk to my college. I lived nearby. Adebayo had his arm around me the entire time, his hand resting on my rump. I shuddered, loving it. My big, strong African lion squeezed my ass as we walked. It was so obvious to anyone who saw us that he owned my body. That he'd utterly claim me. I felt so giddy thinking about it.  
 
    This wild, exhilarating heat rushed through me.  
 
    Despite all the naughty fun we had this morning before we left—from me slipping into the shower to seduce him beneath my step-mother's nose to the wild threesome that had erupted in the kitchen when I stake my claim Adebayo before my step-mother—I was ready for more. It was so exciting being around Adebayo. 
 
    The coffee shop was on the edge of the school, technically on the grounds. I think they rented from my college or something. It bustled with activity. I pulled out my smartphone and opened up the app I used here. Adebayo was our guest, so he shouldn't have to pay. We got in line, his hand on my hip. I loved that. He squeezed me just right. Then we were ordering. The girl working the register upfront flashed Adebayo such a bright smile.  
 
    I knew what she was thinking. 
 
    She wanted to be me. She wanted his strong hand on her hip. His big cock fucking her pussy. His virile seed pumping into her fertile depths. God, I wanted him to breed me. I never thought about children until I had Adebayo's cock firing jizz into me. I always made Clinton use a condom, but Adebayo took me raw. His seed leaked out of my asshole even now. 
 
    We were waiting for our drinks when a familiar face walked in. “Hey, Natalie,” my fiance said. Clinton grinned at me, a tall, slender man with short, blond hair. He had blue eyes and a boyish smile. “And, oh, who's your friend? Is this Adebayo?” 
 
    I felt his eyes staring at Adebayo's hand on my hip.  
 
    “He is,” I said. “Adebayo, this is my fiance, Clinton. Such a great guy.” 
 
    “You are fortunate to win her heart and her hand,” Adebayo said, his hand still resting on my hip. 
 
    “Yeah,” Clinton said, staring at the hand on me. 
 
    “Adebayo comes from a very friendly culture,” I said. “He's like this with my mother, too. You know, Africa is a different place from America. You don't want to be a bigot, do you?” 
 
    Panic flashed across Clinton's face.” Of course not.” He thrust out his hand. “Good to meet you, Adebayo.” 
 
    My pussy clenched as my fiance and lover shook hands. Adebayo's ebony grip engulf Clinton's smaller hand. I shuddered at this moment, more of Adebayo's cum leaking out of my asshole soaking into my panties. 
 
    I was such a dirty, dirty girl. 
 
    “Natalie!” A girl called. 
 
    “Oooh, that's our drinks!” 
 
    Adebayo turned and grabbed them. He handed me my coffee and muffin. Then he snagged his own. “I suppose this is where we part,” Adebayo said. We had totally different classes on opposite sides of the campus. “I'll see you later.” 
 
    “Later,” I said, lifting my head. 
 
    He didn't disappoint. He planted that kiss right on my mouth in front of my fiance. Clinton gasped as he saw Adebayo's lips on mine. It wasn't as bold a kiss as normal, but it still sent a wave of heat through me. My nipples throbbed against my tight top. I skipped out on wearing a bra today. My small, little titties didn't need any support. 
 
    “Have a good day,” I told Adebayo as he broke the kiss and headed for the door. 
 
    He nodded to me and then to my fiance, “Pleasure meeting you, Clinton.” 
 
    “Yeah,” my fiance said, sounding more than a little stunned. 
 
    I hooked my arm around his and snuggled up against my fiance. “He does that with my mother, too. Familiar.” 
 
    “Right,” Clinton said, a foolish grin spreading on his lips. “Just a customary goodbye in Africa.” 
 
    “Yep,” I said, my asshole clenching and squeezing out more and more of Adebayo's cum. “So, we should probably get to class. We're going to be late.” 
 
    “I haven't got my coffee yet,” Clinton said as I headed for the door, taking him with me. 
 
    “We can't be late,” I said. “Adebayo and I were held up as it was. ” 
 
    “But...” Clinton protested. He didn't fight me. He just sighed and kept walking beside me. What an obedient fiance. Hope surged through me for tonight. I wanted him to know that I was cuckolding him. I wanted him to accept it. 
 
    To worship my pussy after I been with my Black lover. 
 
    Clinton and I barely reached our class on time. I was scarfing down my muffin between sips of my latte on the way there. We just got in before the professor launched into his lesson. I was feeling pretty good as I sank into my seat. I had an amazing morning. So much pleasure. More orgasms than I had in a week with Clinton. And adding my step-mother to the mix was just such a wicked delight. I had no regrets. 
 
    Now if dinner would go right tonight... 
 
    I gave Clinton a kiss as we parted after that class was done. We had to go off to our separate classes. It was a boring morning of lectures and taking notes and getting an education. All that important adult stuff.  
 
    It was so hard to focus.  
 
    All I could think about was Adebayo. That big, strong hunk from Africa. So powerful. His skin a deep black. And that big smile. He always had such a confidence about him. Such assurance to every action he did. He was a man who knew what he wanted, and he took it. 
 
    Was there anything sexier than that? 
 
    I saw Adebayo as I was heading to the cafeteria. I squealed in delight and raced up to him. He turned around, looking so handsome in his white, button-down shirt and his dark tie. He dressed up, unlike the other boys. It set him apart. It made him seem like such an important man. I groaned as I reached him and threw my arms around his neck. 
 
    I kissed him with hunger right there. He held me tight. I could feel him throbbing. He pulled me against him, grinding his hard-on into my stomach. Then he lifted me off the ground to kiss me better since I was so short. I shuddered, wrapping my thighs around his waist while people walked by. 
 
    Maybe people who knew me. Knew I was Clinton's girlfriend. And here I was making out with my Black guest. 
 
    I broke the kiss and groaned, “You're hard. Do you need some relief? I'm supposed to meet up with Clinton for lunch, but I can give you a quick blowjob if you need it? Do you?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Does the leopard have spots? Does a gazelle run from the lion?” 
 
    “Why don't you carry me over to that bathroom then if the answer is yes,” I said. “Take me in there, and I'll take care of you.” 
 
    He did just that. He carried me towards that single-use bathroom between the ladies' and the men's. Students were chortling and cheering. They knew what we were up to. I loved it. I wanted the entire world to know that this Black stud owned my body. My heart my belong to Clinton, but the rest of me was Adebayo's. 
 
    He pulled his hand from my rump just long enough to twist the doorknob. And he was carrying me inside. We were all alone, the lock clicking behind us. 
 
    “You will make your fiance wait while you suck my dick?” he asked. “What a naughty, little gazelle.” 
 
    I fell to my knees and smirked up at him. “Adebayo, you're a guest at my house. I have to take care of you before my fiance.” I grinned at him as I attacked his fly. “Just doing my duty, aren't I?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Your family is so generous.” 
 
    “So generous,” I moaned as I pulled down his slacks and then his boxers. I shuddered at the sight of his big, Black cock. It had been hours since I enjoyed this massive dick. My pale fingers wrapped around it. I gripped him with both hands and there was still plenty of him thrusting out before me. 
 
    I pumped my hands up and down his cock as I leaned in. I flicked my tongue across my lips, wetting them, then I kissed the tip. I smooched right there on the slit. My tongue flicked out, gathering up the bead of precum. He groaned. Such a naughty sound of masculine triumph. His passion echoed through the bathroom as I smooched across the thick crown of his cock. 
 
    His chest rose and fell, his tie swaying. Such pleasure crossed his strong, ebony features. I fluttered my tongue around his cock while staring up at him. I took such joy in pleasuring him. My pussy was on fire, but it was so hot just giving him all the delights I could. Serving him with my mouth—my hands—while denying my own bliss. 
 
    “Little gazelle,” he groaned as my tongue swirled around his crown. “You do this for Clinton?” 
 
    I shook my head. “He has to beg for me to suck his cock. And it's so small compared to yours. I don't know what my pussy is going to do once you go back to Africa. Clinton's never going to satisfy me the way you do.” 
 
    “You're a clever girl,” he said. “I'm sure you'll figure something out.”  
 
    I winked at him, and then I slid my lips over his cock. 
 
    He growled as I engulfed his dick. He shuddered, his face twisting with pleasure as I worked my mouth over his cock. He groaned, the sound of his passion echoing through the bathroom. My lips sealed about his dark shaft. My cheeks hollowed. I nursed with hunger. I suckled, drawing out that precum. I fisted his cock, squeezing hard to work out more of the salty drops. 
 
    My pussy burned as I nursed on him. I suckled with such hunger, so ready for his jizz to fire into my mouth. I wanted to feel every spurt splashing into the back of my throat. I wanted to have his salty seed swirling about in my mouth, setting alight my taste buds. Then I would gulp it down. His warm jizz would fill my belly. 
 
    It would be wonderful to exist on a diet of only Adebayo's cum. 
 
    The African stud groaned as I sucked with hunger on his dick. I bobbed my head, working my lips up and down his cock. I made such sucking sounds. Such wanton and wet and slurping noises. Drool ran down my chin as I put my sloppy all into loving his dick. My hands fisted him, massaging his shaft as I nursed on his tip. 
 
    “Little gazelle!” he groaned. “Yes, yes, you're going to meet your fiance with my cum in your belly.” 
 
    My pussy clenched at that. I sucked with such hunger. 
 
    “That excites you, doesn't it? Oh, yes, you revel in cuckolding your fiance. And you enjoy my cock over his. You're such a wicked in wanton thing. Such a naughty slut.” 
 
    My mouth ripped off his cock so I could moan, “Your slut, Adebayo! Yours!” 
 
    His grin broadened as I re-engulfed his cock. I sucked on him with passion. Hunger. I whimpered and moaned, bobbing my head. I slid my mouth up and down his dick. I worshiped him. He groaned, his face twisting in pleasure. Such rapture crossed his features. 
 
    He growled. His face twisted in bliss. I was bringing him towards his explosive orgasm. Closer and closer to filling my mouth with all his jizz. My hands pumped faster and faster on his cock. I nursed. I suckled with such hunger. I wanted his cum spurting into my mouth. My pussy clenched. The heat swelled inside of me. 
 
    The African lion roared. 
 
    Hot cum splashed into the back of my mouth. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut and gulped down his salty seed. More and more spunk pumped out of his cock. Spurt after wonderful spurt of his jizz filled my mouth. I groaned, dizzy from the pleasure. My hips wiggled back and forth, my juices trickling down my thighs. This was so amazing. I was so lucky to have him. 
 
    I was so glad he was staying at our house. 
 
    “Little gazelle,” growled Adebayo as his jizz fired into my mouth. 
 
    I sucked it down. I gulped down that wonderful, creamy treat. I stared up at him to let him know just how much I enjoyed swallowing every drop of his cum. I reveled in it. That salty treat spilled down my throat and warmed my belly. 
 
    I sucked out the last drops. He panted, a look of relief spilling across his ebony face. 
 
    I slid my lips off his dick and said, “There, that will tide you over until dinner.” I giggled. “I just know my step-mother has wicked plans for tonight.” 
 
    “With your fiance coming over for dinner, I'm sure she does,” Adebayo growled. 
 
    I winked at him as I pulled up his boxers and put his cock away. Then I drew up his pants. I left him to fasten up as I headed to the door. I opened it and slipped out. A few guys were still watching the door. They grinned at me, knowing what I'd done. I just licked my lips and sauntered past him to the commons. 
 
    I had a bounce to my step. My black hair flooded around my face. I spotted Clinton. He held his phone in both hands, fingers moving. I bet he was texting me, wondering where I was. I had mine on silence because I'd been in class, and then I'd gotten too busy to check. I darted up to him and throw my arms around his neck and planted a quick kiss on his lips. 
 
    He licked his lips and then blinked. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “I think... You tasted a little... salty.” 
 
    I kissed him again, letting him really get a good taste of Adebayo's cum on my lips. A shiver ran through me as he kissed me back, oblivious to what he was truly tasting. I savored sharing my lover's passion with him. 
 
    What a wicked and wild day. I couldn't wait for Clinton to come over for dinner. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Clinton Murphy 
 
    I found myself walking to Natalie's house with her guest. Adebayo had his arm around her waist and his hand on her hip. I swallowed, walking beside them and feeling like a third wheel. She was my girlfriend, but I didn't want to say anything. I didn't want to be rude. This was clearly some sort of African custom, and Natalie seemed fine with it.  
 
    I should be too. Only... 
 
    Adebayo's hand on her hip seemed so possessive. He was such a powerful man, too. His skin was a deep ebony. Almost a pure black. I was a tall guy, and he still had six or so inches on me. Natalie looks so tiny against him. She clung to him, clearly excited about the upcoming dinner at her house. 
 
    “I just know mom is whipping up something exciting for tonight,” she said, flashing me a grin. “You're going to love it.” 
 
    “I always love the banquets that Mrs. Thorne prepares,” Adebayo said, a big smile splitting his lips. 
 
    “Mom just loves cooking for him,” said Natalie. “She's really getting into accepting his culture. Daddy, too.” 
 
    “Mr. Thorne is a very generous man to welcome me into his home and his bed.” 
 
    Bed? Was that a weird way of saying that Adebayo had a place to sleep? It had to be that and not what it sounded like. I mean, he wouldn't be literally sleeping in Mr. Thorne's bed. It wasn't like Mr. and Mrs. Throne would give up their room to sleep in their guest room. 
 
    No one was that generous, right? 
 
    Adebayo's hand rubbed up and down Natalie's side as we walked. She didn't seem to mind. In fact, she pressed tight against him. They appeared to be the couple instead of Natalie and me. I reached out and took her hand, wanting to feel that connection. I gripped her hand, her dainty fingers curling about mine. She flashed me a smile as my thumb brushed the engagement band I'd given her a few months ago.  
 
    I touched it, reassuring myself she was still mine. 
 
    “Relax, Clinton,” she said. “This is just Adebayo's custom. It's no biggie.” 
 
    “Right, no biggie,” I said. The last thing I wanted to do in these days was to be labeled a bigot. I had to be careful. The wrong rumor could ruin my college career. My future prospects. 
 
    We soon reached the house. Adebayo opened the door like he belonged and swept inside. 
 
    Mrs. Thorne emerged from the kitchen wearing a low-cut, purple dress that clung to her body. It was elegant, something you'd were at a fancy dinner. A cocktail party or something. Her large breasts jiggled in it as she rushed forward, a dainty apron strapped around her waist adding that touch of domesticity. 
 
    “Welcome home, Adebayo,” she said and threw herself into his embrace. 
 
    I froze as she and Adebayo exchanged a kiss. They melted together. My cock twitched as the blonde MILF, my fiancee's step-mother, kissed her Black guess with passion. Mr. Thorne rose from the couch and headed over to greet me, walking past his wife making out with another man.  
 
    It was surreal. 
 
    “It's just how Adebayo greets the woman of the house,” Natalie whispered to me. “It's his guest right.” 
 
    “Riiiiight,” I said, slowly. I held out my hand and shook her father's. 
 
    “You get used to it,” Mr. Thorne said, glancing over at the pair still kissing. 
 
    I could hear their lips smacking together. This heat rose inside of me. My dick was getting hard. Why was it turning me on that this Black guy was making out with my future mother-in-law? That he was doing it right in front of her husband and step-daughter?  
 
    I swallowed, my heart beating fast. 
 
    Mrs. Thorne broke the kiss. She patted her golden hair, her cheeks flushed. Her nipples poked at the front of her dress now. Well, I gotta get the finishing touches on dinner. Clinton, darling, it's great that you're here. You just hang out. Only thirty, forty minutes.” 
 
    I swallowed and nodded. 
 
    “I'll help,” Natalie said and then darted after her mother. She threw a look at Adebayo. “Got to make sure our guest has something enjoyable to eat.” 
 
    Wasn't I a guest, too?  
 
    Natalie didn't even give me a look before she was darting into the kitchen after her mother. The pair whispering in that way women did. That always made me feel a little uncomfortable as I wondered exactly what they were talking about. I always felt like they were talking about me especially when it was my girlfriend doing the whispering. Was Natalie telling her step-mother about the things we did?  
 
    I swallowed and sat down on the couch. Adebayo took Mr. Thorne's recliner while the older man sat down beside me. There was a baseball game on, and we watched it, talking about sports. I slowly relaxed, adjusting to Adebayo and the preferential treatment he received over me. Well, he was their guess. Since I was marrying Natalie, I was more like a son already. A part of the family. That was it. They were just making him feel welcomed. 
 
    He did come from Africa. He must've had a hard life compared to any problems I ever had growing up.  
 
    We got into the game, the three of us cheering on our local team. Time flew and then Mrs. Thorne announced that dinner was ready. She'd doffed her apron, her dress clinging to her shapely body. I'd never realized how attractive Mrs. Thorne was. 
 
    She was a MILF. 
 
    Mr. Thorne turned off the TV and the three of us stood up to follow the gorgeous Mrs. Throne to the dining room. She had a sway to her hips, her dress clinging to her bubbly rump. I knew I shouldn't be staring at my future mother-in-law like that, but she was dressed up so provocatively. 
 
    “That smells delicious, Mrs. Thorne,” Adebayo said.  
 
    I breathed in the scent of the mouth-watering roast. 
 
    “You're too kind, Adebayo,” Mrs. Thorne said, her voice throaty. 
 
    “I helped, too,” Natalie said. She was in the dining room setting down a bowl full of mushrooms and pees down on the table. “I whipped these up. They're delicious. You'll love them, Adebayo." 
 
    “I know I'll love them,” I said. 
 
    My fiancee gave me a quick smile and then she took Adebayo's arm and escorted him to the head of the table. 
 
    I blinked as he took Mr. Thorne's seat like this was his home. His table. Natalie took the seat to his right and Mrs. Thorne took the one to his left. Immediately, they started dishing up his plate. I blinked at that. Mrs. Thorne was giving him the best slices of roast, drizzled in the gravy and mixed with diced onions. Natalie was spooning up the mushroom pees and the yams. 
 
    I took the seat next to Natalie, and she said, “Dig in, Clinton.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” I said, watching as the women placed the plate before Adebayo. They were both staring at him, waiting for his response. 
 
    “Perfection,” Adebayo said and then dug in. 
 
    Natalie and her step-mother both beamed at his approval. Then Natalie filled Adebayo's glass with red wine from a bottle in the middle of the table. 
 
    I had to dish up my own plate. So did Mr. Thorne. He didn't seem to mind. He was sitting across from me beside his wife and cutting at his roast. His wife was turned to Adebayo. She sat close to him. And so was Natalie. 
 
    “How was your day at school,” Mrs. Thorne purred. “I want to hear everything.” 
 
    “Natalie was kind enough to help me out at one point,” said Adebayo. “Your step-daughter was very generous with her time. The little gazelle gave me just the relief I needed.” 
 
    “Little gazelle?” I whispered. 
 
    Natalie just waved a hand to me as she said, “Yeah. I took care of him, Mom. I made sure he was relaxed and able to enjoy the day.” 
 
    “Wonderful,” groaned Mrs. Thorne. 
 
    I couldn't believe how they were fawning over him. The two women were hardly touching their food as they were making sure that Adebayo was enjoying his. If he looked like he needed more, they sprang to grab it for him. Well, he was a big guy and packed away the food. I just sat beside my fiancee feeling like I didn't even need to be here. 
 
    “Is this what dinners are like?” I asked Mr. Thorne. 
 
    “Adebayo's our guest,” he said. “We have to treat him with respect.” 
 
    “Right,” I said. “And having the women fawn over him...?” 
 
    “That's what they do in Africa,” Natalie said. “Right, Adebayo? The women of the house have to take care of the guest.” 
 
    “Yes, they do,” Adebayo rumbled. “You and your step-mother are doing that. And what you did for me at school today...” He chuckled. “It helps me get through my afternoon classes.” 
 
    “What did you do for him?” I asked. 
 
    “He had some tension, and I relieved it,” Natalie said. “Before I met up with you for lunch.” 
 
    I blinked, remembering how she'd been late and not answering her phone. Her lips had tasted salty like... 
 
    I shook my head. That couldn't have happened. Right?  
 
    This worry nibbled at me as I glanced at her. She was gazing at Adebayo with such worship. So was her step-mother. The pair them more acting like concubines beside their king than wife and daughter. I squirmed, the strange heat building in my cock as I imagined both Natalie and her step mother naked with Adebayo. Their pale bodies pressed against his strong, ebony flesh. Both of them worshiping him, begging him for the honor of making him cum. It was straight out of some perverted porno or something.  
 
    Those sorts of things didn't happen. 
 
    Natalie did love me, right? 
 
    “Uh, Natalie,” I muttered. 
 
    She glanced at me. “Yes?” 
 
    “You look... you look pretty today,” I said. 
 
    She let out a gushing sound of delight. “That's so sweet.” She darted and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Love you.” 
 
    I smiled, feeling reassured until she turned back to Adebayo. “You ready for dessert?” 
 
    The way she said that was so throaty. Almost like she was offering something other than a piece of pecan pie. 
 
    Adebayo glanced over at Mrs. Thorne. “I think I am ready for a taste of your delicious pie.” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne does make a great pecan pie,” I said, wanting to make sure we were all talking about the same thing. 
 
    “Yes, she does,” Adebayo said and stood up. 
 
    And then he boldly picked up Mrs. Thorne and slung her over his shoulder. She burst into excited giggles, squirming on him as he carried her from the table. His hand was resting on her ass, her blonde hair spilling down his back. I stared in shock as he carried her out into the living room. 
 
    “Enjoy your dessert, Adebayo,” Mr. Thorne said. 
 
    “He's not,” I gasped. 
 
    “He is,” Natalie said. “He really likes my step-mother's hair pie.” 
 
    I stared at my fiancee in shock. What the hell was going on here? 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Thorne 
 
    “Oh, Adebayo, I'm so wet,” I moaned as he carried me through the living room. He was so strong. My married body shuddered atop him. “It was so hot flirting with you before my husband and Clinton. That poor boy has no idea what he's in for tonight.” 
 
    “The little gazelle is going to give him quite the shock,” Adebayo growled. “But you're the woman of the house. You deserve your pleasure first.” 
 
    I squealed in delight as he carried me up the stairs. My pussy clenched. I wasn't wearing any panties, my blonde bush soaked with my juices. My cream stained my thighs. I bet Adebayo could smell my tangy musk. It must be filling his nose as he carried me up the stairs. We were heading down the hallway and to the master bedroom. 
 
    His room. 
 
    He burst inside with all that domination that had claimed me. Then he threw me down on my bed. I squealed as I bounced on the covers, my breasts heaving in my tight dress. I wasn't wearing a bra, and my right tit popped out. I quivered there, jiggling as I came to a rest on my back, my blonde hair spilling over my pillows. 
 
    Adebayo stood over me, looking like a hungry lion about to pounce. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, what a delicious feast you've prepared.” 
 
    I grinned at My strong, African king. “My hair pie has been simmering all day long, just aching for you to get home and eat it.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    I watched Adebayo strip naked. He started with the tie, undoing the knot before the silk whisked off from beneath his collar. I bit my lower lip, my hands tugging up my skirt so that it bunched up and over my waist. I exposed my blonde bush to him. His eyes were on me as he unbuttoned his white dress shirt. I groaned as he unveiled his muscular chest. He exposed all that brawny flesh, his dark strength. I groaned, my eyes trailing down to his rock-hard abs. He slid out of the shirt, his muscles rippling. 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned, my eyes falling on his bulge. He was so hard. For me. 
 
    Downstairs, Clinton was understanding how this house worked. But had he started to realize that I wasn't the only woman of the house pleasing our guest. Was he starting to realize that Natalie was also pleasing Adebayo? Or would he be in denial? Would he be trying to pretend it was only me while his fiancee quivered nearby, clearly wanting to be up here with Adebayo and me? 
 
    This night would be amazing. 
 
    Adebayo shoved down his pants. His cock tented his boxers. I shuddered, aching for him to unveil all his prowess. He shoved the boxers down next, and his huge dick popped out. My married pussy clenched. A rush of delight washed through my mature body. His cock bounced and swayed as he worked off his clothing. He was naked now. He slid onto the bed. 
 
    His strong hands grabbed my knees, pushing my legs even wider apart. I groaned, my right tit jiggling, my left still trapped by my dress. His head lowered. He kissed and smooched down my right thigh, coming closer and closer to my dripping, married pussy. I shuddered. The anticipation building and building. 
 
    He pressed his lips into my blonde bush and licked. 
 
    “Yes, Adebayo, eat my pussy!” I howled so the entire house—especially our other guest—could hear me. 
 
    Adebayo feasted on me with the skill that only an African lion could unleash. His tongue fluttered up and down my pussy folds with such bold strokes. I groaned, squeezing my pale, ivory thighs around his dark face. His ebony fingers stroked my thighs and then they shot up my body. 
 
    I gasped as he grasped my heavy tits. He squeezed and kneaded them as his tongue fluttered up and down my folds. He caressed up my labia and struck my clit. Pleasure burst through me. I groaned, squirming on the bed. I humped my pussy against my lover's mouth. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I gasped. “Oh, Adebayo, yes! You lick my pussy with such skill! You're so much better at it than my husband! I'm so glad you're staying in our house!” 
 
    “I love nothing more than drowning in the ocean of your passion, Mrs. Thorne,” he growled. 
 
    I gasped as his tongue thrust into the depths of my married pussy. He swirled around inside of me, his fingers kneading my big tits. I shuddered, trembling on the bed as his tongue stirred such pleasure through me. Ripples of bliss swept through my body. I groaned, my orgasm already building. 
 
    When Kevin ate me out, even when I was full of Adebayo's cum, my husband wasn't this bold. This strong. Adebayo held nothing back. He feasted on me with every ounce of passion he possessed. 
 
    I reveled in it. I squirmed on the bed, savoring the feel of his tongue caressing over my hot flesh. My golden bush spilled around his big nose. His fingers dug into my tits as he devoured my cream. 
 
    He licked and lapped at my folds. He loved the taste of my tangy passion. I shuddered, so glad I could give him my bliss. So thrilled that Clinton could hear how a woman deserved to be treated by a man. I gasped in delight as my sexy, Black king from Africa pleasured me. 
 
    I hoped Clinton was a simpering, little beta male like my husband. That he would hold Natalie's hand as she was fucked hard by this stud. I wanted her to have the same cuckolding delight that Kevin gave me. I wanted my step-daughter to know the thrill of having the man she loved lick her clean after her African stud fucked her hard. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I moaned. “Oh, yes, Adebayo! I'm going to cum so hard on your mouth. I'm going to drown you!” 
 
    “Drown me, Mrs. Thorne!” he growled. “Your passions are as boundless as the ocean. Spill them across my lips.” 
 
    “Yes!” I howled. I hoped Clinton could hear me. I hoped Kevin was so hard and excited that I was receiving such pleasure from our guest. 
 
    Adebayo's strong fingers kneaded my tits as he feasted on my pussy. His dark digits climbed my pale boobs higher and higher. He reached my hard, pink nipples. I gasped as he grasped them between his ebony fingers.  
 
    Twisted them. 
 
    Lightning jolted down to my pussy. My cunt clenched down around his tongue probing into me. I gasped, my orgasm building so fast now. I shuddered, humping against him. I whimpered and moaned, loving how he tweaked and pulled on my nipples. 
 
    He stretched out my tits as he feasted on me. I squealed in delight, my pussy clenching about his probing tongue. He flicked up to my clit. He brushed my bud while twisting my hard nipples. Sparks exploded through me. 
 
    “I'm cumming!” I screamed out at the house. “I'm cumming on Adebayo's skilled mouth!” 
 
    I bucked and shuddered, my body trembling through the bliss. The heat swept through me. I whimpered and moaned, grinding my pussy and bush into his mouth as the juices gushed out and bathed his face. 
 
    Adebayo gulped them down while the waves of rapture washed through my body. They struck my mind. I drowned in the bliss my African lion gave me. My king worshiped my pussy. 
 
    “Yes, yes, it's the best!” I moaned. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he growled as he drowned in my pussy cream. 
 
    He twisted both my nipples as he licked me through my orgasm. The pleasure kept sweeping through me. I bucked and shuddered on the bed. I whimpered and moaned, the bliss hitting that amazing pinnacle. I floated there, trembling atop the rapture, and moaned out his name over and over again. 
 
    My thighs relaxed as my pleasure crashed. The waves of ecstasy withdrew. I gasped for breath, sucking in the air as he lifted his head from my pussy. My juices adorned his ebony chin and cheeks. His thick lips gleamed with them. More ran down his throat towards his muscular chest. 
 
    “There is that flood I crave, Mrs. Thorne,” he groaned, rising up. His hard cock thrust before him, bobbing. “Can you unleash it again?” 
 
    “Slam that cock into me, and you'll find out!” I howled. “Please, please, fuck my pussy with your big, Black dick!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, as always, your generosity is inspiring,” he rumbled. 
 
    I shuddered as he crawled over me. He leaned down, his mouth sucking on my nipple for one moment. I gasped at the jolt of pleasure shooting down to my aching pussy. I whimpered and groaned, then he moved on. 
 
    He kissed me with my tangy juices smeared across his lips. I hungered, licking at him, savoring the taste of my passion. My cunt clenched as I trembled beneath him. I whimpered and moaned, aching for him. 
 
    I broke the kiss and cried out, “Ram your dick into me! I need to satisfy you, Adebayo! Your cock makes me cum so much harder than my husband's dick does! He's so little! But you...” I let out a throaty purr of delight. “You're just so big!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he growled. “I shall pound your pussy! I shall slam into you and churn up the seas of your passion. I shall be like the mighty hurricane sweeping across your oceans!” 
 
    “Yes!” I gasped. “Fuck me!” 
 
    Adebayo thrust his big, Black cock into my married pussy. Pleasure exploded through me. I squeezed my cunt down on him, whimpering for joy. It felt so right to have him in me. To experience his passion engulfing me. He was such a stud. 
 
    My pussy was made for his big, Black dick to fill up. Little, White cocks would never satiate me again. My husband could never make my pussy feel as complete as Adebayo's big dick did. I squeezed around him, welcoming him into my depths. 
 
    “Yes, yes, pound me with your big dick!” I moaned. 
 
    He drew back. I squealed in delight, my cunt clenching down around his cock. The pleasure spilled through me from the silky friction. Then he rammed back into my twat. His heavy balls smacked into my taint. The meaty sounds echo through the bedroom. 
 
    Adebayo fucked me like a man should fuck a woman. Hard and fast. He drilled his dick in and out of my depths, fucking with powerful strokes. He buried into me again and again, my pussy squeezing about him. I squealed and gasped, my passion echoing through the bedroom. 
 
    Through the house. 
 
    Adebayo held nothing back as he drove his cock into me. I groaned and whimpered, my pussy clenching down on him. I reveled in his big, Black dick fucking my married depths. He knew just how to pound me. How to fuck me to make me shudder in delight. I trembled, my thighs locked around his waist. 
 
    “Adebayo! Oh, Adebayo! You know how to make my pussy explode!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, I will make you scream your pretty, little head off!” He slammed his dick deep into me. “I want to feel that pussy spasming around my dick. Just milking out my cum. You need my seed to start a strong son in you!” 
 
    “Yes!” I howled. “Breed me! Please, please, breed me!” 
 
    I was certain he had already. If not, he could dump all the cum in me he needed until he got the job done. I shuddered, wanting to have his son. I thought I didn't need children, that my step-daughter was enough, but I was wrong. I just was waiting for a real man to fertilize my womb. I squeezed my pussy down hard on Adebayo's dick, holding him in my tight embrace. I ached to build his pleasure so he'd fire buckets of jizz into me. 
 
    My clit burst with pleasure every time he slammed into me. Sparks showered through my pussy. I trembled, my big tits heaving as he pumped into me. He grabbed the headboard, gripping it tight as he slammed his cock hard into me. He drilled me as he growled and grunted. 
 
    My ebony king fucked me hard. 
 
    “I'm going to cum!” I moaned, squeezing my pussy around his dick. “Oh, Adebayo, yes! I'm going to cum on your big dick! Flood me with your jizz! Give me a strong son!” 
 
    I exploded. 
 
    My pussy went wild around his cock. My married cunt worshiped his big dick plowing into me. I bucked and shuddered, my hand shooting up to claw at his muscular chest. I scratched down his brawny physique as he plowed his dick over and over into my spasming cunt. Wave after wave of ecstasy washed out of my pussy and sloshed over my mind. 
 
    My thoughts drowned in ecstasy. I quivered on the bed, my pussy convulsing so wildly about his cock. I was so hungry for his cum. I wanted his jizz firing into me. The headboard creaked as he gripped it. He growled as he slammed into me. 
 
    “Give me that seed, Adebayo!” I beg. “Flood me! I want it!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he snarled, heavy balls smacking into my taint as he plunged his cock over and over into my climaxing pussy. 
 
    Orgasm after orgasm burst through me. He drowned me in my own rapture. Ecstasy washed out of my cunt and spilled through my body. I gasped and moaned, the euphoria smothering my thoughts. My pussy sucked at his dick, massaging his big shaft. I hungered for his seed. 
 
    He slammed into me and howled like the proud, African lion he was. His cum fired hot in my depths. Spurt after spurt of his jizz flooded my married twat. My pussy spasmed harder, another orgasm bursting through me. A wild one. Stronger than the rest. 
 
    “Adebayo!” I howled. “Yes, yes, empty your balls in me!” 
 
    “Your ocean hungers for my seed!” He growled. “I'll spill into you like the mighty Nile into your sea!” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned, trembling as I milked his cock dry. 
 
    I felt every spurt of his jizz that he fired into me. I shuddered, luxuriating in him basting my cunt with his seed. I whimpered, my breasts rising and falling as I trembled. I gasped and panted, savoring every last spurt of his jizz into me. 
 
    “I love relieving your needs, Adebayo!” I panted. “I love serving the customs of your people.” 
 
    He grinned at me. Then he said something that shocked me. 
 
    And made me laugh. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Clinton Murphy 
 
    I sat on the couch beside Mr. Thorne as the sounds of his wife's passion echoed through the house. She was getting fucked hard by the African stud. I swallowed, my cock so hard even as I was more uncomfortable than I'd ever been in my life. 
 
    How could he stand this? 
 
    He sat there looking both emasculated and excited. I couldn't help but notice that my future father-in-law was erect at the sound of his wife getting fucked hard. Her moans resounded through the living room while he squeezed at his cock. 
 
    “Adebayo!” Mrs. Thorne gasped. “Oh, Adebayo! You know how to make my pussy explode!” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, I will make you scream your pretty, little head off!” roared Adebayo. “I want to feel that pussy spasming around my dick. Just milking out my cum. You need my seed to start a strong son in you!” 
 
    “Yes! Breed me! Please, please, breed me!” 
 
    I couldn't believe this was happening. I swallowed, my heart pounding in my chest. I glanced over at Natalie sitting on the recliner, her eyes fixed on the ceiling. She had such a big grin, her cheeks flushed. She was rocking back and forth. 
 
    Was she envious that her step-mother was getting fucked by Adebayo? I swallowed, wondering if my fiancee wanted to cheat on me. 
 
    If she had cheated on me. 
 
    My cock was so hard as Mrs. Thorne's passion built louder and louder. Was she climbing towards another orgasm? I could hear her moans clearly. Her words were spilling out, begging Adebayo to fuck her. To breed her. I couldn't believe this was happening 
 
    “Give me that seed, Adebayo!” Mrs. Throne begged. “Flood me! I want it!” 
 
    She was howling out now. It was clear she was climaxing on his cock. Mr. Thorne squeezed his bulge through his pants, staring up at the ceiling as he listened to his wife orgasming on another man's dick. Natalie let out a chortle of delight. 
 
    “She is just exploding on that dick, isn't she, Clinton?” my fiancee moaned. 
 
    I swallowed and nodded. 
 
    “Adebayo!” cried out Mrs. Thorne. “Yes, yes, empty your balls in me!” 
 
    “Your ocean hungers for my seed!” he roared, his voice so strong. “I'll spill into you like the mighty Nile into your sea!” 
 
    The African man was pumping his seed into Mrs. Thorne right now. He was bathing her pussy with his cum. I shuddered, the married woman getting filled to the hilt by her guest's jizz. I licked my lips, my face on fire. 
 
    “Is this really the tradition of his people?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Mr. Thorne groaned. “The guest needs to be satiated. A man owes it to his guest to give him his wife to take care of his needs.” 
 
    Natalie nodded. She was in complete agreement. 
 
    “Just his wife?” I asked, my voice quiet. 
 
    Mr. Thorne glanced at me then he shivered. I could hear movement upstairs. Then the stairs creaked. They were coming downstairs. I shuddered and gasped as Mrs. Thorne appeared naked. The blonde woman's large breasts swayed back and forth. Jizz ran down her thighs, more soaking her golden bush. She went straight to her husband. 
 
    “Look at how much cum our guest fired in me, honey,” she moaned. She cupped his face, stroking his cheeks. Then she kissed him on the lips. “Did you enjoy listening to him fuck me, my little cuckold?” 
 
    “I did,” Mr. Thorne groaned. And then he sank to the floor. He leaned in and licked Adebayo's cum off his wife's thigh. I gaped at that. I couldn't believe I was seeing another man eating jizz. My heart pounded in my chest. My dick throbbed. What was going on? 
 
    This couldn't be part of any custom. 
 
    And then Adebayo was moving naked across the room. He was so tall, his ebony body all muscles. His cock was half-hard, and yet he still dwarfed me. He was also dripping with Mrs. Thorne's pussy juices. He stopped right before Natalie and said, “Little gazelle, clean your step-mother off of me.” 
 
    “Yes, Adebayo,” purred Natalie. She glanced over at me as she slipped to the floor. 
 
    I froze. I couldn't believe this was happening. My fiancee was about to suck another man's cock right before me. I had to do something. I had to stop this. 
 
    I opened my mouth, not sure what I would say. 
 
    To be continued... 
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 Black Stud's Virile Domination 
 
    Clinton Murphy 
 
    I stood rooted, wanting to object to my fiancee Natalie about to suck her step-mother's juices off of Adebayo's big, Black dick. Beside me, Mrs. Thorne, said step-mother, was having her cum-filled pussy being eaten out by her husband. Mr. Thorne was licking out the seed of the man who'd just fucked his wife hard. Adebayo had pounded her upstairs on Thornes' marital bed so loud we could hear every detail downstairs. 
 
    The African guest had taken over this house. He'd claimed the woman of the house, and now he was about to take my Natalie.  
 
    I should object. She was my fiancee. My love. We would be married this summer. But I couldn't say anything. I just stood there as she opened her mouth wide, her lips coming closer and closer to the tip of his dick. His ebony shaft dwarfed mine. It was so big. So thick. I didn't know a cock could get that large. I felt so pathetic before him. 
 
    How could I ever possibly satisfy Natalie with my little dick? 
 
    My fiancee glanced at me as she pressed her lips right against his dick. Not once did I object. I just stood there, watching as her pink lips slid over his dark tip. He groaned as she engulfed the tip of his cock. 
 
    My fiancee blew another man right in front of me. 
 
    My cock twitched and throbbed hard as she bobbed her head, her black hair rustling about her flushed face. Her hands grabbed his naked hips. He was so tall and athletic, all hard muscles. I couldn't compete against this man. I couldn't give Natalie the pleasure that he'd just given her step-mother. Not once had I ever made Natalie scream out that loud or cum that many times. 
 
    “That's it, my little cuckold,” Mrs. Thorne cooed beside me. She stared down at her husband, Mr. Thorne, worshiping her cunt. He was licking another man's seed out of her, devouring every drop. 
 
    It was insane. What had Adebayo done to this family? I didn't know. I swallowed, watching Natalie bob her head. She worked her mouth up and down Adebayo's cock, sucking off her step-mother's juices. The Black guy grabbed her hair, squeezing a fistful as he groaned out his pleasure. 
 
    “Your fiancee is a very generous woman,” Adebayo said, glancing at me. “She sucked me off in the middle of school, right at the start of lunch, while leaving you waiting on her. She knew that I needed my release. Isn't that loving of her?” 
 
    I swallowed, not sure what to say. 
 
    Why was I so hard? Why was it so exciting watching my fiancee pleasure another man? She was sucking with such hunger. She was moaning and groaning, slurping with passion as she bobbed her head. She'd never shown that much excitement when sucking my dick and pleasing me. 
 
    What did Adebayo do to her to so excite her? 
 
    “Oh, yes, lick out all my cum, my little cuckold,” moaned Mrs. Thorne. “You're my wussy, simpering beta male, aren't you?” Her eyes flicked to me, blue and glassy. “Isn't it so exciting watching my step-daughter blow our guest? She's following his customs.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “That's it.” I latched onto the idea that this was another culture's practice. Somehow, that made this all right. It gave me permission to... enjoy it. 
 
    I relaxed as I watched my fiancee work her mouth up and down the Black stud's cock. She slid her lips, sucking hard. She slurped, making such wet and naughty sounds as she worshiped his cock. She stared up at him with such passion on her face. I groaned, squeezing my cock as I witnessed the pleasure she took in pleasing him. 
 
    He groaned, his muscular, ebony chest rising and falling. His strength was so obvious. He reveled in his domination of my fiancee. He glanced at me and smiled. 
 
    “That's it, little gazelle, you want all that cum. You're going to drink it down before I fuck you in front of your fiancee,” he growled, still staring at me. “You're such a generous man to share your wife-to-be with me, Clinton.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I groaned, massaging my cock through my slacks. 
 
    Beside me, Mr. Thorne ate out his wife with such passion. I could hear him moaning as he licked Adebayo's cum out of her pussy. The busty blonde shuddered, her big tits swaying together as she groaned in delight. She gripped her husband's short hair, holding his face to her pussy. 
 
    I knew she didn't have to. His eagerness was obvious as he devoured her. 
 
    I swallowed, wondering if I would have to do that for Natalie. Could I lick Adebayo's cum out of her pussy? I never thought about doing anything like that. I shuddered, wondering what it was about me that found this so exciting. I should be humiliated, but there she was, looking so beautiful as she worshiped that big, Black cock. So wild and uninhibited. 
 
    So different from when we were together. 
 
    I was seeing the true Natalie. The woman unleashed by Adebayo's masculine presence. I couldn't compete against this. I shuddered, my heart thundering in my chest. I squeezed my dick hard, massaging it, and ache building and building at the tip. 
 
    “Yes, yes, we got another little cuckold here,” moaned Mrs. Thorne. “Oh, Adebayo, dump your cum in my step-daughter's mouth. Just fill her up.” 
 
    “I shall, Mrs. Thorne,” Adebayo groaned. “The little gazelle is sucking with such hunger. Oh, yes, she is nursing on my dick. My balls. Massage them. Yes, just like that.” 
 
    Natalie leaped to obey. She massaged his nuts as she sucked on his dick. She bobbed her head, moaning with such hunger. I just shuddered, standing there watching. This was all so insane. So wild. I squeezed my dick harder. Her head bobbed faster. Adebayo groaned, building and building towards his orgasm. He would flood my fiancee's mouth with all his jizz. Natalie was going to drink it all down. 
 
    I just knew it. 
 
    I found myself eager for that moment. I wanted to see my fiancee drink another man's cum. For me to be her little cuckold. I groaned, massaging my dick. Mrs. Thorne cried out in orgasmic bliss beside me. She was cumming on her husband's mouth, his tongue licking out all the jizz and now drank the flood of her pussy cream. It was so wild. 
 
    “Little gazelle, yes!” growled Adebayo. He threw back his head and roared like a lion on the savanna. 
 
    This was his territory. 
 
    I heard Natalie gulping. She swallowed his spunk rapidly, massaging his balls as she did. Her entire body shuddered as she drank his jizz. She sucked hard, her lips sliding up until only the tip of his dick remained in her mouth. He grunted with each one. His hand balled into fists. 
 
    “Yes!” he roared. 
 
    I swayed at the intensity of his climax. The woman I loved was guzzling down Adebayo's cum. And then she ripped her mouth off his dick. Jizz dribbled down the corners of her lips. Natalie bounded to her feet. She was a petite thing, small. Her face was cherubic. Her black hair swept behind her as she rushed to me. Then her hands were cupping my face as she pulled me down to kiss her cum-stained lips. 
 
    I didn't fight her. 
 
    She kissed me with passion. Then her tongue thrust salty into my mouth. I groaned as I tasted Adebayo's cum. It was the same flavor that I'd found on her lips earlier today at college. But there was so much more of it this time. She was shoveling Adebayo's jizz in my mouth. 
 
    I swallowed it. 
 
    I kissed her back with feverish passion. Mrs. Thorne shuddered beside me. Her husband rose to kiss her with pussy-stained lips. I was locked to Natalie's mouth, kissing her with hunger. Our tongues danced together, sharing that salty load. 
 
    “You're a lucky man to have the love of the little gazelle,” said Adebayo.” 
 
    I broke the kiss, panting. “Love?” 
 
    “I love you so much,” Natalie said. “Especially when you let me blow Adebayo. Because that's not stopping. Oh, no, I want you to be my little cuckold. I want you to be my simpering, wussy beta male that will hold my hand when Adebayo pumps his seed into my fertile womb. Oh, Clinton, I love you, but Adebayo owns my body. I'm sorry, you just can't compete with what he gives.” 
 
    I swallowed. I knew it was the truth. “I... I love you, too, Natalie.” 
 
    She squealed in delight. “Isn't following Adebayo's customs so much fun?” 
 
    Mrs. Thorne broke the kiss with her husband and burst into amused laughter. 
 
    Natalie glanced at her step-mother. “What?” 
 
    “Nothing, nothing,” Mrs. Thorne said. “Now enjoy yourselves.” 
 
    Natalie grinned. Then she turned me and pushed me down onto the couch. She straddled me, but not the way that would let her ride my cock. No, she was thrusting her ass out for Adebayo to fuck. She stared me right in the eyes. She pressed her forehead against mine while her hands attacked the fly of my pants. I groaned as she fished out my little dick. 
 
    “This cock can never satiate me again,” she moaned. “It barely had before.” 
 
    The humiliating words throbbed my dick held in her stroking hand. 
 
    “Luckily there's Adebayo,” she moaned. She wiggled her hips. “Beg him to fuck me. Beg him to please my pussy. I need to cum. It was so hot sucking his dick. I need him in me. I need my pussy writhing around the dick and feeling his cum spurting over and over into me. He won't ever wear condoms. It's always bareback with him!” 
 
    I swallowed. Rubbed at the crown of my dick. I groaned and gasped, “Adebayo, you have to fuck my fiancee! You have to pump...” I took a deep breath. “You have to pump your seed into her pussy!” 
 
    “I will gladly do this for you, Clinton,” Adebayo said. There was something... mocking in his tone. He knew that he didn't need my permission. He'd fuck her even if I said no. But it was hotter for all of us if I begged like a pathetic cuckold. 
 
    “Yes, yes, thank you for pleasing my woman!” I moaned. “For giving her the pleasure I can't!” 
 
    “You're so wonderful, Clinton!” Natalie panted. She kissed me hard. She thrust her tongue into my mouth and then gasped. Her body pressed into me and then she shuddered. I knew Adebayo was penetrating her pussy right then. Her hand tightened on my cock as she whimpered out her delight at having her pussy stretched out by that massive dick. His ebony cock must be taking her cunt to her utter limits. 
 
    I kissed her harder. Her hand stroked up and down my cock as Adebayo bottom out in her. He groaned out his delight and then drew back. He was fucking her. He was pumping his dick in and out of my fiancee's cunt as she made out with me. He was giving her the pleasure I never could. 
 
    I was such a cuckold. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Natalie Throne 
 
    I kissed Clinton with hunger as Adebayo pulled back his cock. It was so hot making out with my fiance while my Black lover reamed my pussy. My cunt squeezed around that huge dick, worshiping it. It dwarfed the little cock that was in my hand. 
 
    I stroked my fiance, giving him a wink. He deserved some pleasure for being my little cuckold. This was so hot. My tongue thrust deep into his mouth, feeling his love for me as Adebayo rammed that big dick back into my pussy. 
 
    I groaned into Clinton's lips. 
 
    “Little gazelle,” growled Adebayo. “I do so love to feel your tight cunt around my dick. Yes, yes, you're going to run hard for me. You're going to cum for me!” 
 
    I broke the kiss with Clinton to moan, “I'm going to cum so hard for you, Adebayo!” I stared into my fiance's blue eyes. “Oh, Clinton, honey, I want to explode on his dick. Isn't that hot?” 
 
    He nodded. Swallowed. His dick throbbed in my hand. 
 
    “Say it,” I purred. “Say that it's hot. Oh, Clinton, yes! His dick is reaming my pussy. He's so huge! He's filling me up!” I clenched my cunt down on Adebayo's cock as he pulled back. Then he slammed into me, his heavy balls smacking into my shaved pussy lips. 
 
    Into my clit. 
 
    “It's...” Clinton swallowed again. “It's so hot! He's fucking you so hard. I can see the pleasure in your eyes! The passion! I never made you feel like this, did I?” 
 
    “Never,” I moaned. “But I still love you. I'll still jerk off your little dick. ” I gave him a quick kiss. “You're so hard. Yeah, it turned you on knowing your fiancee is getting fucked hard by a black stud.” 
 
    Clinton swallowed. “It does. Oh, God, it does!” 
 
    I squealed in delight and kissed him again. I pumped my hand up and down his cock while Adebayo reamed my pussy. His dick, four times as big as Clinton's little thingy, slammed deep into me. Hard. I groaned, squeezing my twat around Adebayo's big dick. I wiggled my hips, reveling in this pleasure.  
 
    It was so amazing to experience. My pussy felt like it would melt.  
 
    I groaned, clenching down hard on Adebayo's dick. He grunted. He thrust into me with powerful strokes. He just slammed that dick into my cunt. He churned me up. It was so incredible to experience. I whimpered and moaned, my body trembling as his big, Black dick buried into me again and again. 
 
    My tongue danced with my fiance's. I kissed him with such hunger, stroking his little dick as Adebayo railed me hard. Clinton groaned. He kissed me back with such passion. He was inspired by what Adebayo did. 
 
    I couldn't wait to feed my little cuckold his first creampie. 
 
    I broke the kiss and groaned, “Adebayo, Adebayo! You have to flood my pussy with all your cum so my little cuckold can lick it all out.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, that's such a delight,” my step-mother moaned. She was nearby letting Dad fuck her pussy. He had a vasectomy, so there was no risk of him knocking her up. She would have Adebayo's baby. 
 
    I had to be careful with Clinton's seed, though. I wanted a man to breed me. 
 
    “Adebayo is going to pump so much cum into my pussy, Clinton,” I moaned, stroking his cock while my pussy drank in the hard plunges of Adebayo's dick. “Are you going to lick me clean?” 
 
    “Yes!” Clinton moaned. “I'm going to lick you so clean. I'm going to drink all that pussy cream out of you!” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned in delight. “That's what I want to hear! I want you to lick all of Adebayo's cum out of my pussy!” 
 
    “Little gazelle, you're such a wanton thing,” Adebayo groaned as he slammed into me. 
 
    I giggled, the pleasure flowing through my body. My orgasm grew. “I am. But Clinton loves me anyway, don't you?” 
 
    “I do,” he groaned. “I absolutely do love you.” 
 
    I kissed him again. Such joy rushed through me that had nothing to do with that big, Black dick reaming my pussy. I trembled, savoring this moment. It was such a rush. My tongue danced with my fiance's, his dick throbbing in my hand.  
 
    Then he groaned.  
 
    Hot jizz spurted out from his cock. He splashed my little titties. I shuddered as I felt him coating them with his spunk. After a few spurts, though, he went dry. 
 
    I broke the kiss, staring into my fiance's eyes. He panted and groaned, staring at me with his feverish eyes. I grinned at him and rubbed my nose against his. And I kissed him again. The entire time, Adebayo reamed my pussy with that big dick, bringing me closer and closer to orgasming. 
 
    Clinton started going soft in my hand while his cum dribbled over my little titties. I groaned, rotating my hips, stirring my cunt around Adebayo's dick. His balls smacked into my clit over and over again. The fire swelled. I came closer and closer to exploding on his dick. 
 
    “Little gazelle, let me feel that passion,” he growled, thrusting his cock harder into me. He plunged all the way to my cervix. He filled up my entire cunt as his balls smacked into my clit. Sparks burst through me. “Does your fiance know how much you love this dick?” 
 
    I broke the kiss. “I absolutely love your cock, Adebayo!” Then I threw back my head and howled out as I orgasmed, “I'm cumming on his dick!” 
 
    My pussy writhed and convulsed, spasming with wild heat as Adebayo drew back. Waves of ecstasy flooded through my body. They sloshed into my mind and drowned my thoughts. Stars burst before me, dancing around Clinton's face. 
 
    “I'm cumming so hard! Harder than you ever made me! Adebayo's dick is churning up my pussy! Oh, God, and he's not spurting, either. Oh, no, he can fuck a woman to multiple orgasms without erupting. He has stamina! Self-control!” 
 
    “Every man does,” growled Adebayo. “Women deserve real men fucking their pussies and unleashing all their passion.” 
 
    “Yes!” I howled. Another orgasm burst inside of my pussy. “I'm climaxing again!” 
 
    “Enjoy yourself, Natalie,” Clinton moaned. “Just enjoy the pleasure that he gives you.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, I'm enjoying it!” I moaned as the rapture surged through me again and again. I kept climaxing. My orgasm spilled from one to the next, churned up by that big, Black dick plunging into me again and again. 
 
    Adebayo grunted and growled. His hands gripped my hips as he slammed into me. His heavy nuts smacked into my clit over and over, adding bursts of rapture to the waves of bliss that washed out of my cunt. 
 
    “I'm drowning in bliss!” I moaned to Clinton. “He's given me such pleasure!” 
 
    “Cum in her,” Clinton moaned. 
 
    I came harder as my fiance became my perfect, little cuckold. 
 
    “Flood her pussy, Adebayo!” my fiance groaned. 
 
    “You are such a generous man,” Adebayo said as he rammed his cock to the hilt in my spasming pussy. “Caring more about her pleasure than being jealous that she loves my cock more than yours.” 
 
    “He is so generous!” I gasped. “That's why I love my little cuckold. He lets me have the pleasure I crave, don't you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Clinton moaned, his little dick twitching in my hand. 
 
    I kissed him as Adebayo buried to the hilt in me. The Black stud growled as his cum fired into my snatch. I shared my love with my fiance as blast after blast of thick, hot jizz flooded my pussy. My fertile depths spasmed and writhed, another orgasm bursting through me. The pleasure flooded through my body and drowned my mind. 
 
    I squealed into the kiss as Adebayo grunted. He dumped all his seed into my fertile cunt. I enjoyed it. My pussy writhed and convulsed around his big dick. I shuddered, making out with Clinton. It was so wonderful to kiss my little cuckold as my Black lover spilled all his seed in me. 
 
    My hungry pussy wrung Adebayo dry. My spasming cunt worked out every drop of cum in his balls. He groaned, his hands squeezing my hips. I heard his throaty pleasure. I had utterly satiated him. It was so wild. A hot shiver ran through my body. 
 
    “Little gazelle, that should be more than enough jizz for the man you're going to marry to enjoy,” Adebayo groaned and then ripped his cock out of me. “Mrs. Thorne, I have need of that ass.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    My step-mother giggled from getting spanked by Adebayo. Then she said, “Good thing my husband just finished in me. Right, Kevin? You did cum? You fire so little, it's hard for me to tell.” 
 
    “Yeah, I came,” my dad moaned. He sounded so humiliated. So utterly embracing the fact that he was a pathetic, little beta male. 
 
    Just like my Clinton. 
 
    I clenched my pussy tight, holding that cum in me, and broke the kiss with my fiance. As Adebayo carried my mother off, my dad trailing after them like a little puppy, I stared at Clinton. I crooked a finger at him as I spread my legs apart, standing there, holding in the flood of Adebayo's spunk. 
 
    “I made your dessert for you, my love,” I purred. “Come and feast.” 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Clinton Murphy 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I groaned, embracing this. I was a little cuckold. I fell to my knees and grabbed her hips. I pulled her closer to me. I breathed in her spicy pussy mixed with the salty aroma of a man's cum. This wasn't like when she'd kissed me and forced me to taste it; I was doing this willingly. 
 
    Her shaved pussy lips were clenched tight and raw from being fuck hard. They had a bright flush about them, her juices running down her thighs. A little bit of his cum had leaked out. I darted in and lapped at her vulva, gathering up her spicy juices and that little bit of jizz. 
 
    The salty flavor of Adebayo's cum melted across my tongue. I shuddered and then lapped directly at her pussy. I drag my tongue through her sheath, savoring the feel of her. She shuddered and gasped, her back arching. My tongue stroked through her hot flesh. I gathered up that wonderful jizz lingering on her outer folds, savoring the taste of it. The flavor of her. She whimpered and moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side. She gripped my hair, pulling my face tight into her twat. 
 
    I lapped at her. I feasted on her as she relaxed. His cum flowed out of her and into my mouth. That salty flood flavored by her spicy juices. She gasped, her small breasts jiggling above me as she threw back her head. My hands grabbed her rump, pulling her tight against me. 
 
    I feasted on her cum-filled pussy. I worshiped her. This was the pleasure I could give her. I could love her after she been fuck hard by a black stud. Because it was me that she loved. He just gave her pleasure while I give her so much more. I gripped her ass, pulling her tight against my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, Clinton, yes,” she moaned. “You're going to get a good job after you graduate, aren't you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned. 
 
    “Because you'll have to take care of me and the children that Adebayo and the other Black stud's put in my womb,” she moaned. “I want to be bred over and over by African hunks, giving birth to their strong sons. And you'll raise them. You'll be a good provider for my children, won't you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned and lapped at her cunt. 
 
    “Oh, Clinton, I love you so much. Yes, yes, you'll be such a good husband and father. Lick out all that cum! That's the seed that bred me!” 
 
    I thrust my tongue deep into her pussy. I scooped out that salty delight. I shuddered, letting it poured down my throat. My heart hammered in my chest as I enjoyed the salty delight. I scooped out more and more of it from her.  
 
    I reveled in it.  
 
    She moaned, squeezing her pussy down around my tongue. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved every moment of it. My tongue gathered up all that wonderful jizz. I licked it all out of her while she moaned and gasped. She shuddered in utter delight. She looked so beautiful. So radiant as she quivered and quaked. 
 
    “Clinton!” she whimpered. “Oh, yes, you're going to give me a nice, little orgasm as you lick me clean.” 
 
    I wanted to please her. I thrust my tongue in deep, searching for more of that salty cum mixed with her spicy. I couldn't find any. But I still hungered for it. It was so emasculating to taste another man's seed mixed with my woman's passion.  
 
    I needed more. 
 
    I latched my lips around her hole, sealing tight. Then I sucked. She gasped as I drew out her spicy cream. Her little titties jiggled above me as she quivered. Then she groaned as more salty cum flooded into my mouth. I drank it down. I reveled in the naughty taste of Adebayo's spunk. It was so delicious. I kept sucking, drawing out the last of the jizz. 
 
    “Oh, Clinton, you need to make me cum!” she moaned. “Just a little orgasm to end the night. Oh, Adebayo made me cum so many times. I just need a tiny one from you and... Yes!” 
 
    Her body bucked, little titties jiggling as her cream gushed into my mouth. I drank down the spicy pussy juices. I guzzled them all as she ground her cunt against my face. Her moans and gasps filled the living room. She savored the pleasure I gave her. I was so happy to please her. To deliver her this bliss. 
 
    I was so lucky to have her love. 
 
    Natalie shivered through the last of her orgasm, her spicy pussy cream spilling into my mouth. I drank it down, savoring the taste. And then she panted. Her pleasure had passed. She took a few shuddering breaths. 
 
    She smiled down at me. “Oh, Clinton, we're going to have a wonderful life together, aren't we?” 
 
    I pulled my face from her pussy. Panting, I groaned, “Yes.” 
 
    She smiled at me. I stood up and then sank down onto the couch. She slipped down onto my lap. I groaned, feeling her naked flesh against me. She kissed me, tasting her own pussy juices on my mouth. I held her, experiencing her love. It was a gentle thing. Not like that wild passion she'd shared with Adebayo. 
 
    I could be her little cuckold. I enjoyed this. It was exciting watching her with her lover. To hear that ebony shaft ramming into her pussy. Next time, I had to see it up close. Watch as Adebayo buried his cock to the hilt in her pussy. I groaned into her lips, kissing her with such hunger. I was so eager for that day to come. 
 
    She broke the kiss and stroked my cheeks. “Are you hard again?” 
 
    I gave a sheepish grin. “It was exciting licking Adebayo out of you. It was so humiliating and...” 
 
    She laughed. “My cute, little, wussy beta male. I'll give you another handjob. Because I love you. You can't slide into my pussy until I'm bred. Unless...” She smiled as she seemed to get an idea. “Let's get you a vasectomy. It's not like you're ever going to knock me up.” 
 
    I shuddered. That was so emasculating to hear. Her hand grabbed my cock, stroking it. She stared at me with those fluttering, dark eyes. I groaned and said, “Okay. I'll do it.” 
 
    “Clinton!” she squealed and kissed me. Her hand pumped up and down my cock. Upstairs, her step-mother moaned as Adebayo took her hard in the ass. I just shuddered, surrendering to this wild bliss. And then I came. My spunk pumped out of me. I shuddered through the rapture. 
 
    Natalie broke the kiss and grinned. “Well, it's been a great evening. I'm going to go play with my step-mother and our Black lover. Drive safe. I'll talk to you tomorrow. I bet I'll have a pussy full of his cum for you to lick out during our lunch break.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said and watched her stand up and scamper off. 
 
    She was going off to be with her lover. To enjoy his cock while I was heading home alone. I guessed that was the life of a cuckold. I panted, sitting there as I heard her footsteps racing up the stairs.  
 
    What a strange life. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Thorne 
 
    I shuddered as Adebayo carried me into our bedroom, my husband trailing after us. I was so ready to have my asshole fucked. My pussy clenched, licked clean by Kevin's hungry mouth. I trembled as Adebayo set me down on the bed. My African king grinned at me. 
 
    “Assume the position,” he growled. 
 
    “Yes, Adebayo,” I moaned, rolling over onto my hands and knees. 
 
    “Mr. Thorne, lube my cock. Get that mouth on it and soak me in your saliva. I have to be ready for your wife's asshole. She loves anal.” 
 
    “Mmm, I do. Oh, god, I do.” My asshole tingled.  
 
    I thrust my fingers into my pussy as I watched Kevin stumble forward and fall to his knees. He opened his mouth wide and sucked Adebayo's cock into his mouth. I couldn't believe this was happening, but it was. Adebayo had so dominated my husband that Kevin submitted to this final humiliation. I thrust my fingers into the depths of my pussy. I shuddered, reveling in the truth Adebayo had admitted to me before we'd come downstairs. 
 
    He lied about it all. His people didn't have a custom where husbands gave their wives over to a guest. He just sensed that my husband was a weak man, a beta male, who would let Adebayo fuck me. The Black stud had wanted me. He was a lusty, young man. Virile. He was eager to get himself some White, married pussy. And Natalie... 
 
    Fucking Kevin's daughter was just icing on the cake for Adebayo. 
 
    I pulled my fingers out of my pussy and listened to Kevin sucking on that dick. He thought he had to be a good host. I shuddered as my sissy husband nursed on that cock while I pressed my sticky fingers into my asshole. I pumped them in and out, lubing myself up with my dripping pussy juices, readying myself for Adebayo's big dick. He would fuck me so hard in the ass. It would be incredible. 
 
    “Get that cock nice and wet for my asshole, honey,” I moaned. “You're such a loving husband to do this for me. Oh, yes, just get him soaked with that saliva.” 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, your husband's generosity knows no bounds,” Adebayo groaned. “He is sucking hard. I think he'd let me cum in his mouth. But that would be a waste of my seed.” 
 
    “Such a waste,” I moaned, pulling my fingers out of my asshole and thrusting them back to my pussy to gather more lubricating juices. 
 
    I groaned as I sank my digits into my twat. I wiggled them around in my bred depths, coating them. Then I brought them back to my sphincter. I thrust three of digits into me, plunging them into my bowels with ease. I groaned, savoring it. My breasts swayed beneath me. This evening was so hot. Clinton had become a little cuckold. Natalie was going to have this delight for so much longer than I would. 
 
    Lucky girl. If only I had discovered the joy of Black cocks when I first married Kevin. We could have had so many children. 
 
    Well, I could have so many children. Kevin would have to raise the children I had with other men. Because he loved me. That was so wonderful. He showed me how much he cared for me by sucking hard on Adebayo's cock. I groaned, my asshole clenching around on my fingers. 
 
    I pulled them out and then yanked open my nightstand drawer. I dug out a bottle of baby oil. I squirted the clear liquid on my fingers, then added to lube coating my asshole. I plunged my digits in and out of me, groaning. This heat swept through my body. I whimpered and moaned, my asshole clutching down hard on those digits. It was such an amazing delight to experience. 
 
    “Oh, Adebayo, I think your dick is wet enough for me,” I purred. “Kevin, honey, can you guide our guest's cock to my asshole?” 
 
    I heard Kevin sliding his mouth off Adebayo's dick. There was a wet plop and then my husband groaned, “I can, honey. He's going to fuck you so hard.” 
 
    “Yes, he is,” I moaned, my asshole tingling. I was so ready for my Black lover's big dick. 
 
    Both of them mounted the bed. Over my shoulder, I watched Kevin holding Adebayo's huge cock. My sissy husband guided it between my butt-cheeks. I groaned as that thick crown slid down through my butt-crack and found my asshole. I was lubed and ready, prepared to take Adebayo's dick. 
 
    Adebayo thrust against my asshole. His spit-lube cock pushed on my oiled sphincter. My anal ring, greedy to take his dick, spread wide and swallowed him. I groaned, savoring that big dick sliding into me. My husband stretched out beside me, his face staring into mine. 
 
    I took his hand. I held him tight as Adebayo's big dick slid deeper and deeper into me. I stared into my husband's eyes as I enjoyed my lover's huge cock burying to the hilt in my aching bowels. 
 
    It was such a delight. 
 
    “Kevin, honey,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, he sliding so deep into me. He's filling up my bowels.” 
 
    “That's wonderful, honey,” he said and then kissed me. 
 
    My lips melted against my husband's as I savored the pleasure of my lover's big dick reaming my asshole. Adebayo grabbed my hips. His strong hands held them as he bottomed out in me. His heavy balls rested against my taint. His bush tickled my ass. Then he drew back. 
 
    I squealed into my husband's lips, kissing him with a fierce passion as inch after inch of Adebayo's thick dick pulled out of my bowels. My lover groaned, savoring the velvety grip of my asshole around his thick cock. 
 
    Then he slammed back into me. He drove that dick to the hilt in me. I groaned, savoring every inch of him being in me. His balls smacked into me. My tongue played with my husband's, his hand holding mine as I took that big dick in my bowels again and again. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne, your asshole is always a delight,” growled Adebayo. His hand slid up my side, his strong fingers caressing my body. “I'm so glad I lied about my people's traditions.” 
 
    Kevin stiffened. He broke our kiss and gasped, “What?” 
 
    “My people don't have that custom,” Adebayo said, thrusting away. He laughed. “Real men don't let others fuck their wives. That's what wussy, pathetic, White men do. Cuckolds who can't please their women.” 
 
    “That's right,” I moaned. “Oh, Kevin, isn't it delicious? Isn't it hot that he tricked you? That he tricked us both into letting him fuck me? I wanted him in me the moment I saw him. And he gave me permission to act on my lusts. Oh, Kevin, don't you love being my little cuckold.” 
 
    “Yes,” he groaned as Adebayo drilled his cock hard into my bowels. My husband knew the truth and accepted it. I bet he knew all along. He had just used that excuse to let himself be weak. To let this better man dominate them in the bedroom. To take me and fuck me and make me cum. 
 
    My husband kissed me. His lips were delightful, loving, but they were not a man's lips. He didn't ravish my mouth the way Adebayo would. That was how he pounded my asshole. He fucked me with masculine virility. Adebayo brimmed with it. 
 
    Not my husband. 
 
    I loved being fucked like this. I savored Adebayo's dick pounding my asshole. He gave me the pleasure a woman should receive. That I should have gotten from my husband. I was glad I found it from an African stud. I could never give this up. I wanted more and more. I kissed my husband with hunger as Adebayo drove that dick deep into my bowels. 
 
    My pussy clenched, the heat building in there. My orgasm would explode through me. I would cum and cum on Adebayo's dick. I would worship him with my bowels. I moaned into my kiss with my husband as Adebayo's slammed into me. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he growled and grabbed my tits. “I am so glad your husband is such a wuss. Such a simpering sissy. He enjoyed sucking my dick to get me ready for your asshole. Oh, and what a delicious asshole. You're never going to let him fuck this tight hole, are you?” 
 
    I broke the kiss with my husband to moan, “No, this is your hole, Adebayo! No one else gets to touch it. Only your cock!” 
 
    Adebayo kneaded my tits and slammed so hard into me. Pleasure rippled from my breasts held in his strong, massaging grip. I clamped my bowels down on his cock, savoring him hammering into me. I was coming closer and closer to cumming.  
 
    To exploding with ecstasy on his dick. 
 
    “That's right, honey, you're never going to fuck my ass, are you?” I moaned. 
 
    “No,” he groaned, his hand grabbing his little dick and fisting it. His other gripped my hand. 
 
    “I love my little cuckold,” I moaned and then I detonated. “Adebayo! Yes, yes, you're making me cum again! Yes!” 
 
    I howled out in delight, my bowels rippling around Adebayo's thick shaft. I savored every moment of it. I loved every second of Adebayo's hammering my convulsing bowels. The pleasure rippled through me. It spilled hot out of my spasming cunt.  
 
    My bowels convulsed and writhed, celebrating Adebayo's thick dick plunging into me. Waves of ecstasy flooded through my body. They were so intense. So wonderful. I loved every one of them that swept through me. 
 
    I kissed my husband and groaned as Adebayo drilled into my convulsing bowels. He slammed deep and hard into me. He buried into me again and again, grunting. Groaning. His hand squeezed my tits. He held them tight as he plowed into me. 
 
    “Mrs. Thorne!” he growled. “Oh, yes, I shall love drowning in your oceans again and again while I stay here. Mr. Thorne, your wife is mine until I go back to Africa!” 
 
    Kevin broke the kiss to moan, “She's yours, Adebayo!” 
 
    “I'm cumming again!” I moaned, the feverish pleasure washing through my body. My mind drowned. I quivered, juices flooding down my thighs. My married body quivered as my Black lover fucked me hard. 
 
    Adebayo buried deep into me. He slammed to the hilt in my bowels. With a groan, he erupted. His jizz fired into my spasming asshole. He flooded me with all his spunk. All his wonderful seed. It was such a delicious thing to experience him pumping away at my anal sheath. 
 
    “Yes!” Adebayo roared. “I rule in this house!” 
 
    “You do!” I moaned. My bowels milked his cock, working out every drop. 
 
    “Oh, yes, you definitely do, Adebayo!” Natalie moaned from the doorway. “Dad, you need to get out of here. I don't want you around when I'm getting naughty with Mom and Adebayo.” 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Thorne, I want to be alone with your women. Your wife and daughter are going to be pleasuring me all night long.” 
 
    Natalie giggled. My step-daughter sounded so wicked. 
 
    “That's right, Kevin, you have to leave,” I moaned. “We need to pleasure our man.” 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Natalie Thorne 
 
    “Yes, yes, pump that seed into me!” I moaned. Adebayo's cock spurted over and over into my spasming pussy. I licked at my step-mother's cunt, gathering up the juices flooding out of her as I savored that wonderful passion basting my fertile twat. 
 
    We were all cumming. We were all writhing together on the bed. It had been a magical evening. After my dad left to go sleep in the guest bedroom and Clinton had gone home, Adebayo, my step-mother, and I had gotten really wild. We had been fucking for several hours and loving it. 
 
    I groaned, my mind drowning in bliss. My tongue swirled around my step-mother's taboo pussy. I savored the flavor of her tangy juices spilling out of her twat. Her large breasts heaved. She moaned and gasped and shuddered through her rapture. Then she panted, her hands squeezing and stroking her big boobs. She breathed heavily, her tits rising and falling. 
 
    “Natalie,” she moaned. 
 
    “Mmm, it was all my pleasure, Mom,” I moaned, my pussy milking out the last of Adebayo's cum. “You think he's bred us?” 
 
    “Oh, if he hasn't, he's not the type to give up until he does,” she moaned. 
 
    Adebayo laughed and then smacked my rump. “That's right, little gazelle. I'll pump my seed into you every day until you're pregnant.” 
 
    “And after that?” I asked. 
 
    “Why, I'll still fuck you. I'll enjoy taking you hard as your belly grows round with my child. It'll be such a delight.” 
 
    “It will be,” I moaned and then crawled up my step-mother's body. 
 
    I pressed my small titties into her big, round boobs. I kissed her, savoring the feel of her beneath me. Our lips danced together as we shuddered. Adebayo's seed leaked out of my pussy and dribbled down to my step-mother's bush. 
 
    I was so glad that my step-mother and I had stopped competing over Adebayo and had united. That he had claimed us both and showed us that we could share him. It was so naughty. I had so much fun doing illicit things with her. 
 
    Them. 
 
    The rest of this year would be amazing. The best part was, Clinton was now my little cuckold. I couldn't wait for him to hold my hand when I went to my OB/GYN appointment. We would get to see Adebayo's child growing inside of me on the ultrasound. The doctor would think Clinton was the father, but when I delivered it would be so obvious a Black men had bred me. 
 
    It would be wonderful. 
 
    “Two beautiful delights,” Adebayo said. “You two are stirring up my passions.” 
 
    I broke the kiss with my mother and smiled at her. “Want me to ride your face as he fucks your pussy?” 
 
    She gave a wicked giggle. “What do you think?” 
 
    I squealed as I moved into place. Oh, yes, this next year would be amazing. I was so glad my mother was hosting Adebayo. I had learned just how amazing Black dicks were. Every woman needed this joy. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Maria Thorne – Nine Months Later 
 
    “The white zone is for loading and unloading only,” the cool, prerecorded voice announced out before the airport. 
 
    Adebayo opened my door and held out his hand to me. I smiled and took it, my Black lover helping me out of the sedan. It was awkward. I was eight months pregnant with his child. My belly round and thrusting out before me. It had been such an amazing experience to become a mother in truth. 
 
    “Thank you for your hospitality, Mrs. Thorne,” Adebayo said as he embraced me. 
 
    I lifted my head, my belly pressing into his strong stomach as his powerful lips claimed my mouth for the last time. I closed my eyes, shuddering as I gave my farewell kiss to my Black stud guest. His tongue plundered into my mouth, claiming me utterly. I quivered there, feeling our child kicking with excitement inside my belly. It was a son. 
 
    A strong, healthy son. There was no doubt in my mind that it was Adebayo's and not my husband's. 
 
    Tears filled my eyes when I broke the kiss. “I'll miss you, Adebayo. Be safe over there.” 
 
    “I will miss you, too, Mrs. Thorne,” he said. 
 
    My husband came up alongside us, my little cuckold extending his arm to shake the hand of the man who had bred his wife and taken over his spot in the bedroom. My husband had a big grin on his face. “It was nice to get to know your, eh, customs.” 
 
    Adebayo chuckled. “It was my privilege to breed your wife. Thank you for the honor.” 
 
    “And what about breeding me?” Natalie asked. 
 
    She waddled around from the other side of the car, her hands cupping her belly. It was just as round as mine. My step-daughter glowed as she floated towards our lover. 
 
    “It was an honor to breed you, too, little gazelle,” Adebayo said. 
 
    I snuggled up to my husband as I watched Adebayo kiss our daughter with passion. Adebayo thrust his tongue deep into Natalie's mouth and wiggled it around. She shuddered and groaned, her arms wrapped around his neck. She was so short compared to him, which made it even hotter. She looked so sexy so pregnant.  
 
    The only downside with us being this far long was we could no longer sixty-nine. 
 
    “Isn't that beautiful?” I asked my husband. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Natalie would be getting married this summer. After she gave birth, Clinton would take her as his bride. He was doing it knowing that she would be cuckolding him again and again. There would be other black men who would breed her. He would be there, holding her hand as she climaxed so hard on her lover's ebony cock. 
 
    “I just heard back today,” I said to my husband as Natalie and Adebayo broke apart. “We'll be getting another stud from Africa to stay with us next year. Just a few months away, and you'll get to see me cumming on another African lion's cock.” 
 
    “Sounds wonderful, honey,” he said and smiled at me. 
 
    I gave my little cuckold the kiss. One African hunk was leaving us, but another would be coming. I couldn't wait. 
 
    I would make sure all my guests were please. Especially if they had dicks as big as Adebayo's. I loved being a wicked hot wife. I couldn't wait to have my next Black baby. 
 
    The END 
 
   


  
 

 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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